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A Wife's Decent Ch. 01

This is a cuckold story (or it will be once it gets going). It's a story of what I wish would happen to these real people. It is (sadly) entirely fictional. Hope you enjoy it, please do reach out should you have feedback or suggestions.

A Wife's Decent Ch. 01

Chris had been working in his office when his wife, Emily, texted to say she was popping out to the shop quickly and that Michelle was coming round and would let herself in. Michelle was Emily's unmarried friend. You know, the one. The one who parties a bit too much and dresses far too skimpy for a woman in her early forties. As for her letting herself into their house, it was just easier. She was back and forth with Emily all the time and someone they trusted 100%.

Chris found Michelle sitting on the couch in the living room, grinning like a fox in the hen house. His laptop was open on her lap, nothing unusual, she operated in their house like was hers, had done for years.

She titled the screen slightly so that Chris could see it. A folder was open on the screen. That folder.

Chris wanted to run across the room, snatch the laptop, lock the folder and laugh that she was seeing things. He'd left the folder unlocked. No chance. But obviously yes.

"I was waiting for Emily to get home. And I happened across something rather interesting," she said, brushing her long dark hair back over her shoulder. She was the kind of woman that always liked to have some part of herself on display. Usually, her tits. Chris would have been staring, if he wasn't fixated on the folder she was scrolling through on the laptop.

It contained dozens of cuckold and BBC porn videos and even more importantly a few half-finished stories that contained filthy and specific fantasies about Chris' wife Emily.

Chris' heart felt like it was pounding in his throat. "... Are you gonna tell Emily? About the folder?" he asked.

Michelle thought for a second. "Mmm... no. At least, not yet."

Chris felt a wave of relief.

But, she continued, "That is, if you agree to have a little chat with me about what I have found here." She patted the couch beside her.

Chris swallowed very slowly. He crossed the room and eased himself down onto the couch.

"I noticed that these videos have a theme," Michelle said with a smile.

Chris nodded. He knew every video in the folder was of someone's housewife moaning as her pussy was stretched by a thick black cock.

Michelle opened one of the videos titled "Blond Slutwife BBC Creampie Gangbang". A curvy blonde in her mid forties sat on a couch looking at the camera. She started to answer questions about herself, her experience, and her husband.

Chris' felt short of breath. He had seen the video many times and knew they only had about three minutes until five massive black cocks appeared around her. He looked over at Michelle, who was grinning again.

"So you love videos of white wives taking thick black cock?" she asked.

He nodded, weakly. "Yes."

"Hmmm...' Michelle said, "that's a good start."

The word start hung in Chris's mind as Michelle turned her attention back to the video. Five naked,hung black guys entered the frame. The woman giggled as she touched each of them. The men started to undress her as she wrapped her lips around a huge cock.

Chris and Michelle watched quietly as the guys squeezed her big, heavy tits, as she took a turn sucking each big black cock. Chris' cock throbbed nervously, but refused to get all the way hard.

"You want Emily to take a big black cock?" Michelle asked.

Chris wiped his palms over his pants.

"C'mon," she said. "I know you do. Imagine that guy was grabbing Emily's huge tits."

Chris sucked in slow breaths, trying not to let his imagination run too wild. But his cock was stiffening.

"Imagine him pushing that fat cock into your wife's mouth," she said.

Chris let out a heavy sigh. He tried to shift his position to hide his growing erection, but it was too late, Michelle had spotted it.

"I fucking knew it!" she said with a laugh.

"Yes, okay," Chris, said finally.

"Okay, what?" she asked, with a little smirk.

"Okay, I want to see my wife with a thick black cock." Chris slumped back against the couch a little.

"Of course you do. I should've guessed that so long ago." One of the bulls on screen began to slide into her pussy and she let out a moan.

Michelle turned to him. "But the real question..."

Chris slowly turned to look at Michelle, his heart pounding.

She reached down and fast-forwarded to the end. A close-up on a massive black cock pounding her hard. Cum was squeezing out around the edges of his thick cock. "Do you really want them to breed her? To put a black baby in her?"

Chris felt frozen, wondering how she'd made the short leap "Did you... Did you read the stories?"

Michelle nodded. "I looked through them. Enough to know how filthy you are." she smirked at him.

They sat there in silence for a moment, except for the sounds of slapping and the moans of orgasm coming from the laptop.

Michelle's big breasts rose and fell as she watched. "You want Emily to get knocked up by some hung black stud, don't you?"

Chris couldn't take his eyes off the screen. "I... I don't know..."

Michelle rubbed his thigh and it sent a shiver through his body. "That's okay. We can come back to that."

The big black balls throbbed again and again as the bull groaned, emptying another big load deep inside her.

"I bet you don't watch any porn besides wives getting used by big black cock? C'mon you can tell me."

"No," he admitted.

Michelle turned on a different video. She skipped forward to the middle. A thin redhead moaned in ecstasy, gripping her husband's hand, as a thick black cock slowly stretched her little pussy.

"It is pretty sexy imagining your proper wife like that, isn't it? Begging some hung black stud to resize her pussy." Michelle's tongue flicked over her lip.

Chris sucked in a big breath, the tent in his pants twitching wildly. "Yes..."

"Would you really go through with it if you had the chance? Tell me you would."

He felt a little dizzy. "I would. I mean, I think I would."

Michelle smiled and she reached out and touched his arm. "You know I could talk to her. She listens to me."

Chris' heart was beating out of control. He could barely believe the events that were unfolding. "There is no way it would work. She'd never go for it."

Michelle shrugged. "It might work. If you trust me. She's not as pure as you think."

On the laptop, the little redhead shrieked with orgasm. Her legs were locked tight around him, her whole body convulsing as he fucked her.

"Plus, every woman is powerless when faced with cock like that." She chuckled.

His cock twitched even more.

"Do you want your wife to dress and act sluttier?" Michelle asked.

Chris nodded eagerly.

"How slutty are we talking? I know you think I'm a bit slutty." a big smirk and a deliberate look down her own body at her 4 inches of cleavage, part of her lacy bra was showing, and her skirt showed a lot of thigh, as usual. Michelle has always happy for people to look at her body, Emily was quite the opposite. Both were busty, hippy ladies, both worked hard at the gym to keep their bodies from wobbling too much. That wasn't to say they were athletes, but with the right clothes on they garnered serious attention.

"I... I don't..." Chris replies, clearly embarrassed to talk about this topic.

"Do you want people to stare at her?"

"Yes." Chris bowed his head and that brought a smile out of Michelle.

"Do you want people to talk about her and lust for her?"

"Gawd yes. She's a sexy thing, she just doesn't know it." Their eyes met.

"I know you love big boobs, don't you?" she asked, giving her boobs a jiggle. "It's about time she lets others enjoy those huge udders hanging on her chest." There was a hint of venom in her voice. Chris knew about the disproportionate relationship both women had about their breasts. Michelle had a very big pair that she always squashed into too small a bra and they were always on display. Emily had an even bigger pair that she did everything to hide and play down.

There was something about Emily not sharing her assets that made Michelle actually cross, this was exciting to her. Get that prude active. "Do you want me to help her become a dirty slut, like me? Or maybe, a lot worse? What are the limits to your dirty fantasies?" Her chest rose and fell as she talked.

Chris smiles for the first time and he whispers "You choose, no limits really," almost panting.

"You dirty, perverted man. Do you want her to take big black cock?"

He nodded again.

"Do you think you can trust me?" she asked, looking him directly in the eye. Michelle was possibly more excited at this point than Chris. She was starting to picture Emily, her friend, his wife doing all sorts. She didn't know the extent of Chris's perversions, but she had her own that no on knew about. She'd wanked herself off more than once after seeing Emily's body during spa days.

His head swam, but he nodded.

"Good," she said with a smirk. She closed the video. "To start with, I am going to email myself these stories."

Michelle checked her watch, "She's due back any moment, go get Emily's sexiest bra and knickers set, stockings garter etc. The ones she'll only wear in the bedroom for you." she winked at Chris "hurry".

He quickly got up, bent slightly, trying to hide the obvious tent in his pants. He scurried off up the stairs to carry out his task.

"And get one of Claire's mini-skirts," she called up the stairs to him. Claire is Chris and Emily's 17 year old daughter. Currently going through a goth phase or sorts, always in black and never really. Michelle knew that she had great legs as she had seen them a few times under those mini-skirts that she nearly always wore. She wasn't sure about the rest of her body and baggy clothes were her style and Emily wouldn't be drawn on that topic, yet.

He returned quickly with a small collection of clothes in his hand, holding them over the tent again, trying as he might to maintain some dignity.

Michelle had her hand up her skirt. She was watching a husband eagerly lick a big creampie out of his wife's pussy. His busty wife lovingly licked her bull's big black cock clean.

"Stand there in front of me." Michelle took the bundle and had a quick look through what he'd brought down. Black thigh-highs, a lacy red bra and knickers set. Emily had only worn them a few times, complaining they made her feel like a whore, even though she always seemed to really enjoy having sex in them. And their teenage daughter's mini-skirt, much too small for Emily.

"You have no idea what's going through my head." she quickly chuckled, while stuffing the clothes into her oversized handbag.

Chris' eyes drifted down to the laptop and the tent in his pants twitched.

They heard a car door and Chris jumped. Michelle just smiled an evil smile, staring straight at his bulge. "If I asked you, would you wear some sexy knickers, Chris?"

There was a little twitch in his pants. A quick parting of her legs and he saw a very clear flash of her knickers. "I may have you wear mine one day. I bet you'd like that."

His erection gave a big twitch. She chuckled.

There was the sound of footsteps coming up the drive.

Michelle switched off the laptop, then turned back to him. "Would you like to fuck me one day?"

His pants didn't twitch this time. She raised an eyebrow. "Good boy, I think I understand you. I bet you'd love it if Emily walked in here knowing her womb and knickers were full of someone else cum." Chris gave a loud groan and his cock twitched and leaked precum.

The door swung open and Chris sat down rapidly to try and hide a nice-sized erection. "Hey, honey!" he said.

"Hey..." Emily said, looking them both over through her glasses. She had her brown hair tied back in a ponytail, glasses, her usual long jumper stretched over her enormous rack and her legs encased in black leggings. Simple but expensive diamonds in her ears, elegant, smart, a few miles away from sexy. Try as she might, she couldn't completely hide the crazy hourglass shape, all boobs and hips. It was obvious what was hidden under there.

Michelle smiled. After a long pause, she said "So Emily, what would you say to coming out to the club with me this weekend?"

Emily sucked in a breath, looking between the two of them "Really? Hah my clubbing days are well over."

"C'mon," Michelle said. "We haven't been in ages. And we never got to do anything for my birthday last month."

"Yeah, I know, but to a club. We're not in our 20s, and besides I don't really have anything to wear..." That pissed Michelle off, Emily often referred to them as old. Like they were dried up old grannies, she thought that Michelle's sexual antics were plane wrong. Michelle was happy to hear the clothes comment and latched on.

"Easy," Michelle said. "Instead of getting a drink tonight, we can go shopping. I'm sure Chris won't mind you going out to the club with me this weekend." She turned and looked at him. "Right?"

"Right!" Chris said.

"Okay, I guess," Emily said with a shrug, relenting as Emily dragged her off toward the car.

Chris finally slouched into the chair and let out a sigh as he heard the car pull away. Then he felt his phone vibrate.

It was a text message from Michelle. 'I want you to turn that porn back on. Stroke and edge the whole time we're gone, but don't lose it.'

Chris grabbed the laptop and hurried upstairs.

...

"What about this one?" Michelle asked, pulling a flowy black dress off the rack.

"That is awfully short," Emily said.

"Well, you're not wearing it to church," Michelle said with a laugh.

"I know, but still."

"Just try it on, it will look great on you, I promise." Michelle pushed the dress into her hands and Emily went into the changing booth.

Emily took her time, complaining through the door the whole time.

"Oh, just come on out already," Michelle said, finally.

"Okay..." Emily said, opening the door.

"Wow!" Michelle said.

She wasn't lying, it looked good on her. The neckline wasn't even as low-cut as the blouse that Michelle was wearing, but that was still quite risqué for Emily. It wasn't the epitome of a little black dress as it wasn't tight around the thighs, it was a loose flowy dress. There was a lot more skin showing than Emily would ever usually show as it stopped mid-thigh and her upper chest was clear, showing a good 3 inches of bouncy cleavage.

"I don't know," Emily said, looking herself over in the mirror. "I think it is way too much."

"Are you crazy?" Michelle asked. "Don't believe me?" Michelle snapped a picture with her phone.

"No! What are you doing?" Emily said, gasping.

"Just getting a second opinion."

"What?!"

"Calm down, I just sent it to Chris," Michelle said. "Look, he already wrote back. He says he loves it. With six exclamation points!"

Emily blushed. "Of course he would say that! Look how much it shows."

"It's a dress for the club! You have to get it! It looks so good on you."

"I don't know," Emily said again.

"Tell you what. Get the dress and wear it home. See what Chris' reaction is. Then tell me it doesn't look great on you."

"Wear it out of here? Through the parking lot?" Emily asked.

"What? You'll have your coat over it."

"Fine. Okay," Emily said.

Michelle was very happy at this progress, it was still positively pedestrian compared to her upcoming plans. A sly grin crept across Michelle's face as she pictured the very near future.

...

Chris slowly stroked his cock as he watched a curvy brunette wife getting pounded with a thick black cock. She moaned as her pussy stretched to accommodate his massive dick.

"Fuck it is so big... " she whimpered. "So fucking big. So much bigger than my husband."

The big black bull groaned as he pushed deep into her again.

Chris panted and his cock twitched, leaking precum. He stroked it very gently, trying to avoid setting it off.

His phone buzzed and he quickly opened it.

A text message from Michelle. "We'll be home before long. I convinced her to wear the dress home. Your welcome!'

'Thank you!' he texted back.

'When she gets home make sure you pay her heaps of compliments. Tell her all about how amazingly sexy she looks. Drag her straight to bed. Give it to her hard and don't you dare hold back for one second.'

'Okay.' His heart was racing and his cock was throbbing.

'As soon as you cum, go down on her. Tell her she looks so good in the dress you couldn't help losing it, but you want to make sure she gets off.'

His cock throbbed and leaked as he read the message.

'Can you do that?' she texted.

'Yes!' he answered.

'Good. And the whole time I want you to imagine she is just home from the club. Freshly fucked by some stranger.'

'Oh god, that is hot.'

'I thought you'd like that, you naughty boy,'

A few minutes later Chris heard the front door. He quickly turned off the computer and zipped his throbbing erection back into his pants and hurried downstairs.

Emily was standing in the living room. Chris could hardly believe Michelle had convinced her to buy the dress.

"Well?" she asked.

"Sorry, I was stunned! You look so amazing!" Chris rushed over to her, kissing her.

"Really?" she asked.

"Absolutely!" he said, his hands wandering over her. "Uhh, I love this dress."

"Mmmm," she said, feeling his erection against her, "I can tell that you do!"

"C'mon," he said, pulling her toward the stairs.

"Right now?" she asked.

"Well, I'm not gonna waste this dress!" he said, pulling her up the stairs.

Chris pushed her onto the bed, kissing her.

"You really do like this dress, don't you?" she asked.

He nodded eagerly. He peeled her white cotton panties off. They seemed completely out of place under such a sexy dress.

They both let out a sigh as he pushed into her wet pussy. Chris gave another thrust and let out a groan as he began to erupt inside of her. "Oh fuck... oh fuck!"

He panted for a moment.

"Jeez... you really did like this dress," she said with a snicker.

Chris felt nervous now, without the aching erection driving him forward. His heart was pounding. "Sorry, I couldn't hold it. You just looked so sexy!"

"It's okay," Emily said.

Chris told himself there was no turning back now. "You looked so amazing in that dress. I wanna make sure you get off." He started sliding down her body.

"What? Oh, you don't-" but then Chris was kissing her creamy pussy. His heart pounded in his chest but he pushed his tongue deeper inside of her and she let out a soft moan.

Chris licked her messy pussy up and down. He remembered Michelle's instructions. He imagined Emily had been out at the club. That she had been fucked hard, by some hung black guy, like one of the women in the videos he had been watching all evening.

Emily let out a moan as he licked faster. Chris throbbed against the bed as he pushed his tongue deep inside her again, trying to lick up every last drop of the mess.

She let out a sigh, running her fingers through his hair. Chris gripped her thighs, starting to focus on her clit. She trembled in his arms and moaned as she started to cum.

Chris licked like a wildman as his wife's hips bucked against his face. He finally slowed and Emily collapsed back against the pillow.

"... So I guess I better keep the dress," she said with a chuckle.

The next day Chris texted Michelle that he had done it.

'I know.' Michelle texted back. 'She texted me all about it this morning. This might be easier than I thought.'

Chris' cock strained against his pants. 'Really?'

'Ya. If you keep up with your training, I promise to bring her home full of cum in no time.'

Chris nearly let out a moan as he read the text. 'I am so hard right now!'



'Good! Are you ready for some more homework?'

'Yes!' Chris texted back.

'Find AT LEAST half an hour to edge to BBC porn today. But don't cum. And slowly start throwing out Emily's old cotton knickers. One or two at a time, so she doesn't notice.'

'She'll know I've done it with the knickers. We've discussed this a few times in the past and I've thrown some out before. I'll do it as I understand, but she'll know. (I kinda like that she'll know, she's bound to bring it up.)'

'I don't care if she asks you about it, you'll have to manage that. Umm maybe I'll give you some of my knickers to put in her draw to replace them. We're about the same size. That'll be tricky to explain wont it! I want to hear about the edging and knickers progress soon.'

'Yes... Miss'

'Hah I like that. Good boy. Good naughty boy. Just you wait!'

Emily left for work around 10. Chris quickly found a couple of rather boring pairs of Emily's knickers from the laundry. He snapped a pic, holding them over the trash and sent it to Michelle.

'Good boy!' she sent back.

'Thank you Miss!'

Then Chris hurried upstairs. He set up his laptop with a long playlist of filthy porn and placed it right beside his work monitor. He rubbed his hand over the tent in his pants as he tried to read over an e-mail.

'How is the edging?' Michelle texted.

Chris felt a rush. Following her instructions. Exposing his filthy desires to her. He took a picture, spreadsheets on one screen, horny wife cumming hard on a thick black cock on the other.

'Are you gonna keep that up the entire time Emily is at work? Carefully studying exactly what kind of cock your busty wife needs?'

His cock throbbed and leaked in his underwear. 'Yes Miss!'

'Very good! I promise all your hard work will be rewarded. Just wait and see.'

Chris shuddered as he rubbed his hand over the twitching tent in his pants.

By the time Emily got home a few hours later, Chris was aching for release. He tucked his erection into his pants, descending the stairs carefully, afraid the friction of his pants might set off his very sensitive erection.

"Hey, hon. How was work?" he asked, finding Emily in the kitchen.

"Oh fine," she said. "You?"

"Okay. Had a little trouble focusing, but I got everything done."

"That's good," she said with a smile. She started to tidy up the kitchen, but paused as she went to throw something away.

She looked up at him and Chris felt his erection throb in his pants. "Did you throw out my knickers?" she asked.

He swallowed. "Yeah. I was just in the laundry. It's only a few that I noticed those were pretty worn."

She cocked an eyebrow. "You were in the laundry?"

He nodded. "You know, just tossing some socks in."

"... Okay," she said, but didn't push it.

"Do you want me to order you some new pairs?" he asked.

"No, no. I know exactly what kind of knickers you would order me," she said with a chuckle. "We've talked about this before and I know you don't listen!"

"I just want my sexy wife to feel and be sexy 24/7, of course," Chris said.

"We both know exactly what perverted ideas you have in that head of yours and in there, they'll be staying. Thank you very much." Emily gave him a gentle swat on the arm. "Just don't leave me with nothing!" she said as she wandered off.

...

Over the next few days, Chris spent several hours edging at Michelle's instruction. On Friday, Michelle surprised him by stopping by in the middle of the day, to 'inspect' his progress.

"Very good," she said, eying his throbbing, naked erection and the black cock gangbang playing on the screen.

"Thank you, Miss," Chris said.

She grinned, reaching into her purse. She slowly produced a little, lacy, black thong. "You've been making excellent progress. I thought you deserved a reward."

Chris' cock throbbed wildly in his hand. She bent over his lap, her big tits threatening to spill out. She dangled the little thong, lowering it onto his twitching cock.

"Ohhh... thank you, Miss," he said, panting.

"Wear that around your cock the rest of the afternoon, but don't you dare cum on it." His cock throbbed and leaked under the feather weight of Michelle's tiny knickers. "And stop looking at my tits, your wife has a bigger pair for you to perv at."

"Yes, Miss!" Chris sucked in a few short breaths.

She slowly straightened back up. "Then get Emily to wear them to the club tomorrow."

A big droplet of precum leaked out of the head of his cock. "... How do I do that?"

Michelle smirked. "I'm sure you'll figure something out."

Chris nodded and his cock throbbed.

"Well, I will go, and leave you to your training," Michelle said.

Chris had an aching erection the rest of the day, that took quite a bit of effort to hide. When they got into bed, he tried to snuggle up against Emily, but she was worn out and said she wanted to get a good night's rest. He was awake for hours, stubbornly erect.

Chris was a bundle of nervous excitement all day. In the early afternoon he finally forced himself to broach the subject of Michelle's knickers.

"Oh... I forgot," Chris started. "Michelle dropped by some knickers for you yesterday." He eyed her nervously.

"Some knickers?" Emily asked.

"Yeah. I thought maybe you guys talked about it? For tonight? I put them in your sock drawer."

"She didn't say anything to me!" Emily said. "And why did she give them to you?"

"Well, you weren't home. And you know Michelle, she probably thought it was funny."

She shook her head, climbing the stairs. "What is wrong with her?"

"These are tiny!" she called, just as Chris walked in. "Not to mention, they look worn."

"I don't know. I thought maybe it had something to do with panty lines or something."

"I have another pair I can wear," she said, rifling through her drawer. "Where is that red pair? You didn't throw that pair away, did you?"

Chris swallowed. "No... why would I throw that pair away?"

"I don't know. You seem to be making all sorts of strange decisions about knickers lately," Emily said.

She dug through her drawer for another minute. "Fine, I guess I could wear it," she said, shaking her head. She looked over at him. "Are you just gonna sit there and watch?"

"Of course!" Chris' cock throbbed against the fabric of his pants. "You know what happened last time you put that new dress on!" He smiled as he sat on the bed and shuffled up to the headboard to get comfortable.

Her skin still moist from the shower, she dropped the towel and turned to face Chris, with the tiny black thong in her hand. "You love this idea don't you? Me wearing these little panties?"

"Thong," he corrected her, "and yes."

As Emily bent over to pull on the thong, her huge tits swayed forward, threatening to topple her. A big grin crossed his face. He watched her slide the little thong up her legs and into place. The same thong that Michelle had handed to him yesterday. The same thong that had been wrapped around his cock for a few hours, was now tightly cupping her pussy. It was made of a slightly transparent material, so you could see through it.

Chris could see that she had trimmed her pussy and it drove his aching cock wild. The thought that she had trimmed so neatly, for a trip to the club, was intoxicating. Not to mention, how good it looked!

Chris started to lean forward, with lust in his eyes, his mouth slightly open.

"God there's nothing to them," Emily said. "I feel like a dirty slut in these. I need to change..." she spun round, facing the mirror and gasped at herself. "No I can't wear..."

"God Emily, I like them. And it's only me seeing them... and wow your ass looks amazing."

She'd forgotten that her ass was 100% on display in these knickers and Chris's comment reminded her. She swiftly reached for a sort-of-matching, but nowhere-near-as-sexy bra, her dress and stepped into the bathroom slamming the door behind her.

Chris hurried over to the door. "Arrr honey... you look great! Not slutty. Just lovely."

There was no reply but he could hear breathing and the sounds of movement.

"Love you honey," Chris said, shuffling back over to the bed and lying back. "I just want you to enjoy life as much as you can," he called.

He closed his eyes for a moment. He couldn't help picturing all the videos he'd been watching all day, but in his mind, Emily was the star of the show. His cock throbbed and leaked in his pants. He resisted the urge to touch his erection, but let himself revel in the fantasy. Picturing his beautiful, curvy, reserved wife's pussy in that little back thong. The image burned in his head.

Then he imagined a huge black cock buried deep inside her. Slowly sliding out of her pussy. Cum leaking everywhere. Black fingers pulling that exact thong back over the glistening pussy lips, trapping all that cum in place. He could almost taste it.

Lost in a vivid fantasy, he barely noticed the bathroom door open. Emily said something, but he was too distracted to catch it.

Emily laid down beside him, and the movement of the bed caused him to look over. Almost as if on auto pilot, he rolled over onto her thighs. He lifted her dress, with ease, as it was much shorter than her usual style. He let out a sigh as he pushed her thighs apart.

"Chris no, stop it, I don't have time for..."

Chris was faced with the close-up version of his previous view. Her black thong, was pulled tightly across her pussy. The smell was amazing. She was starting to get turned on. A bit of the smell of his own cock lingered on them, as well. In a daze, he pulled the thong gently to one side and started to kiss and worship her pussy.

He felt her hand on the back of his head. "Ohh gawd, Chris, I don't... ummm."

Chris parted her lips and started to lick her up and down. Then his tongue began to probe deeper. He knew she liked that.

Emily let out a heavy sigh. "You'll make me wet and I'm going out, oooh... but it's nicccce."

"Thooohh laatee," Chris says, his tongue still part way inside her.

He really began to taste her. He couldn't help imagining she'd been creampied, just like the women in those videos. He imagined getting a surprise from deep within her, some extra... richer flavour. Proof that she'd done it. That it had been done to her.

The front doorbell went off.

Emily rolled Chris off to the side and launched herself out of the bed.

She adjusted her underwear, smoothed her dress and then she was out of the bedroom and heading down the stairs.

Chris sat up, licking his lips, still in a bit of a daze. He slowly climbed off the bed, adjusting the serious tent in his pants.

He could hear Michelle's voice and he climbed down the stairs, horny as hell, the taste of his wife still on his lips. His chin still glistened with her juices.

He realized Michelle was staring at him. "Evening Michelle," Chris said with a smile.

Her dress was even more daring than Emily's, of course. Clearly going out on the pull as usual. Only this time, with a wing woman. His wife! He could barely believe it, God, what a few days it had been.

Emily appeared at his side with her purse. She leaned over and gave him a kiss on the lips. "See you later Chris," she said as she wandered out the door.

"We'll be home late. But don't worry, I'll look after her." Michelle gave him a quick peck on the cheek and then followed Emily out the door.

Emily collapsed into the taxi with a heavy sigh, her heart still racing. She realized how exposed she was, and quickly tugged her dress down, but not before the taxi driver gave her a knowing smile.

She felt a rush at being desired. She felt more excited about the night than she had realized.

She noticed Michelle grinning like a cat that caught a bird.

"What?" Emily asked.

"Nothing. Just excited for tonight. And you look fucking amazing!" Michelle said.

Emily laughed. "You have no idea. I barely made it out the door. Chris couldn't keep his hands off of me... or his tongue for that matter."

Michelle smirked. "Good for him. I don't blame him. You look good enough to eat."

She slipped her phone out of her purse and started typing out a text to Chris. 'I want you to edge while we are gone. So you are really aching for your slutty wife by the time I bring her home.'

Her phone buzzed immediately. 'Already am, Miss!'. Her phone buzzed again. This time a picture came through, of Chris' erect cock in front of the laptop screen where a busty wife was taking two massive black cocks.

"Who is that?" Emily asked.

"One of my hung lovers, want to see?" Michelle said, smirking, knowing full well Emily would recoil. "I'm just so excited about you coming out. Let's just focus on us having fun!"

"Okay," Emily said. "Not too much fun, though, I know you. Let's have just the right amount of fun."

Michelle pulled out a little pink flask from her purse. She dangled it between her thumb and forefinger, her lips turning up into a smile. "Too much fun is just the right amount."

Michelle unscrewed the flask and took a big sip, then handed it to Emily.

"Oh god," Emily said. She took the flask and took a drink too. The warm liquid teased her already heightened senses. She squirmed in the seat, feeling how wet Chris had made her and how damp her thong was. She mentally cursed and smirked at him at the same time.

In a few minutes they pulled up to the club, Envi. Emily tottered on her heels for a moment but then steadied herself on the roof of the taxi. Michelle paid the driver and they headed inside. and they made their way inside.

The club was busy, and the men they walked past drank in the view of them. Emily felt totally on display but it sent a little rush through her.

She felt Michelle's hand on her ass, "C'mon let's get a drink."

Michelle waved down a bartender and ordered a round of drinks. A tall, well-dressed black man appeared beside her, probably somewhere in his late thirties. He handed a few folded-up bills to the bartender. "It's on me," he said, with a smile.

Michelle looked up at him with a grin. "Thank you," she said, making sure her tits jiggled. It was far from the first time a man had bought Michelle a round of drinks. She grabbed Emily's arm and pulled her over in a way that made sure her tits jiggled too.

"I'm Michelle," she said, "and this gorgeous creature is Emily."

Emily blushed. The man took her hand and kissed it. "Gorgeous is right."

Her hand trembled as his lips brushed against it. Emily got even redder. His eyes travelled up her arm pausing deliberately on her exposed cleavage before making piercing eye contact.

"I'm Nate," he said. "Lovely to meet you ladies."

"Likewise," Michelle said, brushing her hand over his arm. "Thanks so much for the drinks."

Emily exhaled. "Um, yeah, thank you," she added.

Nate looked her up and down, this time from toe to ponytail with a smile. "Trust me, it is my pleasure."

The bartender brought out their cocktails. "Here, sit next to me," Nate said, patting a stool beside him.

"... Okay," Emily said. He took her hand to steady her as she climbed on. "... Thank you," she said, taking a sip of her drink.

Michelle slipped her phone out of her purse. She had a number of eager texts from Chris.

'Calm yourself.' she messaged. Then 'But a tall handsome black man just bought your wife a drink.'

'Oh my god!' Chris texted back.

'What do you say?' Michelle typed out with a smirk.

'Thank you, Miss! You are a miracle worker!'

As Emily and Nate were chatting, Michelle quietly took Nate's hand and guided it toward Emily's thigh. Nate glanced her way, but didn't say anything and Emily didn't notice.

Emily straightened up a little and looked over at Nate then down at the hand on her thigh. She saw Michelle's small hand over the top of Nate's strong black hand, holding and guiding it. It sent a shiver through her and her huge chest rose and fell. Nate couldn't help but stare. Emily sucked in another breath and took a big sip of her drink.

Emily looked at Michelle, planning to glare at her, but she was distracted by her phone again.

Michelle turned away slightly, texting Chris, 'If you only knew. His hand is on her thigh now!'.

'Oh my god! I can't believe it! Thank you, Miss!'

Michelle grinned. 'Now you focus on your edging. I don't want to hear from you until I message you again.'

'Yes, Miss! I am focused!' Chris sent back right away.

Michelle slipped her phone back into her purse and picked up her drink and joined the conversation. Emily had nearly finished her drink already and Nate quickly got another round. By the end of the second drink, Emily barely seemed to notice his hand on her thigh.

Emily announced she was going to find the ladies room and looked to Michelle, who got up too.

"He wants to dance with me," Emily said, as she closed the bathroom door behind them.

"So what's the big deal? Dance with him. He did buy us all those drinks," Michelle said.

"That doesn't mean I have to dance with him," Emily said, touching up her make-up a little.

"No, but it does mean you should. He's really handsome. It'll be fun."

"I don't know," Emily said.

"C'mon, it'll be fun. Trust me, Chris wouldn't mind you dancing with a guy one bit," Michelle said with a little smirk.

"Are you sure?" Emily asked.

"Trust me. I'm positive," Michelle said, a little twinkle in her eye.

"Fine, you're right, I guess it's not that big of a deal," Emily said, slipping into a stall.

Michelle smiled, quickly getting out her phone and texting Chris, 'She's gonna dance with him.'

'What? Really?!' Chris texted.

'I told you this would work.'

'My cock is aching! It feels like it is going to burst. Thank you, Miss!'

'Good boy.' She slipped her phone back in her purse, just as Emily emerged.

"Okay. Let's go," Emily said as she quickly washed her hands off.

Nate was standing near the bar, his hand on a friend's shoulder. They both laughed at some joke.

"Welcome back, ladies," he said. "I'd like to introduce you to my good friend, Miles. Miles, these lovely ladies, are Emily and Michelle."

Miles had broad shoulders, big arms and a wide smile. His hair and beard were both cropped extremely close.

"A pleasure to meet you both," he said, looking them over..

"Now, Emily promised me a dance," Nate said.

He took Emily's hand and her heart began to race.

Nate looked over at Miles. "You'll look after Michelle for me?"

"Of course," Miles said.

"Mmm," Michelle said, sidling up to him and wrapping her arm around his waist.

Then, Nate was leading Emily out to the dance floor. She tried to steady her breathing. After all, it was only a dance, right?

But then his strong hands were on her hips, and his dark brown eyes, locked with hers, and she remembered what she had known when she was young. A dance is never just a dance.

The feel of his touch. The sense of his desire. All of it made her feel young again. And horny. She silently cursed Chris for getting her so wet, right before she had gone out.

Nate was nearly a gentleman. He only stared at her tits, the bare minimum that jugs like Emily's demanded.

Her heart fluttered as he pulled her closer. He leaned in close and she could feel his hot breath on her neck.

"You look fucking amazing," he whispered in her ear.

It was dark so no one saw her flush red. Somehow it was different. Not the same as when her husband told her. If some handsome, single guy, in a club full of women to chase, said it, there must be some truth to it.

His attention felt good, and she didn't fight it. She told herself it was just a dance, even when Nate had one hand firmly on her ass, the other brushing up against the side of her huge breast, though the thin fabric of her dress.

Emily felt excited and a little light-headed. She took a few deep breaths. He smiled as her huge chest rose and fell.



She couldn't help wondering why this guy was paying her so much attention, surely there were other women here. Other tighter, prettier... hotter women. Why was he spending all his time with her and what did he think he was going to get out of it?

Finally, after another song, they decided to take a break. They found Michelle and Miles in a booth in the back. They had a bottle of brandy and Miles had his tongue down Michelle's throat.

As Nate and Emily sat down, they paused long enough for Michelle to say, "Oh, hey guys."

Michelle went back to making out with Miles.

"Thank you for the dance, Nate," she said, as he poured her a glass of brandy.

"No, thank you."

Emily took a little sip. She felt annoyed at Michelle, not because she was making out with some random guy, which was to be expected, but because this time, Michelle's naughty behavior was starting to make Emily horny. She could feel her nipples humming, wanting and needing attention. She reached her arm across her body, trying to be as casual as possible, brushing across her nipples, trying to get a little relief.

She felt Nate's hand on her thigh. It sent a shiver through her and she took a big drink.

She felt her body tingling as she watched Michelle starting to rub Miles' cock through his pants. He groaned and kissed her back with renewed passion. His strong, black hand, slid into the top of Michelle's dress, pawing at her big tit.

"Oh my god..." Emily murmured, shaking her head.

But she felt herself getting more and more worked up. Her tiny thong was completely soaked through. She watched Miles' hand on her friend's breast. He squeezed it harshly, massaging it, almost threatening to pull it clear out on display.

Emily started to feel short of breath. The sight of her friend being groped so publicly felt so naughty and wrong, yet still it caused a burning in her.. Without even realizing she crossed her legs, her thighs squeezing her pussy. She rubbed an arm across own breast pushing hard against a nipple, and gave a gasp.

She felt a little short of breath. The booze was starting to get to her, and Nate's hand was creeping up her thigh, now slightly under her dress.

After a few minutes, Michelle took a breath and noticed how drunk Emily had become. She smiled at Emily, still stroking Miles' cock through his pants. Nate gave Michelle's huge tit a squeeze and she turned beet red.

Michelle watched with a grin. Emily squirmed in her soaked panties, feeling completely on display.

Michelle got her phone out. 'Your wife is getting groped right now!' she texted Chris.

'Oh my god!'

Miles leaned close. "Who are you texting?" he asked, raising an eyebrow.

"Her husband," Michelle said with a grin.

"Naughty," he said with a big smile. "She does have an amazing rack that I'd love to get my hands onto."

That pissed Michelle off a bit, he should be focused on her rack not Emily's "You and Nate, want to help teach her what naughty really means?" Michelle asked.

"I like the sound of that. A lot."

"Good," Michelle said, rubbing her hand over his pants. "We'll be back next Saturday."

Michelle typed out another message. 'But she is smashed, I should probably bring her home soon.'

She put her phone away and gave Miles one last long kiss. She said goodbye to Nate and Miles and then took Emily and headed out to the taxi queue.

Chris met Emily and Michelle at the front door.

Emily nearly collapsed into his arms. "I might have had a bit of brandy..." she said. Chris' cock throbbed in his pants. He looked down and saw that one of her massive tits was on the verge of spilling out. He gave her a little jostle and her breast spilled over the top of her dress.

Michelle shook her head with a chuckle. "You naughty lad. We better get her up to bed."

Chris and Michelle helped Emily up the stairs and into bed. By the time they got her shoes unbuckled she had completely passed out.

Michelle smirked. "Uh-oh. Looks like she had a bit too much to drink. And here, you are throbbing."

Chris sucked in a breath. "Yes Miss... what should I do?"

She thought about it for a second. "Why don't you peel my knickers off your wife?"

"Right now?"

Michelle nodded. "She won't wake up, she is out cold."

"Yes Miss," Chris said. He climbed onto the bed. His hands cautiously slid under Emily's dress. His fingers found the waistband of the little thong. His cock throbbed in his pants as he slowly pulled them down.

He looked over at Michelle. "They are totally soaked."

"I knew they would be. You should've seen the way she was dancing with that guy. Lick them, what do you taste? Do it right now here in front of me."

"Oh god" and Chris lifts the black, tiny, wet thong to his lips. Placing his tongue on them he moves them around to savour the taste. They taste and smell strong. Of a woman on heat. A woman full of lust. His wife, ready for sex. Hungry for sex.

"Well what do my knickers taste of?" a huge grin on her face, eyes half closed demanding an answer.

"I can taste pussy."

"Yes, Emily's pussy was ready for sex. She was ready for a cock. Not your cock. But a stranger's cock. And you should have seen him, he definitely had a massive cock." She stepped forward so that her boobs trapped his arms against his chest, the little thong against his nose. "Imagine what they'll taste like next time? Do you think she'll do something...?"

"Ohhh god" Chris breathed to her, only a few inches between them.

Michelle grinned, knowing that he was right on the edge. "I have to go now. I want you to cum all over that soaked thong. While you lie in bed next to your passed out wife. I want you to imagine all the things she did tonight. All the things she's going to do next Saturday night."

"Oh god," Chris sighed.

"I want you to cum on those panties as many times as you can tonight. And I want you to text me each time you do. Leave them on the nightstand in the morning, so she knows what you've done."

"Oh gawd," Chris said, his cock throbbing in his pants.

"Well?" Michelle asked. "Get started."

"Yes Miss," Chris said.

Chris nodded, madly unzipping his pants as he climbed into the bed. She chuckled to herself as she turned to leave. Just as she stepped into the hallway, she heard him groan as he began to erupt all over the thong.

Michelle's phone buzzed a couple of times on the cab ride home and another few times during the night.

...

The next morning Emily realized she was missing her knickers. She looked around confused, and then she spotted the now-sperm-covered and still damp knickers on her nightstand. However she felt too hungover and guilty about the night before to say anything to Chris about it.

All morning, Chris seemed happy as a clam, and by the afternoon Emily was starting to feel better, both in terms of her hangover and her guilt. After all, what had really happened? She had gone dancing and now Chris couldn't keep his hands off her.

As the day wore on, Emily started to puzzle over the knickers on the nightstand. What had gotten into Chris? He kept stealing glances in her direction all day. Though if she was honest, she really liked it.

Emily decided to let him drag her off to bed a little early.

"What has gotten into you?" she asked.

Chris pawed at her huge tits through her t-shirt, pressing the tent in his pants up against her. He pushed her shirt up and Emily pulled it off.

"God, you looked so sexy last night!" Chris said, sliding down her and lifting her skirt above her waist.

"You really think so?"

"God yes! I couldn't stop thinking about you all night. You know I love you looking sexy and sharing those hooters." Chris pulled her panties to the side and pushed his tongue inside her.

Emily looked down to see her husband's face buried in her pussy. She squealed, feeling herself get wetter. Chris pulled her down onto the bed and started licking her clit while fondling her other tit. She pushed her head back into the pillow and closed her eyes, enjoying the mix of Chris' soft tongue and rough fingers. She felt his other hand slide down her thigh, to her knee, up her inner thigh. Emily let out a moan. Her eyes drifted over to the cum-soaked panties on the nightstand. "You really like those knickers, don't you?"

"Mmm-hmm!" He nodded and rubbed his nose against her clit.

"Oh god, a little too much I think," Emily said, sucking in a quick breath. "You wanked int-"

Chris sat up a little interrupting her "But the dress too. God, you looked sexy." He kissed her pussy again. "Did you feel sexy?"

"... I did. After I got a drink or two in me."

"I want you to feel sexy. I want you to feel really sexy. Because you are beyond sexy." Chris started to lick her fast. He held her thighs and pressed his face into her pussy, clearly he was trying to avoid the thong and cum conversation. His tongue pushed deeper and she started to cum.

She moaned out, gripping the sheets and arching her back. "Fuck..." her hands stroked her tits. Chris continued to lick her through her orgasm. "Wow." Her hips started to buck against his face. She hadn't realized how bad she had needed to cum.

Chris didn't slow down and it wasn't long before she was cumming a second time. Finally, Chris couldn't take it any longer.

Chris stood up, his forehead shining from her juices. He pulled down his pants and boxers and his huge cock bobbed in the air. Emily reached for it, but Chris stepped back.

"You want it?" he asked.

"Oh god yes!"

"Then come and get it."

Emily went to stand up but Chris pushed her back down. She couldn't believe he was being this assertive. What had gotten into him?

"Come and get it," he said again, pushing her back down. He grabbed a leg and pulled it up in the air, all the while his cock bobbing in the air.

Emily was a little shocked, but she couldn't turn down the invitation. The throbbing in her pussy said she couldn't. Emily moaned as he pushed into her sopping wet cunt.

"Oh god," Chris moaned, "you feel amazing!" He kissed her as he thrust into her hard. It wasn't long before felt his cum rising again. Emily moaned as she felt him cumming into her. Chris grabbed her chin and pushed his tongue into her mouth. She moaned into his mouth as she felt his cum exploding inside her.

As they both came down from their post-orgasm high, Emily looked up at Chris. "Kiss me," she whispered.

Both of them laid there, panting, for a while. Emily finally sat up and peeled off her soaked cotton panties. She tossed them at Chris.

"These are also ready for the wash," Emily said with a smirk. "Two soaked pairs of panties in as many hours."

Chris clutched the pair of panties. He pressed them between his fingers, feeling how wet they were with her juices.

Emily watched him. "I guess you'll have to buy me some sexier pairs if it really gets you turned on like this." She could feel his cum starting to run out of her tight pussy.

"Really?" Chris asked, holding her wet panties, a little too excited.

Emily grinned. "Yes, I think you should." She reached over and squeezed his cock. "And I think you need to keep this in mind whenever you do."

Chris moaned a little, still holding her wet knickers.

Emily nodded. "Tell me what makes this all so sexy for you. And why did you cum in my... well, Michelle's thong last night? Oh, that sounds wrong." Emily laughed. "And when did you take them off me?"

Chris turned a bit red, but he couldn't stop himself from grinning.

"No, I actually want to know." Emily rubbed her fingers over her wet pussy, her fingertips dipping into their mixed juices. "Come here and bring both sets of knickers with you," she said, crooking her finger beckoning him towards her.

Chris climbed off the bed and grabbed the other pair off the nightstand. Emily scooted across the bed toward him, draping her legs over the edge of the bed. "When did you take my knickers off?"

His heartbeat quickened. He rarely saw glimpses of his wife's dominant side and it made his limp cock start to swell again.

"Right after you passed out... I couldn't help it. I was so worked up! Seeing you in your dress. And getting ready, in just your thong!"

She smirked up at him and spread her legs a little wider. "You really like them that much?" Emily slowly moved her fingers in and out of her messy pussy.

"God yes!" Chris said.

"Show me." Emily moved her hand away, revealing her gorgeous pussy.

Chris lifted the thong to his face and took a deep breath. He could smell how wet she was, he could smell her sex. He moaned.

"How do my knickers turn you on?" Emily asked.

With the dried tiny thong in one hand and the wet normal knickers in the other, he knelt down on the floor in front of her.

Emily spread her legs a little wider. "Tell me why my thong is covered in your cum."

Chris stammered. His cock already nearly hard again. "I wondered... what they'd look like if you'd come back. Having done it. You know... cuckolded me."

"I knew you'd never given up on your little fantasy. And don't think I don't know about your secret folder," Emily said.

Chris blushed but his cock twitched slightly.

"I still can't believe you imagine me doing filthy things like that." Emily let out a sigh. "But if you enjoy it so much..." she cocked an eyebrow, "maybe I should help you indulge in your fantasy some day."

His cock jerked suddenly. Emily burst into laughter, breaking them out of the moment.

"Dream on, honey," she said.

"Oh, trust me, I am dreaming," Chris said.

Emily looked at him with a smirk. She thought about it for a moment. "Oh yeah? You are dreaming about me coming home after being with some random guy?"

Chris nodded eagerly.

"And what would you do? If I came home... after cuckolding you?" Emily asked.

Chris took a deep breath, raised his eyebrows a bit, and smiled at her, sticking his tongue out slowly licking his lips. She could tell his fantasy had him extra excited.

"Oh god..." Emily let out a moan. "... that's what you'd do? Lick it all up?"

"Uh-huh," he said, licking her pussy up and down, tasting her juices and his own cum.

"God, you are filthy!"

"Uh-huh!" Chris nodded, Savoring the very different way she tasted. An excitement ran through him, to think that one day... The thrill of the fantasy was overwhelming. He almost came without even touching himself. His cock throbbed and leaked eagerly.

Emily laughed, but she was starting to breathe fast. She gasped as his nose rubbed against her clit.

"Oh, I see." Emily moaned. She looked down at her cuckold hubby. She pulled his face more forcefully into her pussy. "Lick it harder," she said. She spread her pussy lips with both hands, showing off her dripping hole. Emily moaned, closing her eyes.

Chris leaned forward and slid his tongue up and down her slit. Emily moaned, feeling her pussy juices flow out.

"Oh yes, right there," Emily moaned.

Chris spread her pussy lips with his fingers, opening her pussy hole. He slid his tongue inside her.

"You are gonna make me cum again, aren't you, you naughty boy?"

Chris let go of the panties. He gripped her thighs, starting to flick his tongue faster.

"Oh god!" Emily moaned as she started to cum.

Chris rubbed her clit and plunged his tongue deep inside her, sending her over the edge, making her tremble and shake. He finally slowed down and Emily started to catch her breath. After a few seconds, Emily rolled over and sat up, leaving Chris kneeling on the floor, with an aching erection and juices all over his face.

Finally she released him from between her thighs.

"Clean those off too!" she demanded, pointing to the soaked pair of pink cotton panties.

Emily moaned as Chris cleaned her cream and his cum off of her panties. Her clit was so sensitive and she moaned as he rubbed it with his tongue.

He licked them clean and she shuddered.

"I guess I'll just throw these in the wash with the others," Emily said with a smile.

"God, I love this new Emily," Chris said, kissing her thighs.

He couldn't help smiling at her and licking his lips.

...

For the next few days a variation of this repeated over and over again. Emily asked him over and over again if he was serious. She laughed off his replies but she certainly seemed to enjoy the orgasms.

She started teasing him more, just dropping the odd tease out whenever she could.

"I could never take a stranger's cock inside me, let alone without a condom."

"I wonder what a really big cock would feel like?"

"God, if Claire or anyone that knows us knew what went on in your head?"

"My breasts are too big and heavy."

"When are those new panties coming? Mine are always damp with all this teasing."

"I bet you'd love to know that Gerald at work is always looking at my boobs?"

"Imagine me really cuckolding you?"

"Imagine me acting like a slut like Michelle."

"I could never come home to you knowing that I'd..."

It ended up being a mix of teasing and her insecurities, but always ended up assuring Chris it could never really be more than a fantasy.

To which Chris always replied, "A guy can dream, right?"

It was fun, exciting, dreamy, Emily and Chris each felt a bit like teenagers exploring for the first time. Emily was certainly enjoying new-found attention and seemed to be almost contemplating the whole thing. Chris noticed that Emily and Michelle were texting more than usual, and he assumed she was continuing to be a strong influence in all this. Michelle was interestingly a little quiet until Wednesday lunchtime when he was greeted with a text from Emily.

"Have to work late tonight. Was supposed to be going to the cinema with Michelle so she's coming round for you to keep her company. I won't be long. You'll be ok cooking for Claire and her?"

"Of course I will Love, what time will you be back, and is everything ok?"

"Yeah, just some team building thing, shouldn't be later than 9 or so. Love ya to x x."

Michelle appeared around 5pm, sort of helped with dinner and chatted to Claire when she didn't have her head in her phone. After the pleasantries, food, and clean up were done, Claire vanished off to a friends with a brief "Back in a few hours" and Michelle and I sat down in the living room and I started to scroll through Netflix. She kept looking at me strangely and weirdly was very chatty.

After about twenty minutes into something she started, she asked "Chris, do you know what Emily is doing tonight?"

I turned to her "Eh, she's at work doing team build..." but her smirk cut me short.

"Yup she's doing some team building in 'The Puddle'." I shrugged, it's a pub near to her office that they often used for client and team-building functions.

Michelle tried again "She's in the pub with some of her work mates." and she lifted her phone and turned it round to show me a pic of some sexy woman. I frowned, it was a feet to neck shot of some very curvy woman. The screen was small, so I took a moment to take it in. She wore red heels, tights over her lovely curvy legs, a mini-skirt very tight over her wide hips, a white blouse pulled tight over her very large set of boobs and a dark coloured bra under her blouse. The blouse was buttoned up, there was no hint of cleavage. It could have been Emily apart from the heels, mini-skirt and her underwear that could be seen clearly under her blouse. My eyes moved to Michelle's then back to the screen. She looked at me, smirking.

"I'm confused, who's the woman in the pic? Is it you?" I ask her, looking back at it.

"Can we push this picture to the TV?" she asked. "Yup but.." I just shrug, she airdrops it to me and I pop it up via the Apple TV..

"Do you think that's me?" she said as she got up and stood next to the TV.

I didn't really know what to say, because everything about the woman on the screen was a little off. Her hips, height and clothing were unfamiliar to me. "Nope, Michelle, what's the point of this?" I asked, clearly a little agitated. The woman on the screen began to have an effect on me. She was curvy in all the right places.



"Come here and kneel next to me and look at this picture," she said this with a rather irritated and almost cross voice. She turned around and kneeled in front of the screen, and I shuffled next to her as requested. "What do you think of her outfit Chris?"

"Errr it's very smart and sexy, maybe a little slutty. I like it though."

"What do you like about it Chris?"

"Michelle, is this something to do with what happened last weekend? What are you trying to accomplish?" I asked. I was very confused, as this had nothing to do with black cocks and talking about cuckolding. It doesn't fit.

"We're just having a chat and yes it very well may be linked to your cuckolding Chris." That woke me up a bit, and my cock twitched as she continued "What do you like about this woman and her outfit?" Her phone bings but I think she ignores it.

I looked closer at the screens. "Her boobs look pretty big, and you can see her bra. Well you can sort of make out the straps and a bit of the pattern over her boobs." I soak the vision in. God her boobs are actually pretty darn big, a few of the buttons are pulled tight allowing a glimpse of her bra. "The skirt is lovely and short, if she had stockings on that would be very risky. I love how it hugs her curves."

"Look closer at the skirt" Michelle instructed me, I leaned in. I saw what she was talking about. There were bumps on her upper thigh from a garter belt. "Oohhh it is stockings and suspenders, ummm." For some reason that elevated the entire outfit for me. I felt a twitch and I heard myself exhale deeply.

"Do you think this is a work appropriate outfit?"

"Hah depends on the work." I chuckled, pleased at my humor. But then it hits me, NO WAY, "It's not.. " I leaned forward on my hands and knees in front of the TV. Michelle is still next to me.

"What?" I thought I could hear her smirk.

I looked closer at the body again, it's the same as Emily's, but her boobs were bigger than this womans, or were they? She doesn't own a skirt like that. She'd never go out like that. She didn't wear stockings except in the bedroom for me, and she didn't own heels like that.

"Recognise anything there?" Michelle asked.

I looked for an object, or something in the clothing. The skirt maybe, the skirt, the.. skirt... oh my God, my heart just about stopped. I recognized it as Claire's mini-skirt from a few days ago. That had completely fallen out of my mind. But that would mean... "Skirt... that's.... noo... not at work, when?" Still on all fours I looked back at Michelle.

"Look back at your WIFE." I turned my head back "Yes this is what Emily has on right now. Your daughter's skirt, her sexiest underwear. The pair that you gave to me just days ago. You gave me most of this outfit which is just for you. Right now she's out dressed like that with her work colleagues." She paused, letting it sink in. My cock was now rock-hard and wrongly angled in my jeans and was hurting. Without thinking I adjusted it.

"Do you think her work colleagues like what she has on Chris?"

"Yes, but..."

"What do you think they're thinking?"

"I errrr that she's... She's never worn anything like this before. Not for me or for anyone, and she's out now?" Michelle fiddles with her phone, then my phone beeps. "Put that on the screen," she instructs.

I fumbled, I was back kneeling next to Michelle with a very obvious tent in my jeans, and on the screen I saw a picture of six people on one side of a table in a dark pub. There were drinks and empty plates on the table. I recognised all the faces as Emily's colleagues. The photo is a selfie with Emily in the foreground, with the other five people behind her. I couldn't see under the table but I could see the same blouse, a bra strap, plenty of cleavage, and a hint of the short skirt.

"OOhhhh God." Her cleavage was fantastic. She clearly had intentionally undone a few buttons on her blouse. And the way she was holding her phone had pulled her blouse down enough to reveal her red bra strap. She was smiling, as was everyone else, including the office gossip at the end of the table. I didn't know her name but she was an older woman, very prim and proper.

My thoughts were interrupted "So as you can see Emily is out dressed like... how would you put it?"

"Slutty" I said under my breath.

"Pardon?" Michelle asked, obviously enjoying this.

"Slutty, she's dressed slutty." I replied louder, eyes still glued to the picture.

"So Emily is out in her heels, mini skirt, stockings and from the looks of it, plenty of cleavage showing. With people that know her and work with her. What do you think about that Chris?" she asked. I couldn't reply right away.

"Do you know who is next to her?" I asked. "I don't know his name."

"I'm pretty sure he knows she has stockings on, don't you? From the way she's sitting and how short that skirt is. He's bound to have noticed. I bet she's trying her best to pull the skirt down every few seconds." Michelle laughed loudly. "And look at her tits Chris, she's got them on display. For her that's almost pornographic." Michelle laughed again.

What part of this is she enjoying? This was different from what I wanted. This game just became very real, with people we know. This is happening right now. But I was hard and throbbing like never before.

"Michelle, how?"

"It did take a little persuasion. Well, actually a lot of persuasion, and a bit of coercion, maybe even a bit of blackmail." she said, again with that laugh.

"Blackmail?" I turn to look at her, worried.

"Hah don't worry your pretty little head about it. Look at what she's doing, doesn't she look happy?"

"Yes"

"They all look happy." she laughed again.

"But Michelle this is...?"

"Hey this isn't any worse than you wanting her to get knocked up with a black baby now is it?"

"But.." I pleaded.

"Ok let's try this a different way.'' She gave me a straight face. "Do you want me to stop helping you?" with the emphasis on 'helping'. "I'm going to ask you some questions. Just give me yes no answers," she said firmly.

"No," I said, as I wasn't sure I wanted to play this game. But with the stiffness in my pants, I'm sure I actually did.

"Look back at the screen, and tell me is she enjoying herself?"

"Yes."

"Does she look sexy?"

"Yes."

"Does she look slutty?"

"Yes."

"Do you want her to look slutty? Remember, yes or no, only Chris."

Defeated, I said "Yes."

"Good then at the very least everyone there has something to wank about later," and she laughed. I just took a deep breath. "Look I am going to help you get her pregnant with a black baby because that's what you want. I'm also going to help you do all the other things you don't even know you want."

"Huh?" I turned to look at her.

"This is called humiliation. It's a very basic form but your wife has gone out looking like a slut and very likely people will be wondering about you. How much of a man you are to let her go out like that." I groaned "See and you need that, look at your cock Chris." I looked down.

"Your cock is hard isn't it? If you didn't want this then why would it be hard?"

"No," I said.

"You like the thought don't you? Tell me what's going through your head right now."

I thought about it for a moment before answering. "I'm thinking about, what will they all think of me and Claire. They've all met me. Look at how much boob she's showing."

"Tits, Chris, Emily has tits" she interrupted.

"Look at how much tit she has on display. I think the man next to her is her direct boss, he's going to have a great view." my cock throbs at that thought, she notices. "Your right he probably can see her stockings, ooh gawd." My eye is drawn back to the other woman in the picture.

"That other woman is very old fashioned and... oohh gawd." I grab my dick and squeeze. "She'll disapprove of.." I let it trail off.

"Won't that be exciting? I wonder what this will all lead to?" Michelle giggles. "I want you to cum in your pants now." I grabbed my cock through my jeans.

"Hang on." I turned to look at her and saw a grin on her face.

"When is Claire due back?" she asked and I looked up at the clock on the wall, "Maybe in twenty minutes or so."

"We'll need to be quick then," Michelle said excitedly. "Go put on a thong, the sexier, the better, and then put jeans back on, and come back down here. I want your jeans and that thong filled with you cum before one of your ladies gets back," she ordered with her evil grin. I looked back at the clock, I needed to hurry. I didn't even consider not doing this, or even how weird this was.

I was upstairs in the bedroom, in seconds. It was a tricky dance to get up the stairs with this raging boner. My hands were instantly in Emily's underwear drawer. Unfortunately there was not much to choose from. With my options limited, I selected a dark blue thong. I quickly put it on and pulled my jeans back up. Oohhh it was small and tight on me and gave me a strange feeling up my ass-crack, but God it made my cock throb. I adjusted my cock in my pants to try and keep it covered by the thong. I found that I enjoyed the feeling of my cock in the thong, the head wet with pre-cum. God am I really going to do this, I thought.

I ran down the stairs and saw Michelle sitting on the sofa, with one hand inside her jumper kneading a boob. She looked up at me.

"Kneel again and wank that cock through your jeans. Now look at the screen. Which picture do you want to see while you jerk off?" she asked me.

I kneeled as instructed. I didn't change the image. It's still showing Emily's selfie, with her cleavage on display and the others behind her.

"Ummm you naughty man, watching your wife display herself," Michelle whispered.

I started to squeeze and stroke myself, ugggh it felt so good.

"Enjoying wearing Emily's thong Chris? Do you like the feel of her slutty thong on your cock, knowing that she has her own kinky thong on. I wonder who will see it tonight, I wonder how wet it will be when she gets home?"

"Ugggh" I'm getting close. My focus dashed from cleavage, to her stockings, to the eye line of the man next to her. What is he looking at? What is he thinking? Is she turned on now, does she enjoy knowing that her friends, her colleagues are looking at her?

"This is just the beginning of your new wife Chris. A free spirited wife that will in time take other cocks her pussy. Other men and maybe women will enjoy the look, feel and taste of her body. This is what you want."

"Uggggghh yyeesss," I was so close.

"How far will all this go? What will her limits be? Can you really see her with another baby..? How hard are you now Chris? Look at the screen," Michelle asked as he turned to look at her and his engorged cock throbbed and she could see pre-cum seeping through the front of his jeans. "Does it feel as good as her touching you? She's touching herself isn't she? I wonder if she's thinking of you and that cock you're rubbing for her?"

"A black baby to love and look after?" Michelle asks.

"Uhhhhgggg I'm cumming," I said, as I came hard.

Michelle looked into his eyes and heard Chris groaning. She watched as his cum started to seep out through the crotch of his jeans. His hand was still down his pants as he continued to pump his cock.

"How does that feel?" she asked.

"Amazing," he groaned as he rubbed and squeezed his dick through his jeans, still watching the TV.. Spurt after spurt, filling my wifes thong and wetting my jeans. My back arching and twitching my eyes still on my new slutty wife.

"This is what you want and need. What Emily will do and enjoy."

As I came down from my amazing orgasm I was still staring at the picture but I heard Michelle panting and the familiar sound of squishy pussy play. I turned my head, still panting, my heart rate returned to normal. Michelle had one hand mauling her breast hard and the other under her skirt, obviously enjoying her juicy pussy. We locked eyes, she smiled at me, I blushed. She looked down at the cum stain on my jeans.

"Sit here next to me and put something on the TV again." she said as she removed both hands from her panties, and re-adjusted herself.

"But I need to go change." Aware of what I look like and the cold wetness spreading across my thong and jeans. I was suddenly very aware of the smell of sex, both of us with cum-soaked underwear wafting the aroma of sex into the air of this room. It was a mixture of my metallic, mineral scented cum and her sour, sweetness.

"Nope." Michelle said and just looked at me. We're going to sit here and watch TV both in our respective sex juices."

Oh gawd she really has read all my stories, knowing exactly what buttons to press. I sat next to her and quickly put something on the TV, really not paying attention to it. Michelle sat next to me in silence. She leaned close to me and used her hand to wipe some of her pussy juice over my lips, chin, cheeks.

"I expect you to wear my juice like this until tomorrow morning Chris. Will you do that for me?"

It's not really a question, and I instantly worried about everything that it entailed. "Yes," I answered as she pushed one of her wet fingers into my mouth.

"Good cucky, do you like the taste?" she asked.

I heard the front door open and she sat back, still next to me. "Well?" she asked as I tried to focus on the screen as Claire walked in and sat on a chair to my right.

"Yes" I quickly answered as I licked my lips.

"Evening Michelle." Claire acknowledged her before picking up her phone and pushing all her attention back into it. Michelle and Claire started a conversation that I couldn't focus on. I sat there with my soft cock covered in wet cum in a cold thong and an obvious wet patch on my jeans. I daren't get up. I could taste pussy juice, and could smell it along with my own cum. All the while burned into my head was the image of Emily doing God knows what with her work colleagues. Even if she was doing nothing it was the message that she was sending now. What will they all think?

I heard my name and looked over to see my daughter walking in. "Dad, mum says she's on her way back, and will be here in about ten minutes." I guess they've been texting, oh gawd what does that mean. Does she know, will she be getting changed before she comes in? Will Michelle still be here?

I replied "Cheers" and I looked over at Claire and smiled. Still in a trance, I looked back at the screen. I noticed Claire getting up and Michelle following her out of the room. My phone buzzed with a text message, "Stay there".

I turned the volume down trying to hear what they were saying and doing in the kitchen. But I couldn't hear anything. A few minutes later I heard a car pulling up, someone on the stairs, and then heels in the hallway. The front door opened. I heard Michelle and Emily chatting outside, the conversation sounded hushed. I guess Claire had gone upstairs then. I wanted to get up to look through the window and see what they were doing, but instead I looked down at my phone and decided to stay put.

Time passed and I heard the front door open and close again and then someone went up the stairs. I guessed it was Emily. Can I go up now? Why am I waiting? Why's she gone straight up? What's going on? I thought, staring at my phone.

Is that the shower I can hear? Where's Michelle gone? This is stupid, I got up and headed straight up stairs, still aware of my jeans mess. I walked straight into our bedroom. On the foot of the bed was Emily's entire outfit, clearly she had quickly jumped out of it. And yes I could hear the shower. Just as I was about to head to our en-suite to say good evening and check that everything is ok, I heard my phone Buzz. It was Michelle calling my mobile. I quickly and quietly answered it.

"Fuck the shit out of her, don't press for details, just make sure she knows she's hot and sexy. Got it?" she demanded.

"Michelle what happened?" I ask.

"Trust me Chris, it's all good. Just do what I've said, OK?"

"Yup, OK" and she's gone. I looked back at the pile of clothes and knew it's what she wore out. The mini-skirt in the pile looked even smaller now, almost like a belt. I felt my cock stiring again as I thought about it and I saw her thong in the pile. Before I could do anything the shower stopped. I decided to brave it.

"Hey babes, have a good time?" I called through the door, with no clue what to expect back.

Then I was surprised to hear, "Hey Chris yup" and the doors opened and a soaking but towel wrapped Emily appeared. She instantly noticed that I'm standing next to her clothes, gazing at them.. She quickly walked towards them and I stepped in front of her and grabbed her for a deep kiss. Partly to hide my jeans mess, and partly because I was all turned on again. Forgetting and then very quickly remembering Michelle's pussy juice on my lips! However she relented very quickly and I gave her a deep kiss with my hands roaming her body. I seem to have read this all wrong, she was clearly ready for action. But I had to know "Did you wear that.." I started to ask, but she took control and started kissing me again. Ok we're going this way, I thought, as I quickly started to strip off my jeans. Oh gawd the thong! I remembered.

She's going to... her hand went to my ass as my jeans dropped. She stopped dead feeling my bare ass. Withdrawing from the kiss I felt her hand find the thong material at the back. Making eye contact she simply raised an eyebrow and smirked. Did Michelle tell her?

"You dirty bugger," she smirked, and her lips were back on mine. I managed to slip the cum covered thong to the floor with my jeans, then she dropped her towel and pushed her body against mine. She must have been able to detect my damp crotch. I didn't know if I should bring it up. She pushed me back on the bed. I was naked from the waist down as I fell. Very quickly she straddled me and started to knee walk up the bed to my head. Soon I'm staring directly into her familiar pussy. "Eat me now you dirty sod," she commanded, as she lowered her pussy to my face and mouth. I instantly went to work, with my hands reaching up to grab her huge boobs. This is a usual position for us, we both love it.

I start licking, hoping she didn't notice the original wetness on my face. And hoping she couldn't taste it on my tongue. I'm hoping she'll trust me on this one. I get that she's been drinking, drunk? I can't tell, not a lot but enough. Maybe she'll think it's the same? A few minutes of great licking and I can hear Emily starting to moan and get more vocal. Then a "fuck yes", a "oh shit baby" and a "ohhhh" at the same time.

I can see beautiful boobs above me but it's her bush that I'm now really enjoying. God why did she shower when she came back? It suddenly hits me... she's slick and juicy. Lovely tasting, what I'm used to, but a bit different. Is there anything else there? My cock twitches at the thought? But I don't think I can taste anything, or is that why she showered? Is that why she went to gather the clothes off the bed. I just manage a second to try and ask during my licking "Did you..?" she cuts me off.

"Ohhhhummm gawd that's good Chris, make me cum hard." I can tell she's close already.

Then a few seconds later with my hands and mouth full she started to shudder and I know she's cumming hard. She gets wetter and I lick more, I felt her pussy twitch and clamp against my tongue. It was a short and hard orgasm. I remembered Michelle's command "fuck her hard". As Emily started to slow I helped her off my face, and she shuffled down the bed. I rolled on top of her between her legs. We started to kiss again, as my hard cock found her wet pussy, I easily slid inside. Oohhh she was slick and tight. I knew that after having cum earlier I could last a while longer now. I pictured her in her outfit and the proof that is lingering somewhere underneath us. I started to pound her pussy hard and deep, as deep as I could go. Her amazing tits flopped out underneath me.



Knowing just what I like, she used her arms to gather her floppy boobs together and brought them into one giant mound between us, making them as big and pillowy as possible. "Gawd you're such a sexy woman." I moaned at her through thrusts and grunts. We're usually quiet when we know Claire is home but both of us were not thinking straight for some reason. "You just love my huge juggs. Everyone loves my huge juggs," she whispers.

Is that a hint? God that brings me closer to cumming quickly. Should I ask more... should I be careful here? I wanted to explore more with her, but I didn't want to ruin the moment. God her pussy was slick and hot. She saved me by saying "I love you Chris" and she pulled my face into her cleavage. One of my favourite places in the world.

It doesn't take me long from there. And I fill her womb with my cum wondering if there's someone else's cum in there also, making my cock pulse harder with each pump.

We both come down from an amazing fuck. I just collapsed on her. We cuddled for a long time after that, just enjoying the closeness. Then the usual, catching our breath, kissing and then cleaning ourselves up. She cleared all of the clothing off the bed, clearly not wanting to talk about it. Whatever it was. My mind ran wild with the possibilities, the unknown.

As we settled into bed, she began texting. Michelle, would be my guess.

"Did you have a good team building session?" I ask her fishing for info.

"Yup, it was good."

"So did you have that mini-skirt on?" there it was. I know Michelle told me not to but I had to ask. I haven't gone too far, or have I?

She put her phone to one side "Yup, you like that don't you." as she flipped it to me.

Ok I can play that game. "Wow, you know I do. Well done Love. I bet you looked amazing in it. What made you want to wear it?" Although what I really wanted to say was "OMG infront of that lot?" but I didn't.

"Yup, I felt good. It was weird though." she looked at me quizzing as if unsure how far to go. Her eyes back to her phone. "Well we had the reward didn't we?" as she typed something to her friend.

"Ummm gawd yes," I replied. Reinforcement time, in case she needs it. "I think you're an amazingly sexy woman and I'm happy with.." how far do I go here? Then, a pause, then she saved me from saying it.

"Me being a wanton slut and cuckolding you." She looked up at me and smiled. We both laughed at the absurdity of it. And with that we kissed, turned the lights off, and we both lay down, thinking about the same thing.

What's changed, what's next, where will this lead? Do I really want this? My balls seriously ached as my cock started to go hard again. Oh god I need to be careful I don't screw this up. But what a way to go, as I started to drift off to sleep.


A Wife's Decent Ch. 02

This is a cuckold story (or it will be once it gets going). It's a story of what I wish would happen to these real people. It is (sadly) entirely fictional. Yup, there's a lot in the real world that you wouldn't and shouldn't do, lucky for you this is a fantasy, fiction and some people find it erotic.

This is in the Loving Wives category as I believe it matches it's intended use (married extra-marital fun: swinging, sharing & more).

Hope you enjoy it, please do reach out should you have feedback or suggestions.

A Wife's Descent Ch. 02

Changes are Happening

Thursday morning, I got a bit of housework done while Emily dropped Claire off at college and I got stuck into my work in the home office. Typically, Emily only worked in the afternoon, so she could have lazy mornings sometimes. She could be a lady of leisure, and I'm fine with that.

Trying to focus on work, but my mind kept coming back to what has happened in the last few days. About a week ago, my cuckold fantasy and panty fetish were just my secret. Emily might have known about bits of my fetishes, but she seemed to ignore them for the most part. But now that the cat was out of the bag, thanks to Michelle, things were progressing with Emily quite nicely.

For instance, Emily had gone out clubbing with Michelle in a sexy dress and then danced provocatively with a gorgeous black man. She had danced with a black man, let's let that sink in for a moment. My cock twitched at the thought. They had touched and been sweaty and close on the dance floor. I'm having a hard time picturing them dancing, to tell you the truth, because Emily never does anything like that. I can imagine her being shy at the club and not dancing with anyone, all while trying to keep her body covered in that dress. But boy, I'd love her to be comfortable doing a lot more.

Then there was last night out for work. She had dressed differently. In fact, very differently for a work thing. It was not just a little sexy, it was outright slutty. To me, it was spectacular, yet admittedly, a bit scary. What are her colleagues going to think of her now? She goes back to the office in a few hours. I wondered what she will wear today? Did anyone say anything to her? My God, others probably took pictures with her, just to take home with them and wank to. I know I would do exactly that if someone sexy like her was in the room. I wouldn't be able to help it. I didn't know what had gotten into her, because she never wears stockings or mini skirts like that, in fact, she never wears skirts above the knee. And then there was the dark bra under the white blouse with the buttons undone. It all seemed to me like it was just a dream, but no, it wasn't, as I have the photographic evidence on my phone.

It was still early morning, so I dove into my work at the office. Hearing my phone bing, I noticed a text from Michelle asking if I wanted to chat about yesterday. Of course, I did, so I finished my current project and dialled her number. I felt good pleasing her and knowing I'd done my duty well. Also not really surprised that she knew exactly what had transpired.

"Ummhumm, how did you make her wear that?" I asked the instant she picked up.

"Make her wear what?" She replied. I could hear her sly grin through the phone.

I knew exactly what she wanted me to say and was already nicely warmed up from looking at the pics again earlier. "That fantastic, sexy, slutty outfit," I replied.

"It was rather slutty, wasn't it? And you're welcome, by the way," she said. "Do you know that she went to work as normal?"

"Yup," I replied.

"And I'm sure you recognized the clothes as the ones you gave me last week when we last chatted?".

I certainly did, and then she continued. "Well I've kept them with me wondering when and how to use them. We were supposed to be going out last night, so I was thinking it would be hot to try and convince her to change halfway through the film inside the theatre. Since it would be a dark room, nobody would see her, and she would feel safe. It would be a nice, easy thing to start with," Michelle said.

"Ohhh that was a good idea." I interrupted.

She carried on, "Well, so when she cancelled due to the work dinner, I made her meet up beforehand for a quick coffee. We chatted about her going out wearing what she had on. I said that I had something better for her, but she didn't want to wear it. I told her that you'd want her to wear it, and that I wanted her to as well, and that she should live a little. In the end, she said she'd try them on just to shut me up."

"What, just like that, she tried them and.." there's no way it was that simple. Not in a million years, I thought.

She continued, "I went with her to try them on in the bathroom. She was full of the usual, 'I can't wear this, and where did you get it from?' But eventually, put the outfit on. As soon as she stepped out from the stall, I took a load of pics."

"Ooohhh so you have pics. Gawd." I replied, wanting badly to see them.

"Long story short, I told her, 'you look great', 'stop moaning', 'God you're hot', 'I'll email these pics to them if you don't wear it and then that will be weird.' In the end, she reluctantly gave in and told me she would wear it."

"Wow, Michelle, that feels a bit too easy," I replied.

"Exactly, but it also told me that deep down inside, she wanted to wear it, maybe a little bit. I think she got excited as the secret little slut inside her started to show herself. I have other pics from throughout the night also." She laughed and continued, "But the more interesting bit was when she came home."

Oh yes, I'd nearly forgotten about that. There was a weird conversation outside, then a rush upstairs. "Yeah I was going to ask about that. What happened?"

"This is where it gets interesting, Chris. I met her outside and she was all panicked. You see, she was very turned on and confused about what it meant. She'd enjoyed having her colleagues lust after her. It was a load of new feelings and she felt that she was letting you down by exposing too much of herself. She was scared of what you would think." she paused to let that sink in a bit. "It's exciting though isn't it Chris?"

"God yup."

"She also said that one of the men there, Terry, was very taken with her outfit. He was quite drunk and, according to Emily, was 'Rude to her many times that evening'. I didn't get the details but I will. I think we may be able to have some fun with Terry, since it sounds like Emily doesn't really like him. What do you think about that Chris? Do you like that idea?"

"Errr what do you mean have fun?" I asked.

"Well what do you think would be fun? You tell me. Let your imagination run wild. What could she do? What do you really want from her?"

Oh wow, I couldn't picture this dude. Was he young or old, fit or fat, married or single, what did he say to her? Was it mild, or filthy? Instantly I began to visualise a fat older man, telling Emily about how nice it is to see her big pair of tits and how he'd love to plough her pussy. I picture them somewhere in the building where they're out of sight and he has her pinned against a wall. His lips all over hers, one hand holding her wrists together above her. His other hand moving across her tits, really mauling them. Him kicking her legs apart and her skirt riding up her thighs.

"Well?" came Michelle's chase.

"I want Terry to use Emily and enjoy her body." I blurt out, fresh from my interrupted daydream.

"Good, that's what I think Terry deserves." she laughed. "If you would, check his social media profiles, and find out a bit about him for me, Computer Boy."

She's called me that before because she thinks that's what I do for work. How she thinks that airframe engineering means I'll be good at tracking people down online, is beyond me. However I replied with a "Yup, I will."

"Ok got to run, Cucky Boy. Have a good day with that new slut of yours." Then Michelle is gone with a giggle. We didn't really finish the conversation but I can work the rest out. I still had many questions. My imagination continued to run wild. I briefly rubbed my cock through my pants as it began to get hard.

Eventually, Emily wandered into my office and sat down in my large leather chair that I occasionally used for reading. She curled her legs up under herself and waited for me to finish what I was doing.

"Hey hey," I said, as I swivelled around to face her. I was suddenly very shocked to see right up her mini-skirt, directly into a lovely pair of white lace panties. She had put on the mini-skirt from yesterday. Why? To tease me?

"Ohhh blimey, I like," I blurted out, beaming from ear to ear. Her smooth, bare legs contrasted beautifully with her black skirt. She wasn't fully dressed like yesterday, as her top was her typical jumper, and I guessed that she wore a bra of some sort, because I could see her prominent mounds pushing against her top.

"I thought you'd like to see it on me." she smiled. "I really don't completely understand your fetish, so I thought that wearing this would help me figure out exactly what you want."

"Oh, understand what?" I asked, as if I didn't know.

"Understand why you want me to wear things like this." She indicated her skirt, while at the same time used her hand to try and pull it down a little. "I'm also trying to figure out why you want to share me with other men," she stated, as she looked directly into my eyes. I looked away, slightly ashamed. This conversation was awkward, as we never talked about this kind of thing outside of heated sexual encounters.

"Ohh that." I'd always wondered how much she knew about the erotica I wrote, and the porn I watched on the internet. She had to know a little, right? She's pointed it out to me a few times over the years but she never really talked about it. I guess we were about to break new ground .... again.

"Look at me Chris," she said sternly, as I made eye contact with her again. "Did you have sex with Michelle last night?"

"God no," I belted out quickly, "I'd never do that to you."

"But you were wearing a thong last night. What was that all about? How can I trust you?"

Ok, I thought, I need to handle this the right way. If I'm too honest, or I tell too many lies, or I make this sound creepy for her, all of this could go south very quickly.

"So, I love you babes, I love my family and I want to avoid doing anything to mess that up." She looked like she wanted to answer, but I cut her off "You understand that, right?"

"Yes," she answers. I know that she's trying to process all this and clearly wants to ask questions, but I carry on, "I want us to enjoy life as much as possible before it catches up with us. I really want to enjoy it ALL," I said as I beamed at her.

She nodded and waited for me to carry on, so I did. "I'm not concerned at all with what other people may think of us. At times, we may find ourselves getting embarrassed, but to me, that's part of the enjoyment." I pause for effect. "I want to let you know that you are so sexy, and you have no idea how much your body turns me on."

She smirked, so I continued. "Or maybe you do?" After no reply, I decided to take a risk and I pushed her a bit more. "You're built for sex Emily. You have the hips and boobs for it. You are enticing to people, and build lust in them, or at least you could and should."

Emily clearly does not agree with me. "My boobs are too big and too saggy. I really don't know why you like them so much. They're huge," she says, as she hefted them with both hands, and then dropped them for effect.

Oohhh gawd I loved that almost as much as when she sucked on her own nipples. And she knew it too, so I continued.

"I completely love the size and shape of your huge hooters. And you well know that, I love how they hang. Trust me that a lot of other people love exactly how they hang as well." I decided to take another risk. "You must notice people looking at them?"

"That's because they look so huge on me," Emily replied.

"Nope, it's because they want to see more of them, they want to see your tits move, they want to play with them, to worship them." That brought a smile to her face.

"You'd say anything about my boobs. Why'd you have a thong on yesterday?" she asked me.

Ok I need to handle this carefully. "It felt naughty to me, because it was yours." I held my breath.

"Do you want to wear my bras and dresses as well?" she asked. I wasn't expecting that at all.

"I don't think so," I said, watching for her reaction. "I'm not really into cross-dressing, I don't think." Or am I? I ask myself.

"Phew, I was worried that you are going gay," she said with a cute smirk.

I laughed out loud, "Hah, a gay man that loves boobs and pussies?"

Emily laughed at that. "So if I asked you to put on my knickers the next time we go out, would you do it?"

"Ummm, ok I'd do it," I said.

"Hmm, you don't sound very excited about that. Why."

I paused to think about it a second. "I think part of it is me sneaking into your panty drawer and putting them on, and wearing them, without you knowing about it." Although I wondered to myself, if that was truly why.

"Ok, I think I get it. How about.." she paused with a straight face, "..tonight you're going to sleep in my panties." I instantly twitched and she saw it. "Does the...?" She seemed like she wasn't sure how to word this, and I wasn't sure what she intended to say, so I couldn't be of much help. After a moment, she continued. "...state of them matter to you?"

Hmm, it was another question I hadn't thought of before, but I instantly knew and blurted out "Sex wet," not really even sure if she knew what that meant. I was able to quickly explain after "Pussy juices, and cum, I guess." She looked shocked and maybe a bit disgusted. "A pair of your panties or a thong, with a mixture of your juices and another man's' would be amazing." With that, I had to adjust my jeans, and she noticed, but didn't smile.

The PC behind me started to ring but I didn't turn for it, waiting for her to react. Had I blown it or was she just taking it all in? I couldn't quite tell. I looked quickly for her nipples, oh there they were, and then down to her pussy that was still slightly on display. Could I tell, just by looking if she were turned on? The ringing stopped.

"You need to get that?" She asked.

"Nope" I lied, and she knew it.

"You know I could never have sex with anyone else but you, Chris?"

"I bet you could, babes." I blurted out.

"No I couldn't," she said matter-of-factly.

"Ok, well here's the thing. I'd like you to. I would really really like you to have sex with someone else, and I don't care with whom or how often," I said.

"Well that's not going to happen Chris. And dressing like this well.." her thoughts trailed off. "I really shouldn't dress like this. It's not proper."

"Not proper for whom?" I quickly asked.

"I'm a mother and we're married. What would Claire say if she saw me like this?"

"Claire would probably laugh, and you really shouldn't care. You should be happy with who you are and not worry about other people. And if I like it, and if I like people seeing you like this, then.." I raised an eyebrow "What's the problem?" After a few seconds, I continued, "Did you enjoy being dressed like this yesterday?"

"No, I was petrified and humiliated," she said.

I could tell that she wanted to say something else, so I let the silence linger. My PC started ringing again. This time I turned to it to see who it was, and I realized that I really did need to pick up this call, but I ignored it and turned back to face her. "I understand honey, as it was a different experience for you. But I think if you're honest with yourself, you may realize that you really enjoyed it, even if it was just a little bit." After I said this, I was still a bit unsure how she would react.

She uncrossed her legs from under her and placed them both on the floor. Then she blew me away by spreading them wide. And I mean really wide, pulling her skirt tight up onto her thighs and the fabric of her panties tight across her pussy, and she just sat there calmly. I very quickly had my answer, as I saw the gusset of her panties start to darken as her arousal spread into them. I couldn't take my eyes off her pussy and my cock strained hard in its prison of denim.

"Get on with your work, babes," and with that, she snapped her legs shut, stood and swayed out of my office. I instantly jumped up from my chair to follow her for sex time. My chair banged against my desk. "I said get on with your work," came her order as she continued to walk away without turning back.

I could hear a smirk in her voice and I froze. Oohhhh the tease. God that really turned me on. So with a raging hard-on I sat back down defeated, yet excited at the same time and swivelled back to work. My head was still reeling from the conversation. Had we made progress? My answer came a few seconds later via a text from her.

'Email me one of your stories about me. Do it now. One of your favourites, then we'll talk about it.'

I was not expecting that at all. I quickly messaged my colleague who had tried to call me earlier, and set up a conference call in a few minutes. Then I dove into my Kink Folder, and with careful consideration, emailed one of my stories to her. I had to be careful to not send something like that to people from my office ... imagine that. Then I dove back into work calls and emails.

Twenty minutes later with the horn dissipated, I got another text, but this time from Michelle. 'Well done Chris, she's on fire right now.'

Ok now I'm instantly horny again. God I'm going to get fired soon if I can't concentrate on my work. What exactly does Michelle mean? I guess they're texting right now. I wondered if it was the story I had sent her, or our chat or last night that really got her turned on, or.. 'What do you mean?' I text back.

'I mean she is upstairs and has cum twice in the last few minutes using her vibrator. She's doing it for you.'

She's upstairs wanking, wow, I love knowing that. We both know that we each wank off a fair bit in private, but it's one of those unspoken things between a husband and wife. Everyone does it right? 'What do you mean she's doing it for me?' I quickly text back.

She doesn't reply instantly, so I turn back to my work. Or at least I try, knowing that Emily is upstairs on the bed masturbating. Part of me wants to run up and fuck her, but another part of me loves knowing that she's upstairs being her own sexual being, doing what she wants, releasing her sexual energy, living the slut dream. I smile at that thought, give my cock a squeeze, and get back to work.

About an hour later I heard her come downstairs again, on her way to work I guess. The sound of her heels brought my attention. I quickly jumped up from my work to go see her but she was on route to my office anyway. She casually walked in and sat in the same seat as before when she flashed me. I sat back down in my chair. She has on her more formal attire for the office, a jumper, a long flowing skirt, and God only knows what underneath. She looks smart and elegant, but not sexy at all. The heels however were taller than usual and added a certain spark to the outfit. As she sat opposite me I could see that she had something in her hand. She held her fist tightly closed, but I noticed that it was slightly larger than the other. I didn't address it directly. "You ok babes? Off in a moment?"

"Yup, in about ten minutes or so." she noticed my eyes glued to the heels. "Yup they're new, yup they're too high for me. Michelle says I need to get used to them, though." She shrugged and continued "but first ... that story," she says with a smile.

Oh she wants to talk about that already. Jeezzz, ok.

"There's a lot of nasty stuff in it, a lot of very wild things."



Oh shit I've blown it, I thought. But then Michelle said that she had just cum, soo.. my thoughts trailed off.

"Nipple piercing, hucowing, tattoos, interracial sex, drugs," she said, emphasising that last word as if it was really evil. "Also, pregnancy, lesbian stuff, dildos, ruined pussies; whatever that is," rolling her eyes. "And that's just what I can remember. In general, a huge amount of pretty humiliating things." Some of the words she's using shows that she really isn't into this, I almost smirk but hold it back as it doesn't seem to be the right time to joke. It's not a question, so I don't answer, she seems to get that.

"Do you really think of me that way?"

Ohhh shit, she reads my reaction.

"Do you really fantasize about me doing all of that?"

No way to go back now, no point at all. "Sort of, yes," I say.

"God, who did I marry?" she asks, and she huffs with a smile of sorts. "You really are a complete perv," and then locks eyes with me. "You'd love me to head to work with my nipples pierced, braless, showing through a tight top. With stockings showing under my skirt. You'd be happy that people could see that. Of course with a big pregnant belly, growing with some stranger's baby, a brother or sister for Claire? You'd be happy with my well used pussy no longer tight for your little cock?" she's almost panting by the time she gets to the end. I wouldn't be surprised if she jumped me right then and there. I opened my mouth to answer but she's there first. "Of course you would," she said, and she smiles at me as she stands.

She stood up and stepped forward, and put what was in her hand on the desk just to my left. It opened like a flower and I saw that it was a lacy black pair of panties. However, that wasn't the end of it. Still standing in front of me, she, with slightly shaking hands, lifts the sides of her skirt to get it to her hips. Her hands locked onto her panties and she slid them down her amazing thighs. They're white like the same ones she flashed me earlier. I conclude and hope that they are them. She steps out of them, stands tall, with still shaking hands, fiddles with them a little. Leans forward and kisses me on the lips "Wear these while I'm at work baby," she commands, and lightly rubs the soaking crotch of them on my lips, before dropping them next to the black pair. She takes the black pair and wiggles them on, boobs jiggling in their bra and jumper. Straightening her skirt she turned, picked up her purse and was gone before I could take a breath.

What just happened?

I quickly picked up the white panties. My gift. They were soaked with pussy juice and her cum. And I mean soaking. They were warm and slippery and smelled just divine. I couldn't help myself, so I licked her juices, and sniffed her aroma. Amazing. I quickly ran to the bathroom and dropped my jeans and boxers. I stepped into her panties and pulled them up. I'd swear they left a slimy trail up my legs. I pulled them tight against my balls and throbbing cock. Even though she had only just taken them off and they're still warm, though not as warm as my cock and balls. They feel cool and wonderfully wet. They pulled tightly against my throbbing balls. I wanted to wank off but didn't want to ruin this pent-up, aroused feeling. I pulled my jeans back up and walked back to my office. I relished this new feeling in my wife's underwear, with my balls and cock slipping and sliding around in them as I walked. This must be sort of like what women feel after they have someone cum inside them?

I sat at my desk and marvelled at what just happened and tried to focus on what I'm feeling. I stood up to see a wet spot in the crotch of my jeans. These will be another pair of jeans in the wash after today. I don't know how long I stood there but I eventually pulled myself out of my own head and sat back down, unzipping my jeans to look at my wife's panties. The smell of her pussy was getting to me, my breathing was heavier, my cock was rock hard. I put my hand back into my jeans and stroked my cock through the panties. It was the best feeling, stroking my cock through the lacy material. My hand was wet with my pre cum, mixing with her juices. I now know how my wife must feel after I cum inside her, the wetness of my cum, my pre cum and her juices seeping out of her.

As I stroked harder the panties were getting wetter, I couldn't seem to stop stroking my cock, getting harder and harder. It's not long before I came. My whole body tensed up and I could feel my balls tighten against my cock. I pushed further into the panties and shot my cum into them. It was the best feeling ever, I can't describe it. I kept stroking, feeling my cock pulsate and shoot the remnants of my cum into these panties. I'm sure I've soaked them. As I relax I look down to see the glistening wet cum running out of the panties. Then I looked at my cock, still hard, the panties were now soaked with cum, running clear down my leg. I was too far away to get to the bathroom to clean up. I quickly went through my desk drawer and found a tissue to clean up with. My body still shook slightly from the orgasmic aftershocks. God, that was intense.

After a few moments of cleaning up, I noticed that I've received a text from Michelle 'You're welcome,' it says. I checked the time, it was sent a few minutes ago and must have come in just after Emily left. There's another one just after that which says, 'No cumming Chris, time for edging again. You know what to do.' Oh crap, I thought, I'm a bit beyond that right now. She doesn't have to know. But where's the fun in that?

'Sorry a bit late for that.' I replied and sent her an embarrassed emoji. My mobile rang a moment later, and it was her.

"Good God Chris, have you no control? She left like 90 seconds ago." and she laughed a friendly laugh. "In all seriousness though, I had stuff planned for today. Ummm" and then she paused.

I felt like I'd let her down. Why the hell did I feel like that? "Sorry, it was all just so exciting and different from normal. I just had to cum," I said.

"We need a method of control, more than me just telling you to stop. I wonder if you need one of those cage things?"

I knew exactly what she was talking about, because I had written about one once. I'm not really sure though, as those cock cages are pretty extreme. She was thinking out loud "Or condoms for you?"

"Ohhh" I moaned and my balls ached. It was too early for another stiff cock.

"Yes, we'll start with condoms. Buy a lot when you can. I'm talking today. I expect you to start having a condom on whenever you're expecting a bit of fun," she said.

I was about to ask how I was supposed to know that, but she read my mind.

"Yeah, I don't know how that's going to work, when she's around, or when she's out with me, though. Whatever, we'll work it out. Let's just get your cock in condoms so that we can desensitize you a little and contain that mess," she giggled and then continued, "You know, Emily can't believe what you wrote in that story you shared with her. And she came many times while reading it, as you know. Do you know why she enjoyed it so much Chris?"

"I dunno, because it's just not her, it's so naughty, so what she said was real?" I asked.

She tuts, telling me I'm clearly wrong before delivering the answer "You, it's because of you. She knows you want it so much and how much it turns you on. So it's turning her on," she paused to let it sink in.

"You think so?" I quizzed. It sounded right, maybe, I dunno.

"Anyway, you're working aren't you?" she asked.

"Yup, suppose to be," I said wryly.

"Better get to it. And don't forget I want to know more about Terry. In fact she's probably flirting with him right now." With that she hung up.

I dove into my work and the day headed back to normality aside from the constant warm, wet feeling around my cock and balls all day. I was going to change but enjoyed the silky tight feeling that the panties gave me. They felt naughty, and reminded me that our sex life was quickly changing.

That evening seemed quite normal apart from that fact she kept her heels on and strutted around a lot, I guess getting used to them. Emily teased me a little and Claire unusually hung around. She had her head buried in her phone, but she was present enough to prevent us from getting away with any sex talk. At bedtime Emily was pleased to see me still in her panties, and we chatted about it a bit. It was enough to get us both turned on and led to a short and sweet love making session. Yes, we made love, which was very different from our experiments with my new fetishes. We needed to remind each other of our love, and that fact that our new sexual escapades weren't going to damage our relationship. Or at least that's what we were telling ourselves at this point. Though things were moving rather quickly.

Shopping

The four of us exited the car and walked towards the shopping centre. Michelle and Emily were leading the way, arm in arm, laughing loudly, clearly enjoying themselves.

"Cya later dad, I'll let you know if I need access to the car." and with that Claire vanished off with a skip in her step to our left. She was meeting up with friends and obviously needed to use the secret teenager's entrance off to the side somewhere. That left me on my own, the third wheel in this weird triangle. It was actually a pleasure to watch the asses wiggle and the legs strut in front of me.

Michelle was in a bright red, a-line skirt that finished just above her knee. Matching red heels and thick black stockings or tights, I didn't know which. She had a white blouse on top that right now was out of sight under a black blazer. It was elegant but positively pedestrian for her, which was a bit of a worry and exciting at the same time.

To make matters worse, Michelle hadn't told Emily what to wear but appeared to have spent the last week planning today. Though, what on earth she could have planned during a trip to a public shopping mall was completely baffling me still.

As such Emily was wearing a very typical pair of black leggings and an oversized jumper. It covered her ass and her outfit would have suited a nun. I guess this was why she was so relaxed. As we entered the shopping mecca Michelle powered up "So Emily, where shall we start to spend Chris's money?"

Emily giggled, turning to look at me "Sorry honey." then turning back to her buddy "Shall we grab a coffee to start?".

"Good idea why not, and we can have a chat about you two." as she said that she looked behind her at me and raised her eyebrows. She hadn't given me much of a clue about today, apart from there were going to be some tests for both of us and I should wear a condom. So yup I had a condom on, my cock was flaccid so the condom was likely to slip off at any point. I guess a future me problem to solve.

We quickly made our way to the food court area and were directed to a table for the 3 of us. At just before 11am it wasn't too busy yet. There were probably 10 small 4 person tables in the area we were in with 3 of them currently taken. We weren't in each other's pockets so to speak but if you wanted to you'd be able to listen in to the other conversation around you. I was acutely aware of that as a potential problem for where I expected today to go.

Emily and Michelle were waffling about any old rubbish until our coffees and teas were delivered. Just as the waitress was walking away Michelle got my attention with "So Emily and Chris, let's talk about cuckolding."

Emily choked on nothing and I quickly looked around to see if anyone had heard. Michelle noticed "Don't worry about anyone else today, or we won't get very far." and she smiled at me. Then turning to Emily "So you know that your lovely hubby here wants you to cuckold him, yes?".

Emily just stared at her for a few moments, then nodded. It was almost imperceivable, but Michelle spotted it and clearly that wasn't the plan for today. "Come on hon, we're all adults here today. Just spit it out, grow up both of you and we'll have a fun day today." at the word fun she raised her eyebrows. "Chris accidentally let on a while ago that he had a load of fantasies." Emily spun her head to look at me, instantly furious.

Michelle had this all in hand "It's ok Emily, look at me." Emily slowly turned to face Michelle, and Michelle reached out across the table, no easy feat with having to avoid the cups, etc., and took Emily's hands. "This is something we can have a bit of fun with." That didn't apparently convince Emily. "We don't have to do anything, after all a fantasy is just that." she smiled at Emily to reassure her. "We'll play until the fun stops, how's that?"

Emily smirked a little. "Yes I know Chris is a pervy man." The smirk grew and she looked at me. I wanted to join in but I didn't know where to head with this.

"You enjoyed the outfit and attention the other day during the work evening?" she blushed and looked down. "It's ok. You know that I like to be looked at also. Being sexy and desirable is exciting and fun." she let go of Emily's hands, picked up her coffee. "It did feel good didn't it?"

Emily looked up at her and quietly replied with a shy nod.

"So today we have lunch with a friend at around 1pm and we have another appointment at 4pm. We don't have to do either of them but I think it'll be fun." Michelle sat back in her seat. "That ok, both?" and she looked between the both of us.

I instantly replied "Yup", probably too quickly for my wife as she wanted to know more.

"Lunch, where, with whom? And what's at 4pm?"

"Nate's meeting us for lunch over there." she tipped her head indicating a nearby restaurant.

"Nate!" Emily gasped "the ..." she couldn't finish her sentence.

"Hahh" Michelle laughed at her and then a bit too loudly "Yes the black man you danced with the other night. You've not suddenly gone racist on us have you?"

Emily looked around as other people clearly started to look over at us, she quickly responded, loudly "Of course not."

"Good then the four of us will have lunch together." she then lowered her voice "Remember, fun, I'm not going to make you fuck him or anything like that." in my head I added 'Yet'. "Then later at 4pm we have a photoshoot at a professional studio here. Again, fun. Don't make stuff up in your head that won't happen." She knew Emily well.

Emily appeared to relax and smiled at her. "Ok" and then repeated the theme of the day "Fun" and beamed a bigger smile. I think that was more for her than either of us. Like she was trying to convince herself.

"Chris you ok buying a nice outfit for your wife to tease Nate with?"

I looked at Emily "God of course."

She rolled her eyes, "Of course you do."

"That's ok, let's have a little fun today." Michelle was driving it home again. "What sort of fun are we going to present to Nate then?" that was kinda aimed at both of us.

Emily looked down at herself. "Well he certainly noticed these." clearly looking at her boobs "And I know that you're always going on about me showing them off." as she looked at me "And so are you" and she then looked at Michelle.

We all chuckled and Michelle lowered the tone "So it's tits out for Nate then." and we all laughed loudly. Once we'd calmed down she continued "Don't worry love. It'll be tasteful and fun, not whore mode." and she knocked my knee under the table. Obviously she knew that I wanted my wife in full on whore mode but was telling me not to screw up the progress. I kept shtum.

"I'm thinking a mini skirt like the other day? Really present your legs to him." geezz all I could see now was black stockings, long legs wrapped around a naked black ass, mini-skirt pulled tight against ass. Legs wrapped, open, spread, presenting her pussy to him. Gawd.

"Chris?" It was Emily getting me out of my daydream.

"Yer?" I replied, feeling like I'd missed some of the conversation.

"Where'd you go then honey?" she asked me.

I tap on the leg from Michelle told me to go carefully here "I was thinking." Careful - "well picturing you sitting with him later. The tops of your stockings on display for him to see." Emily gasped, I quickly added "Sexy, not slutty." thinking I'd gone too far.

"What else?" Michelle asked, she'd read Emily's gasp differently than I did and wanted me to go on a bit more.

"His hand on your knee as you're chatting."

"Chris" she gasped

"More?" Michelle probed

"His eyes on your cleavage. You're showing him what a sexy lady you are."

"Oh god" she almost panted. I'd nailed it?

"So let's go get some slutty, ooops I mean sexy clothes for your lunch date Emily." she used the word slutty and date, a big risk. Emily had heard it too as her eyes opened wide, she looked scared again. However Michelle takes the lead and stands up quickly "Come on you two we have to get going."

Emily and I drink up, and before I can pay the bill they've headed off. I manage to catch up to them just as I see them wander into Victoria's Secret. I stand outside and watch them head inside arm in arm. I'm slightly confused as I was pretty sure they didn't do Emily's bra size, so what the plan here was I was unsure.

I found a public chair close by and took a seat where I could easily see into most of the store. I could see all the very young and slim girls walking around in there, picking up a flimsy pair of knickers here and a tiny bra there. Also realizing that I didn't want to be sitting here for too long on my own or likely security of some sort would wonder what I was doing. I did look a little pervy, just looking into the store. I suppose I could go in and be with them, but that store in particular was tricky for me. Something about the lace, the colours, it was all so feminine and watching the shoppers picking up what they would later have on their most intimate places. Well it had my mind wondering, picturing all sorts.

I grabbed my phone from my pocket and started to scroll through the pointless news while trying to imagine what Nate looked like and what Emily was doing right now in there. Some 20 minutes later or so they appeared with a bag in hand chatting away. They had bought something then. They quickly spotted me and walked over as I stood to meet them.

"Did you get anything nice?" I directed my question to Emily hoping for a clear answer.

She giggled "Yes, thank you love, a few things."

Michelle snatched the bag from her hand and pulled out a blue pile of lacy something. She then openly swung them round announcing to anyone that cared to see and hear "Yup a tiny thong and garter set for her date."

Emily was embarrassed and quickly wrestled them back from Michelle and put them back in the bag. "Thank you Michelle, everyone doesn't need to see my underwear." I was thinking, oh yes, but they do.

Michelle carried on with the tease "We also had her measured, well we tried." and she laughed.

"Yes, my girls are too big for them." Emily joined in and laughed with Michelle. Of course I was picturing one of their sales girls handling Emily's tits. A complete contrast to her own likely tiny B cups.

They started walking off somewhere else and I followed asking them "Do they measure you in your existing bra or?"

Emily was quick to realise where my mind was going "Yes love, I kept my bra on. So no, some young lady wasn't handling my naked boobs."

Michelle was quick to add "Though I bet you'd love that Chris wouldn't you?" Emily batted her arm. "What did she measure you at?"

"She couldn't tell me as they only go up to a F cup on my back size."

"There's a specialist bra shop we'll pop into soon, we'll get someone to measure your giant tits then." Michelle informed us and then as an afterthought "I may get myself measured at the same time, while we're here."

"Good and maybe Chris will treat you to a new bra. Hah" ok that was a weird extra from my wife. She wants me to buy a bra for her friend, geezz really? However she appeared to instantly realise her error "Oh that would be strange." and she looked behind her at me.



Michelle though loved that idea and turned to look at me also "Oh I'd love that thank you Chris." and she winked at me.

We'd wandered into another fashion store of some name. I was about to back out when Michelle instructed me "Come with us Chris, don't be shy." and they started to meander through racks of all sorts. Michelle and Emily collected and fussed over various skirts, blouses, dresses etc. There was a little disagreement from time to time but Michelle worked her carefully and skilfully, lots of "Just try it on for a bit" and "You're not a nun love".

Eventually we headed to the changing rooms, Emily had about 10 things to try on. I was expecting the store to tell her she had too much stuff, but she was handed her token thing and vanished. "I don't expect she'll come out showing us much, but that's not a problem." Michelle updated me. "It'll take a long while for her to be happy dressing as a slut." She looked at me "You do want her dressing as a slut yes?" she fully knew the answer.

"God yes." I grinned back to her.

"You sure you can cope with her sitting next to her date shortly in sexy underwear, her legs spread under a mini skirt and her big jugs on display for him?"

"Ummm yes" I pictured it clearly in my mind. It had been a fantasy of mine for years. It's slowly becoming real before my very eyes. However, it was weird, it becoming real. In a matter of an hour or so, I was going to watch my wife sit next to a black man. It was very likely that he expected to put his cock into her at some point. This was the first time the real world was crashing head long into my kinky fantasies. It was exciting and very grounding at the same time.

"Are you picturing your wife getting ploughed by a big black cock as per your videos?" she asked, maybe a little too loud for being in a clothes store.

"No" I sighed, "I was thinking that this is becoming real."

She raised an eyebrow at my answer "No shit Chris. We're creaking open pandora's box here. I'm going to make Emily very desirable to Nate and we're both going to be encouraging her." she waited for my reaction. I nodded "You know what we're encouraging for her don't you Chris?"

Well of course I do. Well I did. I'm now starting to wonder, making this real, is very different. She raises her eyebrows at me waiting for my reply. "I want her to sleep with him." I only half convince myself as I say that.

"No Chris, for fucks sake." in the middle of the store, near the changing rooms, way louder than she should, she lays it into me. "Your porn was about Emily, the woman in there." she points to the changing rooms, "Your wife becoming a true slut for black cock. So there's no 'sleeping with', bollox." she realised that she was being a bit loud and animated, she lowered her voice a little. "This is part of a long process of getting Emily out of her shell. Getting her comfortable showing off her body and getting fucked hard and often by big alpha cocks." She continued by staring me down.

It was now apparently clear that she was going to make this happen and that I'd better get on board. This was now Michelle's mission, maybe more than my fantasy. "Yer I understand, however it going from fantasy to reality is scary." This time it was her turn to nod and smile. "Why is it such a big thing for you?"

She sighed "I've been friends with Emily since we were both 13. So for the last 20 ish years, she's always been a goodie two shoes. Never went to uni, never let her hair down, never had many boyfriends." she smirked at me "She has that amazing porn star's body that's always hidden and it really pisses me off that she plays it down so much." So that was it. There's a level of jealousy going on here, that's not good news. She really was going to make Emily pay. I was so turned on.

Emily came walking back over to us as Michelle very deliberately delivered, "I truly can't wait until she has a huge belly filled with a black baby and is still craving the next big cock to pleasure her." We both turned to look at Emily. She was like a deer trapped in the headlights, she obviously heard that. She stood there frozen. I stood there frozen.

Michelle reached for the clothes in her hands. "So what fit, what did you like etc?" as if nothing untoward was going on. Emily snapped to and started to discuss the different skirt lengths, blar blar. I wasn't listening. My god I was turned on. And scared.

Eventually, they picked a load of stuff and I paid for it. I was now carrying some 6 bags filled with all sorts of stuff. "We next need some decent shoes." Michelle informed us "and you can't try them on dressed like that." She grabbed some bags from me, moved a load of clothes from one to the other. Then handing me 5 bags keeping one for herself "Chris take those all back to the car and come find us with the heels in Selfridges." Emily gave me a kiss and they wandered off.

It was a good 30 minute round trip when I eventually found them. Well I found Michelle standing looking at heels and at first I didn't notice Emily. She was sitting on a stool with a lady attending to her feet, putting a heel on. However this wasn't the Emily I'd left, this was what I could only describe as a high class escort. I literally stumbled backwards a step and Michelle stepped up behind me pushing her breasts into my back.

"Doesn't she look amazing?" she whispered into my ear. "She looks super hot. Hot for attention." she spanked my ass lightly, "Stay here." and she walked round me, making sure to run her breasts across my arm as she went.

"Umm god yes, those look great don't you think?" Michelle asked the assistant.

She looked up at Michelle from her position at my wifes feet. "Oh yes, these are very stylish." turning to look at Emily "They'll give your legs great shape and your hips fantastic sway.". She finished putting the other shoe on and stood, offering Emily a hand to help her stand. Emily took the hand and stood up. I was expecting her to wobble a lot more than she did. The assistant then moved a few feet to the side of Emily giving her room to walk.

"Remember your practice walking in your other heels. These at over 3 inches are higher, so small steps, on a tightrope, let your hips sway." Michelle instructed.

The shop assistant then surprised me with further instructions for Emily as she started to walk forward. "Also remember to stand tall and thrust your bust out."

Michelle came and stood next to me as Emily continued to slowly walk away from us. Watching my wife moving step by step, her legs looked spectacular and strong, her hips and ass looked huge, her waist looked tiny, I'd swear I could see the side of her boobs appear like a pendulum from side to side with each step. She walked with confidence.

She then stopped and turned, more pivoted on a heel. She then saw me and Michelle. She locked eyes with me, almost a 'Is this what you want' look. She started to walk back towards her seat, in our direction. "Goodness," the sales assistant announced. Goodness indeed, she looked like a goddess walking towards us.

Michelle leaned close into me and whispered in my ear, her boobs again pushing into my arm "What do you think of your wife now?".

I just about able to answer "Amazing" as I'm awestruck at the change.

"Look at how tight her skirt is on her and how amazing her hips and legs look." I was looking "That's not even a mini skirt yet. In a few weeks it'll get shorter and more thigh and leg will always be on display." She teased me. The skirt was a lovely dark blue and she was right, it was tight, very tight, and it came to probably 2 inches above her knees. So nowhere near scandalous, but it did look sexy. I wanted to hold her tight, pull her to me as we kissed, my hands on her ass, making her feel my cock throbbing.

"Just look at her amazing tits." she continued as she deliberately rubbed hers against my arm. As each heel touched down with a snap it sent tidal waves through her masses of boob flesh and whatever bra she had on did nothing to stop the ripples. Each and every step caused an earthquake of wobble, jiggle and sway. I could just make out a white bra under the white blouse. The blouse was a great fit, no buttons holding on for dear life, no exaggerated pull or pucker around her shape, there was only a hint of cleavage showing. A jacket matching her skirt was open drawing attention to her bust. There was no need to exaggerate or show off her chest, the current outfit did exactly that all on its own without being slutty at all.

The overall package must have cost me thousands, and it was worth every penny.

As Emily reached us she smiled at me, turned and sat down with the assistant. Michelle whispered to me "I bet she's soaked her thong, I know mine is." and she walked off back to them both, leaving me standing there with the image of this goddess burned into my skull.

"Emily what do you think?" Michelle asked her while looking at me.

"God they're amazing, I feel soo sexy with them on." she squeaked out. Not caring that the assistant was there.

The assistant chimed in "Jimmy Choo can do that to a lady." and she beamed. I could almost see the commission reels going off in her head.

Emily turned to me, "Chris, they're very expensive."

I cut her off. "We'll take it all, whatever she wants." and Emily giggled. I've not heard her giggle like that for years.

Michelle looked triumphant, and so she should be. "she will keep these on?" she asked or rather told the sales girl and she nodded, obviously.

10 minutes later, 3 pairs of heels, and nearly £2,000 down and we were walking towards the make up area. Michelle checked her watch "Chris take all the packages back to the car, we'll get Emily made up a little. We have 20mins, so hurry back here, please." Everything was shoved at me, again, and off I went.

Lunch with Nate

"I think that lady thought you were my pimp." I heard her laughing at Michelle just as I got back to them. They both spotted me laughing.

"Did you hear that Chris, Emily was implying that the woman doing her makeup just then thought that Emily was a prostitute." and she stared at me as Emily laughed.

"God, more a high class escort in shoes costing nearly a grand." and I laughed with them.

"Would you like me to pimp you out Emily?" Michelle asked as we started to walk to the restaurant.

"God, don't be silly Michelle." was her nervous reply.

Again I was slightly behind them as they walked on. However this time it was a lot slower. Emily's shoes were clicking on the floor as she strutted through the mall. People were looking at this beautiful woman as she walked through like she was a supermodel.

"I'm kinda pimping you out right now to Nate aren't I." I heard her continue to tease my wife. "You're going to spend some time with him, making him happy for me." no reply from Emily as she was right, I guess. "All that's missing is a payment."

"Yer yer, we'll all be having lunch together. And even that is weird enough, thank you." Emily brought us back down to earth with a bang.

We found ourselves quickly seated at a small table with 4 chairs crammed around it. I dunno what the plan was but 4 sets of plates here were going to be tiny on this small table. We'd arrived just before Nate and Michelle sat us at the table with her and Emily opposite each other and me opposite any empty space that I guess was for my wife's date, Nate, the black man.

Emily was constantly fidgeting with her skirt, and each movement caused a dance of boob that was mesmerising to watch. "Stop fidgeting and relax." Michelle told her.

"This skirt is so short and tight, it keeps riding up." she informed us just as a waiter appeared to see if we wanted drinks.

"Two large house reds, a pint of lemonade and a double scotch neat please." Michelle efficiently directed, before we'd even had a chance to think.

And then he arrived.

Maybe my height at just over 6 foot, impeccable dressed in a white polo shirt, black sports jacket and trousers. The white of his t-shirt really contrasted with his dark black skin, I'd guess African heritage. He stood tall and straight, his posture told me there wasn't much fat on him. He looked like he could have any woman he wanted and yet here he was to win my wife.

Michelle quickly stood and hugged him. With him at her side she quickly introduced us. "This is Emily, who of course you know." and turning quickly to me "And this is Chris." she paused, "Emily's husband." she smirked at me as if she was thinking to herself, wondering how hard to push this. She made her decision quickly.

"He's excited that his lovely wife is having a dinner date with a black man." That felt slightly racist but he smirked at me.

"Aggg" Emily gasped loudly, hearing Michelles clear description of the events unfolding. We all turned to her. Three sets of eyes.

"That's right isn't it Chris?" Michelle asked me.

I paused looking between Nate and Emily and fixed my gaze on Emily. She looked at me, our eyes locking. "Yes, I hope you enjoy your date."

She gasped again and visibly shuddered. I stood and shook Nate's hand. He had a firm grip and his big hand dwarfed mine, though he didn't make a big thing of it like he could have. You know, really bearing down and trying to crush me. Instead he applied a little squeeze and swiftly withdrew. Emily was now the only one sitting.

The waiter appeared with our drinks "Whose is the Lemonade?"

Michelle took charge "That is Chris's" and she indicated to me. He placed it in front of me and I stooped to sit. "No need to sit Chris." I paused mid-movement. She took a wine glass from the waiter's tray. We all looked at her confused, she slowly looked at each of us finishing with her eyes locked on Emily's.

"We'll leave your wife and her date and take a table over there." in front of the waiter she let him know that the other woman was my wife and that she was on a date. I nearly died right there, but I also felt my cock twitch.

"Michelle, what.." Emily blurted out.

But Michelle had me by the arm "Pick up your drink Chris" as she started to drag me away. I quickly picked up my drink, nearly spilling it as I was pulled. Nate smirked at me and took his seat next to my bewildered wife.

Next thing I knew, Michelle and I were sitting at the other side of the restaurant at a small table for two in the back. Nate and Emily had their backs to us in the middle of the restaurant. The extra chairs had been removed and after what looked like a bit of a fraught conversation, Emily now appeared settled. She'd stopped looking around at us and was in a relaxed conversation with Nate. Or at least that's what it looked like from here.

"They look good together don't they?"

I nodded, staring at them, unable to take my eyes off them. I could sort of see Nate a little side on but Emily was clearly with her back to us. Her silhouette looked fantastic, such a pronounced hourglass figure, I couldn't wait to feel her amazing body up. I was looking forward to grabbing her hips later and pulling her tightly to me for a kiss and a hug. I watched Emily laugh at something he said to her, that made me smile.

"She's relaxing around him isn't she? That's good news isn't it?"

I turned to Michelle "Yes I guess it is."

"Come on Chris, you know exactly what we're doing here. This is the start of the journey of getting Emily to waken, sexually." She raised an eyebrow at me. "Stop being coy, you need to admit this to yourself and work with me."

"I know, it's just ..."

"Nope." she looked slightly pissed off. "There is no 'it's just'. This is what you want and you know it." she let that sink in a little. "You know this is what you want. This is what you need and it's very likely what Emily wants also." again a short pause.

"Look at her" I turn to look across at her back "Look at how easy it's been to get her dressed up like this and sitting with that handsome black man." she was right "There was next to no push back from her for this." That fact had surprised me.

"Yup you're right." I smiled, "She has taken to it amazingly well." I pondered on that a little. Wondering if we'd just started to unlock something deep down that society has locked away. That was exciting and scary at the same time, again I was wondering if this was something I wanted to happen in the real world.

"Look at her all dressed up for her lunch date." Michelle teased. "He's a bit of a tit man, you know."

I smirked at him, "He'll love Emily then." and I started to relax and open up a little. "I can imagine his hand holding and squeezing them."

"I bet you can. That may even happen today. In fact, who knows how far she'll go today."

Over the next hour or so, Michelle and I ate and talked. I couldn't take my eyes off of the couple across the room. Watching my wife like this was so exciting, I really had no idea what was being said. Michelle cleverly dropped the odd tease into our conversation to keep me on edge. Emily looked relaxed and was clearly enjoying herself.

When Michelle decided that we'd finished she made me pay up for both tables without letting them know. "Let's give them some privacy." and she dragged me away from the restaurant leaving them there. As we walked past them, it was hard not to turn to check my wife's state, but I followed Michelle's instructions and we just both walked past them.

We wandered around the mall doing nothing in particular, killing time. She did keep looking at her watch, I guess monitoring for our 4pm appointment?

"Ok let's go find your wife" as we headed back to the restaurant. Though on arrival, neither of us were surprised to not find them there. Michelle smirked, clearly pleased with this event, and led me off as if following a plan.

Michelle spotted them first, elbowing me in the ribs and nodded towards them. I nearly collapsed when I saw them for the first time.

There they were. Her back was against the wall. His body was mashed against hers, pushing her back. Her legs a good 2 feet apart, he was standing between them, stooped down a little. Her skirt pulled up high enough so that her lacy stocking tops were visible. Her arms were wrapped around him holding him close, pulling him in. This also caused her jacket to bunch around her back, leaving her blouse to pucker around her boobs as they were being squashed against her man.

They were locked in a deep sensual kiss, her eyes were closed.

My wife was having an open mouthed snog with a black man, in the middle of the day, in public.

"God that looks so sexy." Michelle panted "I bet her pussy is soaked, I bet she can feel his cock against her stomach." she sighed as we stopped to watch. I felt my heart again trying to escape my chest. Was this really my wife? Was she really snogging some handsome stranger in a public mall? This was more than I'd ever dreamt of, it was amazing.

She was really into it, moving her mouth and head like some love struck teenager. It was obvious that tongues were swirling and juices were being exchanged.

Michelle then tugged on my arm and we walked on slowly, my eyes fixed on them as we passed. As our angle changed I was gobsmacked to see his left hand was full of boob. And I mean a hand full, he was really mauling and squeezing it and she was letting him. Everyone who wanted to could see. I stopped dead again and watched.

I couldn't believe that she was letting him do this. She was acting such a slut, it was amazing. How had she come on so far so quickly?

Michelle breathed into my ear "Just look at your goody two shoes wife." I was! "She has that black tongue down her throat. Ummm it's making me horny watching her." I couldn't agree more. "I bet he's enjoying that handful." and she pulled my arm again.

Eventually, I had to turn my head away from them both so that I didn't walk into someone. We rounded a corner and left them to it. Turning to Michelle, "I can't believe she's doing that. Now. Here."



She had a huge grin on her face as she looked at her watch. That made me look at mine also, it was 3.30pm. Didn't she say something about a photoshoot? She'd spotted me looking at my watch, "Yup, we need to get moving. I'd like you to interrupt them."

"Oh god, Michelle, I don't think I can do that." I shook my head.

She turned us around, "You will, come on." and they were soon back in sight. With each closer step we took, I couldn't believe that this was actually my wife. Anyone who knew us would never recognise her standing there, dressed like that, doing what she's doing. I knew, however, and Michelle had made this happen. Her legs looked so long in her heels, and the lacy stocking tops that we could see just emphasised them. The tiny skirt was pulled so tightly across her thick muscly thighs it looked like it would rip.

We stopped a foot from them on his right side. Michelle took my arm and using my hand made me tap Nate on the shoulder. He quickly pulled his face from my wife, leaving her eyes still closed and she was panting. His body didn't move, still tightly sandwiching her into the wall behind her. He just looked over at us and smiled. It was a smile of thanks to me. He was clearly ecstatic on how his date had gone. He disarmed me with his smile, and a level of confidence came back to me. "Hi Nate, sorry to interrupt but we have an appointment at 4pm."

My voice made Emily's eyes pop open and she looked straight at me in a fright. She was in a full panic and was starting to push him away when Michelle quickly gave them an instruction, "I liked seeing the passion. Do it again." a pause, no one moved "Take her Nate.".

He turned his head to my shocked wife and leaned into her lips again. We just about heard Emily mumble a "No" or a "Please". This time, her eyes stayed open as their lips started to mash. My wife was locked onto me as she kissed her first black man. Her arms were more passive this time, just about holding him. I couldn't help myself, I moved to his left side, her eyes followed me. This side was more interesting. From here, I could not only see his hand full of her boob, but her right leg was slightly raised and wrapped around his left one.

Her leg looked strong, toned, and long. The stocking and high heel really showing it all off, drawing attention to her. We could also clearly see it was a stocking from the lace at the top. From the way she was standing, her legs were far enough apart to pull the skirt tight and high on her thighs. This allowed us to see some thigh flesh above her stocking top, it was scandalously sexy.

His hand wasn't small by any standards but it was positively dwarfed by the breast he was holding and working. His fingers were splayed out wide, trying to feel as much breast as possible. I could see his fingers moving and digging into her rather than focusing on her nipple. He was roughly mauling her. She was clearly loving it, as was I.

This close, we could hear my wife whimpering to him, betraying her feelings. He pulled back from the kiss just enough to moan to her, "Can you feel my cock still?" As his lips moved back, we heard her moan a "Yes." Their faces moving around, being driven by their dancing lips and tongues. His hand then left her breast and moved down to her body and round her back to her ass. He held it hard and she brought her leg up and slightly round his thigh more. She was trying to hump him right there.

I looked around to see if anyone else was watching this. Not really, apart from there being a young group of boys at a distance and two of them appeared to be filming us. That worried me, as did a CCTV dome above us that may be capturing this moment. It wasn't quite pornographic but it could be in seconds if they didn't slow down. But I wasn't about to stop it.

I could see this turning into a porn shoot easily. Somehow, my wife was completely lost in the moment. This man had in one day removed her scruples and societal morals. Well, that wasn't strictly true, as I suppose I'd been trying for the last 10 years or more and Michelle had very definitely upped the ante in the last few days. It was still remarkable at how quickly the walls had come crashing down. Here was my wife acting like a crazed teenager making out with her new boyfriend while, pretty much flashing the entire mall, I stood next to her. It was a dream come true.

This time Michelle took over, as I guess it was needed. She stepped in front of my view, right next to Emily's leg that was up and wrapped around Nate. She put a hand on Nate's shoulder and the other on my wife's exposed thigh. "Now then, you two, time for a breather.". She kept her hands there for a few more seconds as they powered down.

Nate pulled back from my wife, a huge grin on his face. He took a big step back that revealed a very obvious tent in his trousers. Pulling his jacket back into place, he was decent again in seconds.

Emily, on the other hand, was leaning against the wall, a dishevelled, horny, woman panting for breath. She was a sight to behold, I was glad that our daughter Claire wasn't around to see her. There was nothing wrong per se, but I could see her knickers, her jacket was off her shoulders, two of her blouse buttons were open so we could see a lot of her right boob and bra. She actually looked like she'd just been fucked. I guess she kinda had, a dry fuck.

Michelle quickly stepped in and helped smarten her friend up. Teasing her along the way, "Ohhh, look at you babes. You look like you've been dragged through a hedge backwards. Let's put your pussy away and my god look at your nipples. They could cut glass. Turned on much?" and she chuckled, stepping back, her job was done.

Emily was still lost in lust, you could see it in her eyes. She looked at me, "Chris, I'm so sorry." and she looked down. I didn't need Michelle to prompt me on this one.

"Emily, love, don't be silly. It was lovely seeing you enjoy yourself." Nate sniffed at that comment. "You look wonderful, no wonder Nate had his hands all over you."

"Ohh gawd" she looked up at him, "Nate, I'm so sorry."

"What for?" he swiftly laughed back at her. We all laughed together

"Ohhh gawd" and she blushed looking at all of us.

Michelle looked at her watch "Well the day isn't over yet. Time for a photo shoot babe.".

"Ohhh gawd" again and we all laughed again. I step back and leave Michelle, Nate and Emily to say their goodbyes. There's another kiss on the lips for Nate and my wife, he then shakes my hand leaving me with "You're a lucky man, she's amazing. I hope to enjoy her fully one day." it's within the girls hearing range and a very clear message. I nodded and he was gone.

Turning to smile at my wife, I was greeted by a very shy look back. She's clearly embarrassed at how she'd let herself go. Michelle takes her hand and drags her away with a "Lets get some glamour shots in the bag.".

I stumble behind them, excited and wondering what on earth is next.


A Wife's Decent Ch. 03

This is a cuckold story (or it will be once it gets going). It's a story of what I wish would happen to these real people. It is (sadly) entirely fictional. Yup, there's a lot in the real world that you wouldn't and shouldn't do, lucky for you this is a fantasy, fiction and some people find it erotic.

Hope you enjoy it, please do reach out should you have feedback or suggestions.

A Wife's Descent Ch. 03

Photoshoot

The three of us sat in the small waiting room of the studio that Michelle had booked us into. I could tell that my wife was still filled with an overpowering lust that had boiled up inside her during her time with Nate. A few times she'd asked Michelle if we could just leave and go home. I knew what she wanted. She needed to cum. She was all pent up, frustrated and confused about these strange new feelings coursing around inside her.

I wasn't holding much hope for this photoshoot, the pictures around the waiting room were lovely, professional and boring as shit. And of course we'd just been treated to a right sight that I 100% couldn't get out of my head.

Emily and Michelle were chatting between themselves, I'd tuned out until Emily got my attention, "Chris, did you really like what I just did?".

I turned to her to see a scared and worried face, it was almost comical. "Honey, you were amazing. Yes I really liked what you did."

"Really?"

"Yes, really dear, really really." and I grinned at her.

She shook her head "But we're married and I love you."

I was about to answer when Michelle tutted "God Emily, he loves you obviously or he wouldn't have stood there through that. And we've covered this to death. You're a sexy woman and it's ok to enjoy yourself like that."

Emily rolled her eyes, I grinned more and quickly reassured her "She's right, love. I love you loads and this is I guess just an extension of that. Let's enjoy where it takes us.".

"I can't do, have a, you know, baby." she couldn't get her head around it.

I still couldn't really understand it myself, however, quietly uttered "I know" and I reached forward putting my hand over her womb. There was silence between the three of us for a while, I left my hand there. We locked eyes.

Then I slowly lowered my eyes down her body. Over her new blouse that barely contained her chest over my hand that was still resting on her, to her short skirt. It was so strange to see her in a short skirt like this. Her thick thighs were just there, encased in what I knew was stockings, again not her usual attire. I was so horny, knowing that this amazing woman was my wife and a new part of her was being born. Here we were talking about her having a black baby, utterly mind-blowing.

I almost didn't hear myself as I quietly mumbled to her "You were amazing kissing Nate." my eyes still fixed on her legs, unable to look her in the eye right now. "I loved seeing you enjoying each other.". I felt her shiver, she put a hand over mine. Both resting over her womb. I want to reinforce the message almost shivering as I did "I liked seeing his hands on you. His black hands feeling your body".

That was too much, she pushed my hand away with a quiet "No" and I'd swear I heard her mutter under her breath, "I'm not a slag." and she turned back to Michelle.

We left it all there for a few minutes of contemplation before a lady appeared through a doorway, introduced herself as Jennifer and led us in. Instantly I was ignored. The door was almost close in my face. I was very much not a part of this part of the day. Not much difference to how the day had gone so far but it was very apparent this time.

Jennifer was interesting, as I watched her talking with Michelle and Emily I couldn't help but compare her to a curvier version of Haley Atwell. She kinda had my attention, which was weird to say that with my wife standing there dressed as she was. Jennifer was maybe in her late 20s, early 30s, she was dressed in tight black leggings, almost yoga, gym style and a fairly long, loose pink t-shirt. White trainers at the bottom and long flowing blonde hair at the top. A pretty woman, who likely went to the gym a lot.

The first 20 minutes of this had me sitting on a sofa, in the naughty boy corner, while the three women looked over a few printed books and scrolled around to look at various poses on a screen. I was getting bored when at last my wife stepped forward onto a wide, long roll of light grey cloth that Jennifer pulled down from a thing up high. It created a clear background and the room started to look professional as lights appeared to somehow lower themselves from the ceiling. I was impressed at the high tech setup of this place.

Jennifer instantly took charge as, just like that, the photos started. She instructed Emily on how to stand, move around, and what facial expressions to make. My wife, though looking sexy, looked so out of place, her movements and poses were stiff, she was clearly not relaxed, this wasn't her world at all.

After a good 20 minutes, something had to give. Though Emily was trying, it just wasn't smooth and Jennifer was getting a little frustrated. She remained professional and was constantly giving encouragement but it wasn't getting through. I was far enough away that I couldn't really hear what they were saying but I could hear Michelle trying to help. Emily kept looking over in my direction, I could see the turmoil in her eyes.

At that point Jennifer caught my wifes gaze and turned to look at me. She smirked as if she'd had a eureka moment and said something to them both. Michelle then nodded and walked over in my direction. "She not relaxing with you here."

"Oh"

I didn't have time to think that through before she tutted "You gonna bugger off for a bit then?" and smirked at me.

Oh that's what she meant "Errr I guess."

She quickly gave me instructions "Yup take a stroll, see you in an hour.". She pivoted and left me, walking back towards her friend and the photographer. I didn't hang around and quickly stepped away. Back in the mall, I started to wander around aimlessly.

I couldn't get the vision of my wife with Nate just a few moments ago and how amazing she was. I started to worry and wonder about all this. Everyone has fantasies yer? But who actioned them? When you've fulfilled them, what happens next? Do new ones fill their space? Do they get more and more extreme? Where's the limit? Could I already be getting us into serious trouble?

The balance of these worries and my kinky side fought in my head as I burned through time. I checked in with Claire via messages, she was fine and going to find her own way home. Something else popped into my head, what if she'd seen her mother kissing Nate? That was just the start though wasn't it? She was going to have a brother or sister that wasn't white. Suddenly, the realness of this all hit home. Shit what have I done?

I'd been gone for over an hour and a half so I thought it was time to head back.

Standing in the studio's reception, I felt awkward thinking about going back into the room with the women. It was weird when I was asked to leave. I was also having second thoughts about all of this and didn't know what to think. I must have paced around the room for a good 10 mins before eventually I shook myself and just opened the door and walked in. Acutely aware that I could have been anyone from the mall just barging in.

It took me a moment to work out what I was seeing. The room was a lot darker, there was a marble effect deep red background now behind my wife and she was sitting on what looked like a stone chair. God only knows where that came from. Michelle was nowhere in sight, but both the other two women were just in their underwear.

Yup I stood there gobsmacked to see my wife sitting there facing me in her new, amazing, lacy, white underwear set. It was actually glistening, like it was lit from within somehow. She was sitting with her legs wide apart, her hands on her knees and she was slightly leaning forward. This gave her miles of cleavage, and the lacy design of her knickers was pulled tight across her pussy, as were the garter straps holding her stockings up. I'd never seen her look like this. She looked like a different woman, she looked so sultry and erotic. I could imagine her on the cover of an erotic fiction book.

The other thing that caught my attention was that Jennifer was also in her underwear but still behind the camera. She was with her back to me and had what looked like a black sports bra on and a red thong. Her ass looked tight and sexy as hell. This was quite a scene.

I thought I'd stalled at the door but soon realised that I'd walked a few steps into the room when my shin hit a coffee table and it rang out in the room. Jennifer looked round at the noise, made eye contact but instantly spun her attention back to my wife. I met my wife's eyes from across the room and I saw the same lustful look as when she was with Nate. It instantly started to drain away as I watched fear take over.

Jennifer must have felt the mood change as she quickly called out "Eyes here". It was a loud, powerful command that Emily instantly honoured. She continued as if my interruption hadn't happened. "Pull your elbows closer together, lean your breasts between them." CLICK CLICK CLICK "Lean forward more" CLICK CLICK "Now bow your head." CLICK CLICK CLICK "Fantastic, now keep your head there but tilt it up a little. A little more." CLICK CLICK "Your legs have become loose again, wider and tense them." CLICK CLICK "You can go wider than that" CLICK CLICK CLICK CLICK CLICK "Wider still""CLICK CLICK CLICK CLICK.

All the while she was moving around, changing the angle, capturing it all. I was instantly hard as a rock and my heart was again pounding. I never expected this. My wife was astonishing.

Jennifer continued to instruct Emily through some subtle changes in her pose. My wife was perfect, moving exactly as instructed, she was oozing sexuality. Her skin was shining and I could see why as I watched Jennifer spray her with something. It was more than water, maybe an oil.

Emily's legs were so wide apart that her underwear was tightly stretched across her pussy. You could make out everything. I must have been standing there with my mouth aghast.

Jennifer then put her camera down telling my wife to relax. She walked over to her while spraying some oil into her hands and started to rub it over my wife's face. She quickly moved onto her shoulders, arms and cleavage. She even reached deep inside the bra cups rubbing the oil all over my wife's breasts. What was this for? But I wasn't about to stop it. Emily didn't flinch as she did this, another mind blown moment.

I was more surprised when Jennifer reached for the oil spray and really went to town on the bra. Covering it in loads of oil, then more on her hands and again she rubbed it into my wife's breasts. I understood as I watched the lacy bra start to become almost wet and slightly see through. God this was amazing.

"Do the same for your knickers" as she handed my wife the bottle and stepped back. Picking up a towel she dried her hands and walking back to a laptop pressed some buttons and the lights changed to a bright red. She looked up at Emily and shook her head, the colour changed again to a deeper red, almost brown. Apparently, happy with that she picked up her camera as we watched my wife rubbing the oil into her knickers.

Again something I never thought I'd see.

When she thought she was done, a questioning look at Jennifer received a nod followed by a head nod towards the side and a cushion to which my wife threw the bottle. A surprisingly good shot.

Jennifer instantly got back into it. Posing my wife, this time also taking pictures from side on. You could definitely see a lot more this time. Her underwear had taken on a transparent look. How on earth did she get my wife to relax and pose like this? Where was Michelle?

That question was soon answered as she magically appeared next to me, purposefully rubbing her boob against my arm. I didn't turn to greet her as she started to whisper to me straight away "I'm glad you left, she needed reassuring. Just look at her, deep down she's a complete slut.".

It looked like she was right. My concerns from earlier resurfacing, mixed with what I was now seeing and hearing. She looked so sexy and hot right now. She looked like a professional porn model that millions would drool over. Michelle continued "We need to get someone else's cock into her quickly. Maybe Nate, maybe not. But she needs a stranger cock ruining her monogamy." she tutted "Just look at her right now, you'd never think she'd only had one cock in her entire life. We have to fix that problem quickly. Get her over herself. You want that don't you?".

She rubbed her boob across my arm. I did want that for my wife didn't I? I didn't answer her and she carried on "I don't care what you want now. She's gonna get it if I have to pin her down and do it myself." I turned to look at her. This was a Michelle that I didn't know. She sounded vindictive and scary. She grinned at me "Oh yes, we need to accelerate your wife's slutting." and she stepped away from me up to Jennifer.

They both spoke quietly under their breaths so that I couldn't hear. Jennifer continued to pose my wife and take pictures. And then it stopped.

Michelle announced "That's it babe. Go get dressed, Jennifer needs to lock up.".

My wife didn't move from her current pose of one hand inside a bra cup and the other inside her knickers. Her pouty face towards the camera. However Jennifer had turned away and was now with her back to us on her laptop and her mobile. I was still confused as to why she was in her underwear but I wasn't going to complain.

Michelle walked over to my wife, snapping her out of her daze and back into the room with us. She gave her instructions. Emily walked off behind a screen that I'd not noticed before. Her breasts jiggling with easy, small, slow, steps.

Michelle came over to me smiling "So how did today go? Achieved any dreams?".

She damn well knew she'd blown my mind, I didn't know where to start. "Utterly amazing." and a big grin was about all I could manage. Turning to Jennifer we saw her put her phone down, we both sensed something changing.

For Next Time

Her expression was different and she looked almost a little nervous as she then turned to Michelle asking "Do you think Emily would be up for helping with a special commission I have?".

"Let's ask her." Michelle smirked, turning to the screen "Emily love come over here.". I turned to see my wife appear as she was just sliding her foot into her last new incredible heel, she stood and walked towards us. "Jennifer would like you to help her with a new commission, shoot thing.".

"What now?" My wife was confused.

Jennifer quickly replied "No not now, we'd need to do some prep and setup.".

"Oh." was all Emily managed.

There was a stupid silence between the three women for a few moments. Before Michelle interjected "What's the commission Jennifer?".

Jennifer looked up at Emily and then back to Michelle as if taking stock on what to say next. She knew I was still there but again didn't include me in the conversation. "I have various wealthy clients that like certain types of pics and sometimes videos." she waited a few seconds before continuing, "They tell me what they like and I try to deliver for them every now and then. They pay very well."

"You mean I'd get paid for you to take pictures of me?" Emily instantly asked.

Then Michelle asked the more important question, "These pictures, for private collectors, or public show?"

Jennifer addressed each woman "Yes Emily you'd get paid, how much depends on how you do and how far we go ..." she let that trail off and she turned to Michelle "These are usually very private pictures, it depends on numerous factors." I wanted to know more, I had a thousand questions ready but kept placid in the corner.

"What type of pictures and how much?" Emily went back to the money again.

Jennifer took a deep breath "Well, there are quite a few commissions that I expect you'd be good for but there's one in particular that I know the client would be thrilled to see you in. You have certain attributes he'd fall in love with." I could already guess what they were, I think Michelle and Emily could too.

Michelle then deliberately and slightly humiliatingly blurted out "Her massive tits?".

Emily gasped, Jennifer nodded. She paused before delivering it as professionally as possible "They have a hucow fascination".

"What's that?" Emily looked concerned, but there was something that said excitement in her next word "Hucow". Now I knew exactly what that was, having a keen interest in that also. But I fully expected Emily to not have a clue, I wondered if Michelle knew.

"Let me show you an example." and Jennifer, clicked around a few folders and a picture popped up on the screen.

"Oh" and Emily literally took a step back from the screen, clearly shocked. Michelle was quiet as she took it in. I took a step forward to get a better look.

On the screen was a woman on all fours, it was a side profile shot. She was naked apart from a headband that had ears on it. It appeared that she was held in place via a metal frame of some sort. Her boobs were dangling free and downwards. It looked like she was in a barn of some sort, I couldn't tell if it was staged or real.

Jennifer took our collective silence as an ok to proceed, as another picture appeared on screen. This one was similar except the woman had tubes attached to her boobs. I knew this was a milking machine. The set was different, I guess a bedroom of some sort. Both of the women we'd seen so far had much smaller boobs than Emily's.

Another few seconds of silence passed before I felt a poke in my arm and looked across to Michelle. She was intently staring at me with raised eyebrows. She was asking if I was game for this, if I'd help push it on.

Of bloody course I would, I nodded a HUGE nod and grin. She nodded back and smirked, turning back to the screen "Jennifer I'm concerned that Emily isn't ready for something like this. She's very new to her sexuality."

Jennifer nodded, "I understand, I just couldn't help but ask." She turned to Emily "She just has an amazing figure and well." she smiled at Emily and looked at her boobs "she'd be perfect for it."

Michelle seemed to shift to acting as Emily's agent "I don't think Emily wants to be objectified like that. Not for any kind of money." she deliberately bought the money thing back up. "Also she doesn't have milk.".

Jennifer was clearly happy that this discussion wasn't being shut down instantly. "The milk bit is fine, that's just an added extra if and when possible." Looking between the both of them she added "Depending on what level of this you want to participate in, the payment is between £1,000 and £10,000. I know one collector that has paid even more for a certain type of photo."

I couldn't help myself "Geezz over a grand, how much for what?" all three of them turned to me, as if they were startled to remember that I was in the room.

Jennifer smirked at me, spotting a perverted husband. Taking a deep breath before sharing "Well one video shoot was milking an actual pregnant woman while she was having sex, in one of those frames. She was paid some £20k for that 30 minute video. And no, there are no copies that I can show anyone."

Emily didn't take any of that onboard, she was still captivated about the money and the hucow thing "Err, what does the range cover?" I guess that meant that it was on the cards? "For this cow thing?" she inadvertently squeezed her arms into her boobs as she asked.

"Well at the bottom end for this category, for say £1k we'd be talking about some fully naked pictures in a cow like pose. Then add another £1k or so as we strap you, err, her into a milking frame." she was watching Emily closely "Then add another k or so as you get attached to a milking machine, then a bit more if you actually produce milk. Right up to a video of someone having sex with you whilst you're being milked and locked into place." Even Michelle gasped at that. "Of course the collector may want to pay a bonus or make new offers once they've seen the initial pictures."



Michelle took Emily's arm and the two of them walked away out of range. They looked over our way a few times during a short discussion. I was wondering just how far this was all going to go today. We'd started having a coffee, onto sexy clothes, then lunch, making out and being felt up by a black man, then some tame pictures and now this. Surely we weren't about to turn my wife into a Hucow. Surely not already, not this quickly?

What were they talking about over there? Just before they came back my wife shook her head a no. I don't know what was discussed but Michelle was back in control when they got back to us.

"Interesting. So we could start with our hucow here posing with her udders out and see where it goes?" Ooh wow I loved a lot of that sentence, though I'm not sure Emily did.

"Please don't make me do any of this, it's so degrading." Emily pleaded. Where did that come from 'don't make me' we weren't making her do any of this. Everything today was as she'd ok it.

Michelle heard something different and latched onto it "Emily I think you need to do this. I certainly want to see you posing for Mr H. And I expect Chris does too?" Mr H, where'd she get that from? I guess Mr Hucow? "I think you should do this for Chris as it's what he wants."

All three of them looked at me and Emily asked "Chris you don't want to see my being used like a cow do you? Please don't do that to me." I then saw what Michelle had latched onto. It was almost comical. Please don't, but please do.

I took the risk, my heart pounding in my chest "I want you to do this Emily. I want to see you act like a human cow.".

She gasped "Oooo noooo" and bowed her head. Jennifer smirked knowing that this was heading in the right direction.

I added "You know I've always wanted you to share your amazing udders with people. This is it. Do this for me."

Michelle took charge, "Perfect we'll make arrangements. I have your details Jennifer, I'll be in contact." then turning to my ashamed wife "Emily this will be exciting wont it. Chris is so happy.". All three women looked at me, I put on my best smile, which was easy. Emily nodded at me, defeated, but there was again something in her eye. A twinkle, that new look, she was excited even if she didn't want to admit it.

Dressing for Work

Monday morning after our crazy mall weekend and we were following our usual routine. Emily announced that she was doing a sales call with one of the guys this afternoon. This wasn't unusual, but sometimes it meant she'd be thirty minutes later than usual, due to traffic.

Half way through my morning work I received a text from Michelle, 'Encourage her to wear something sexy to work this afternoon. Her meeting is with Terry the perv.' That certainly woke me out of my mundane workday. How do I even approach something like that? I never usually get involved with what she's wearing.

Then the planets aligned via a delivery. It was a load of new underwear for Emily. It was all of the new sexy stuff to replace the old panties I'd thrown out. I'd kinda forgotten about them. I popped the box on our bed for now, and realized that this may have opened a window for me. Emily usually started to get ready for work around noon, to get to work around one. In order that I may have an influence on her attire, I aligned my workload with her's and then around eleven thirty, I went looking for her.

I found her just wrapping something up on her tablet. "Did you see what I popped onto the bed?" I quizzed, leaning against the door.

She looked up and smiled, "Yup, they're very nice. Not much to a lot of them and they must have cost a fortune?"

"Gonna wear something for the meetings today?" I asked. "You know to feel sexy underneath." I didn't let on that I knew she was meeting with Terry today.

"No I don't think so." she replied, while putting the tablet down and standing up, heading upstairs to get ready.

What Michelle said the other day had rung a bell with me, and gave me a bit of confidence to speak up. "Go on do it for me, you know I'd love it if you did." I said, as she stopped halfway up the stairs, turning her head to look back at me, still leaning in the doorway.

"You really want me to wear some sexy underwear to go to work? No one's going to see it, why would I," she asked, and looked at my crotch, and then back to my grinning face. "God are you not getting enough sex or something? We've done it four times in the last few days, that's a record for us.".

I started towards the stairs with a look in my eyes, she saw it and said "Ok ok, no we don't have time for that now though," she laughed and continued up the stairs. I followed close behind.

We laid all the sets of sexy bras and panties out on the bed. They looked amazing. New sets of bras each with two pairs of matching knickers, mostly thongs, some high waist garter belts. I had spent nearly £600 on all of it, purchasing a few white sets, some black sets, a dark blue, a red, and a nude set, which was all lacy. I didn't bother with any push-up nonsense. It looked a little comical actually, as the bras were huge underwire things that dwarfed the tiny panties. I guess they had to be, to hold her boobs in place. I'd ordered a few knickers a bit on the small side, size 10. They were the silk ones, and I imagined them tightly fitting her, and separating her pussy lips. I wasn't really sure if that was possible, or comfortable, but I envisioned them looking great and feeling amazing on her. Most of the knickers were size twelve or fourteen. They covered the entire bed. I was rather pleased with myself at this point.

"I'm going to regret this, but go ahead, pick a set for me to wear today," she offered me.

I excitedly reached for a completely transparent, white set made of a light, sheer material. It included a small sized thong and matching bra. The bra really wouldn't offer much support, but that was the whole point. I handed them to her.

"Jeezzus, really," she said, as she took them from me and simultaneously noticed the tent in my jeans. When she goes on sales calls she always wears a blouse and skirt, the skirt is usually long and she always wears a matching jacket. The jacket never comes off either. "And don't wear the jacket all the time babes. It's a lovely day." I smiled at her.

"I can't do that, I'm going to be with that old perv, Terry," she said with a frown.

I could see her mind working. I could almost feel her worry, I guess she's thinking back to whatever happened that other evening at the bar.

"Aww, you'll be fine. Why don't you give the old dude something to dream about? Give him something nice to look at," I smirked.

She looked slightly worried. "You have no idea what he used to be like though, and after the other night.." she let her thoughts trail off.

I'd swear I could see her breathing increase and then that look in her eyes again. It seemed to me almost say 'please don't make me do this, I enjoyed it too much.' Something like that. I'd capitalise on it.

"For me honey, I'd love knowing you're out there teasing him and looking as sexy as you can." I grinned.

She sighed, "Ok babes, I'll try." and she just looked at me confused.

Sod it, lets go for gold "I love the new you honey." she raised an eyebrow and I quickly continued "Wearing sexy clothes, kissing and being felt up by Nate, those photos." I saw her cheeks blush "Your are an amazing sexy woman and I want to share you with the world." I let that sink in a second as she stood there with the sexy undies in her hand.

She was listening and not telling me off, for a change. It was time to take a risk I sat on the bed infront of her "Let yourself go love, let him see something.". She shook her head a no but didn't say anything so I continued, "Yes, I want you to let him see your amazing body. God I'd be fine with you fucking him really." and I smiled at her as she tutted. "I'm just saying whatever happens, I love you and support it all. And I mean ALL of it." I wasn't 100% sure what that meant really but my horny brain was driving right now.

She shook her head again "But Chris, he's not like ..." she paused and I answered "Nate" she squirmed at his name and nodded.

"Maybe that's part of the extra thrill. Let someone you'd never look at enjoy you." I'd deliberately worded it like that, like she'd be letting him and not just touch but more.

With that she took a deep breath, turned around and walked into the en-suite with the new underwear in her hand. I heard her turn on the shower, and I took that as my queue to let her get ready and so I went back to work.

About thirty minutes later, I heard her on the stairs and I turned around to see her walking down the hallway. She didn't pop in to see me but rather headed to the kitchen. I heard her running the tap for a glass of water. Then I hear her heels clicking as she appeared in front of me, in my office doorway.

"Are you sure about this?" she asked me, standing there.

She looked lovely, subtly sexy without being overtly so. In fact she was not really sexy enough in my opinion. If a stranger dressed like this were to walk past me, I'd notice, but probably not even take a second glance. I smiled and took in her beauty. Black, low, one inch heels. I guess that she had black tights on with a knee-length skirt, not short enough and not tight enough, yet. Her matching jacket showed a white blouse underneath. She wore her usual light makeup and jewellery. She looked beautiful, but not as sexy as I wanted.

"Eh? You look lovely. What's the problem?" I asked her.

"I feel different and" she opened her jacket and I saw the problem. Her boobs looked amazing, and I mean dream-like for me. Her blouse was tight enough that it was pulling across her boobs and was gaping a bit at the buttons. But it was what the bra didn't do that mattered here. The sheer material that it was made of just cupped and shaped her breasts a bit. It did nothing to pull or support them. She looked braless apart from the outline of the bra that had a thick material that easily shone through the blouse. They looked free, heavy, full and fucking amazing. I smiled. They look perfect. Her perfect udders.

"Well shit, I think you look amazing, perfect. You'll certainly have a happy customer in Terry today." I laughed. "One sec." I was having a light bulb moment and ran upstairs, grabbed a higher set of heels and ran back down. She was still in my doorway when I got back. I dropped the shoes at her feet, grabbed her and pulled her in for a deep kiss and a hug. God she felt amazing in my arms.

When we separated, she was more relaxed or possibly turned on a bit. She noticed her higher heels. "Really?" she asked me with a raised eyebrow. She fully knew that even though the heels were only a little higher, they'll give more of a hip sway and thus a boob sway and a nice jiggle with every step. She took a deep breath and stepped into them. She was instantly another inch taller. I gave her another kiss to let her know how much I approved. She accepted it and pushed me away. "I really need to get going. I can't believe I've let you talk me into this." as she buttoned up her safety net.

"I'd love it if you'd leave your jacket behind," I said, grinning. She shook her head and walked off to get her keys. "At least take it off a bit today. Please," I pleaded after her as she walked off. "Love you babes" I called after her.

"Love you too you perv," she called back and added an extra sway to her hips and ass. She got to the door and turned around to smile back at me. "You know, I might start to like this side of me," she said slyly, and she disappeared through the door.

I ran back to my desk, grabbed my phone and quickly texted her. 'God, honey you are so sexy. I love that you're enjoying this a bit. Please keep me updated and you know how I love pics. Make Terry as hard as a rock. Do it for me. x x x.'

I then decided to push her a bit more, as I heard her car pull away. 'Or really make his and my day and let him fill your pussy with his cum. Come home to me with a filled womb and a very satisfied wife. x x x,' I texted.

She didn't reply for a while because she was driving. Then she sent a selfie of her blowing me a kiss, while still in the car, having just gotten to work. Then a message that goes with it, 'In your dreams. And you've clearly never seen him or you wouldn't be saying that. See you later you horny beast.'.

Gail (through Emily's eyes)

Even as I walked to my car, I felt different. Not just my jiggling boobs, but my very core felt alive. I didn't feel like I was going to suddenly start fucking everyone I came across, but more like it felt naughty and scary to think that I could go have sex with someone other than my husband. And yet I began to wonder if I really could go through with it. There was so much running through my head. In all fairness, there always has been, this is nothing new. I'm a bit of an overthinker. My husband Chris just seems to be encouraging me a lot more and I seem to be more responsive to it. Clearly, Michelle's encouragement is helping me as well. No surprise there. She has always been more adventurous than me.

Even as I sat there in the car park at work about to go into the building, I felt more sexual, more like a raw woman. At the same time, I had to remind myself that I'm a mother, and a wife. It's not like I could go in there and expect to fulfil all of my sexual needs. I couldn't just begin taking a strange man's cock, could I? Although from the looks I was getting at the bar the other night I'm quite sure I could get away with it. And then there's Terry. Today will be tricky. He really was quite, well, I don't know how to put it, perverted. At that thought I felt my nipples poking against my bra, seeking attention, aching. I couldn't start the afternoon like this. I needed to calm down.

I had a few minutes before I headed to work. I thought a little catch up might be in order. 'Hey Siri, Facetime Michelle' a few seconds later and she appeared on my screen. Her face larger than life, as usual and her voice loud "Hey slut sister, how are you today? Calling me up to share more bean flicking adventures?" she sniggered.

"Slut sister, hah. Nope, heading into work and thought I'd say hi." I panned my camera around a little so that she could see that I was in the car.

"So have you dressed up a little like the other evening?"

"Errr sort of." I replied and panned the camera out again a little.

"Yer that's a no. Emily you have an amazing figure that people pay money to try to get near and you're still hiding it. That skirt is for grannies and a jacket hiding your baps." she tutted.

"Well they're a bit.." and I fiddled with my jacket showing my blouse underneath.

That caused a giggle "Tee hee, leave the jacket behind." She challenged me.

"You sound just like Chris, that's almost word for word what he said when I left just now."

"Go on then, give everyone a right good show. You know you want too really. If I had tits like yours, I would.".

"What do you mean, if you had tits like mine. You do." I laughed.

"Fuck right off, your mom boobs way bigger than mine and mine don't touch the floor like yours.'' That's only because she crams them into bras too small. "Not that there's anything wrong with yours, honey. Many men love exactly that." after she quickly noticed my screwed up face. "Been reading any more lovely fiction, then?"

Looking down at my puppies I smirk knowing that that is exactly what Chris likes. "Nope not today. That story about the couple in Bangkok was amazing." as I started to recall it. "I can't believe my husband thinks like that ... and I can't believe I now like it."

"Bah we're all sluts deep down inside. Everyone just spends their entire lives hiding it. But not any more, hey Emily?"

"I don't know about that." though the thought.

"Maybe not today, but soon we'll have your snatch dripping with man cum while you're lining up the next one." and she laughed. "Of course all bareback love. Got to keep the hubby happy."

"Ummm gawd" I moaned and worked my thighs together a little hearing my friend share with me her thoughts. This was supposed to calm me down!

"Lose the jacket, roll that skirt up a little and start the afternoon by rubbing one out quickly in the bathroom before you start." and she added "I dare you." glaring at me through the screen.

"You think I'm 12?" and I rolled my eyes. "Right I must run.." and she cut be off

"To the bathroom for that rubbing, good girl." she cackled at that. "Just remember that you only live once, and everyone that matters is encouraging this change."

"Yer yer, cya soon." and I hung up.

Just before I headed in, I did a quick check of my messages and I sniggered at Chris's last text: 'Or really make his and my day and let him fill your pussy with his cum. Come home to me with a filled womb and a very satisfied wife. x x x'.

He'd never cope if I did that, I thought. God, I'd never let Terry do anything like that with me, or anyone here for that matter, but especially Terry. Though right now I was horny, I don't remember the last time I went to work horny. I posed with a kiss and popped a selfie back to Chris, straightened up and headed to my desk before we went out on our sales calls.

I gave the usual pleasantries as I made my way past everyone. I plonked myself at my desk and got stuck into preparing the documents on my tablet for the meetings later. My colleague Gale next to me kept looking over. I could feel her eyes on me. It was only two nights ago that she was there with us, and I was dressed a little differently.

She looked over and getting my attention asked me "Emily is all ok?".

I turned to her with a smile "Afternoon Gale, yup all's great thanks. You look worried, everything ok?"

Without a seconds thought she just blurted out "Emily, we've been friends for years." I'm not sure I'd call us friends as such. She's in her late 50s and is really just some old maid. "I'm worried about the impression you made the other evening.".

"Oh really?" I feigned concern to see what she was on about.

"Women like us need to be careful how we are..." she paused a few seconds, "regarded. We don't want to be seen as slutty or easy." and she tutted.

"I can assure you I'm no slut." I replied to her a little pissed off. God she was the first stranger to imply I was a slut, ever. Why on earth did something inside me just click a little. For some unknown reason I liked it?

"I'm just looking out for you. We're the same Emily. Mums, wifes, women, we need to stick together." ooh gawd that hit a chord with me. But not one that I expected she wanted to hit. She was dowdy and dull, positively one foot in the grave already and here she is comparing me to her. I don't want that, I'm a beautiful, sexy woman. Aren't I? Yer Nate certainly appeared to think so.

God this made me want to grab someone and fuck them right in front of her on her desk. Shove it in her face and show her that we aren't the same. Imagine that, me on my back laying on her desk with a big cock ploughing in and out of me. Gale sitting there watching me cry out in pleasure. My pierced nipples shinning in the light as my tits danced in time to the fucking.

I catch myself in my dream, since when were my nipples ever pierced. God this really is all getting to me. "Thanks for your concern Gale, but I'm ok." then for some reason I added "Maybe there's nothing wrong with a bit of slutting." and I turned back to my desk leaving her dumbfounded and my nipples throbbing again.

Terry time (through Emily's eyes)

I sat in the front passenger seat next to Terry as he drove. Almost all of his words made me cringe. "Pity you haven't got your tits and pins out today. Could make the day a lot more interesting."

"Jeezzus Terry, you can't say things like that any more. It's 2023 for crying out loud, women take offence," I tut at him. I've known Terry for nearly 10 years now. He's in his mid 60s and is an old school lout. However he's technically brilliant and the customers love him. Although, he's one hundred percent useless at paperwork, hence me going with him on these calls. He had a scruffy beard, and an ill fitting suit. He's usually slightly shorter than me in my short heels, so today we're probably about the same. I'm sure he was once a catch. I know he has been married twice before. But now he was on his own. I didn't know the details, apart from plenty of kids and grandkids that he was always talking about.



"You're not going to tell on me, are you Emily?" and he looked across at me with a grin.

"Of course not, I'm not bothered about flirting and chatting like that," I replied. I really wouldn't call it flirting though. God had I just given him permission to carry on, to flirt with me. I really shouldn't have done that, maybe he didn't notice.

"So when you had your tits on display the other night, I am wondering if you only put them on for special dates?" And he laughed at his own joke. "It was lovely to see them the other night. You made it special. You made my year." and his face lit up. That made me feel good, why?

"Thank you, I think. I just don't like to ..." not really sure what I should say. I couldn't say that a friend talked me into it and that it turns my husband on.

"Well you took my breath away. I was hoping it was the new you. I was very excited at what today would hold." and now he looked sad. I don't really know how to reply to that. "Back to normal I guess." he huffed.

Shortly we arrived at our first appointment. He did all the talking, I smiled and took notes. They signed on my screen. Nothing out of the ordinary, apart from a passing comment from Terry to his counterpart about the body I had hid under here. I pretended not to hear but blushed all the same. As I said, nothing unusual.

In the reception room of the next client, Terry caught me by surprise with this bombshell, "Emily, do be a favour. We're seeing Derick in a minute and he's let me down on the last few orders. He's a boob man, lose the jacket, it may help."

Suddenly I felt off guard, and without really thinking, I removed my jacket and draped it over one arm. Then I saw Terrys mouth drop open and his eyes pop out of his head as I remembered what I had on. Oh gawd, I felt my cheeks burning with embarrassment, and at the same time the door opened and Derick appeared to greet us. I remained standing with my jacket draped over my arm, and my tablet in the same hand.

"Derick, I think you've met Emily before?" Terry introduced me and I nodded to him.

I smiled and said "Hi again Derick."

Both of the men's eyes locked onto my boobs. God darn Terry, god darn Chris. I felt like shaking my boobs to wake them out of their trances and to make sure they are both embarrassed.

Terry played a blinder "I know right? I only realised she had a pair like that two days ago."

I was flabbergasted that Terry would say something like that to me in front of a customer. How dare he.

Derrick must have taken that as permission to join in. "God darn Emily, you could feed an army with those."

My mouth dropped, my cheeks blushed. I was floored, yet he continued.

"Fantastic". Terry winked at me and followed up with a "Close your mouth love it looks like you're inviting something that makes us happy.". Jesus they knew no limits, however it was having a weird affect on me, I was liking it.

They both chuckled and Derrick turned quickly and headed through reception. Terry snatched my jacket from my hand, blew me a kiss, put his hand on my back and pushed me after Derrick.

I stumbled forward, following Derrick's brisk pace. My cheeks were glowing red from their words, and as we marched through the busy office I felt everyone looking our way. The clicking of my heels was drawing attention to my every step. I felt my boobs swaying and jiggling with every moment. It was as if I were making them dance for everyone to see. I wanted to run away and hide but I knew I couldn't. I never show off like this, and right now I certainly wouldn't be displaying myself like this if I had a choice. I was fully dressed, however I felt like my boobs were on full display. And if I'm truly honest I could feel the heat in my thighs gathering and I'm sure my nipples would be visible soon. This sheer bra was really not going to help with that problem, that is usually why I carry a jacket. I was sure I could get that back from Terry as soon as we got to our meeting room. Though I may have enjoyed this a little, given the choice I will not be doing it on the way back.

Our walk through the office didn't take long and soon we were in the company boardroom. We all sat down. I looked to Terry to get my jacket back but he didn't have it. I wanted to ask him where it had gone but I couldn't create a scene in front of a customer. Terry and Derrick started chatting about some details over delivery time and supply. I became a little zoned out. I also found myself a bit turned on to be honest, a little outraged, but certainly turned on. I initially sat on the opposite side of the table from both men, but something made them stand up and sit either side of me. Derrick on the right, Terry on my left, with the door to the room behind us. I took notes when I needed and amended the schedules and project plans on my tablet. I became very aware of both men as they leaned across me to point at drawings laid out on the table, their arms kept brushing against me. Each touch sent micro jolts through me, keeping me warm on the inside.

Somehow we got to the end of the detail, Derrick scribbled on the screen, and our work was done. Usually that's it but today they changed focus.

"You should have seen her on Wednesday night. Take a look at this." Terry said, as he passed Derrick his mobile. He deliberately passed it across in front of me so that I could get a glimpse of what he was showing. It's a photo of me from the other night, a picture I've never seen before. My God that can't be me, it looked like a thoroughly different woman. She looked hot and slutty. Her mini skirt was short enough to see the tops of her stockings. One of her boobs was practically popping out of the top because so many buttons had opened or popped off. It looked like that picture was taken when I was mid way through a chat with someone, leaning across the table sideways. I had no idea anyone had taken it. But God darn I looked good.

The phone made its way to Derrik's hand "Jeezzus Terry, I'd love me a bit of that hot slut. Just look at her dressed like a whore and happily showing everything off. You're not telling me this is our demure Emily that's sitting next to us?" He could clearly see my face in the picture so it was a mute question. The way he was talking about me appalled and aroused me at the same time.

Terry chuckled "Yup Derrick it sure is. She turned up to our dinner out of the blue dressed like that. She was lovely, chatty, and happy to let us all ogle her and obliging to our wandering hands."

That was all a lie, especially the last bit. But as if to emphasise the point he rested his hand on top of one of mine, on the table top and held it firmly. Derrick noticed and put his left hand on my thigh just above my knee, just squarely between my leg and the edge of my skirt. If it wasn't for my tights he'd have been touching my bare leg. This, as it was, made me tingle. My right hand held the tablet. I felt like I wanted to put it down and remove Derrick's hand from my leg, or stand up and say something to them both. But I was in shock and realised I was enjoying it. Then I felt Derrick's hand moving just a few centimetres up and down, firmly caressing my leg.

"I see what you mean Terry, she is very obliging," they both smiled at each other and then back at me.

I smiled weakly at them both. I wanted to stand up and say "Enough," but I didn't. When these two old men started to touch me and talk about me, my body felt electrified. It made me feel wanted, sexy, powerful. I realised that. I liked it. "Sit back in the chair Emily." Derrick ordered.

I meekly replied "No" but for some reason did exactly what he asked, I shuffled my butt back a little, he kept his hand on my leg following it back.

Terry laughed "I think he means lean back Emily," and Derrick chuckled, acknowledging his friend.

"Ohh" and feeling like a dumb blond I slid my butt towards the edge of the chair and then I got it. This movement caused my skirt to ride up my thighs.

"A little more Emily," Derrick pushed.

And for some reason I slid a little more. My back was now low on the back of the chair, my head nearly on the top of the backrest. I was really slouching down. My heart was starting to race, I needed to stop this now. "Terry, Derrick, this is wrong. Please stop," I said, as they ignored me.

I felt Derrick's hand on my leg pull it towards him, opening my thighs a little. I resisted, but he pulled harder. "It's ok Emily, you are such a beautiful woman, you want us to do this don't you?"

Then Terry added "You love being treated like the slut that you really are. We can both see it."

I moan quietly "Noo, I'm not a slut. Please stop." Contrary to my words my other leg fell to the side of Terry on its own accord and I felt Derrick pulling, spreading my legs very wide under the table.

Why the hell was I allowing this to happen. What on earth had Chris and Michelle done to my brain. Everything about what was happening was counter to what I'd spent my life trying to avoid. In the back of my mind Chris was watching me, watching and egging me on.

I could have easily stopped this. I just had to sit up or stand up. There were people right outside this door, and even a loud noise would get their attention. But I didn't move, and allowed them to continue. I did want this, even if I didn't want to admit it. Derrick's hand started to slide slowly up and down inside my thigh. He was enjoying the soft feel of my tights. I felt myself getting warmer everywhere, more tingly around my boobs and definitely damper around my pussy.

"It's a pity you don't have stockings on Emily. You will wear those next time you come here. Yes?" A carefully worded sentence and question from Derrick.

I don't know why but I answered "Yes Derrick I will.".

He was as surprised at my reply as I was, his eyes opening wide "Good girl." he replied. Terry moved to my left, the hand he had a grasp of moved to the edge of the desk bending my arm. I couldn't work out what he was doing until he very slowly moved forward, and planted a kiss on one of my boobs. He had moved my arm out of the way.

"Good girl Emily, amazing." he told me then planted another kiss, this time directly on my nipple which he could clearly see and feel.

I couldn't help myself "Oohhh" I moaned quietly and wriggled my body at his intimate touch. They both sniggered and smiled. I felt the intensity even through my blouse and bra. Holy shit what was going on.

Derrick swapped hands as he turned to face me directly. His right hand was caressing my right thigh, slowly moving higher to my more sensitive parts. He rested his left hand on the back of my chair and leaned in toward my boobs similar to what Terry just did.

Just before he got there, he said "My goodness Emily your tits are huge," as he planted four kisses all over my blouse before getting to my nipple, and then used his lips to squeeze it and pushed his tongue against it. "So soft and big," he continued.

Then they were both on my tits at the same time. One old man's lips wrapped around each of my throbbing nipples. They were sucking on my nipples through two layers but I could feel everything. I moaned a little louder "ummmmhh." I couldn't help it and my legs spread fully open with my skirt bunched around my thighs. Without even realising I dropped the tablet on the desk, freed my left hand from Terry, and put both my hands on the backs of their heads. It was as if I were nursing twins, simultaneously. The feeling was so intense and so wrong, so very wrong. I realised that I was going to have damp patches on my blouse if I was not careful, but that was only a fleeting thought, the feelings were too great as I cradled their heads lightly.

Terry lightly bit my nipple and Derrick pushed his head up and looked into my eyes. "I need to see them in their natural beauty. You need to get them out right now."

That request woke me up from my sexual stupor a bit. It also alerted Terry somewhat as his head popped up. I expected him to be with Derrick on this one but he surprised me. "Derrick she can't just flop her tits out here in the office. Although I would love her to." Terry smiled at me, my saviour. He rested a hand on my inner thigh very high up, only a few fingers away from my panties and pussy.

Derrick moved both hands to my right breast and cupped it, massaging, groping and feeling it up. "I've never had the opportunity to have access to such a huge pair of boobs before," he said as he pushed my tit up towards my face, hefting it "So heavy and full." he mumbled at them. "All natural I guess?".

I nodded to him with a "Yes".

With both hands not quite covering one boob. I realized that I've been placid this whole time, an active but silent tool for them both to use. I couldn't help myself, these two old men had done something to me. All of this sexual energy the last few days had done something to me. I love that they both worshipped me. Derrick was still feeling me up and I looked back and forth between the both of them. Why was I sitting, well nearly laying here in this position? Why was I letting this happen? Why was I almost encouraging it? Why was I suddenly ok with exposing myself like this? What was wrong with me?

I knew what it was. Years of societal repression built up in me. My teenage years of 'You can't go out like that.', then my adult years of 'dressing appropriately'. However, this felt right. Like Michelle said earlier, if Chris was happy and I was happy with it, why not. Right now I was the centre of their attention, I was their dream woman. I was turned on and liking it. A lot.

I rested one hand over his hands to pause him. He looked sad and maybe a little cross as he pulled his hands away. Oh gawd what has gotten into me, I thought. I couldn't believe I was about to do this. I used both hands shakily to start to unbutton my blouse. I was about to, as Terry said 'flop your tits out'. Terry tried to save me again as my buttons started to pop one by one. "Emily, are you sure, you don't have to do this," as his eyes looked up at the door behind me as if to remind me that we were in a busy office.

Derrick snapped in quickly, "Shutup Terry, let the slut get her tits out for us. Clearly, she wants to," he said, almost drooling at me. Him calling me a slut drove me on. I wanted to be his slut. I was clearly getting carried away in this moment, I kept thinking that this is what Chris wants.

Within a few seconds most of my buttons were undone, my blouse was open a little, my cleavage and the center of my bra clearly on display. But that was not enough. Like a wildman Derrick quickly reached to each side of my blouse and pulled it apart. My bra and boobs were on full display, with my blouse framing them. And in this sheer bra you could see everything. I just sat and slouched back, with my legs spread wide under the desk. I felt completely exposed.

Derrick was spurred on, "My god man look at them." and his hands are quickly on them both. One hand on each barely covering the areola and moving the whole boob around. "And see-through underwear, what a slutty thing to wear."

Chris's fault there. "Do the panties match? Why don't you check Terry? '' he ordered. Derrick was becoming a man possessed. Terry wasn't sure and was clearly mesmerised by what was going on. But he pushed me on my rolling chair back a little from under the desk. He looked down at my crotch but could only see my dark tights. He looked at me sitting there, my tits being played with, Derrick was now wrestling one of them out of its bra cup.

Terry looked me up and down "You are a slut aren't you?" he said, and grinned an evil grin. He was challenging me. "Are you really letting us do this?".

Again I could have stopped this easily. This isn't me, this isn't who I am. I'm a mother and a wife, I thought. But something has started to change, I smirked at Terry, challenging back with a thought of 'You can't see my knickers though, ha ha.'

I guess he accepted my challenge as Derrick lifted my second boob out of my bra. Terry leaned forward and completely caught me by surprise by reaching down to both of my hips. He grabbed the top of my tights and started to yank them down my hips. I nearly got pulled clean off the chair as he did, so I had to push my legs together and lift myself slightly to keep from falling, and yes, to help him remove my tights. Well it was either that or the chair would shoot backwards against the door. And before I knew it, I would be lying on the floor.

Derrick stopped attacking my boobs for a second when he saw what Terry was doing. "And Terry she's married and has had a kid? She must certainly have breastfed.". I liked that he was directing this to Terry, as it was making me feel more like an object. A sexual object that they were both clearly enjoying. For some reason I wanted this.

Terry snorts "Yup married as far as I know. She's clearly playing away from home now though.".

My tights were down at my ankles where I thought they were staying. My legs were together and I suddenly felt a shoe being removed and before I knew it, my tights were on the table in front of me and both my heels were back on.

"Now spread 'em," Terry challenged me, with roughness in his voice, it was almost a whisper.

At this I pause, things really were a bit further than I would have imagined, a lot further. This was crazy actually. I felt like I was coming to my senses. Terry stood still slightly to my left near my knees and Derrick sat back in his chair. My tits were both out, over my bra that was still done up. My blouse was separated to show them off. My skirt was up above my bottom on my hips. My panties were clearly visible but my legs were closed. Can I really open them up and show them my pussy? My matching sheer panties will show everything. And I expected that they were wet from my arousal and would be even more see through. This was a pivotal moment in my life. Do I display myself for them fully, or does this end right here. I was starting to sober up from my sexual haze due to this pause. I think they both recognised it, and obviously wanted me to continue.

Derrick said breathily, "Open your legs for us Emily. Spread them for us." He leaned forward and trapped my closest nipple in his lips. He then mumbled through a full mouth "Just look at yourself, you've only been here for twenty minutes and we have your tits out. You want this." Then he took as much of my boob into his mouth as he could, and sucked hard. I wondered what he meant by, 'this'; what are they expecting? However, this attack on my boob started my engine again.

Terry joined in "What would your hubby say if he could see you now? You dirty slut."

"Ummm" I moaned and closed my eyes.

"Oh you like that idea do you?" Terry picked up on my body language. I heard him take a step back and I opened my eyes to look at him. He was fishing something out of his pocket, I brought my left hand to my left boob and started to massage it whilst Derrick feasted noisily on the other one.

Terry, had taken his mobile out of his pocket and I guess is about to take a picture from how he's holding it. I freeze, this is too far, isn't it. "Let's take a picture for hubby of what his wife does at work." Somewhere inside me a devil wakes up, I slant my eyes looking directly at Terry. It's as if something else takes over my body. I pull my boob up to my mouth and put a nipple into my own lips and slowly spread my legs wide. And I mean really wide. My body is striking a pose for him.

"My God Emily" Terry smiled as he frantically did something with his phone.

Derrick paused for a second and looked at me sucking my own nipple, we made eye contact. He looked like he was going to have a heart attack. I smirked my sexiest smirk I could to him through a mouth full of nipple and moved my right hand to my knickers. Slowly I began to rub a little around my clit. Somehow I was performing for them. Part of my brain had alarm bells going off telling me to stop. But a raw part of me, something primal was trying to seduce them both. Clearly though, I had already begun seducing them, but I still wanted their approval.



Derrick stood up and took a step back "My god Emily, you are a goddess. Terry, tell me you're capturing this?"

His words spur me on "Ummmm," I'm a goddess, I thought.

"4k video bud" he replied, "for her husband of course" they both laughed.

They were recording me wanking myself. Oh gawd this was bad. It only spurred me on though. I closed my eyes and wriggled in the chair, sucking harder on my nipple, my fingers were dancing around clit over my wet knickers.

Derrick said, "Look at us you slutty mummy." I opened my eyes "Are you going to cum for us?"

I moaned and said "ummm" through my nipple sucking. This is really starting to feel amazing. I can even hear my juicy pussy sounds.

"Got I need to fuck you." Derrick declared.

Terry agreed "Would you let us old men fuck your juicy pussy Emily?"

Oh god imagine that, I thought.

"Would you like us to take turns putting our dicks in your married cunt? I could make you feel so good," Derrick asked as he started to reach into his trousers, clearly getting ready to get it out.

Derrick calling my pussy a cunt really got to me. "Ummmmhhh" I moaned really quite loudly. My hips started to move with my fingers. I could only imagine how open my pussy was and how puffy my wet lips looked through this sheer thong. Moaning again, my lips lost their grip on my boob and it popped free, cascading down my chest to its natural position.

Derrick then knelt down in front of me between my legs. His hand still inside his trousers, no doubt on his cock. He was still a good few feet away from me but staring straight at my pussy that I was working for him. He didn't say anything, he was mesmerised like he'd never seen a pussy before. God this felt so good, my fingers were working magic on myself. I was really getting off on exhibiting myself for them. I loved it.

God I'm getting close as Terry added "I'd give anything to blow my load inside your cunt Emily."

That's it "uummmmmmggggggg" I moaned loudly and continuously as I came. My hips and back were twitching.

"She's cumming," one of them says in awe.

My fingers danced and strummed my clit. My eyes rolled to the back of my head. The thought of them capturing me in my most intimate moment was definitely adding to it. I nearly fell off the chair as I came through my orgasm with my body writhing. It was fast and hard.

Breathing heavily, I refocused on them both. Trying to get my breath back. My fingers were wet from my panties, my juice had soaked them. I was still horny, wanting more. Not sure what that means though. Both of them were looking at me intently. I found my voice for the first time, "Did you both enjoy that?" I asked.

I sat up a bit in the office chair making my boobs sway and hang down naturally. At that point I could really smell my pussy.

"You Emily are ... I need to fuck you now," said Derrick.

Terry pulled his camera down. "God I want to as well, but we need to be careful, Derrick," he said and pointed to the door.

It was still closed but I suddenly remembered that we're in an office. A customer's office and there have to be at least thirty people on the other side of the door. This room was going to smell of pussy. And obviously my pussy as I'm the only woman here. Suddenly, what I had just done came rushing back to me, and add to that the fact that he'd caught it on video. I was even more turned on but equally worried at the same time.

"God darn Terry." Derrick sighed, "Emily you need cock don't you?"

It felt like a genuine question. One that I almost answered, it would have been a yes.

Terry again stepped in "Emily we have another customer to visit, get yourself in order love," and he smiled at me. I stood on wobbly legs, feeling so exposed. My heavy boobs not in a bra always made me sway forward.

Derrick gasped "My God," As I reached forward for my tights.

"Don't worry about them" said Terry as he handed them to Derrick. It felt daft to ask for them after what I had just shown them.

I smoothed down my skirt and began to sort out my boobs when Terry said "Hang on a sec."

He picked his phone up again, "For her hubby," he said.

I was guessing he wanted more pics of me. I felt so desired, so wanton, so not "me." I put a hand on my hip and struck a pose for them. I koew I don't have pert boobs, I haven't for years. Chris is always going on about my heavy hangers and how much he loves them. Their full weight and how low they hang. He's even measured that over the years. I always thought that was just the perv in him. But I was loving the attention that these two were giving me. Maybe Chris was right and a huge pair of naturally huge hanging boobs is sexy to some people.

A few poses later and I hoisted each boob back in place, feeling the strain moving from my back to my shoulders as the bra tried to do its job. I buttoned my blouse back up as Derrick and Terry discussed something whilst watching me dress. Terry passed me the company tablet and a few seconds later we were marching through the office again. This time I was standing tall, with my chest thrust out, letting them jiggle, imagining that they all heard me and knew what I had done in there. They didn't know exactly what I had done but they knew something had happened. I held my head high and let my hips sway. I couldn't get over the feeling of how wet my pussy still was, every step reminding me.

I noticed Terry picking up my jacket on the way through. Quickly we said our goodbyes to Derrick and he added at the end, "Emily it was a pleasure, obviously I will see you next week. In stockings and a mini skirt as promised.".

I had not promised that at all, but to keep the peace, and because I was still very turned on, I replied "Of course Derrick," and I gave him a kiss on the cheek.

Travel (through Emily's eyes)

As we travelled to the next appointment, I started to cool down and wondered what came over me. I had not been allowed my jacket back. It was on the seat behind me. The seat belt cut between my boobs, separating them and somehow enhancing them.

Clearly Terry loved it "Emily that was better than a dream. In fact, better than any porn I've ever seen."

"Thank you, I think. God I shouldn't have done any of that," I said, starting to feel bad.

"No no, don't start any of that crap love. You let yourself go and you loved it." I couldn't argue. "You really liked the idea of your hubby seeing you like that, didn't you?"

"Yes," I meekly answered. There was no point in lying since he had photographic evidence.

"Do you really want me to send him that video?" Terry asked.

Ok so here's a question and half. How do I deal with that video? It could be so damaging to me. To our family. Oh gawd what have I done? I looked over at him as he was driving. I was like he could hear the concern in my voice "That video shouldn't exist that could cause.." he cut me off.

"Don't worry about that Emily, I'm not about to ruin our little secret." I believed him. He's been a sincere guy while I've known him. "Thank you," I replied.

"So you want him to see it? What's his name by the way?"

"Chris, and yes please. We don't have secrets," I said.

"Interesting," he replied. "I'll sort that out later then," and he nodded, taking a mental note. "Your boobs.." he corrected himself, smiling, "tits, they're amazing. Perfect in every way." he glanced at me again.

"Sit with your legs apart until we get there," Terry demands.

I'm not a sex crazed woman and I'm not in a sexual haze like before, so I don't move.

"Emily, I said to get your legs spread right now," he said sternly in a much deeper growl, an order. This felt different to me, and as if it was a hypnosis trigger word, I opened my legs. My skirt pulled tight and I couldn't open them any more. He noticed this.

"Spread them as wide as the car will let you, do it now. Wide open for me." Oh god, I loved his commanding tone.

I lifted my ass slightly and opened them until my left knee was on the door and the right was almost touching the gear selector. My skirt bunched up exposing my thighs. I could feel the air from the car on my wet knickers making them feel cold.

"Good girl, now stay like that," and he focused on the road. "How big are those boobs of yours anyway?"

I smirked "What an inappropriate question to ask a woman Terry. I surely cannot answer."

"You're correct, I wouldn't ask a woman such a thing. So Slut, how big are those hooters of yours?" I was about to answer when he added "And don't go telling me that you're not a slut. You've just wanked yourself off in front of me, and look at how you're sitting."

"A 36HH or 36J, depends, thank you." I informed him.

"Fuck I didn't know they got that big, hah." he reached out and put a hand on my thigh, between my knee and my pussy. He continued to drive steadily. We'll be there in no time. "I much prefer you without tights on," he said. I'm not really surprised to hear that though.

"Now stockings on the other hand ... if you want to keep warm. Yes, I think you should consider never wearing tights again Emily."

It was weird to hear him being nice one moment, asking me a question and another moment demanding me to do something. I guess this was new to us both. I looked over and appraised him a little while feeling his rough hand starting to move up and down a little on my inner thigh, causing tingles everywhere.

His belly was very big, I don't know how else to describe it. It sat on his legs as he was driving, almost touching the steering wheel. I had no clue about his cock as I couldn't see anywhere near it. Then I caught myself. Why would I be looking for his cock? Geezzz get a grip, I thought. Normally you'd never look twice at Terry..

"You really have made my day today Emily. Thank you." I felt sorry for him and was delighted that could help out. He was clearly a nice man at heart. "I would love to take you out for dinner one day or to a show. Do you think Chris would mind that?" He remembered Chris' name, which surprised me.

I smiled at him, fully aware that his hand could be a lot closer to my pussy if he wanted. He was almost being a gentleman "I think that could be arranged." I found myself answering. Though I wasn't sure why or how. I felt his hand clutch me a little, as if he were getting excited at the possibility.

"Text him now and check if it's good," he tells me. "Tell me what you're writing to him."

Oh gawd, I grabbed my phone and thought a second before typing. 'Hey Chris, all ok there? All going ok here. Is it ok if I go out with one of the guys here at some point?' I read Terry the message before I sent it.

"Nope, be more specific. Tell him I want to take you on a date and tell him my name," he said.

So I retyped, 'Hey Chris, all ok there? It's going ok here. Terry wants to take me on a date, is that ok with you?' and then I read it out to Terry. He approved and I hit the send button after a few seconds of hovering over it.

"Has he replied yet?"

"Jeezzs Terry, I've literally just sent it half a second ago." Suddenly my phone binged, as Chris replied.

"Hah now he has, what's his reply?" Terry asked.

I took a quick breath reading Chris's reply, "He said, yup no problem."

"No, what exactly did he say? Read it all to me Emily and stop messing around, we're going to be there soon."

Oh gawd this is going to open a can of worms, I thought. I could lie but I have a feeling that'll all go wrong somehow, I took a breath and read it out "Chris has written, Hey babes, of course he can. You sucked him off or fucked his brains out yet?" The car swerved as Terry had a heart attack, or at least a micro one.

"Geezus, read that again," he said. I did but this time slower for effect "Hey babes, of course he can. You sucked him off or fucked his brains out yet?".

"So he's expecting me to have fucked you. I don't understand." he paused a second, I have no idea how to explain any of this. I don't really understand it either. He grinned. "I'll tell you what. Tell him this. That'll happen when Terry takes me to his cottage this weekend."

"What?" I was shocked. Terry's hand gripped my thigh tightly and his hand slid far up to my pussy, his little finger made contact with my knickers.

"Send it now," is all he said.

I have hundreds of questions, but with shaky hands I typed and sent it as we pulled into the carpark of our final customer of the day.

Terry removed his hand from my thigh, and turned to me "It'll be fun, now grab your jacket from the back and let's go do this. Leave your phone here."

He leapt out of the car and waited for me to get myself organised and presentable. I heard my phone bing with messages but I wasn't able to read them. That was driving me insane.

I was however pleased he let me use my jacket, I wasn't sure I could cope with any more of this rollercoaster of emotions today. However as we walked across the car park he shared, "A few of my mates and I own a nice cottage down in Cornwall. We all meet up for long weekends there once every few months. Just men together having fun. We've got one coming up this weekend" he pauses, "or soon. It'll be lovely to have a sexy woman join the lads, they'll be over the moon."

Oh my gawd, that sounded like a nightmare. How on earth did I get to this point? And what will this lead to? Surely Chris wouldn't want this. If they are Terry's age, it would mean a room of sixty year olds. Ohhh gawd. However, I began to picture myself servicing all of those men.... lucky for my poor nerves it was customer time as we entered the building.

Drive back and hi Clive (through Emily's eyes)

That visit was positively church-like compared to the previous one. We were in and out in thirty minutes, with everything taken care of. Nobody paid me any attention during the visit and we headed back to the office. I did however wonder if one of the women frowned at me. Was it my bare legs, or could she smell a familiar smell of sex on me? I didn't like the look she gave me, it brought me back down to earth with a bit of a bang.

When we got back to the car I quickly started to check out the texts that had been waiting for me. As before Terry made me read them out. They were all from Chris.

'Cottage this weekend, oooh that sounds interesting. I wonder what he has planned for you?'

'What does Terry look like, are you excited?'

'Ask him about it and his plans.'

'You there babes?'

He chuckled, "Tell you what." and he made a call via his car bluetooth microphone as we travelled "Yo Clive, everything good with you?" And then a few pleasantries. They were clearly very good mates. "I have a surprise for you at our next bash."

"Ohh what exotic beer will you be bringing this time?" Clive sounded half interested.

"Oh much better than that. What do you love most in the world?" Terry asked.

"Boobs my man, boooooobs" he sang back as Terry looked over at me and smiled. He mouthed "spread em" to me. I signed quietly and did so, taking up the same position as before.

"Well, I'll be bringing a lovely filly with me, I thought that you more than anyone else would appreciate it," Terry stated.

"Hah oh really?" clearly not believing him.

"Say hello Emily" he said, catching me by surprise. Oh gawd what's coming next? I thought.

"Hello" I meekly answered.

"Sneaky Terry. I didn't know someone else was there. Well hello there Emily." Terry took my right hand and placed it between my legs, he pushed it against my knickers and let go. I could feel both sides of my now damp knickers. Clive continued as I moved my hand back to my leg, in slight defiance. "So you'll be joining us will you?"

"Terry has asked me to come." I quickly replied as Terry grabbed my hand again and put it back next to my pussy. This time he pushed it a bit more against me and let go.

"Well her husband has said she should join us. So she'll be there."

"Oh you're married?" Clive asked, sounding a bit pissed off at this game.

Terry quickly jumped in to wake everyone back up, "I think it's one of those open marriages. Emily, is it an open marriage?"

"Errr no" I quickly answered truthfully.

Terry chuckled, "I'm not so sure about that. Emily read Clive the text he sent you just before, that first one, you know the one."

I blushed and glared at Terry, using my left hand I scrolled up on my phone. He nodded a 'go on then' and his hand again reached for my right hand and pushed it clumsily against my kickers.

I read it out "Or really make his and my day and let him fill your pussy with his cum. Come home to me with a filled womb and a very satisfied wife.".

Clive was taken back "Well Jesus that sounds like you're both taking the piss here. Come on Terry stop messing around.".

I was guessing this wasn't going to Terry's plan, "You'll see Clive, she's a knockout and will be with me. And when I say a knock out I mean a knockout."

Clive decided to play along "You knockout love?"

I didn't know how to answer, "Apparently so."

I caught Terry rolling his eyes, "Tell him about your tits Emily, he'd like to hear about them."

I gulped hard and looked at Terry pleading. He updated Clive "You should see the look on her face right now, like a deer in the headlights but with her headlights on," he laughed at the joke as he glanced at my nipples. That look made me tingle and I felt the start of my excitement coming back. "If you won't I will," and he let that dangle for a few seconds. I heard Clive breathing heavily down the phone.

"I have a pair of fairly large boobs." I resigned myself to answer.

"Ohh that sounds interesting Emily. How big?"

What is it with people wanting to know my bra size all of a sudden? It's an intimate detail, that I appear to like to share, "36HH, so fairly big."

"Ummm well I'm a bit of a boob connoisseur so I know that size rather well. Are you really sporting a pair that big Love?"

"Yes Clive I sure am." I proudly explained. I let my finger rub my pussy lips a little as this conversation continued.

"Augmented?" he asked me.

"Nope, one hundred percent me," I replied.

"Oh so you're a big girl?" he asked me.

Terry chirped in "Bro, she's no lump at all. These boobs really stand out. What's your dress size Emily?"

I realized that Clive was trying to picture me, "I'm a size ten to twelve dress size, so no big belly for my tits to sit on. I certainly do have wide hips to go with them but I don't think I'm particularly fat." hark at me, is this top trumps?

Clive sucked in a deep breath "Geez Emily, so you're a nice size 12 with a huge rack. I bet you look like a treat. Fantastic, ok, I'm hooked and need to meet you. I hope you're not some shy retiring type?"

Terry answered that for me "Ohh no Clive, once she gets warmed up you'll see." I blushed at that, hoping that Terry didn't share what happened just an hour ago. Though the thought of it did excite me and I opened my mouth a little and sighed quietly and started my fingers circling my pussy lips through my knickers. Terry appeared to pick up on my change "She's sitting here in my car with her legs wide open and her fingers are busy. Isn't that right Emily?"

I closed my eyes, "Ummmhumm" is all I could reply with.

"Oh Emily, you sound like you're enjoying this. You like talking to some horny older men while you strum your clit?" Clive dove straight in and I decided that yup my clit did need some attention and popped my fingers inside my knickers and started to work on it.

"Yes Clive I do, ummm"

"God Terry where'd you find this woman and how on earth is she latched onto you? Emily should I stroke my cock along with you."

Then instantly I was picturing a strange old man on the phone sex line. Though somehow I was the sex worker on the other end of the phone. That excited me, thinking of him stroking his cock.

"Ummm yes Clive, go on get your cock out for me. Make it harrrrd."



I heard Terry adjusting himself in his seat, clearly another cock on the rise for me. I lowered my fingers near my pussy hole to get some juices to work on my clit. It felt so much better when wet and slippery. Quickly feeling a flood seeping out of me for the second time in a few hours, I spread it around and brought some up to my button. "Ummm" I moaned loudly.

"Emily, I have my cock out for you and it is already hard. I used to be a bit of a player in my time and know how to use it. I bet I could make you squeal," Clive said breathy.

"Ummm I bet you could too Clive. Do you have a big cock?" I couldn't believe I was asking him that. In my mind's eye it's a big one.

"Well Emily, it's about average in length but it is a rather fat, thick cock. So it certainly stretches a pussy well enough. All the cunts I've shoved it into have been very happy."

I began to picture a very thick cock that his hand really wouldn't get around. I pictured him lining it up to my neat little pussy about to attack it. My fingers started to really dance on my clit. It began feeling really good and I panted, "Ummmgg" and clearly heard my fingers slick with my juices.

Terry interrupted "I'm sorry you two love birds but we need to cut this short as much as I don't want to."

I opened my eyes to see that we were around the corner from work. I wanted to cum, I needed to cum but Terry was right, we were a bit close to work and I needed to get myself in order. Frustrated, I sat up and started to re-adjust my knickers and skirt. Quickly licking my juicy fingers.

"Clive, she just licked her fingers for you," Terry said, excitedly.

"Ohhh Goddd Emily you.. uuggghhhh" and the phone died. It was either a bad signal, he dropped it or hung up. I pictured him dropping it as cum shot out of his fat little cock.

"Sounds like you made another old man very happy Emily," and Terry smiled as he pulled into his parking space. "Sorry we stopped a little early." Clearly he could tell I was rather worked up. "I've so enjoyed our trip out today I wish it didn't need to come to an end. But I have the video for later." and he grinned at me. I blushed thinking about that, and what I had done earlier. Still unable to believe that I really did that, maybe I didn't and it was all some weird dream.

"You want to do one more thing for me?" he asked.

Still very turned on "I think I might." and I smiled at him sexily.

"I want either your bra or panties before we finish work today. Ideally as soon as possible as I want to get home early, my balls are aching."

Really he wanted me to give him my bra or my knickers. Oh God could I really do that? In my extremely turned on mind right now. Of course I could. I started to lift my ass off the chair.

"God no, not in the car park." he laughed "Jeezzus Emily." He popped out of the car and grabbed both our bags quickly heading to the office. Leaving me wondering and why the hell had he taken my bag?

I hopped out of the car and scooted along after him, thankful for my jacket. I didn't manage to catch him as he vanished off towards his office. I quickly headed to the ladies room and popped into a cubicle. In my mind, my knickers were the easiest thing for him but my god they were soaking. A mischievous thought popped into my head to give him my bra. He did seem rather taken with my boobs and I bet he's never had a bra this big in his hands before. It does mean I'll be braless for the last hour of the day. I had never done anything like that before, it excited me a lot. Thank God I have my jacket or I could really never do this. Dare I do either of them.

Then Michelle popped into my head. What would she do, or more the point, what would she tell me to do right now? I smirked, she often talked about our hooters and that it was our duty to use them more. Smiling at that thought I started to disrobe to get it off. When I was standing there in my heels, knickers and skirt, I heard the door open and another woman entered the bathroom, moved into a stall next to me and began peeing. So there I was at work, in a stall with my tits out and no tights on. I was hardly dressed at all. God if anyone could see me now. I quickly popped my blouse and jacket back on. I then realised a problem, where do I put my bra? I didn't have any pockets. Oh, that's why he took my bag, I thought.

Oh God I'll just have to move fast. I unlocked my door and quickly popped over to the sinks to make sure I was presentable. I put my bra on the worktop and tried to move fast. Of course the other stall door opened and another woman walked forward to the sink next to me. I didn't know her name but I did recognise her. She smiled and acknowledged me with an "Afternoon" as she washed her hands, splashing some water.

I smiled back and we both quickly noticed that she's splashed water on my bra, sitting between us on the countertop. She looked at me in the mirror and raised an eyebrow. My heart just about popped out of my chest. I quickly snatched it up from the top, blushed profusely and skipped out of the room trying not to make eye contact.

Oh God that was close. In fact it was beyond close as she caught me. Who was she and what must just think was going on? I then realised that I was going to have to walk to Terry's office with my bra in my hand. I was tempted to go back into the bathroom and chicken out of all of this. But she was still in there, I couldn't face her, and there was the excitement of this building inside me. If I had one of those pulse trackers on I expect it would say my heart rate was in the risk zone.

So I marched towards Terry's office. The movement of my boobs was staggeringly different without the bra. Even one like the bra that was in my hand. A small part of me wanted to let it all dangle at my side, open for everyone to see as I walked through the offices. But I couldn't quite bring myself to do that ... yet. So I was scrunched up in my hand as best I could with an underwired bra of this size. That was to say if anyone cared to look they'd have known exactly what it was. I felt my hips and boobs swaying with every step, almost like I was strutting. I felt powerful, scared, and excited.

As I neared Terry's office I noticed that he had someone in with him and the door was open. How am I going to deal with this? I could have turned around and headed back the way I came, I could have loitered somewhere else for a bit, I could have gotten some paper from a printer, I could have hidden it, or I could have just run to my car and got out of there. But this new me kicked into gear, and I was liking where these risks were taking me, as I remember wanking off in front of him just a few hours ago.

With that picture in my mind I walked straight into his office. "Afternoon both" I interrupted quickly nodding to the other person. I dropped the bra smack back in the middle of his desk and stood there for a few seconds to let them both take it in. The way it landed, it opened up a bit so it's very obvious. I smiled, making sure I made eye contact with both of them. I turned and left. Oohh that felt good. That felt naughty. I wonder how he's going to explain that to the other bloke. HAH.

Who is this new me?


A Wife's Decent Ch. 04

This is a cuckold story (or it will be once it gets going). Yup, there's a lot in the real world that you wouldn't and shouldn't do, lucky for you this is a fantasy, fiction and some people find it erotic.

Emily and I are real people. All my stories are based on the real us. Nope nothing even remotely exciting like any of these stories has happened to us. One can only dream or write it all down :).

A Wife's Descent Ch. 04

The Speed of Changes

I noted a new attention to detail to Emily's personal grooming. She had a lot less hair around her pussy. She wasn't completely shaved, but she was neatly trimmed. It drove me wild, teasing her that it was "A slut trim for a slutty cunt.".

She laughed me off. It certainly seemed like she was wet for fourteen hours out of the day now. My constant, eager attention worked wonders on her confidence and libido.

These last two weeks had been a wild ride, and tonight being another potential step on the ladder. I still couldn't get over the video of Emily masturbating in front of two men during a work visit. It was as if there was something inside her waiting to be unleashed. This sexual beast inside her had clearly been there forever dormant and was only now being let free. Like it wanted to rapidly make up for lost time. Things were moving much quicker than I ever expected. And that's a good thing? Yes?

Even Claire, our daughter, could tell something was different, often catching us with a twinkle in your eyes. Yesterday she even dropped a, "Mum is acting like a total THOT," whatever that meant.

I even started to miss some of Michelles input. A few things appeared to have happened naturally without her guidance, and she was pleased with that. Michelle was especially pleased when she got to see the wanking video, even saying that she wasn't surprised at all. Then, unexpectedly, Michelle texted me about Saturday night, and she promised a surprise before she and Emily went out, but wouldn't say more.

My mind raced with wild possibilities.

Before they go

Saturday night finally rolled around. Nothing was particularly different from the week before, but somehow everything had changed. Emily was almost giddy. She seemed more confident, teasing me, but not revealing anything she knew about Michelle's plans.

Michelle arrived just before 7 and quickly whisked Emily away to our bedroom to start getting ready.

I waited around in the lounge for what seemed like ages. My condom covered cock, wondering what tonight would bring. My mind was filled with over-the-top fantasies, imagining them in a sixty nine, licking each other while getting ready for a slutty night out.

Dream on.

After what seemed like an age, I heard giggles coming from upstairs, then the sound of heels coming down the hallway.

I tried to hide the massive tent, up against the back of the sofa. Hearing Michelle say, "Trust me Emily, just follow my lead."

They appeared, Michelle was wearing a flowing green dress that came to just above the knee, with strappy white heels, and miles of cleavage on display. I couldn't help notice her lacy bra peeking out around the edges of her dress. Her makeup was bold and she wore a big set of hoop earrings.

I was plenty distracted, but then the other goddess entered the room. My heart and cock just about exploded. Emily's dress was both elegant and sexy with a tiny hint of sluttiness thrown in. It was a little black dress, clingy and sheer enough that I could make out the pattern of her bra through it. The scoop of the neckline combined with whatever bra she was wearing made her boobs look immense. Almost comically huge, utterly perfect. She wore a pair of black heels, taller than ones she would usually wear, and her make up and earrings matched Michelle's.

Somehow this woman was my wife and yet a completely different woman at the same time. She was putting her body on display, for the 3rd time in recent weeks.

My mouth must have dropped open with an audible gasp. Emily and Michelle both smiled, fully aware of the effect they'd had on him.

Suddenly, there was the blare of a horn from outside as the Taxi pulled up.

Michelle ignored it. "Emily tells me you have quite a thing for her panties. So we're going to play a quick game before we go out."

I felt sweat beading on my brow as I looked between Emily and Michelle. I wasn't quite sure what I had gotten myself into. I knew that Emily and Michelle really did share everything. In fact they'd obviously chatted about this very topic.

"Go with it honey, it'll be fun," Emily said. I could barely believe my ears, unsure what kind of spell Michelle had cast on Emily, but I definitely liked it. I nodded and couldn't stop my eyes from wandering over the many exposed parts of their bodies.

Michelle produced a tiny black thong from her handbag. "Recognize this?" She asked. I sure did, It was the thong Emily had worn the week before, which had clearly been washed.

She quizzed me "Is Emily going to wear this again? Or is she going to wear what she has on right now?... Or a third option, a surprise?".

"What does she have on now?" my throat suddenly feeling very dry.

They both smiled at me and I swear I could see Emily's nipples starting to get hard, even through her bra.

"Does Emily wear this again, what she has on right now or ...?"

The taxi horn blasted again.

My brain went into overload trying to weigh all the options. She could be wearing anything right now. Or nothing... maybe she had nothing on! I'm pretty sure I can't make out any panty lines. And what about the surprise? It looks like Emily is in on this. The previous thong of course had a history that I could feel stirring my loins.

"Um... uh... Surprise!" I blurted out.

A giggle "Told you," Emily said, with a smirk to Michelle.

Michelle threw the tiny thong at me. I nearly caught it, before dropping it on the floor.

Emily closed her eyes. I watched her take a deep breath, clearly still not sure this was a good idea. She opened her eyes again and looked over at Michelle. They both carefully reached under their dresses, their motions almost perfectly synchronized. Michelle's dress made it a little easier, but they both grabbed their knickers.

My cock throbbed and I sucked in a big breath as they started to wriggle them down. No way, were they both going to the club without knickers?

Emily watched Michelle, but Michelle was staring directly at me, a big grin on her face. Both sets of knickers appeared at their knees then down to their ankles and they quickly stepped out of them. I was giddy with excitement.

Then both women swapped knickers. My heart sped up, suddenly confused. I watched as they proceeded to step into the knickers that each other had just been wearing. I noticed Emily's hand shaking a little as she drew the knickers up her legs and into place. The tiny, transparent thong Michelle had just been wearing disappeared out of sight beneath her dress.

Michelle quickly pulled on Emily's black, lacy pair of knickers. They weren't quite a thong but were much more revealing than my wife typically wore.

I gasped and my cock swelled against the fabric of my pants. For a moment, I was afraid I was going to lose it. Although, I was glad to have the condom on to catch it if I did.

Emily and Michelle gave a quick wiggle of their hips to get them nicely in place and their dresses smoothed out against their skin. Michelle gave me a wink and then grabbed Emily's hand and dragged her to the door.

I heard Michelle say to Emily, clearly for my benefit, "Oooh you are turned on, aren't you?" as she gave a sort of hip wiggle and stoop. Did she just 'feel' Emily's dampness? There was a double giggle and then they were gone. Like before, but also, nothing like before.

"I can't believe we just did that," Emily said, with a chuckle. "Well, I can believe you just did that. I can't believe I just did that."

"Whatever," Michelle said, " I could tell you liked it."

Emily smirked, but didn't deny it. Michelle fished a little flask out of her purse and handed it to Emily.

"Yes, thank you, I could use a bit of that," Emily said, taking a big swig.

Michelle grinned, and took a drink herself.

Dancing with Nate

They weren't at the club long before Nate and Miles turned up.

"I didn't think it was possible, but you ladies are looking even more ravishing than last time," Nate said, kissing each of their hands.

Emily blushed a bit.

Miles went to order a round of drinks, but Nate pulled Emily toward the dance floor.

"Shouldn't we have a drink first?" Emily asked.

"Don't be silly," he said with a smile. "Drinks can wait when I have a dance partner as lovely as you."

He pulled her close and she sucked in a little breath. She felt his hand on her back and his chest up against hers.

Emily was nervous she wasn't drunk enough yet to be cutting loose, but to her surprise, she barely felt guilty at all. Even when she could feel Nate's erection pressing against her stomach. It started to remind her of the mall those few weeks ago.

She kept giggling, imagining how worked up Chris was going to be when he heard about it. But, that did not stop her from becoming turned on.

Miles and Michelle passed by with drinks in their hands and waved the two of them over to a table. They made their way over. Emily sat down in the booth and Nate slid in right beside her.

Michelle was whispering something in Miles' ear, which of course, instantly made Emily a little nervous.

Nate picked up a glass, looking into Emily's eyes. She slowly picked up a glass, clinking it against his. Then she took a big drink.

"I am so glad you came tonight," Nate said. "You're a fantastic dancer."

"Ohh, I am not," Emily said.

"Oh trust me, you are. And I must say, that dress looks absolutely mesmerizing on you."

"Oh stop..." Emily said, blushing and taking another drink. Feeling strangely bold "I know exactly what you're looking at.".

She felt his hand on her thigh. Her buxom heaved and Nate looked down with a grin.

"Mesmerizing," he said again.

Emily felt the lines of Chris' fantasies and her reality blurring together. She hadn't quite thought about how all the dirty talking out in the open would change things. A guilty conscience had always been a guardrail for her, in any conversation with flirty strangers. But, now that they had spent most of the week talking about Chris' fantasies, and even doing things she would have never imagined, she was feeling guilty.

She finished off the last of her cocktail. "How about we get another drink?" she asked, though she doubted more booze was likely to make anything less blurry.

"Sounds great."

Nate finished his drink and stood up, offering Emily his hand. They left Miles and Michelle making out in the booth and went over to the bar.

Emily leaned over the bar, looking for the bartender. Her boobs pushed up against her arm and the pressure on her sensitive nipples felt good. She froze as she felt Nate pressing up against her, his huge erection nestled in her ass.

She took a breath, but kept her cool. She slowly eased back onto her heels, which forced her to rub against his big member.

Nate reached over her and waved down a bartender. "Two gin and tonics," he said loudly.

Emily sucked in a breath, stuck between Nate and the bar and the bartender. She could swear she felt Nate thrust against her just a little.

"Sure thing," the bartender said. "Limes?"

Nate looked down at her and asked "You want lime?" as if his cock wasn't pressed all the way up against her ass.

Emily nodded up at him.

"Yeah," he told the bartender.

Emily's heart was beating fast, but Nate kept chatting, acting completely casual. Emily could feel her thighs getting wet. Michelle's thong was barely big enough to remind her it existed. She adjusted her posture slightly, and it made Nate grin.

While they were at the bar, Michelle started to text Chris to tease and prepare him for later. 'Chris I want you to make sure you fill that condom up before we get home. So wear it while your wife dances and flirts with this big black stranger.'

'Yes I will, what are you both doing right now?' he asked.

'Go check Emily's top draw of her night stand, there's a surprise or two in there for you.' Unbeknownst to Emily, Michelle had placed a full set of bra, panties, stockings and suspenders while they were both getting ready.

'Only rule is for you to fill up at least one condom before we get back. Everything else is up to you.' Michelle texted him.

'Oh gawd, Mistress. I've found it all ... what should I do?'

'Think of some of your stories. Surprise me.'

Then the bartender appeared with their drinks. Nate paid the man and they took the drinks back over toward the table, but Michelle caught her arm and pulled her toward the bathroom.

"Miles wants us to go back to his place. I want to. I am so worked up," Michelle said.

"What? No. That is a bad idea," Emily replied.

"Well I can fuck him in the car park if you want?" Michelle smirked.

"I bet you would too, if I wasn't around. Hah."

"If you weren't here I'd be on my way back to Miles' place to enjoy both of them." She sneered at Emily.

"Yeah I bet."

"Ok, I'd be one step away from air tight with a black cock deep in my pussy and mouth at the same time. Would that be better, miss high and mighty?" she said, looking Emily right in the eye.

Emily's eyes bulged and her cheeks reddened. She started to picture it, then shook her head.

"Not that I haven't done this before and more," Michelle mocked. "I bet you'd love to feel air tight wouldn't you? A huge cock in every hole at the same time. It feels amazing, you know."

"Michelle please stop." Emily was almost panting.

"Why? Your pussy sucking that thong up? My thong? Just dying to get filled?" the taunts continued. "Has some of my slutty pussy juice gotten into you? Has it started to change you? Do you need to go back into a stall and wank yourself?" Michelle clearly referenced Emily's work episode.

Emily gasped but didn't reply. She couldn't.

"Oh you like that idea ... my pussy juice, really? I'll have to remember that, and remember to share more with you in the future." Emily looked a little frightened. "Don't worry, I promise that nothing will happen to you. I just need some cock, and Miles is great. We'll only be there for an hour or so and then you'll be back to Chris before you know it. Come on, it'll be fun. You and Nate can chat, cuddle, whatever." and she winked at her.

Emily took a few big breaths. "You promise that I won't have to do anything and we won't be long?"

"Honestly Emily, anyone would think I was trying to turn you into some sort of slut. What on earth would Chris think?"

That brought a smile to Emily and she laughed. "Hah, what on earth would he think? Okay, let's go."

"Good. You can hold my hand while I cum on his big black cock."

Emily's eyes went wide. Michelle took Emily's hand and gave it a squeeze. "I'm serious about all of that." Michelle started pulling her toward the door.

Hand Holding

Nate drove and they were at Miles' place quick enough. Nate was a perfect gentleman apart from his hand on Emily's thigh, half on her skin and half on her dress. This was the second time in 2 days a stranger's hand was resting on her thigh. She looked at his dark, large hand resting on her, very different from Terry's. Her mind again in turmoil over remembering what she did in front of Terry and that other man. Her eyes drifted over to the impressive bulge in his pants.

The sounds coming from the back seat were enough to keep Emily aroused. They could have easily been mistaken for the sounds of full on fucking, but from what Emily could see in the mirror, they were doing something just short of it.

Miles' place was nothing special, smart enough, not particularly big and in a part of town that Emily had never really spent time in before.

They arranged themselves in a lounge area next to a kitchen. Some form of cocktail appeared in Emily's hand and she happily sipped at it. Music was playing and they all danced, until Michelle really started going in for the kill, grinding her ass hard against Miles. Emily watched as he reached around, grabbing Michelle's big tits.

After a time, Nate sat down on a chair and put the TV on, turning the music down. Emily went over and sat next to him. Nate leaned round and planned a soft kiss on her lips. It sent bolts of arousal through her body, it scared her being this close to him.

Emily leaned forward to taste Nate's lips again, but that wasn't to be. Miles took one of Michelle's hands and she reached out quickly and grabbed Emily's hand and started to drag her along in what looked like a pre-sex-conga-line.

Emily turned to Nate looking for help or support as she was dragged away. He smiled at her, gave her a wink and looked back at the sport on the tv. "Michelle what... " She started to panic. "You said..."

"Don't panic honey, come on," Michelle said, drawing in a big breath.

In the small bedroom that they ended up in, Michelle nudged Emily onto the bed without a word and dropped her purse in Emily's lap. Michelle started to passionately kiss Miles, really wrapping her body around his.

Emily had nowhere to look but directly at the couple, all hands, lips, and moaning.

Miles laid Michelle down on the bed and pushed his tongue down her throat. He squeezed one of her big tits and his other hand worked its way between her thighs. She spread her legs wide to give him access, her skirt riding up high on her thighs.

Michelle let out a moan into his mouth as he started to work his fingers in and out of her soaking wet pussy. He didn't even remove Michelle's knickers, he just pushed them to one side. Emily went to get up. She wanted to escape, and give her friend some privacy. Michelle detected the movement and reached over and took Emily's hand.

Emily's heart was pounding. She sat, frozen, clutching Michelle's purse. Every little motion of the two lovers beside Emily jostled her slightly.

Miles slid down Michelle's body and off the bed, onto his knees. He pushed her dress up and pulled her panties to the side. Michelle gasped as he pushed his tongue deep inside her.

"Oh Jesus," Michelle said, closing her eyes for a moment. "His tongue feels so good."

Emily took a deep breath and slowly relaxed the muscles in her arm. Emily couldn't get over watching this live porn show. Here she was sitting on the bed watching her best friend getting licked out. She could feel her nipples aching and pulsing, but she couldn't reach for them. If she showed how much this was affecting her, well who knows where this could lead. And she wasn't ready for that, for this yet.

Michelle looked at her. "All you have to do is watch, I promise. You can watch, right?"

Michelle's hips twitched and she sucked in a breath. Emily felt Michelle squeezing her hand a little tighter as Miles started to focus on that clit.

"Oh fuck that feels amazing," Michelle said.

Emily's chest rose and fell. She couldn't look away. Miles' had his face buried in her best friend's pussy, and by the looks and sounds of it, was doing a pretty good job.

Emily's pussy ached to be touched. The thong she was wearing was completely drenched.

"Fuck you are good at that," Michelle said.

Miles lifted his head with a big grin, his lips and chin glistening. "You think that's good? Just wait 'til we start fucking."

"I don't wanna wait." With her free hand she grabbed his collar. She pulled him up onto the bed, kissing his wet lips.

He grinned, pulling her big tits out of her dress. He grabbed one and Michelle let out a little moan. Then she kissed him again.

Miles quickly worked his pants off. Emily let out a gasp. His cock looked absolutely massive in his black boxer-briefs.



Michelle grinned, rubbing her hands over it.

"It is so big," Emily said.

Michelle laughed and watched. "Just you wait," She said as she slowly pulled down his boxers, freeing his massive, black cock.

"Jesus!" Emily said. She couldn't take her eyes off of it. She'd seen porn before with Chris, and those were often big hard cocks. But having one in front of you, within arms reach was something completely different. It was twitching at both ladies, almost winking at them. Emily couldn't help herself but compare it to Chris's cock. She guessed that it was a good half a length longer and a fair bit wider. She knew that Chris had a wide cock, but this just looked more magnificent. It was already slightly shiny at the tip, clearly getting ready for its job, slipping inside a tight pussy. Michelles tight pussy. Then Emily noticed his balls, now they were really different. Chris's were maybe the size of grapes and were always close to his cock. These were large golf balls dangling down, swaying.

Miles smiled, letting out a sigh as Michelle slowly stroked his thick cock.

"... Is that really going to fit inside you?" Emily couldn't take her eyes off the huge cock.

"Yes." Michelle looked over at Emily. "And pretty soon it'll fit inside you too."

Emily breathed quicker as she started imagining trying to fit Miles' cock inside her. Michelle gave her hand a squeeze. "Find him a rubber from my purse. We're not all built for babies, you know." Michelle gave Emily a strange glare that hit Emily's core. She knew of Chris' deepest fantasy and clearly Michelle knew it too. That scared Emily. Fantasy is one thing, but sitting in front of a real black cock containing huge deposits of baby making sperm is another thing entirely.

Emily slowly opened the purse. It wasn't hard to find one. In fact, Michelle's purse seemed to be about half filled with condoms. She picked up a condom, her hand shaking.

Emily held the condom out and Michelle giggled. "Oh, find him an extra large, hon," Michelle said, slowly stroking the huge cock. "That one will never fit."

Emily nodded, digging through the purse again. She soon found an extra large condom. Michelle took the condom and ripped the package open with her teeth. Emily watched as Michelle rolled the condom down Miles' huge cock, at an achingly slow pace.

"God, I need this big, black cock inside me," Michelle said as she laid back on the bed. But, her eyes weren't on Miles, she was watching Emily. Gauging each breath and little glance.

Miles' massive cock throbbed in Michelle's hand as she directed it towards her now dripping pussy. He seemed to be enjoying having an audience. He gave Emily a little wink. "Emily, I want you to watch this. Ummmm" she moaned as his cock started to slowly move around her pussy lips in preparation. "Don't take your eyes off his cock as he puts it inside me. Notice the difference in our skin colour and how long he is, how deep it's going to go."

Michelle let out a moan as Miles slowly started to push into her. She gripped Emily's hand tighter as his big black cock began to stretch her pussy.

Emily sucked in quick breaths, her eyes fixed on the massive cock. Miles let out a sigh, with each slow thrust he gave her, each one taking him a little deeper, stretching Michelle's pussy a little more.

"Oh fuck... oh fuck, he is so big!" Michelle gasped, gripping Emily's hand. "Oh god... oh, his cock feels amazing."

Emily couldn't help but notice each little gasp and moan. Every little tremor and shake. The way her pussy gripped so tightly around him. Emily had never seen another woman having sex before, and with Michelle's hand holding her's she felt part of it. Watching Michelle's pussy lips tightly stretching, almost more than she'd imagined possible. Watching the huge cock sliding deeper into her friend with each push.

Michelle started writhing on the bed. She panted and her eyes rolled back into her head.

Emily's free hand unconsciously drifted to her own nipple, lightly rubbing it. She sucked in short breaths. She squirmed on the bed, beside them, her pussy aching for relief. She wished she could run off to the bathroom and rub her clit like she was trying to start a fire, but Michelle gripped her hand tight.

Miles let out a groan and he started to fuck her faster. He leaned down, kissing her deeply.

Emily could feel her friend's hand begin to tremble as she started to orgasm. Michelle wrapped her other arm around Miles' neck. She kissed him again and again, her nostrils flaring.

Emily let out a sigh as she squeezed her thighs together, tightly. Her huge tits rose and fell as Michelle's hand trembled in hers.

Miles started to thrust faster.

"Oh jesus... OH JESUS!" Michelle screamed, her whole body shaking.

Miles grunted and gave her a few more powerful thrusts. Emily thought he might cum, but instead, he slowed down. He pulled back until just the head of his thick cock was still inside her. Michelle sucked in big breaths.

"Oh god..." she moaned as he started pushing into her again.

He slowly pushed deep inside of her, then pulled out and started again.

"Oh god..." she said again, panting. "God, Emily, his cock is amazing."

A few more slow thrusts brought Michelle right to the edge. She started to shake, gripping him and Emily's hand tighter.

"Oh yeah, cum for me, baby," Miles said, starting to fuck her harder.

Michelle wailed as her pussy spasmed on his thick black cock. Miles didn't slow down and Emily watched as her best friend came again and again until Miles finally buried himself in her well-used pussy and erupted.

Miles and Michelle laid there for a minute and she slowly caught her breath. She finally let go of Emily's hand and started kissing Miles tenderly.

"Thank you so much for giving me your amazing cock..." she said with a smirk. "And for showing Emily what she's missing."

Emily froze at being mentioned, her hand dropping from her breast.

Michelle kissed him again and he slowly pulled out of her. She whimpered as he slid from her.

The extra large condom hung down from his extra large black cock, ballooned with a huge load of cum. Emily couldn't help staring. It looked obscene, how full it was. It was so much more than when Chris came.

Emily watched as Michelle wrapped her hands around his cock, carefully peeling the condom off and tying a knot in it.

Michelle looked at the condom for a moment, then held it out to Emily. "Can you put this in my purse for me?"

"... Why?" Emily asked, really not wanting to touch it. It had her friend's juice on one side and a countless number of sperm on the other.

Michelle shrugged. "You'll see."

Then it was in Emily's hand. At first she jiggled it like a slimy, sloshing hot potato. She cringed, but she couldn't stop staring at it. It felt heavy in her hand.

...

When they finally left in a cab it was nearly three in the morning. Michelle had a grin on her face and a glassy look in her eye.

"... Didn't it hurt?" Emily asked.

Michelle looked over at Emily. "Only a little at first. But then you are completely overwhelmed by pleasure."

"Oh I could tell you were overwhelmed by pleasure," Emily said with a chuckle.

Michelle smirked. "You want to be overwhelmed, too, don't you?"

Emily drew in a big breath "Oh god no, too big, married, Chris, Claire, wrong ... " she babbled.

"We just need to get you a dildo to practice with," Michelle said, with an evil smile.

"I have a dildo!" She quickly quieted herself as she realized how loud she had been talking.

Michelle laughed. "No, I mean a real dildo. I want you to be ready to be overwhelmed."

Emily's breath was getting quicker. If she hadn't been so worked up from watching Michelle cum again and again, she would have dismissed the idea outright. "Oh... I couldn't."

"You could. And imagine how excited Chris would be."

Emily couldn't help imagining the way Chris' face would light up if she got a new dildo.

"We'll swing by my place first. I have plenty," Michelle said with a chuckle.

"I don't want one of your used dildos," Emily said.

"Calm down, it has been thoroughly washed... maybe," Michelle winked at her and gave the driver her address. "I promise, it will just be a moment," she told him as she and Emily hurried inside.

They came back outside in a minute. The driver gave them a knowing smile. The thick head of a black dildo was sticking out of Emily's purse. Emily could have died when he noticed.

Michelle gave her one last hug, lingering just out of earshot from the cabbie. "You did good tonight," she said.

"I can't believe you got me to go along with this," Emily said.

"I can. Cause deep down, I know you really like it... Oh, I almost forgot." Michelle pulled out the little condom sperm balloon out of her purse and tucked it into Emily's purse.

"What is that for?" Emily asked.

"Give it to Chris when you get home," Michelle said with a smirk.

"... What is he supposed to do with it?"

"Nothing. I just want him to get used to you bringing him home a stranger's cum," she said with a giggle.

"You are the worst," Emily said, turning and climbing into the cab.

...

I was waiting at the door for her. I hadn't heard from Michelle for a while, so my mind had been running wild.

"What happened?" grinning, looking over Emily as she walked in the front door. I noticed the huge dildo sticking out of her purse and almost choked with excitement. "... And where did that come from?"

Emily took my hand. She was tired but still saturated with pent up arousal "Take me up to bed and put your tongue in me and I will tell you all about it."

"Yes, ma'am!" and I pulled her toward the stairs.

Laying her on the bed, "God, you look amazing. I am so horny!", kissing her neck. I then moved lower, pushing up her dress.

"Me too," Emily said.

"... Oh, I can tell," as I grin at her. Slowly peeled off the soaking thong that Michelle had been wearing at the very beginning of the night. My cock throbbed as my mind raced with every filthy possibility. "Good lord, what happened tonight."

I instantly lowered my mouth to her pussy, licking up her juices.

Emily moaned. "... I, uh... watched Michelle. Get fucked."

Wow, looking up at her, my eyes wide, my face already slick. "Really?!", I quickly went back to her slick pussy.

She nodded, "A hung, black guy."

I couldn't help but let out a little moan into her pussy and licked even faster.

"God... he was so big. Just like one of your porn videos."

Gripping her thighs pushing my tongue deeper inside.

Emily sucked in quick breaths. "And she came so many times..."

Moaning into her pussy and holding her legs tighter and licked her faster. My hips starting to move against the bed, groaning, but I didn't stop licking.

Emily was breathing hard. "... Did you just lose it?"

Nodding against her pussy and she let out a moan.

"Mmm... you love hearing about me watching Michelle... take a big, black cock, don't you?"

"Ohh, yes!" licking wildly at her clit.

Her hips bucked against his face as she started to moan with orgasm. "Oh god! That's it!"

I kept licking and held on tight, slowly easing off. Her legs trembled and she slowly caught her breath. She looked over and noticed the laptop and two little tied off condoms on Chris' nightstand.

"... Oh, I almost forgot. There's something else in my purse for you." She rolled over and pulled out the filled condom.

Not sure if I wanted to or why I did but I did hold out my hand and she dropped it into his palm. This sperm balloon was bigger than my two little condoms put together.

"Is this...?" I couldn't help but ask.

Emily nodded with a chuckle. "Michelle said she wanted you to get used to me bringing you home cum."

"Jeezzz" my balls churned and was suddenly almost completely erect again.

Emily shook her head with a smirk. "I knew that would get your dirty mind worked up."

"... You know we still haven't tried that dildo."

"I'm exhausted," Emily said. "But, tell you what. Tomorrow night, if you can lick me to an orgasm without losing it against the mattress in your condoms, you can try that dildo on me."

That sounded like a good deal, and my grin showed it.

"Very slowly," she added.

Danger Condom

I really couldn't sleep. There were too many amazing changes going on in my marriage. The years of fantasy were starting to become real. How far did I want it to go, how far would Emily let it go? Was she really doing it all for me? How much was she enjoying it, was it all for me? She was clearly enjoying it, or was she just saying that?

Thinking about all my dirty fantasies, my mind jumped to a vision of a nearly naked Emily sitting sideways on our sofa. Just wearing a pair of panties, her elbow on the arm rest, her huge milk filled breasts sitting on a heavily pregnant belly. She had a different glow about her, a confident sexual position. Proud of sitting there naked, her pierced nipples and tattoos were exclaiming her sexuality. Not a worry in the world about what anyone thought or cared. A satisfied, regal look on her face, her attention to her mobile screen, maybe chatting with a boyfriend or Michelle.

With that vision burned into my mind and my dick throbbing, I opened my eyes after feeling a light coming on in the dark in our bedroom. Quickly realising it was my mobile. A text from Michelle, in fact, it was a few texts.

'So Chris, your demure wife watched a big black cock working its magic, first hand. Did she tell you about it? Do you think she enjoyed it? Did she give you your present? Don't tell me you're both asleep already? Oh how boring.'

'I felt like I could have talked Emily into riding a black cock tonight. In fact, I nearly did exactly that.'

That last text was the one that lit the screen up. I quickly replied 'Hey Michelle, I'm here but Emily is spark out. Yup, I have received your surprise, it's very big.' Looking over at the dildo that I could just about see it in the dark on Emily's bed side table next to the condom pile.

'Oh hi there, Mr. Nearly Cuckold. You're talking about the dildo, it's not that big. Well it is the largest I have but that's not even that big. I was talking about the creamy surprise.'

Oh that surprise, I looked over at it. 'Oh yes, that also.'

'So what do you think about it, the cum delivery?' she asked, quickly followed by, 'Feel it.'

I carefully reached across Emily and picked it up by the knot. It was much heavier than my used condoms. It now felt cool to the touch. Using my other hand I slowly typed out 'It's much heavier than I expected.'

'What are you going to do with it?' came the question I had sort of thought about. Maybe that was why I was still awake, wondering about it. She didn't wait for my reply, clearly enjoying the thrill of teasing me.

'You could put the condom on.' Oh god I'd never even thought of something like that.

'Or you could taste and swallow it.' That may have crossed my mind, a little bit.

'Or you could share some with Emily.' That I didn't really understand.

We then cross texted. Me with 'Share with Emily, she's sleeping?'

Then Michelle with 'Or you could just bin it.' The bin it idea wasn't going to happen now was it.

'Well you want Emily to have black cum inside her soon don't you? You want to clean her slutty pussy from a dirty cream pie don't you?' I throbbed at what she was saying. All other options appeared to be forgotten about already.

My previous vision was coming back to me. 'Yes' was all I could reply.

'Then pour the contents either directly into your mouth or onto Emily's pussy and then lick it up.' At that thought I nearly came right there. 'Tell me when you've done it, I'll wait for you.'.

OK, this is kinky, this is naughty, this is spectacular, I thought. With my phone to one side, I carefully pulled the duvet cover off of Emily, knowing just how to do so, so as not to make her grab it and pull back. She was already lying on her back. So I shuffled down the bed making my way towards her panty covered pussy with the package in hand.

She moaned and wriggled in her sleep as I moved her onto her back and opened her legs, "It's OK love, stay sleeping and enjoy," I whispered. Because we had played this game before, I knew that she would either pretend to sleep or she would be half awake. She didn't know that there was a twist to it this time. I was between her legs looking down at the crotch of her knickers tightly pulled across her pussy. I could smell her slightly sour, and sweet scent as I untied the knot in the condom. It was ready, so in one hand I held the top closed tightly and with the other hand I pulled her knickers away from her pussy and stretched them downward, creating a gap. With my hands shaking I brought the condom close, and slowly hovered its opening to rest just above her pussy, and I tipped it upward. It didn't feel warm, it felt completely cool, but my heart was racing. I could see the cum approaching the opening of the condom, the liquid bubbling slightly.

She made a small moaning noise as a few drops of cum slowly slid out and ran down her slit and into her hair. I waited a few seconds for a little more to drip out and then I slowly released the condom, holding onto one end with my finger at its tip. I then let go of the panties leaving the opening of the condom underneath the band of her panties. I squeezed the condom empty, like I was emptying a toothpaste tube. Once my job was done I left the now empty condom against her body and reached for my phone. As I stared down at the empty condom, firmly in place, I couldn't believe what I was doing, or that it was working.

FLASH

Damn! I forgot the auto flash was on, the picture was amazing though, but she stirred again.

"What.." she said breathy, as I interrupted quickly putting my finger against her pussy lips over her panties and slowly massaged them.

"Shhhh," I whispered, and started to work on her. I could feel the cold cum on the other side of her panties starting to soak through them. I chucked my phone away and I moved my face down close to her, within just centimeters of her pussy. I could smell it. Her wonderful pussy smell and the smell of cum. Another male's cum on my wife's pussy.

I stopped massaging her lips and pulled her panties to the side and moved my body forward. This was it, I opened my mouth and put my lips against her cum slicked cunt.

I tasted him.

I tasted her.

I tasted them together.

My cock throbbed.

I ran my tongue down her slit, feeling the layer of cum that had settled there. My tongue then moved over it, licking it up. I pulled her lips open, looking down to admire Emily's glistening wet pussy. I ran my tongue down her slit again, this time gathering more cum on my tongue, savoring the stranger's cum on my wife's pussy. This cum had come out of him, but now it was on her, inside her pussy. Taste it, I thought.

I paused for a second, looking up at her sexy face before I covered my teeth with my lips and slipped it into my mouth, the whole time I was looking into her sleepy eyes. It was quite bitter, almost like salt, but had an acidy sort of taste to it. I swallowed it. "Mmmm."

I opened my mouth and pushed my tongue out and really got a taste. "Ummmm" she moaned as she began to feel my tongue. I started to spread the cum around, really working it around the entire area. Slurping, licking, sniffing, swallowing. One of her hands reached for the back of my head and she brought her knees up spreading her legs wider. This opened her pussy more for me, and more for the stranger's cum to seep into her. This drove me wild and I started licking and teasing her more. She responded with a "God Chris ... ummmm".

I then dove into her pussy, licking all over her lips, around her clit, into her pussy hole, trying to taste as much of the cum as I could. Her cunt tasted delicious, still had her taste, but also had a new flavour. The act alone made me feel like I was cheating on her. Yet, I didn't stop kissing, the feeling of lips against lips, my lips against her pussy lips. I could feel the cool cum on them, and I was kissing it. It was crazy, it was crazy, I was kissing my wife's pussy, smearing it in cum, sucking on it. I was loving every second.



It didn't take long before she was bucking, hips twitching, back spasming. Her pussy and thighs were soaked, my chin and lips were soaked. I pulled back, put her panty crotch back in order and admired her as much as I could in the darkness. My heart was pounding, and my cock was throbbing, thinking about what I'd just done. I had just crossed a line without her knowledge.

What happened next took me by surprise, Emily's hand moved my face up towards hers and she kissed my lips. She didn't know what was in my mouth as I kissed her, my face was still wet with her cum, and his cum, and she had no idea. It was an amazing feeling. I returned her kiss, kissing her with all the passion I could muster. Her lips parted my lips and her tongue invaded my mouth. I could taste him again, I could taste his cum in my wife's mouth. She was kissing me, and she still didn't know. My cock was about to burst, but I had to hold it in. I had to hold it in. At that moment it felt like time had frozen, but then she broke the kiss. She moved her hand down to my cock and gave a gentle squeeze.

"I want you to cum," she whispered.

"I already have," I replied, hoping that would 'cover' me.

I smiled back, and realised again that she didn't know what I had just done. She didn't know I'd sucked another man's cum out of her pussy. I had just gotten away with something naughty and incredible. I felt a rush of nervous excitement course through my body. Carefully, I reached down and pulled the empty condom from underneath the waistband of her panties and hid it in my right fist. I lay back on the pillow pulling her to me. She snuggled into my chest, hearing my heartbeat. Her head rested on my chest.

"Where are you?" she whispered.

"Here, with you," I replied.

"You're all I think about," she said.

"You're all I think about," I said.

She then went quiet, and there was silence between us, save for the sound of her breath and the sound of my heartbeat. I was thinking about it. The thought of what I had done and what I was doing. It felt like a moment of truth. The vision from earlier was popping back into my head, even though I knew it wasn't possible this way. I knew what I wanted. I knew what I needed to do.

She had to get black bred.

She has a plan

My mobile rang whilst I was at work, it was Michelle and she didn't surprise me launching straight into it "We need to get a cock inside your wife as soon as possible.".

I chuckled, glad I didn't answer on speaker phone. "Good afternoon Michelle.".

"Yer yer, we need to get her riding a big fat juicy cock that isn't yours and isn't plastic."

I had to agree with her, but her urgency was troubling, "Why the sudden hurry, I thought the entire point of all this was to move her forward slowly but surely?"

He laughed "Her holier than thou attitude needs fixing. I need to see her having a quivering orgasm, while a stranger blasts their cum deep inside her.".

"Oh" was about all I could manage there. She sounded pissed off, I wasn't sure that was a good thing. "You ok Michelle?".

She sighed "Yer, it's just getting to me a bit." another sigh before she rambled. "It's just that she's ever tried it. She doesn't understand the pleasure, the fun. She keeps talking herself backwards but then nicely moves forward only to be backwards again. I feel that once she's done it, the flood gates will be open. She doesn't know what she's missing out on." another sigh "That body of hers is just begging for attention, you know?".

Oh yes I knew alright "God yes I know. But if we move too fast?".

"Yer I thought that we'd just slowly move a long bit at a time. We are making good progress but I feel like she might be building a stronger brick wall from the actual act. If that makes sense?"

It did. "Yer I think I know what you're talking about." I was about to add something when she continued.

"I think we need to put her in a position where she has no choice. Take her away from you and me."

There was silence on the line as we both thought about that idea. Terry popped into my head and his weekend thing he wanted to do. "Terry?"

"What are you thinking?" she asked me.

I wasn't really thinking it just popped into my head. However, my brain was moving quickly "Didn't Emily tell us that he wanted to take her away for a weekend or something, the cottage." Again another pause, I think she wanted me to continue, so I did "We could let her go with him and well?".

"You think she'd have actual intercourse with him?" I thought I heard a smirk in her voice.

It sounded strange her saying intercourse like that. I'd never heard her use that word. "I dunno, maybe yes." and I thought about it a but more. She'd already shown everything off to him. There was something about him that had her attention, made her naughty. "Yer I think so."

"You ok with that?"

"What?"

"The thought that you'd be sending her off to literally go and have sex with someone else?"

I didn't need to ponder that one. "Yes" I breathed into the phone.

"Ummmm, didn't he say that he'd have friends?" Damn yes, he did didn't he. She had a good memory. And she surprised me with "Actually that's a good thing."

"Eh?"

"Think about it. She'll bust her bubble in an extreme way."

"What?"

"They'll likely gangbang the slut." oh yes she definitely smiled at that thought. I could hear it through the phone. "What a perfect introduction to her becoming a hotwife." Jeezzzuesss I did like the sound of that. "And you a cuckold." Ohhh god I really did like the sound of this idea.

"Yesss, I." I didn't know what to say.

She giggled "They'll need condoms though. We need to save the bareback moment don't we Chris?".

I didn't 100% know what she was on about but yes protection was sensible. "Yer"

"Ok I'll make it happen. You just make sure that she knows that you expect her to have sex with them while she's there." Jeezzzuss really "You got that?"

"Yer"

"We also need to get her more into showing off her body and I have an idea for that."

"Oh"

She simply giggled and hung up.

Spa Day

It was a beautiful Sunday lunchtime and we were sitting on a veranda in a very upscale hotel enjoying a light lunch. Michelle had booked it all at my expense, saying that it was a day for us 3 to relax and to get pampered. However, no amount of persuading could get me into the pampering suite. It wasn't something that I could relax doing. A compromise was for me to exercise while the ladies were oiled, massaged and spa'ed, whatever all that meant.

I had a feeling that Michelle was at first a little irritated that I wouldn't join them for the pampering but she quickly got over it and ended up moving us to this location for the day. I detected that she wanted to move her showing my wife's body off forward and though I wanted that to happen, massage just isn't my thing.

We'd finished our refreshments and Michelle was very much clock watching. She wouldn't let on what or why though but she didn't smirk when we saw some 20 or so big young men walking through the grounds in their rugby gear. I guess heading for a practice game or something? She passed comments to Emily about them, the hunks they were and how they should get to know them. That simply motivated me more about the gym and becoming more of a hunk myself, so I decided it was time for me to get in there.

"Text me when you're done in the gym and heading to the shower." Michelle instructed me as I stood up to leave them both.

"Eh?"

"Just do as you're told." smirking at me. I looked across to my wife and she simply shrugged her shoulders, clearly as in the dark as I was.

"No worries." and giving Emily a quick kiss on the cheek.

"And this is important." Michelle's face was serious, I listened "When you're done, you need to shower for a good 15 to 20 minutes. Stay in there and enjoy it for at least 10 minutes." I nodded and she pushed the point "At least 15 minutes." I nodded again, confused but not needing to argue. The gym and pool were calling.

The Shower

Standing in the shower in my shorts I had a quick look around. It was a huge room, with some 20 shower heads around the walls. It was rather fancy, all marble and gold trim. It went with the entire place nicely.

All three of the other men already in here were naked. Two facing me with their cock and balls just dangling there and one had his back to me. Clearly naked was the done thing here, I was happy to join in, comfortable with my cock size and body.

Another two men joined us with the obligatory nod to one of the others and they grabbed a space and started to shower. They too had their junk out, I felt quite relaxed and wondered why on earth Michelle had told me to be in the shower for 20 minutes.

I nearly fell over when 'she' appeared. Yes, my wife walked in. Now I knew this wasn't somewhere a woman was supposed to be. It was clear this was men's only but here she was. She was wearing a nice black one piece swimsuit with high cut thighs. However the rest of us were all naked.

She almost cat walked past me to a free shower space at my 3 o'clock position, turning the tap for the water to flow before turning to face the 6 of us and simply smiled. This place was fancy enough that I expected someone to tell her to get out but she smoothly looked at each of us in turn smiling. It was almost a check of 'ok with me being here?' we each nodded back at her. Obviously, no one was going to object at this stage. She didn't let on that she knew me.

The water cascaded down her back as she stepped backwards under the flow letting it run over her head and down her hair. This caused her to close her eyes. And what she did next nearly gave me a heart attack. My wife ran her hands over her face and through her hair before bending one arm and using her other free hand grabbed the shoulder of her suit, pulling her arm through it.

She was going to take her suit off!

She opened her eyes and looked down at her body as her arm came free from the suit. She then did the same with the other shoulder before smoothly and without a second of hesitation simply pulled the suit down over her boobs, her stomach, her thighs to the floor. Quickly picking it up, turning and putting it onto a hook behind her. Before she turned back to what I confirmed was 6 sets of eyes looking directly at her.

I instantly had a problem developing. I was about to have a boner in this public shower in front of these other men. However as quickly as I worried, I realised I wasn't going to be the only one with that problem. Without making it too obvious I could see 5 other cocks starting to get longer and edging their ways upwards. We were in it together.

Just as I was about to look back at my wife, when I turned towards the sound of a lot of laughter and noise. It was another load of other men joining us. These were some of the rugby boys, I could tell from their mud covered bodies. They were all naked and all brutes. As they entered the showers and saw my wife, silence hit them. They looked around among themselves and then at us already showering to see what was up. We all smiled, they sort of shrugged and stepped in with us.

There were now 14 of us in the showers and everyone was naked. There were 13 cocks, one pair of boobs and one pussy. It was surreal, like something out of a teenage high school movie. But there was nothing teenage or comical about this. All the boys here were men, big strong men. All the cocks were serious and getting more so as they took in my wifes feminine, curvy body.

She happily stood there enjoying the hot water cascading over her with her. She didn't look embarrassed, she didn't try to hide anything. We could all see the weight of her breasts as they swayed and jiggled with each of her subtle movements. We could all see her trimmed pussy clearly displaying her lips. However, if Michelle had talked her into this she was getting her wish 'to make my wife happier with showing off her body'.

It was getting a little more cramped now with nearly all the showers taken. Everyone was washing down and rinsing off, no one saying anything and no one wanting to leave. Everyone nervously looking between each other and then back at my wife. There were now two men either side of Emily, both still quite dirty. The water slowly washing them clean.

My cock throbbed rock hard, pointing to the sky. My balls ached at this amazingly brazen act by my sexy woman. I and probably all the men in here would have had the same reaction to any woman with a body like hers in this space. But it meant more to me knowing that she was my wife.

Every single one of the cocks was now either aimed at the sky or very quickly getting there. This was the first time I had visibility of cocks like this. I wasn't interested, more surprised at the variety of them. Every one was a different shape, length, width, colour, they even all bent differently. Also the balls were all very different, and they didn't necessarily match the cock. Some very low hanging huge balls were attached to average looking dicks. There was only one stand out, huge, low hanging balls and a long, thick cock that didn't appear to be able to point to the sky. Just too much flesh I guess. That man was one person away from my wife.

The two men either side of Emily were turning this way and that to cover themselves with water. Trying not to be too obvious with the woman in between them both.

My wife on the other hand just stood there with the water cascading over her body, but her eyes were locked at cock level looking around the room. She was very obviously staring and taking them all in. A woman's body doesn't give away that it's aroused like a mans but her face certainly was telling us all that she was excited. I again thought of how the hell had Michelle managed to talk her into this, how on earth did she remove her suit so easily, how on earth was she just standing there letting this happen.

The air was so sexually charged but I somehow also knew this wasn't about to turn into a gang bang. This place was simply too up scale for that. Everyone was too polite.

I was surprised when the man on my wife's left simply asked her "Want to help Ms?" and he nodded at the soap dispenser between them both.

Without a moment's hesitation, Emily nodded at him and we heard an angelic "Of course honey, my pleasure." and a huge smile. She turned her body, her boobs swaying with the movement, to get some soap onto her hands. He then turned his back to her and she laid her hands onto this man's back.

I'd swear half the room took a deep breath the moment she touched him. Both of them now side on to us all, his cock bobbing and twitching in front of him and her boobs jiggling and swaying as her arms knocked them around while she washed his back.

It was almost medical, or maybe more like a physio touching a body. Sexual charge everywhere but also clinical at the same time.

The man behind my wife then reached forward to my wife's back to I guess wash her down also. His touch caused a small screech from her and she jumped around to face him, clearly not expecting to have been touched. Her swift movement caused her right boob to land clearly into his hand. I half expected him to give it a squeeze or start to grope her. But he quickly pulled his hand back and offered a 'sorry' gesture.

She quickly laughed at him and nodded at her boobs "My fault they get everywhere. It's ok." And she put both her arms passively at her side and thrust them out a little for us all.

My god, this was amazing. Was my wife being mind controlled? My cock throbbed again and my balls churned.

The man that had just touched her up smiled back at her but didn't lean forward. He didn't take the offer that it looked like Emily was giving him. So she smoothly turned back to the other man that she was previously helping. He had since turned around and was now facing her.

She quickly squirted some more soap onto her hands and reached forward to his pecs and started to run her hands over his body. No one else moved in the room; it was just the sound of the water running and her soapy hands working his muscly body.

I quickly looked around the room, yup everyone was still and watching the show. In fact all the showers were now full and there were even two naked men in the entrance just watching and I guess waiting for a space. Turning back to my wife I watched her take a step closer to the man she was washing, she was now out of her stream and more into his. Their bodies didn't touch but were very close. Her hands now running up his arms, really feeling him up. The man behind her was now in her shower and put his hands on my wifes back.

This time she didn't jump, instead she almost leaned back a little into his hands, clearly enjoying the feeling. Her hands now came to her man's chest again and she rubbed his chest working lower. Then it happened her wrist clearly knocked against his cock. You could see it bounce back from the knock like a spring. She didn't react apart from finishing cleaning his six pack.

At the same time the man behind her had his hands on her hips and was spending almost too much time washing them. Big circular motions, causing his hands to vanish to her front then back across her hips and onto her ass. He was standing very close. Close enough that I'm sure his cock would have bobbed against my wifes ass at least once.

She then looked down at her man's legs, they still had some streaks of mud on them. She dutifully reached for another squirt of soap, this move causing her boob to rub against the man in front of her briefly. Soap in hand she then wiggled back a tiny bit, causing the huge cock behind her to very definitely push hard against her ass. No reaction from her, but she obviously felt it.

Bending at her knees she then bent down so that she could wash his legs. This of course brought her face to face with this cock. Or more to the point his balls. She was low enough that her eyeline was his ball sack. His cock pointing straight up and now above her head. Somehow she didn't fixate on it, instead leaning forwards slightly to put her hands on his legs and she resumed her job of cleaning this man down.

As my wife worked his legs, cleaning him, his cock bobbed, his balls swayed just inches from her face. In this position she had to part her legs letting her boobs hang low between them, dancing with every movement.

I could not believe what I was seeing. I know that if I remotely touched my cock I would spray cum everywhere. That would not be cool.

The man behind her squatted down to be with her. He then reached to her shoulders and started to work on them. He wasn't there for long before his hands moved down her spine quickly taking an ass cheek in each hand. Again I was expecting something pornographic but somehow he stopped himself and instead stood back up. Stepped into his shower, shook his head and walked out of the shower room. It was obviously too much for him.

His shower space was swiftly taken by the guy with the biggest cock in the room but he confidently stayed in his space, simply watching my wife finish off the other guy.

That guy was now spotless and my wife stood up smiling at him as if to say 'done'. He nodded her a thank you and as if some guy code was in place knew he had to move on to let someone else have a turn with the sexy woman. As he stepped away he took hold of his cock wrapping his hand around it tightly. He looked down at it and then back at Emily, her eyes followed his down then back up again and he nodded another thank you before stepping away.

We all took a few seconds breath and watched my wife standing under her shower. Her breathing was fast, I could almost hear her racing heart from here. She was very obviously aroused beyond anything she had experienced before. She was trying to calm down. I half expected her to run from the shower, her tease done.



However it was the men that changed around. A few of the men that were in here when I started, now walked away, every one of them giving my wife a nod of appreciation that she smirked back at. All but one with a still bobbing cock, one of the cocks was deflating. Either he didn't enjoy what he had seen or he'd orgasmed here in the showers with the other men. I guess I'd never know.

The space next to my wife was quickly filled by another still somewhat dirty rugby man. But the cock giant had caught her eye. She turned to face him with an unspoken question of 'Would you like help?'.

He smirked at her before telling the room "Let Jim wash you down first", and he nodded to the new man on her right that had just taken the other man's space. However, the giant cock man held both his hands out for her. He was offering to hold her hands? Why?

My wife turned to look at Jim. He was a shorter man, probably the scrum-half, stocky. I imagine he could run straight through a brick wall. She looked him up and down, definitely checking out his cock, smiling she nodded to him and he stepped towards her into her shower space. She turned back to the big man, his hands still held out for her. Slowly she placed her smaller hands in his and wrapped his hands around hers. He was locking them in place, she was now at their mercy.

The man behind her was close and ready, quickly moved his soapy hands around her back, making short work of it. He instantly stepped forward so that his front was pushed tightly against my wife's back. His no doubt throbbing cock wedged tightly against her ass. We all watched my wife's arms tense in her locked position as she felt their bodies touch. She looked up at the giant holding her hands, their eyes meeting. He smiled down to her, a reassuring gesture, telling her to relax and let it happen.

The man behind her then reached round the front of my wife and starting on her lower stomach to wash her. My wife looked down towards his hands, her's still held in place.

He then did something that I almost had to double check the movement, it was so slick. He somehow used his feet or his knees to knock my wifes legs from the inside. This caused her to almost involuntarily shuffle her feet to one side, obviously spreading her legs. He then did it again and at the same time, I guess applying more pressure to the inside of her thighs. His hands now resting on her lower stomach. She again spread her legs a little wider, this also caused her body to dip a little lower.

This was getting out of control and she was letting it. I was starting to picture this turning into an orgy but surely not. However his next movement both pushed that thought forward and reversed it at the same time.

We heard him check with my wife "Ok love?" and his hands started to make small circles over her womb. My wife nodded and replied a horse "Yes" as she was looking up at the other man still holding her hands.

The washing man then removed his hand and held them over her boobs but not touching her before he checked again "Ok?".

She nodded and I think may have pushed back against him a little. He understood and simply started to soap up her boobs. Just a few weeks ago Nate was the only other man to have played with my wifes boobs, then those men from work and now, here she was letting someone else have a turn. His hands were really nicely sliding all over them and under them. At one point he lifted them both, taking their weight, he let us all know with a "Fuck me love, these are enormous breasts."

Emily didn't respond to him and he continued to clean them for her. All the time she was looking up, retaining eye contact with the big man as he held her hands. At this point her mouth was open and she was clearly breathing heavily.

Just when I thought the washing man was done, he grabbed her boobs and dug his hands into them. At the same time he bent his knees, lowered his body, pushed closer to her back and he stood back up. That enlisted a loud, deep moan from my wife. Had he just put his cock inside her? Surely not. Surely these gentlemen wouldn't do something like that, here.

My answer came quickly as the head of his cock appeared between her legs. There it was, just the tiniest bit sticking out for us to see. However that meant that the length of it was neatly resting against my wifes sensitive labia. My god she had to feel that, it had to be driving her crazy. And then the big man let go of her hands, at the same time the man washing her boobs moved his hands to her hips. They all stood there like that, not moving for a few seconds.

It was almost a question 'Do you want to get fucked?' I already knew the answer. I was sure she was about to commit adultery, right here in the showers. My dreams were going to come true.

Her hands came to her side and rested on the hands of the washer man on her hips. The big man infront of her then simply leaned sideways to squirt some soap onto his hands. His huge cock still aiming straight at her. I thought that meant he was going to touch her. But his control was amazing, all three of them were astonishingly controlled. All this time the hot water running down their bodies with an audience of pulsing cocks watching.

He simply put his hands on his balls and soaped them before quickly letting go and taking a big step back away from my wife. We all understood the message, 'Wash my balls please.'.

She understood and leaned forward at her hips, whilst reaching forward with both hands to cup his huge balls. The movement caused the cock head of the other man to vanish slightly and I saw her close her eyes. What was happening right now, what had just happened? Where was his cock right this second? What was she feeling?

Her hands started to move around his balls, cleaning them for him. While his cock bobbed and twitched right in front of her face. She appeared to be looking straight at it. Her mouth opened, she moaned a loud deep sexual moan, she was going to take his cock into her mouth. What was the other cock doing?

That was answered as I saw the man behind her very slowly moving his body away from hers. Was he removing his cock from her? Was he already inside her and was now just about to start the fucking? Or was he simply dragging his cock head across her lips?

He kept moving back until his cock sprung free and bounced upwards slapping his small belly. Taking one of his hands he put it around his cock, he aimed it down and moved his hips forward. It looked like he was aiming it at her pussy, holding it in place ready to put it in her. Yup he pushed forward, his cock vanished, she moaned, his hand moved back to her hip and the gap closed entirely. Oh my god that was it, wasn't it? Is his cock inside my wife right now?

The only movement was my wife's hands on the other guy's balls. The man inside her, just held himself still, Emily's bent over ass pushed tightly against his thighs. How they weren't both moving was a mystery, and it did make me wonder if he wasn't inside her. Surely no one could just slide straight in like that and then hold still for this long.

A few moments later he removed his hands from her hips and we watched his hips, almost in slow motion slide back. My wife moaned an involuntary moan as he either withdrew his cock from her or at the very least slid it across her pussy lips. It again ended up slapping up against his belly. It looks slick, was that the water or my wife's sex juices?

I expected him to slide forward again but he shook his head and took a step back. He was done. Really ... my god, was he a monk? How the hell did he have this level of control? Stepping completely back into his flow of water he quickly rinsed off and walked towards the exit, his cock bobbing and swaying within time with his steps.

My wife had been in a trance though the end of that and she now switched out of it and continued to clean the balls in her hands. Whilst still bent over she was almost trying to avoid the massive cock waiting to be sucked right in front of her. Just as I was thinking that surely his balls must have been clean by now, Emily bent back up realising him. He smiled and indicated with a nod that she could continue with the rest of his body.

Tilting her head at him, I guessed she gave him a cute smile. I couldn't see at their angle to me but from the smirk on his head I think I guessed right. She then squeezed some more soap onto her hand from the dispenser and started to lather him up. He stood there passively letting her feel up his body. He was easily a good foot taller than my wife and her boobs were level with his cock, a fact that was clear to all of us as they constantly connected with each other. Both parties must have noticed but remained professional throughout.

It was ridiculous, all such a crazy tease. I felt like I needed to shout out 'just fuck her already', but didn't.

He then held his arms out at his side, which she took as permission to wash him closer. However as she started on his arms he surprised us both by wrapping his arms around my wife, bringing their bodies together. This meant that not only was he now feeling my wifes amazing body against his and feeling her breasts squashed against him, she was feeling his hard cock against her.

They maintained the washing ruse moving their arms around each other's backs. While clearly enjoying their slippery wet bodies, sliding against each other. His hard and muscly, my wife's soft and motherly. They looked like animals, initiating foreplay before they mated. I half expected them to start kissing.

This time it was my wife that pushed back the man first. She moved back into her own shower that was empty. She was panting, I could see her chest rising and falling. This must have been hard for her. She looked up across the room, taking in all the remaining men and their cocks. Noticing all their eyes locked onto her taking in her naked body. Then she looked back at the man she was just washing and focused on his cock. It looked slicker at the top than just water would make it. She just stared at it.

I expected him to take a step forward but instead the man behind her stepped up to her. Like the previous man before him he pushed up tight against her body and reached between her arms and body. No checking or pretence this time. He just reached for her boobs and started to massage them under the stream of water. My wife gasped loudly whilst still looking at the cock of the other man.

This new guy was a bit of a talker "God honey these are some of the biggest tits, holy shit." he was right and I weirdly felt proud of her. "Look at you staring at Bill's monster cock. I bet a woman like you would love to feel that inside her.". I felt the sting of 'a woman like you', what was he implying? But he was right. What decent woman would be naked in a shower of men like this allowing herself to be manipulated and prepared for sex like this?

Someone off to my left chastised him "Gwyn, no need to be like that.".

But he carried on whilst enjoying my wife's boobs "I bet a slut like you would fit it all in easily. Eh?".

She didn't answer him, he did start to move his body up and down behind her, clearly wanking his cock with her back and ass. "You want to lie down on the floor right now?".

She moaned, clearly acknowledging this man's suggestion. Her eyes not leaving Bill's big cock in front of her.

He was enjoying the effect he was having on her. I think we all were "You'd love to lay down there, on the floor right now. Open your legs and let us watch Bill and you having sex right now." he grunted a little before "You going to do it for us?".

My wife was still fixated on the huge cock. All of us holding our breath. Was this really going to happen? Surely not. She didn't answer. He then took her hand that was passively hanging at her side and pulled it behind her and placed it on his cock. She didn't break her locked eyes on the cock infront her and her hand did wrap around the cock behind her. He let go of her hand and moved it back to her boob.

I realised there and then that this was probably the first cock other than mine that she had ever touched with her hand. She was awkwardly moving her hand around it, up and down feeling it all. "Ummm there's a good girl. Do you like my cock in your hand?".

"Yes" we all heard my wife breathe it.

He continued "Ummm a girl like you must love the feel of a cock in your hand." There it was again 'a girl like you', he was implying she was some kind of slut. I loved it completely, this was beyond any dream or fantasy I could ever have. "Nearly as much as one in her CUNT." and he really spat the word cunt out.

I heard at least one of the men near me groan at that and I expected he was now cumming. I didn't turn to look. I couldn't tear my eyes away from my wife.

The man being wanked and enjoying her boobs carried on "I bet your cunt is wet and ready. Is it ready for a cock?".

She simply nodded and her eyes then moved up to the face of Bill up from his cock.

"Do you want his cock inside you now?"

"Yes" it was loud and clear.

Gwyn then let go of my wife's body, releasing her boobs at the same time her hand fell from his cock. She actually moved forward and to the side at the same time out of the shower's spray. It was as if she was in a trance, I could already picture her laying on the floor with her legs spread wide and this Bill's cock sliding deep into her. My wife cheating on me for the first time right now in minutes.

However it wasn't to be. Before she had a chance someone reminded us "Guys, this has been great but I don't think so." At that Bill appeared to nod his head, his cock bobbing with him. My wife sort of stumbled, looking lost in lust. I nearly stepped forward to help her but she stepped back herself, back under the water, closing her eyes. We heard her take a deep breath, centering herself.

The spell was broken.

At that stage a lot of the men left the shower room. Leaving just 4 men and my wife left. I was horny as hell and wanted to get back home as soon as possible to either eat out her no doubt dripping pussy or to ram something up her pussy. I turned off my shower and decided I was going to get some of the spa's towels to offer her. Grabbing my shorts from the peg I turned to look at my amazing wife before I quickly vanished on a mission to get towels for her. I knew where the pile was.

It must have taken me and my bobbing hard cock about 2 minutes to return to the shower but she was gone. I looked around confused.

One of the dudes still under the water saw me and worked it out. "She followed you out and grabbed towels from there." and he nodded to a cupboard right next to the showers that I now knew contained towels.

And that was it. She was gone. Somewhere. I didn't ask if she was on her own or if someone went with her. I nodded at him and turned to get myself dressed.

As I dressed I just played through the crazy time that we had just been through. Determined to burn every second of it into my head. Trying to make mental pictures to store forever. But I kept seeing her right now in a cupboard somewhere fucking that Bill's massive cock.

God, Michelle was right, that was a treat.

Tattoo

"What is it?" my wife asked Michelle cautiously as we walked down the street. We'd met up after the showers in the cafe. Emily was a little jittery when I eventually tracked them both down. Actually she was a mess, too much over powered horniness and no orgasmic release. Michelle suggested some air and we ended up walking a little down the road to what appeared to be another destination that she had planned.

"Oh, nothing, just a piercing shop, thought you might wanna get something to celebrate.".

Emily smiled wickedly, this idea keeping her current horny state alive. Groaning a little "Oohhhh ummmm, I don't think so." looking down at her body.

Michelle smiled, "We'll see."

Within a few minutes we were in a darkly lit tattoo parlour. I was quiet, pondering what was next, still reeling from the crazy shower just moments ago. Looking around the room, it was exactly what I expected from a tattoo parlour. The walls covered in pictures of their work, designs, some simple, some almost full body shots. All very classily done. The room smelled clean, but I wonder if I was picking up on an aroused woman smell from my wife when near her.

A big man appeared from the back and made his way to Michelle and Emily. "Good morning ladies." and he grinned at them, before really taking his time to soak up Emily in her dress.

"Darren?" Michelle asked him.

"Arrr Michelle I guess, and that would make this Emily.'' Now he really focused his attention on Emily. "I was wondering if you'd eventually come in at all. Please..." he turned around and stepped towards a large double curtain. He then pulled it open wide and clipped it back one side at a time. You could now see into a large, very well lit room with a huge reclined chair and a load of tools on a workbench. All very smart, neat and tidy. I did think it slightly odd the way he clipped both curtains wide open.

My wife let us all know "We're only here to look around." even as she continued to move into what was clearly the action area.

Turning to me Michelle smiled and pushed Emily towards the chair following her to the other room. I stayed in the entrance / display area as I could see everything that was about to happen plain as day. I then realised why the curtains were open as they were and wondered if it was something Michelle had set up. That made me twitch.

I watched an unspoken exchange between Michelle and my wife, one of slight excitement and trepidation before she climbed onto the chair and laid back. Darren sat in the seat next to her and Michelle stood at her other side.

"So Emily, what can I do for you?" he asked her.

Immediately Emily looked towards Michelle then across to the other room at me. However Michelle answered "I think I have some ideas for her".

Darren raised his hand to stop Michelle, "Emily this is important. Do I have your attention, look at me and listen."

Emily looked back to him, propped herself up on her elbows and mumbled "Yes".

He continued "If we're talking about a tattoo, these aren't temporary ones. They're on you for life, a new part of your body. You can't change your mind halfway through or undo them tomorrow. I take pride in my work and will make sure whatever you" he emphasised the word you "choose will be done with class and style." He paused for effect. The room was eerily quiet.

He pointed to a corner of the ceiling "I record audio and video of everything we do in here. Entirely for my protection. The only time anyone other than me will see any of that is should a lawyer or the police turn up making trouble. Now repeat back to me what I've just said, I need to make sure you understand." Although he was serious, he delivered it with warmth, showing that he cared.

Emily looked at Michelle, visibly shivered, then back to Darren, smiled delivering "I'm here for a permanent tattoo or two, it's not coming off and there's no moaning. You're a professional who has my consent recorded to cover your ass." Everyone laughed at Emily's take on the matter.

I relaxed knowing that she wasn't in over her head or about to be forced into something different. I was surprised that she was ready for this. I wasn't sure I was, it was rather exciting.

"So what'll it be?" Darren asked Emily. However she looked at Michelle and they locked eyes. "That man out there is Chris, my husband and this is Michelle, my best friend. She knows what's best for me, she will tell what to do." And with that Emily back laid down, resting her head and she closed her eyes. Drawing her arms to her sides on the chair's arm rests, basically offering her body as an open canvas.



"Really?" Darren looked out at me and chuckled. He then looked back at Michelle, the game was on. I was now beyond excited and concerned. Was this when Michelle had her 'revenge'?

Michelle turned to me and smiled, "Let's get her lovely tits out so that we can have a look at what we're working with." My wife gasped hearing that but didn't move to stop it. Michelle turned to Emily and swiftly unbuttoned the dress to each side of her boobs, separated it and then fished each boob out of her bra. I watched on and moved to the side to get a better view. Turning to look around the small shop that I was in, I was acutely aware that anyone coming in here was now going to an eye full.

"Darren, what do you think about these nipples then?" Michelle asked him.

Darren took the bait "Well Michelle, they're pretty big, but they look lonely and bare." This instantly alerted Emily as her eyes shot open and she leaned up a bit looking at Michelle.

"What?" Michelle asked her.

"Errr well.. I errr" Emily clearly had something on her mind but didn't know how to get it out. She looked from Michelle over to me, I just smiled back at her.

"Yes we're talking about getting them pierced Emily, what?" asked Michelle clearly a little irritated. Darren was also lost. Emily took a deep breath and looked down her body. "What if I want to breastfeed one day?" I nearly came in my pants at that.

Now everyone understood and Darren took control with a raised eyebrow he reassured her "Pierced nipples don't affect nursing at all love. You'll need to remove the piercing when the baby is latched on but they'll still work as expected. Sometimes they cause you to leak a little more than usual when the boob is full. But other than that nothing to worry about." Emily breathed a sigh of relief. Looked at Michelle, delivered a "Sorry" and laid back down and closed her eyes.

"So we'll definitely be getting them sorted today then." Michelle replied to Darren "What options would you suggest?"

Darren turned around, put some gloves on, reached into a draw and presented a tray to Michelle and only Michelle. I couldn't quite see but I think it was an array of bars and hoops in different sizes and shapes. "The bars are best for beginners and the most subtle under clothing. The rings need a different hole and often are more noticeable due to their sizes." Emily gasped hearing this and opened her eyes but didn't raise her head so she couldn't see what was happening or what any of it looked like.

"Ummm" Michelle mumbled as she started to look through them, thinking. I nearly jumped out of my skin as the door behind me opened from the street and a smartly suited couple entered. They appeared to quickly notice the topless woman. Emily either didn't pick up on them coming in or didn't care that there was now another set of eyes watching her show. It was exciting to think of them watching the process and getting to see my wife's boobs on full display. Twice within a few hours as well.

Michelle also didn't acknowledge that anyone else was present and continued, "I think these rings would look nice." and she pointed. "What's the most expensive version of those you have?"

Darren chuckled and looked over at me delivering a 'sorry mate' sort of look. But I was too excited to offer anything back. "These are 2.5 mm gauge, hinged, 20 mm rings. They're not really for beginners."

"Will they fit ok?" Michelle asked him, clearly ignoring this warning.

Darren looked back at Emily's big boobs, raising from his chair slightly to get a better look. "She has pretty big nipples, very big actually. I'm guessing she breastfed at some point for a long time? They will fit no problem, and although the rings are relatively big they'll be in proportion with her overall breast size." and he smiled up at Michelle.

"Hear that love, your big fat tits need big rings on them." and she chuckled, clearly happy with herself. "I don't want her to be able to take them off." Michelle added loudly. This made Emily audibly pant and wiggle her hips but didn't say anything about that not happening. My cock pulsed and the 2 strangers near him were now definitely eagerly watching Michelle and Darren talking.

"Ummm I can sort that." Darren then shuffled his chair to the side. "In my safe I have a solid gold set of rings this size." He fiddled under a desk, just slightly out of sight and bought out a small box. Opening the box he showed Michelle and she smiled, perfect.

She very quickly moved on "On her left ankle on the outside I want her to have a black spade from a playing card. It needs to be just the outline in black. Let's have it quite large, about 2 inches." her instructions clear, followed with "On her right wrist, on the inside a small red rose with a stem, like that one" and she pointed to a picture on the wall. "Again small just 2 inches or so please and then exactly the same here" she sunk a finger directly into Emily's right boob. Above the nipple and near the rib cage. Right where cleavage will be with most bras.

"You know that's not how the spade is supposed to be?" challenged Darren.

"It's correct. Thank you" Michelle smiled at him a knowing smile.

He shrugged, "This will take a little while."

"She'll be an angel for you." as Michelle leaded forward and kissed Emily deep on the lips. Emily twitched at that. Michelle and Darren then got up and walked back into the main room towards me. He quickly checked his other two customers were ok and then bought a card machine and quickly took £950 from me.

"We'll be back in an hour Emily, be good." Michelle called to her as she took my arm and dragged me from the shop heading to a nearby tea house while the professional worked his magic.

...

Once Michelle and Chris had gone, Darren decided he needed to check in with Emily. "You heard all that? Really ok with it?"

Emily opened her eyes and propped herself up on her elbows with her boobs still out, looking at him. "Yes, I think." she paused "Why"

"So the rose tattoos, simple elegant, a nice touch. They'll be public but they don't say anything in particular, I guess. However the spade symbol." Darren tapped her ankle. "Do you understand that?"

Emily raised her eyebrows at him "No".

"Well, black spade tattoo often has a Q symbol in it that means the wearer is telling everyone she" again he paused, picking his words "prefers black men."

"Oh, but that's not what I'm getting." answered a slightly confused Emily.

"Do you want it to have a Q in it?"

"Do I prefer black men? What over white men? But I'm married to a white man Chris?" she wasn't being dense, maybe the lack of sleep, she really wasn't putting it all together.

Darren huffed "If I tattoo a black spade with a Q in it on you and a black man sees it he's going to expect to be fucking you very quickly. Now do you get it?"

"Oohh, errr" she started to think about what Chris really wanted. "Well it's not." exasperated she laid back down quickly, her tits ripping. "Oh I don't know."

"Look, maybe I'm making more out of it than it is. As you said there's no Q involved and it's not being filled in, so I'll carry on?"

Emily knew full well where this was going, what the plan was, that it would be filled in shortly if those other two had their way. That excited her. Would she really allow that to happen, would it really be that clear of a symbol to everyone that knew? She shivered and nodded "Uh Uh"

"Ok then, let's talk about these rings." and he held them up.

She sat back up again to have a look, held up on her elbows behind her. Her tits again on display, hanging on her chest. Looking over the rings her friend had chosen. "Oooh they are nice, they do look a little big." she questioned him.

"Well they are fairly big, the gage, thickness of the ring, wouldn't fit someone with small breasts and nipples but they'll be fine on you." and he grinned looking at her huge boobs.

"Oh I mean the size of them."

"Yup I am usually putting smaller rings in place. These will be very prominent on you." he paused wondering if she was going to argue. It was a strange position to be in, someone else deciding for you what was going to be done to your body. He decided to push the point "Everyone you see is going to spot them, they're really going to stand out. You're not going to be able to hide them very easily at all.".

He watched the woman shiver and smirk. He'd obviously come across people like this before. He got it, shrugging his shoulders "Let's put your boobs back in the bra and sit-up so that we can work out the correct placement for the rose."

It's done

When we re-entered the tattoo parlour Emily was sat up, fully dressed and chatting with Darren. Apparently, it was all done. I guessed that she had plasters or something covering everything but boy you could see the nipple rings. Without even thinking I just blurted out "Holy shit and they're glued in place?". Emily scrunched her face up, looking concerned.

Michelle quickly added "Ohhh yes they look fantastic." Emily looked slightly relieved hearing but that looked back towards me.

"They're .... " I had to tread carefully here. They were fecking obvious, and I mean seriously obvious. Her dress wasn't flimsy material and she had a bra on but boy you could see them. I didn't like that it was so obvious, but it was way too late now. And feck my cock throbbed seeing them like that. "Damn honey they look hot." and a convincing smile.

Even if her boobs didn't get your attention the obvious rings now would. They looked like small donuts low down on her boobs.

"Thank you Darren, she knows how to look after it all?" Michelle checked with him.

"Yup" Emily answered for him and raised a small packet in her hand to show them. She stood up and stepped towards me. "It's exciting isn't it" and she leaned in to give me a kiss. I kissed her back, wow this really was moving forward.

In a matter of hours we'd be home and Claire would no doubt ask about the nipple rings within seconds of spotting them. Fuck me what a day and fuck me all these changes were really starting to kick in.

Here we go.


A Wife's Decent Ch. 05

WARNING

This story is part 5 of a series where a husband and wife work to expand their sexual enjoyment. Loving Wives, I believe this fits nicely into this category correctly: Married extra-marital fun: swinging, sharing & more.

I would suggest that you'll enjoy it more if you have read the preceding chapters.

Please use your intelligence and comprehension to only read on if you think you'll enjoy it. I'd hate for you to waste your limited time on something that you don't like.

WARNING Complete

Before she goes

Friday work time is done. Emily has just gotten home and is upstairs getting ready for her weekend away. Terry is picking her up in an hour. I wanted to pack a few things for her but apparently Terry was very clear that she needed to bring nothing with her. Evidently, they have that sorted, though I'm not exactly sure what that means. Maybe she'll be naked all weekend serving them all. I can't quite picture it and am a little concerned, I mean what about clean undies, sleepwear, clothes for tomorrow, toothbrush etc?

I waited for her in the bedroom after hearing her finish in the shower. She opened the door stepping in, wrapped in a large towel. "I still can't believe I'm doing this."

I smirked at her and teased with a "Doing what babes, having a shower?"

She pouted, "Going away for a weekend with someone from work." She unwrapped herself from the towel and I took her amazing body in. Her body with these new tattoos did make her look different. Just in general a little bit more, I guess trashier. Though they were nicely done and not too obtrusive, they simply made the aura around her different.

However it was her nipple rings that really had my attention, again. They just scream slut out loud to everyone that saw them. They were big and obvious and could not be hidden. Claire was gob smacked at them and they had both spoken about them at length. Emily had even gotten them out to show her which was sexy as fuck in my book. Apparently, everyone in work had clearly spotted them and a few even asked about them. Emily was completely happy with them and at ease explaining them to anyone that asked. I think her default was 'Yup, I like them, don't you?'. That didn't give anyone anywhere to go really, it was genius and shut conversations down quickly.

She saw me staring, as I have done every minute of every day for the last week. "They're the same Chris."

"Yer and they're ace." I couldn't help myself, breaking from the hypnotising vision before me. "It's exciting isn't it you going away with Terry for this." I couldn't bring myself to say it.

She dropped the towel completely and put her hands on her hips, spreading her legs. A powerful stance "You really about to share this?".

I nodded "Yup".

"That really, really what you want?" god she looked amazing. "Tell me again." I took a deep breath and lowered my eyes, but she wasn't having that this time "No, look at me Chris. Look at your wife as you tell her your perverted ideas.".

I looked up at her, our eyes met. A few seconds passed, my cock grew harder before I delivered "I want you to cuckold me.". There it was, I'd said it and really meant it.

"God darn Chris, this is crazy." She stood there for a moment. We both heard a car pull up, I guessed it was him, he was very early. "He can wait a second." She'd had the same thought as me. "I may not be able to help myself, I may actually have sex with him." Again another pause, I just continued to look at her. "I'll have someone else's penis inside my body", and she tapped her pussy to make the point.

"I want that."

"God this is crazy", and she shook her head. "I'm also supposed to go out to his car in a minute with just this dress and shoes on. Nothing else at all." She'd picked up the dress from next to me on the bed and swung it around a bit. "Then trust that he'll provide a bra, knickers, and everything else when he wants. What about condoms?" She didn't sound that happy at all. This was starting to unravel.

I realised that in the cold light of day, when she wasn't horny, and she began to think. That this actually was a crazy idea. I needed to warm her up a bit. So many different ways to do so. But I knew what worked. Standing up in front of her without saying anything I quickly picked up a condom from my bedside cabinet. She looks at me confused as I strip down to nothing. Quickly putting the condom on, I was pretty smooth at doing that at this stage.

We were now both naked in our bedroom. A perfectly normal thing for a husband and wife to do. Even the husband with a condom on his hard cock was normal. I stepped up to her and our bodies touched. Her nipple rings cold against my chest and my cock pulsing against her stomach. Just like in the shower room the other day, she had a naked man and his cock pressed up against her body.

What I did next wasn't what you'd call normal. "Remember when you were like this in the shower with all those men?" She was about to reply when my lips touched hers and we kissed. One of my arms wrapped around her lower back and the other took a handful of boob. I broke the kiss. "Remember how you felt with all those men looking at your body." I quickly started the kiss again. This time playing with her nipple ring.

I felt her melt in my arms in seconds. I moved away from her mouth and bent, enough to take her free nipple ring into my mouth. "Remember how amazingly sexy you are and how I want you to fuck more men." Yup I heard her moan at me.

"Ohh good Chris, this isn't fair", and she panted.

"I want you to go with him and fuck him." I moaned back between mouthfuls of nipple and the metal ring. I then knelt before her, level with her neatly trimmed pussy. I slowly leaned forward and kissed it. "I want your pussy to enjoy other cocks." I couldn't help myself. I needed to drum the message home so I continued, "I want you to have sex with him. I want you to make love with him. I wanted you fucking other men. I want you to cuckold me. I want it to happen right now."

She quivered at all that. "Ohh shit" was all she could say. She took a step back from me, looking deep into my eyes, she shook her head and pulled her dress on. It was a dark blue, sheath-like thing. She had to wiggle her hips back and forth to get it down. I moved back so that I was now sitting on the end of our bed, still naked with my cock standing to attention in the condom. Pulling it down her body it came to mid thigh. It was rather short for her, it looked really good. She looked really hot.

She looked down at herself and grabbed her boobs, hoisting them up and then letting them drop. "Fuck look at them. I can't go out without a bra." She was right, they are big breasts, natural big big breasts, they hung heavy and low. Her nipples very obvious with the rings in them.

"I think you look fucking amazing. Terry will think so too, I'm sure."

She just looked at me "Ohhh gooodddd. I love you so much Chris, this is crazy. I can't promise anything but I'm so horny now." She reached under her dress and ran her fingers through her pussy. Stepping up to me with a slick finger she rubbed them around my condom covered cock. That made me moan to her as she told me "I think you've broken me", and she turned and walked out the bedroom.

I heard her bare feet on the stairs. Then her shoes in the hallway as I guessed she was putting her heels on. "God I'm so horny. I have my mobile." She called up the stairs as the door opened and then slammed behind her.

I quickly jumped up, and standing to the side of the window so that no one would see my naked body I watched my wife walk towards Terrys merc. She had a swing in her step, god she looked good. She simply got in the car and it almost instantly pulled away.

There went my wife, with a stranger for a weekend, to likely have sex with him.

A tense afternoon and evening, saw me receiving few texts from her as they travelled together on the motorway and a final one when they arrived there at 10 pm. She didn't let on that anything interesting happened and didn't really say much to me. I guess it would have been rude as she was with him in the car. She did however confirm that apparently there were going to be 6 other men there with her and Terry. That was a group of 8 with her being the only woman. My only instruction was that she was going to Facetime call me at 10am tomorrow morning.

The Weekend Away

As planned, Saturday morning, a few minutes after 10am I answered the Facetime call and was greeted by a smiling Emily. It looks like she's laying, on her back on a bed. I'm guessing she's laying widthways as the top of her head is pretty much at the edge of the bed. It's an upper torso shot, showing her head, arms and t-shirt to just below her boobs. I can see her nipple rings through the top, it instantly reminds me of the sexual nature of her being there. I don't recognise the t-shirt and can't make out what's written on it due to the angle. Emily has a pair of small loopy gold earrings with a matching necklace, both of which I'd never seen before. She looks bright and happy. I then quickly realise that there's someone else in the room as I can see both her hands and the camera is moving a little. I wonder who it could be.

"Good morning Chris, missing me?" she asks with a radiant smile hiding an obviously nervous demeanour.

"Of course honey. You ok?" I ask her, clearly with a lot of meaning in it.

She picks up on that straight away. "Yup I'm great, I think. I genuinely had a great sleep last night, all very PG13 as I said in my texts. I'm ready for today", and she looked down her body, it was her turn to hint at something.

"Ohh what do you have planned then?" I'm wondering as one of her messages last night said that this call may last a while, to get comfy and have a fully charged battery.

"To tell the truth I'm not actually sure", she replies and her eyes look around the room a bit, the camera stays fixed on her. I wonder if she's making eye contact with the camera man and maybe one or two other people. Is everyone still sleeping, or is the room full, how many of them are in the house, how many in the room?

I then wonder "Are you, errr fully dressed?" and I gulp a little.

"Yup, sort of, thank you." and she looks back at the camera, clearly not a real answer to my question.

"What does that mean?"

"Oh you want to know exactly what I have on? Ok a new pair of heels. They're very high, I can only just walk in them. A new white stocking and suspender set and a matching bra and thong." As if you prove it a little she pulls the neck of her t-shirt a little to show the shoulder strap of her bra. "This new t-shirt and a new mini-skirt." she blushes a little. So I guess the mini-skirt is a proper mini-skirt and not something she would usually wear.

"Ummm sounds lovely, I'd love to see it." I clearly ask the camera man.

She looks back down her body as if to ask someone's permission no words are said. She then looks back at the phone "I love you Chris" and the bed appears to move a little and it creaks. Well actually it's more that Emily moves a little, though I can't really tell. Then I notice something I hadn't seen near her side. I wonder if the shuffling had bought it into view. It was a foil packed of a sealed condom, actually there were possibly a few, sort of near her hip. I guess she may have felt them also as she scoops them up, and deposits them off camera. The camera moves to show them being added to a huge condom pile at the top of the bed a little away from her, where the pillows would usually be. Oh that's a lot of condoms, it has to be a pile of 40 or more. That really gets my attention.

I stutter to her "I.. I love you too", and intently watch the screen as something is flung towards her boobs and lands on her neck. She quickly scoops it up and looks down her body, I guess at someone. Both of her hands and arms are visible, with the object in her hand.

"What was that, babes?" I ask her but she doesn't look at me. There's then a little more movement off camera. She's still looking down her body when her eyes open wide and she turns to the camera, she looks scared. I ask her again now she's look at me. "What's in your hand babes?"

"It's errr it's my err." her eyes dart back down her body then back to the camera, then down her body again. I just about hear a man say something but I can't made it out. A few seconds later she nods at the voice, looks back at me, takes a deep breath before delivering "It's my knickers Chris." She looks shocked as she says it. She breathes a little deeper.

"Show me" as my cock starts to throb in its condom.

She looks back down her body. Then a second later back towards me and using both hands un-wraps her knickers to show me. Wow, white, lacy, thong, tiny.

"Did you just take them off?" as I don't see how she did as her hands haven't moved out of sight.

"No, god, no Chris, oh god no, Jerry did." Oooh so that means there's at least 3 people in the room. Emily, Jerry, and the camera person. And it potentially meant that someone was right now looking at her pussy.

"Ohh", is all I can manage.

There's silence and she closes her eyes and she takes a deep breath. I think someone whispered something to her, and she nods, opening her eyes and looking at the camera again, straight at me "Jerry is touching my thighs, he can see my pussy Chris.".

I gulp "How can he see you love?" I ask as I throb.

Still looking at me and smiling "Oh god Chris, this is soo wrong. Oh god. He's put my heals on the bed and has spread them."

"Ummm" as I picture it "Good". I can't believe I just said good to her about this. I can't help myself, "So you have your legs spread for them right now?"

She sort of nods and I notice some subtle body movement and she gasps quietly, her eyes open. "He's ... he's licking me."

"What's he licking love?" I can't believe this is really happening. And that I can't see it. She may be making it all up.

"He'ss ummmm he's kissing my pussy", and she looks down her body. "Oh god this is soo wrong. Oh god."

I feel my heart racing. "Really, is this for real?" Her hands travel down her body and very quickly the camera angle goes messy off to the left past her head. Just as quickly it's back and I catch a window and I think the camera man's arm pulling her arms back up the bed to her head. She rests her arms in an L shape by her head. I guess there's a rule that she's not to interfere. If only the camera had gone the other way.

She looks above the camera at the camera man and then back at me. "Ummm yes babes." I then hear a man whisper "Tell him", she looks above the camera again. "Yes, Chris, Jerry is eating my, my pussy." She closes her eyes. She's ashamed and embarrassed. I see a hand tap her on the shoulder. Her eyes open back up and she looks above the camera. That lasts a few seconds, I guess something has been mouthed to her. She nods and looks back at the camera before a deep breath and she simply launches at me "Uuuuummmm your naughty wife has a strangers tongue in her pussy", and she smirks.

"Who is in the room with you? Who is watching this?" I pant at her.

Keeping her eyes locked onto me "Ohhh ummmm" and she wiggles her body a little. "Just Jerry and Clive", and she pants again.

"Everyone else still sleeping?" I joke.

"Ughhhhhh" she moans loudly.

"Not for long." I retort to her and she smiles at me.

"Thank you for thisss Chris" and she closes her eyes. And moans again starting to pant more. "I can't believe I'm doooing."

"I wish I could see more." I almost plead.

"Uggghhhhh aaaa" she moans loudly again, starting to not care and clearly enjoying it. I then hear some movement to the left of the screen. She continues panting and opens her eyes looking down her body again. Her arms still above her head where someone put them just now. Her eyes scan the room a little. If I could guess I think someone, possibly 2 others have entered. She blushes and looks left and right a little then back down her body. "Ohhhhhh ummm, soo good", and her breathing is certainly increasing in speed. Her chest rising and falling. My beautiful wife is rapidly reaching an orgasm and I think the new audience is helping that.

There's more movement off camera and she catches someone's eye. Looking to her right away from me at the condom pile, she picks one up and passes it across her body off screen. "Ummmggg" she moans again. "Ohhhh gggooddd".

"What's happening Emily?"

"Jerry isss gggg ummmmmm ooing oooohhh theeerrrrrr toooo" pant pant pant "make me cummmmmmm" and her torso locks up lifting her head from the bed as she shakes in a powerful orgasm. Her arms pull up to her chest, eyes closed tightly "Arrrggggghhhh cummmmmm. Pahhhhhh phhhhh" as she jiggles and shakes with it. I hear some chuckles off camera.

Her head rests back on the bed and she pants getting her breath back. "Ohhh god this is soo embarrassing", she mumbles through closed eyes. Hands and arms back beside her head.

There's movement off screen again and her body moves a little, causing her boobs to jiggle. She opens her eyes, looks down her body then back to the condom pile and passes another condom off screen. So that's two given out, oooh my.

Still catching her breath back, she looks again at me through the phone screen. "I love you Chris, soo much. I can't believe this is what you really want." There's more movement on the bed. She looks down her body at whatever is happening. I hear someone say something quietly to her, she nods. Then still not looking at me, rather down her body she asks me "Chris this is it, are you sure?".

"This is what, love?" I instantly answer her though I'm pretty sure I know what 'this' is.

"I'm about to be unfaithful, to break our marriage vows." She closes her eyes but nothing appears to happen.

"Yes Emily my love." taking a guess at what she's faced with right now "I want that man to put his cock into your married pussy." I was breathing hard and fast, my heart pounding in my chest.

A small movement of her body and her eyes open a little and she moans a very slow "Ummmgggggggg" easily lasting 10 seconds. Is that it, is a cock going into her right now? Has she done it? What does it look like, how long is it, how curved is it, how thick is it, who is it attached to? Is someone else cock really going inside my wife? Her mouth opens wide and she breathes out.

"What's happening Emily?" I ask her, my voice clearly waving. She doesn't answer instead moans again this time a little quicker "Uggghhhhhh" and at the end of the moan her body moves towards the end of the bed a little bit. Then again after a short break "uggggghhh" followed by her body movement.

"Emily are you having sex?" she puts her hands over her face as if to hide and the moaning and movement start to increase along with a bed squeak.

"Uggghhh" creak

"Ugggghhh" creak

"uggghhhh " creak

"Uggghh" creak get faster with each passing thrust. There's no doubt that she is having sex. This is the first time she's had sex with anyone other than me. This is the first time I've seen her having sex.

Even though I can't actually see it. The movements of her body and the sounds of her enjoyment fill me with excitement. Knowing that there's a stranger's cock deep inside my wifes pussy right now. Pulsing and twitching, making her excited, making her pussy fill with lubrication and excitement. It's almost cute that she's hiding her face from me and the camera.

The movements are very fast now, "uggghh" creak, "uuggh" creak and her body is really moving with the rhythm. A hand appears and grabs one of her wrists and pulls it away from her face. She moves her other hand with it and looks down her body. She makes eye contact with whoever is fucking her.

Then all of a sudden, on a hard push it all stops and there's male grunting "Uggggggg" and she smiles at him, she's a little short of breath. She then turns to the screen and looks at me. Our eye contact says yes, she acknowledges that yes she's just had sex, been fucked.



There's movement in the room and on the bed. She continues to lay there looking at me. Move movement on the bed and her eyes pop out of her head, her mouth opens and her head spins to look down her body. "Arrggggggg" she moans. Her hands instinctively shoot down her body, I guess to protect herself.

Worried I quickly ask "Ok Emily?" she breathes out, still looking down her body, "Arrrrggggg" and her body moves back and down on the bed.

"Emily?" clearly more worry in my voice. Another two loud moans and gasps and she looks over at me.

"Ummm yesss argh" and her eyes roll a little and her mouth falls open. "Ugggggg" her sound changes back to the other moaning of before. The rhythm starts again with the squeaking of the bed.

"Biggggerrrr" she moans and almost tries to smile.

"Who is it?" I ask her, my cock really throbbing. I can't believe that she already has another cock inside her. A different one, what a slut.

She moans a deep, guttural "Ohhh god, soo fulll." Looking back down her body as a male hand appears on one of her boobs "Clive" she replies through the thrusts. The hand on her boob really squeezes her hard. Fingers disappearing into the vast flesh on the t-shirt. "Uugggghhh, ugggh uggghhhh" her body really moving with the thrusting. Every now and then her eyes squeeze a little as if it's a bit too much. A microsecond of pain, but her hands are back at her head and she's breathing so heavily, clearly enjoying it.

"Is it good, are you enjoying this?" I ask her.

Everything stops, there's no grunting, the boob hand vanishes. I can only hear her panting. She's looking down into the room, then looks back at the camera. "Yes, his cock is bigger than I'm used to." She looks back at me.

"Bigger than the big Michelle dildo?" She opens her eyes wide at me as if to say, don't tell them that.

Then looks back into the room with a little smirk "No" that immediately is followed by a "arrggggg goodddd" as her body is slammed back and down into the bed. Then again hard and fast "uuuggggh, ughhhh, ugghhhhh". The fucking continues and she's loosing her breath again. As she continues to get fucked hard, really hard. There's again some off camera movement. Followed by a strange hand getting two condoms from the pile that doesn't appear to have gone down much. Near her hip nearest to the camera something appears. It's a tied condom with cum in it.

That's now 4 condoms given out. "Uggghhh ugghhh ugghhhhhhggg" she moans loudly.

Then as before she is slammed into the bed, everything stops and you can hear a man roaring as I guess he fills his condom. Or has he gone raw into her? I know she said that wouldn't happen, but well, I did wonder.

She looks back at the screen, catching her breath again. She wipes some hair from her face that had travelled during the hard fucking. Movement again, she looks down her body, smiles and looks back at me through the screens "Oh God, Chris, two and" she looks back into the room "Oh God, I don't think", a scared look on her face and the screen goes blank.

They've hung up.

Oh god was she ok? Should I call her back? I try but they don't answer. I take a breath, what else can I do?

10.28am, so she'd been fucked twice and has been eaten out and cum once so far. There are what 7 cocks there. What an amazing 30 minutes that was. It's clear that she's enjoying it, a lot, isn't she? God I'm throbbing. That's it, it's happened, I've been cuckolded, I'm now a cuckold.

I receive a text from her phone, 'I'm fine, next call will be in around an hour.'. Though that's from her phone I don't think that's her sending that. I wonder what they'll be doing for the next hour. Will they take a break? Will they continue? Will they go out? Is she really ok? I receive a picture, it's of the corner of the bed where the condom was, there are now two. Top of the picture is Emily's face, her eyes are white as they're rolled back in her head, her mouth is open. I wonder if they've caught her orgasm, her o face? It certainly looks like it.

I sit and stare at the picture for a few minutes. Before long I decided to get up and stretch my legs and try to get the blood flowing from everywhere apart from my penis. I wander around the house trying to get stuck into something. Constantly looking at the clock. Claire interacts a little and asks if I've heard from mum, my reply of "Yup she's having a great time, really enjoying herself" made me tingle. If only she knew. 'Yup Claire, your mother is servicing some men right now. Some old enough to be her father.' Imagine her reaction. She'd probably laugh with a 'Good for mum', knowing her. Constantly watching the clock found me back in my office with a closed door at 11.15am. A lot earlier than needed, but I can't do anything else. I need to be ready. I put some cuckold porn on my screen with no sound and half watch it.

11.30 comes and goes as does 11.32. I forward the picture of Emily and the condoms to Michelle as I can't just sit here watching porn. 11.33. What are they doing, have they gone out and forgotten me? Is Emily ok?

'Oh Chris, I'm so happy for you. It looks like she's clearly enjoying herself. Look at her face.' a reply from Michelle.

'It's amazing isn't it. Thank you' I want to bow to her powers. I receive a new text with a pic in from Emily but don't get a chance to check it because, ring ring and I answer it. The screen wakes up, and I'm greeted with a similar scene to before but with a lot of subtle differences. There are more filled condoms, less new condoms, a black bra and my wife's body moving in time with what I can only guess is thrusting.

I can clearly hear the couple having sex. Him grunting as his cock slides inside her body and she moans at the feeling of being filled. Her eyes are closed and upon close inspection her hands are tied above her head dangling over the edge of the bed. With something going down from them to the floor or the edge of the bed. So not only are they tied together, but they're tied in position. I very quickly deduce that the bra near the condoms must have been the one she had on earlier. She has the same t-shirt on now but clearly her boobs are free under it. They're splayed out and alive, rippling with every move, like giant water filled balloons. Non-stop. Her mouth is open and her hair is everywhere. It's as if she's having a constant orgasm.

I then took notice of the tied used condoms. 1, 2, 3,4 ... 11. There are 11 used condoms there. Sitting back in my chair, shocked. So in the last 90 minutes 11 men have ejaculated and it's been captured in those condoms. Likely 11 cocks have been inside Emily in the last 90 minutes and there's another inside her right now. There's only 7 men there and they're all in their 50-60s, my god. Mind blown.

"Emily, are you ok?" I speak to the screen.

"Ummmmmm Chrrrissss" she moans whilst still moving in a rhythm. Her eyes still closed, she doesn't turn to me or anything. My eyes are drawn to the constant movement of her boobs. It's a fantastic dance. When a big boobed woman goes braless in a tight top there's an amazing amount of movement, but this is on an entirely different scale.

Then my dreams became true as at last the camera slowly panned down her body. Her t-shirt stopped exposing her amazing little stomach with a white garter belt. The two straps leading off it were loose as then a white stocking covered knee and leg came into view. Then a man's hand on her ankle, clearly holding her legs up and spread. Finally yup there was a man's body thrusting his cock into my wife.

I about had a heart attack.

I couldn't see much of his body but it was 100% clear right now that she was having sex. There was nothing left to the imagination now. I could clearly see a condom covered cock sliding in and out of my wife's pussy. I never thought I'd ever see anything like that. I moaned loudly "My god" and then remembered to breathe.

There was plenty of long cock coming out and then thrusting hard and deep into my wife. Each thrust echoed with their joint moaning and the movement of my wife's body into the bed. He wasn't gently making love to her, he was really fucking her and my god did she look like she was loving it.

That went on for a few minutes, their simply rutting as humans have done forever, minus the condom. It looked like it was going to have no end, I was sweating for them. I would have said that his staying power was amazing but I half expected he'd already filled a condom earlier and a blue pill was helping him out. It was amazingly hard and certainly bigger than I am.

He started to slow down, I thought to take a breather but he had something in mind. "Open your eyes Emily and look at the phone."

"Umm" and she did. I could see into her soul, she was delirious with pleasure.

"Are you enjoying my cock love?" as he continued to slowly slide it in and out of her.

Dreamly she replied "Umm yes, god yes."

"But earlier you said it was too big for you?" So this was Clive? He took it all the way out of her and laid it on her lower belly, his balls dangling over her clit. My god it was a big cock. It was very long and really thick. He was clearly doing this for me, showing me how deep it was going.

"Umm no, it's amazing." We heard my wife moaning to him as she wriggled from his teasing.

He chuckled and pulled it back before lining it up against her pussy hole again. He didn't push it in, just holding it there, teasing her more. At this point he also started to lean a little forward over her, I was wondering why, when I watched her knees bend and he placed them with her stockinged feet near her ass. Putting his hands now on her knees making sure that she was spread wide before he leaned forward and grabbed a boob in each hand through her t-shirt.

She murmured something and wriggled her hips more. I looked like she was trying to get him to put his cock back in her but as her hands were tied to the bed that was tricky. She mumbled again "Uhhhrrrrrrr" it was a moan of frustration for sure.

He chuckled as at the same time she moved her feet to the back of his ass again trying to help impale his cock inside her. He continued the tease "You want my cock back in you, love?"

"Ummmm" and more wiggling of her hips.

"Look at the phone and tell me what you want."

Her eyes locked onto the screen and the man holding the phone moved closer to frame her face. She moaned to me "Oh god Chris sorry. I want his cock." quickly looking down her body at him again "Please put it in me."

The camera panned out to show both their bodies again. This time he had hold of his cock in one hand and was circling it around her clit. She was moaning as he did so, clearly enjoying the feel. However still battling to get it inside her from the looks of her movements. His shiny condom covered cock looked fat, dangerously thick, I couldn't believe it had been inside her.

I'd still not seen his face as so didn't know what this mystery man looked like so it was amazing when I heard my wife beg him "Ohhh god please fuck me".

He chuckled, "Didn't take you long, did it. Looks like you have a right dirty old slag on your hands now Chris."

"Ugghhhh" was all she could moan in response. This statement really hit home. So many bits of it were nasty, uncalled-for but, correct and that turned me on. My wife wasn't a 20 year old spring chicken any more but calling her old, grrrr. However a dirty slag. Wow I never thought I'd hear someone call her that. But he was right. The condoms proved it, as did hear moaning for this strange man to put his cock back inside her. Wow, as Michelle had said the other week 'We need to get a cock inside your wife as soon as possible.' Well she'd certainly done it. Well and truly broken that barrier.

He continued to rub his cock around her pussy when he announced "I wanna fuck you raw like the slag you are.".

I was surprised to hear her moan back a "Uhhhh yesssss" almost instantly.

"Good bitch" and I watched him pull the condom off and throw it onto her stomach near her garter belt. "I knew you'd come round." and I watched his hands move to her hips.

I couldn't help myself. This wasn't quite what we'd agreed and I called out "Emily no".

"Ohhh god, ooh god", was her response as I watched his bare cock slide into her pussy. As far as I was aware the second bare cock to enter my wife ever. "Ohhh Ohhh arrrgggg" and she started to twitch and jerk. She was clearly cumming as he slid his cock into her.

"Ummm you like that do you?" and he slid back out again before pushing back in a little faster and harder this time.

"Ohhh yrrrghhh gggrrrrgg" as my wife continued to cum around this strange new cock.

"Ummm you are one fine woman", he let us know as he started to smoothly slide in and out of her. She was starting to come down a little from her orgasm. "Yes, lovely to work over a slag like you."

She just about managed "I'm not a sllaggggg, ugghhhh."

He laughed "Slut then?" and rammed into her hard.

"Noooo gggdddddd."

"Just a married woman that's been fucked by 7 horny old men over the last two hours and is now letting one of them bareback her." He chuckled at his point, "Yer you're not a slut at all."

"Ohhh gooddd yesss" she moaned loudly, this time more accepting.

"I'm gonna put my old man's cream deep inside you baby. You want that?"

"Noooo"

"You want me to stop fucking you then?"

"Noooo ugghggg"

"You on the pill love?" as he really started to work his fucking harder.

"Ugghh noooo, argghhhh" her eyes wide open looking between him and the phone streaming this all to me.

"Ohhh excellent, my god what a treat. And you're still ripe, let's give those ovaries a bath that they deserve."And he simply leaned forward with one hand and grabbed a boob at the same time he pushed hard and deep into her and just held himself there. Was he cumming inside her? Just like that.

Emily felt it and told us "Ohhh gooddd, oh gaawwdddd, I can feel it. Oh goddd ohhh."

It was the most dignified ejaculation I'd ever seen. Not that I'd seen many really, but my god. He was still and silent, I could just make out a pulsing of his hip. Yup he was unloading deep inside my wife. Just like that the morning of firsts was completed with my wife receiving a strangers cum, deep inside her womb.

The call drops.

That call felt like 20 seconds but it was nearly 15 minutes. It must have all run in slow motion. I sit there and slowly take it in. My god what an amazing morning. I can't believe what I've just seen and heard. She hasn't just had sex with someone else, she had a fecking gangbang!

I close my eyes to have a moment to take this all in. To try to come to terms with it all and the fact that she let one of them cum inside her without a condom on. This was all amazing and complete bonkers at the same time. I can hardly believe it.

After a few moments, into my solace my phone vibrates in my hand. Looking at it, I notice the picture I received just before that last call started. It's a picture of the 11 used condoms and Emily's face looking at them smiling with a dreamy look. It's as if she's telling the viewer 'Yup that's all because of me.' Amazing. And it's only lunch time on Saturday, there's still all afternoon, tonight, tomorrow morning and tomorrow afternoon before she gets delivered back here on Sunday evening.

I then jump quickly to the new message. This one appears to be written by Emily 'Hi honey, OMG what a morning. 100% fine, better than fine. I just wasn't expecting this in a million years. I'll call you shortly, an hour or so maybe. x x'

I quickly reply 'Thanks for letting me know babes, glad you're ok. You looked knackered. Love you.'

I didn't get a reply. The porn on my screen was still running so I stopped it and got up to try something more normal, more real.

Real life and our daughter occupies me for over an hour and I didn't realise that I'd left my phone in my office. When I eventually get back to it I see a missed Facetime call from Emily a good 20 minutes ago. It's now 1.30pm, I try calling her back, no answer but a text flys in, I guess not her 'She'll call you back later.' Oh ok then. I make some lunch and keep my phone with me this time.

Around 2.40pm it's Emily Facetimeing me again, I quickly answer it. It's Emily's face, she's outside somewhere I can see the blue sky behind her.

"I don't have long right now, why didn't you answer earlier?" Clearly she's a little pissed off.

"Errr I was helping Claire." I don't need to say anything else. I can see her defences drop instantly and she smiles. I quickly check if she's ok "Are you ok love?"

"Yes, yes and yes" a huge smile from her. Ok that's good news. However she's clearly distracted, looking around herself all the time. Moving sideways a lot. Something to her left gets her attention and she appears to smile towards it. "There's something weird here that they want me to do."

Uuuooh I don't like the sound of that. "Yes?"

"One of the men here, Steve, wants me to take his grandson's virginity", she blurts out but a bit quieter as if she didn't want to be overheard. "He wants a mature sexy woman to let him get it out of his system in one night."

"Errr I'm not sure about that", trying to make sure no images pop into my head. "How old is this boy?"

"18"

I laugh "Ohhh, sorry love but what's the problem?"

She is visibly shocked, almost whispering "You want me to let a 18 year old boy fuck me? Really?" I see her face screw up but there's a tiny hint of a smile there.

I laugh "Most boys' first time is a right mess-up with an equally inexperienced young lady. They get there in the end but it takes time. Imagine the leg up you'll be giving him. And it's well above legal age etc."

She looks over her shoulder, clearly in a hurry. "Ummm really... ok, second question they want me to have him bareback. I've said no way." She raises her eyebrow at me.

We both think a second, she replies first "I don't think I should break our rule this weekend".

"Again" I quickly correct her.

She screws her face up "I know, sorry."

I smile, "I understand, enjoy taking his virginity and condom up."

"God I feel soo dirty this weekend", and she visibly shivers.

"Ummm I know ... did you really get fucked 11 times this morning?"

She looks around her "Yes, but not so loud you." I forgot she was outside.

"What are you wearing now, where are you, what are you doing, what's planned next?"

"Nope, sorry, love you Chris. Thanks for this." She blows me two kisses and hangs up.

Oh, thanks. Geezz what does 'nope' mean? Was she told not to share any info like that or was it just that her time was up? I was left staring at the screen.

And a strange number sent through a picture. I loaded it up and took a moment to work out what I was looking at. It was a typical town or city somewhere in the UK, outdoors, a wide open space, plenty of people wandering around, a few shops and cafes in the background. And in the middle was a woman, with her back to us, she had her phone held out in front of her on what I guess is a Facetime call. It was Emily.

She was dressed like you would imagine a high class hooker would dress. I didn't recognise any of the clothes, it was her hair and silhouette that gave it away to me. My god she looked like a goddess. Very high black shiny heels, black tights or stockings with a perfectly straight seam up the back, a tight right red skirt that was probably mid thigh and really showed off her lovely big ass and wide hips. Her top was a sliver sleeveless blousy t-shirt thing with a collar. It was tight enough that I could see the perfect shape of the side of one of her boobs.

Like I said, classy but sexy as hell. Wow she was always conscious of what people thought of her and how she was dressed. Always wearing loose, baggy clothes, stuff that brought no attention to her. But here she was clearly in public dressed to draw that very attention. Looking at the picture in more detail off to the left of her were a bunch of teenagers with their cameras out facing her, I predict, taking pictures of the sexy lady. There were plenty of heads turned her way as people were walking past, both male and female. She was being displayed. No wonder she was fidgety during the call. It made so much more sense.



A few minutes later another picture from the same number came in. This time it was of a group of people sitting outside having coffee around two small round tables. This picture was likely just taken a few seconds ago. A text came with it that read 'Are you sure you're ok with this?' and I could see why.

There were probably about 20 people in the shot. Lots of strangers just doing their own thing, not paying attention to the two tables that had 6 people sitting at them. 4 of the men had their backs to the camera, there was an empty seat, then Emily, then another man facing the camera. However I can't see his face either as Emily and he are what appears to be a deep passionate embrace. She is twisted sideways and the back of her head is covering his head, I can only assume they're kissing. One of his hands is around her shoulders and the other is on her thigh. The twist has caused her skirt to ride up and I can see the lace of stocking tops.

This picture itself belongs in a French art gallery. I could picture it in black and white but with her skirt the only colour, the bright red. God it was artful and she looked sexy. It was almost not my wife, but some alternative universe. Of everything she's done so far, this right here is the biggest stretch. Even being naked in the shower pails to this.

Her being ogled at and an object for people to admire, a public spectacle. I loved it. I hope she was ok doing it. She certainly seemed happy, what was it 'yes, yes, yes' to my question earlier. Imagine how many hard cocks she's created just being out like that, how many people got excited and turned on seeing her. My wife, my amazing sexy wife. I needed to tell her.

To Emily I quickly texted 'God you are amazing, thank you for doing all this for us. I love you dearly. I so hope you're enjoying all these new experiences, I know I am. Thank you'

And to the picture sender 'Yes, I'm ecstatic at what she is doing. As long as she's happy and enjoying herself, then continue to push as you see fit. Thank you!'

I sit back and take a deep breath, switching between the two pictures.

The picture sender replies 'What are your limits?' Oh god. Now that's a question but with an easy answer. 'Emily knows my limits and hers. Please accept hers.' They reply very quickly with a smiley face and a new picture.

It's pretty much from the same scene as before, people sitting at the cafe. The strangers around them have changed and the men appear to have moved a little. This time though Emily's chair is empty as she is sitting on someone's lap, a different man. Again her head is covering his and it appears that she is locked in a kiss with him. He has one hand over a boob and the other on her ass. Nothing that they could get arrested over but it would certainly draw more attention. There's no stocking top viewable this time as she is sitting sideways on his lap and has I guess made sure she's slightly respectable. Again another picture oozing sensuality.

...

I next heard from one of them at around 7pm, it was a text from Emily 'You there Chris? Ok for a Facetime call?' I replied instantly by starting the call. She answered instantly. She's sitting in a small room in I guess the cottage. I can see her beautiful smiling face. "I don't have long but thought I'd say Hi, you must have a million questions?"

"Yup" but I give her space.

"Go on then quickly. And she looks up over the phone" she looks concerned.

"You're ok, there's nothing wrong going on?" I straight away ask.

She grins "They want to go out shortly, but I have a 'job' to do first."

Not understanding "Job?"

"Shean" she raises her eyebrow. "Apparently it's now time. He's downstairs."

"Ohh, ummm wow."

"Ok that answers a question" a grin from her "did you still think this was a good idea, I guess yes."

"Yup, enjoy."

"Quick, you have about 1 minute left, anything you want to know."

Ok quick fire round.

Me "Are you ok?"

Emily "Yes"

Me "Are you enjoying yourself?"

Emily "God yes." Huge smile.

Me "Have you had sex since this morning?"

Emily "No"

Me "The bareback thing?"

Emily "Ohh god yes", and she blushed "Sorry."

Me "The cafe today and your outfit. Wow!" It wasn't a question.

"I know" she looked down away from the screen.

"Did you enjoy being out like that? People seeing you?"

She looks up at the screen again, "I.." but the door to the side of her opens and two people walk in. She hangs up.

All this in just one day, and there's still tonight and most of tomorrow left. However now she's about to make a boy a man.

...

The evening plays on and I hear nothing. My mind wanders and I keep looking back at the pictures, wondering what's happening, what they're doing, what she's allowing to be done, what will she say no to? I don't like not hearing from them or her for such a long time. The not knowing also excites me.

At around 10pm I receive a text from her. 'All good here honey. Will call tomorrow at 10am. Night x x'.

I reply with a simple 'Night love, hope you're ok and still enjoying yourself? Chat tomorrow.'

What an astonishing Saturday it's been.

Early Morning

I'm woken by my mobile ringing. It's flipping 7.40am, crazy time for a Sunday morning. However on picking up my phone I see two missed calls from my wife's mobile. Quickly calling her back, not expecting a problem just hoping to say hi and hear about everything. She answered after just one ring.

"OMG you lazy bugger", she laughed at me.

"Hah, thanks for the wake up", sitting up in bed and rubbing my eyes. I've been awake for about 15 seconds at this point.

"Nice ear." She started talking excitedly as I realised this wasn't a call but a Facetime call, moving my phone to see her and keep up. "So I did it, last night I took Gareth's virginity. He wasn't all sweet like I thought he would be. He was quite a cocky little shit." But she was smiling.

I thought it was Sean not Gareth but didn't bother to interrupt her. "He lasted about 20 seconds the first time. It was funny. But the second time he was a little better, but still a cocky sod." I was about to ask a question but she carried on "Then 5 of them had me before we all went to bed. I ended up sleeping in with Barry for the night and he's had me again already this morning. It's all soo crazy." Again I hoped I'd have a chance to say something but I guess not. "Apparently we're going to play golf at 8.30am, which is why we're up early. They said that I can have 10 mins to call you now, so Hi." It was like she was on speed or something. All jabbering and out of breath.

Smiling I'd hold the questions I really had "Thanks love, how are you this morning?" and before she could get started again "Take a moment to breathe babes, it looks like you're outside, enjoying the morning sun."

I watched her catch herself and take that well needed deep breath. She paused and closed her eyes. God she looked beautiful, the early yellow sun really lighting her natural face. While her eyes were closed the phone dipped a bit and I caught a bare shoulder. That had me wondering what she had on.

I gave her some time to continue to enjoy the moment before I asked her "What are you wearing right now love?".

She slowly opened her eyes, clearly the mini meditation helped. "Barry has a bit of a thing for what he calls 'peek-a-boo.' We'll be leaving for the golf course soon so I'm dressed and ready to go in a gift that Barry gave me this morning!"

Emily pulls the phone away from her face to take in a broader angle of her body and slowly pans down to show broad expanses of bare flesh on her shoulder and upper chest. She holds the image showing just the tip of a white hem on apparently the upper edge of a strapless top of some sort. My eyes are focused on the top part of her cleavage being pushed tightly together by the top. There's a gap in the middle of the top that seems to promise exposing more cleavage but Emily tortures me by holding the camera still. With a teasing giggle, she asks coyly "are you sure you really want to see what I'm wearing?"

My excitement gets the better of me and I answer too eagerly, "Yes, Please!!!"

My breathing gets more laboured as the camera's view moves down agonisingly slowly. The top hem seems to turn down in the middle of the front of the dress where the two sides of the dress are held together by a vertical zipper with a tab on the top. As I see the material below the top hem, I have to blink my eyes to confirm my initial impression that it is a thin, even somewhat see-through, material. The middle of the dress, where most of Emily's cleavage would be exposed, is covered by the vertical zipper and a thicker material that joins the zipper to the hem. The material seems to hold Emily's large breasts somewhat together but it is clear that this dress is intended for a woman with much smaller boobs than Emily. As the camera lowers further, it's clear from the view of the top of Emily's breasts that they are hanging freely and seem to be almost obscenely displayed through the thin material.

The view stops just short of her nipples and she quickly raises the camera back to her face. Emily smiles at me and taunts "That's enough of a preview for now!".

I plead with her to show me more but she continues to smile and play coy, telling me that maybe she'll be able to show me more later. I'm sure my face looks heartbroken, but if Emily noticed she isn't letting on.

Emily quickly changes the subject, "I guess I should get ready to get going, I admit I'm still a bit tired from my busy evening...."

"You know it's happened don't you?" I couldn't help it. I needed to talk to her.

She didn't play coy. "I know, you're now a cuckold."

I let that sink in as my cock throbbed in my PJs. "Thank you"

She smirked, "The pleasure was all mine."

I closed my eyes and let all the recent changes "The work wanking, the new clothes, the spa shower. Now this, it's actually happened." Opening my eyes I smiled back. "Wow".

"You missed something out." She raised an eyebrow.

I did it deliberately to see if she'd pick up on it, "Nate".

"Yup"

"Yup you had a very good time with him didn't you?" She simply nodded at my question. "Are you ready to take his cock now?"

Her face showed worry "I'm not sure he'd want me."

I scoffed "Yer yer, he can't wait. Trust me."

She smirked "God imagine it."

"I can and you know what comes then don't you?"

"Chris, I'm not having a black baby. That's completely nuts. Cut it out." But she wasn't cross.

"I hear you, but just a few days ago you'd only had sex with me and now..." I left that hanging.

"God I'm a slut", she moaned to me. That really made my cock throb. I loved hearing her say that and she read my face "You like that don't you?"

"Yes, sorry I can't help it." We both grinned at each other.

She quickly added with a frown "You made me into a slut". I simply nodded and she continued "I'd swear I was still leaking him this morning" and she screwed her face up a bit.

I knew what she was saying but I wanted to tease her "Him leaking? What do you mean?".

She then whispered a bit more "You know his cum".

God that was magic hearing her say that. I needed to know more. I couldn't help it, but with a huge grin on my face "I don't understand, that was yesterday morning? How'd?".

She smirked back, knowing that she had me "This morning when I woke up I could smell semen and my panties were soaked.".

I instantly asked her "So you've let others hav.."

She cut me off, shaking her head "No, only him."

We both paused a second before I sighed "Wow".

She smirked again, "I know".

"You dirty slag." And I giggled like a kid, she joined me before I quickly asked her "I still can't believe you have those nipple rings in".

I then watched her tilt the camera down to show me the nipple area of her dress. I gasp at the sight of how thin and practically transparent the material of that dress became when stretched out by her big boobs. There's no hiding the rings, the gold was almost a grey under the dress, these large circles there drawing your attention. There was no doubt that many people would class her going out in public like that as indecent. She could get arrested, that made my cock throb, what was wrong with me.

I was about to warn her when she returned the camera to her face with a broad smile. "I actually think that, that day was the day that everything changed." She was talking about the spa shower day that finished with those rings.

I nodded "Yup I agree." She was right, that was a watershed moment for her. I was about to ask her a question when she surprised me.

Holding a hand out from her boob a little bit "Imagine it." Then the same hand rubbed her lower stomach. "They're already enormous."

"What is?" I was game for a tease.

"My tits. God if I get pregnant, what'll happen to'm?"

"I expect they'll get a bit bigger." Good and yes.

"I hope not too much bigger." I just smirked, watching her face. She was thinking about something.

I took a punt "It would add to the photos next weekend, wouldn't it?".

"Mooooo" and she giggled. I was right she was thinking about that. Then a straighter face "Nope, no baby for me".

I smiled back at her "Just you wait.'' She looked at me quizzically. I took a punt "What do they say about black cocks? Once you go black you won't go back?"

Pushing her nose up to the air in a joke snobbery move "Then I just won't try black", and she laughed loudly. I joined her. It was crazy that we were easily joking about all this. Utterly crazy.

That laugh must have woken whatever his name is, as I heard a male voice call her. She looked over towards the sound then back to me. "Your slutty wife is being called. Love you." She blew me a kiss and hung up.

A Quiet Sunday

It was a super strange Sunday. Here I was sitting at our dining table on my own at 2pm, eating a nice dinner that I'd prepared. I'd made a right mess of things as I usually cook for 2 or 3 of us. So my plate was overflowing and I wasn't actually hungry. Too much going through my head.

She hadn't answered my last few texts so I had no ideas what she was doing right now. Her Find a Friend tracking was off so I didn't even know where she was. I mean how long does Golf take? I had no idea, I guess they could be like me eating dinner? Or she could be bent over a car in a car park getting fucked over and over again.

I gave up with dinner and cleaned up. Another few texts were ignored so I decided to go for a walk. With my phone of course. The not knowing was killing me but in a good way. It was the ultimate tease. I mean that outfit she had on, she couldn't go out like that could she? Her clothes yesterday, though sexy, were stylish and beautiful but the ones she had on earlier were scandalous.

Throughout my walk I kept looking at my phone and naturally I kept sliding back to the pictures from yesterday. That proof of my wife's infidelity was mind blowing. Even though I had it I couldn't quite believe that it was true. We'd known each other for over 20 years and I had a fixed way of seeing her. This wasn't part of it. Of course I'd wanted it to be like this but had well and truly given up on it. I'd decided that she wasn't going to become a hotwife and I wasn't going to be cuckolded. It was amazing that this had happened. I had so much to thank Michelle for.

Michelle, why hadn't she been in touch, why had I forgotten to update her? I was so wrapped up in my own head I'd completely forgotten about her. I quickly threw a text to her 'Hey Michelle, have you heard from Emily or Terry?'.

I watched the reply dots appear straight away. She was replying already. Then the dots vanished but with no reply. Then they were back again then vanished. Was she teasing me or did she not know what to reply?

After a few moments of nothing on my phone I called her. She dumped the call. She really was playing a game, or maybe she was just busy.

Frustrated, I texted Emily again, not expecting a reply. However this time I did get a reply. 'Good afternoon love, everything is amazing. Starting the trip back, see you soon. x x'.

Excellent, a reply, she was well and on her way back. A picture appeared of her face smiling down at the phone. It did look like she was in the car, from the stuff around her head. It was a very close cropped selfie giving nothing away. Just my beautiful wife, smiling back at me. I relaxed and swiftly replied "Hey babes, thanks for replying. I've missed you, looking forward to seeing you again shortly. Anything to report?".

I was hopeful for a reply but not really expecting one. Before I had a chance to wait or send a chaser my phone rang.

It was Michelle "God you're needy today Chris" and she laughed.

"Yer well it's ok now as I've heard from her."

"So you don't need to talk to me then?" and she hung up. Shocked.

I then laughed out loud as she called straight back and was laughing back at me when I answered. "Yer yer Michelle, very funny."

"So you've heard from the dirty stop out then?"

"Yer, they're on their way back."

"She ok?"

"Yup I think so."

"You know she's going to wobble?"

Not sure what she really meant but I went with a cocky "Yer".

"Oh you do, do you? So what's your plan?"

I had this "To remind her that this is good and that she's amazing."

She huffed "Yer that'll do a bit but you need to do more."

"Yer?"

"She needs to know that you love her. Don't push how wonderful the change is or you're saying that there was something wrong before." Shit good point, though surely she wouldn't pick up that? I wouldn't have. She continued "You want to re-enforce this new thing with sex Chris". I heard someone in the background, where was she? And talking openly like that.

"Eh?" I had no problem with having sex with my wife but I didn't quite get it. "Just have sex when she comes in? And where are you?"

"I'm out to dinner with Nate." She let that sink in a second, which it didn't. What? What's that Emily friend? Confused but she continued completely ignoring the Nate bit "Well I'm not 100% sure. Depends on what's going on in her head and what she says. But you might need to 'make love to her'." She sniggered at that, she was taking the piss, "Or maybe you'll need to simply fuck her with that big dildo I gave you. Some sort of re-enforcement should be done though."

"Ummm k got it." Nate was listening to this conversation?

"How'd you feel cuckold?"

That word, cuckold, made me forget Nate and my mind jumped back to my wife "I don't really believe it. It doesn't feel true or real."

"Well it certainly looked real from those pictures. I'll ask Terry for more.".

So she did have Terry's number "Ummm god. I still can't really believe it."

She chuckled, "I guess you've still not actually 'seen' anything with your own eyes" before she added a "Yet". "Can you imagine that, hearing your wife moaning and cumming on a big cock that's ramming into her once exclusive, tight little pussy right in front of you?" I moaned at that "Hearing her moan as a stranger's cock slides into her, filling her up."

"God darn it Michelle."

"You hard now Chris?"

"Fuck yes."

"Do you have a condom on?"

"No, I'm out walking."

"Ohh so precious. You should find somewhere to wank off. Let your cum dribble down a wall." And she laughed. "Don't get caught but I want to see a picture of your cum dribbling down a plant or a wall. All the while you know your wife is off getting her pussy stretched out." She laughed again. "You going to do that for me?"

Without thinking with my real brain I quickly told her I would. I heard some talking around her before she floored me "Nate says get her warmed up for him and that he has a big black cock for her." She chuckled and simply hung up.

I'd stopped walking mid-stride, my cock throbbing. My mind back on Nate and how Emily was around him when they were last together. Now that the barrier was broken she was going to fuck him wasn't she. My god it was all really happening. I needed to cum and headed on to complete my mission.



It wasn't a tricky thing to do. There weren't many people about and there was a woodland on my route. I felt so perverted, wanking off in the woods. Some dirty old man. I came, strong and quick, the vision in my mind of my wife out somewhere being ogled by all. Her new slutty nature taking hold. Her teasing people, letting strangers feel her up, groping her huge tits. I came what was a lot for me but it didn't look like much on the tree. I had to take a good few pics to be able to really see it. Michelle was pleased and told me that my wife would enjoy knowing I'd just done that.

I hadn't thought of that. It worried me a little, as those guys had access to her phone. What if one of them saw it, if she sent it to her? Bah too late now. With aching balls I walked back home, wondering what excitement was incoming.

She's back

"My god Chris, it was wild!" She grabbed me as she entered the house, walking straight up to me. She pulled me up and hugging me gave me a big kiss. I'd not even heard the car pull up so her just appearing like this caught me off guard.

I returned her kiss, and looked back at what she was wearing, an outfit that I could see was in line with that Barry's taste for a "peek-a-boo" theme. The first thing that struck me was how little her outfit covered. The Emily I know would never have been so exposed in even our Kitchen with no one at home, let alone apparently having worn this outside. She notices I'm checking out her outfit and starts to strike a few coquettish poses to let me take it all in.

Her top is sort of a skeleton of a halter top with two fairly large silky white triangles that fall very loosely over her breasts and stops just above the level of her belly button. These triangles are basically held into place by thin gold chains. One chain goes around the back of her neck and is attached to the top of each triangle, between Emily's breasts, a chain that seems about 3-4 inches connects the "insides" of the triangle and exposes a large expanse of skin between her breasts as well as a good portion of the inner curve of each breast. Another chain hangs a bit loosely around her back, connecting the outsides of each triangle and holds the top in place. The loose fit and the fact that Emily is clearly without a bra allows a lot of "shifting" of her breasts giving lots of "peeks" as she moves. There's obviously a lot of free moment under there.

Her "skirt" is not scandalously short and falls to around mid thigh but it is made up of red stretchy material that is solid in the front and back but are only connected with what look like thin strings that run across the sides of Emily's hips to connect the front and back. From the angle I can see, it looks like about half of each side of Emily's ass is visible through these strings! This is completed with red fishnet stockings and very high heeled red shoes with an ankle strap holding them in place.

"Terry sold me Chris, he treated me like a hooker." I would have been furious but she certainly didn't look cross. She was almost panting. I had to play this calm and understand what had happened. She also had a slight sheen on her, like she'd just been exercising.

"What, that sounds terrible, are you ok?" delivered dripping with sarcasm and a smile. She actually looked like a hooker right then.

She swats my arm "I knew you wouldn't care. Anyway, let me tell you about it in a second", and she flutters around the kitchen. I'm not sure what she's trying to find or what's going on in her mind, it's like she is on speed or something.

"Emily love, take a seat." I point to a bar stool in our kitchen. "Would you like a cuppa, take a mo."

She spins round to face me, looking confused "Yes ok.".

In micro seconds she's sitting where I'd suggested and has her eyes closed. She's clearly trying to breathe slowly to calm herself down. I start to make her a cup of tea, whilst watching her breathing come under control as she slows down.

Tea made, I quietly put it down infront of her and wait. It takes about 2 more minutes and she opens her eyes, blinks a few times and looks at me with a beautiful smile. It's hard to picture what I know she's been doing for the last few days. There in front of me is my wife of over 15 years, the same amazing woman that I love but she's different. Very different now.

In the last 24 hours she's had other cocks inside her for the first time. She was now simply a slut. She was different.

Picking up the cuppa she takes a drink, putting the cup down, sighs "Ok Chris, how do you want me to explain all this?"

I was ready for this, I don't want her faffing about. I wanted it clear and honest, so I told her so "I pushed for this love, so don't hold back. I want to hear everything. I want to know how you feel. I need to hear it all. You can't shock or worry me."

She didn't say anything, instead just looking at me pondering. Taking another sip from her tea allows me to remind her "Remember all the naughty stories I've written?" She nods and I carry on "Well, I have a pretty dirty mind. So let loose please."

Something seems to click with her on hearing that. "Christ, Chris what have you done to me?" I move round the kitchen and sit next to her waiting for her to continue, I simply raise an eyebrow as a question. "I'm sitting here in these clothes." She looks down her body. "I can feel Terry's cum soaking my knickers. I've been treated like a sex object for the last few days. Even sold to a stranger to help Terry out." She paused a second.

I was locked onto the thought of the cum leaking from her pussy right now. Oh my god!

"This feels so wrong." Oh crap, however Michelle predicted this.

"Love, you look and are amazing", putting my hand on her bare knee. I felt a strange connection when we touched. I could only describe it as she was different, our connection was different. I felt it, physically dirty, she was somehow soiled now. The thought of someone else's semen inside her right now. Sitting in her womb, inside her pussy, running out of her, filling her knickers as she sat there in front of me.

I somehow felt even more drawn to her, I leaned forward and kissed her. However she moved back "Chris no", and she bowed her head. Oh she was confused, it was clear to see. Only a few moments ago she was so bubbly and busy. But now, she looked like she could cry.

I needed to move carefully and be strong here for her. "Emily, love, look at me." It took her a few seconds but she looked up. "There's nothing wrong, it's fantastic, it's amazing. I love you so much", and I gave her my best smile.

"But Chris, how could you?" She shrugged her shoulders at me. "Just look at me."

I couldn't help myself "Love you look fantastic, I love your.."

She cut me off "I look like a hooker Chris. This isn't right."

"Says who?"

"Just look at me Chris." And using her hands indicates her body and what she's wearing. Don't worry I was looking, she looked hot, seriously hot and sexy as hell. Before I had a chance to answer she grabbed both of her boobs "I mean" and then she moved to each nipple. Was she trying to tease me? "I have nipple rings for god sake." She pulled and moved them around. "Huge nipple rings that I can't even take off. It's ridiculous."

I repeat my question "But who says this isn't right?" trying not to look too lecherous from her boob and nipple play. As my god it was sexy.

She just sat there still looking at me and stopped trying to play with her body. It didn't look like she was trying to work out the answer to my question. There wasn't a good answer, as it was no one's business what she looked like, and she knew it. She had another mouthful of tea. Once she put the cup down I took hold of both of her hands and pulled her forward a little.

She leaned forward, her breasts swinging in the top pushing the chains around, stretching the fabric. Her kinky nipple rings winking at me. Looking deep into my eyes with a very sexy voice she asked me "So you like this new me then?"

"Yes" I almost screamed.

She jumped back at my loud affirmation, it caught her by surprise. She smiled but then instantly looked like she was in discomfort. I frowned, confused "What is it love?"

"Nothing" and she closed her eyes and squirmed a little in the chair. "I need to go shower."

I had an inclin and nearly exploded again "No love it's ok, tell me."

Opening her eyes, "Oh god" and she looked mortified. "Terry had sex with me just now, around the corner, in his car." Wow that was amazing, the dirty bugger sending her home to me having just fucked her. Good on him. "I can feel him", and she looked down at the floor.

"Teehee" was all I could manage.

"No Chris, I mean I just" she then rose her eyes "FELT him."

"Eh?" playing dumb.

"You know inside me."

Mmmmm god darn, go on say it Emily, go on. "What down there?" I nodded at her hips. She nodded back. I had to help her "You mean like an after feeling?"

She shook her head "No, I mean I just FELT him leave me."

Oohhh wow, she was nearly there, my god this was soo kinky. So sexy, so amazing. I looked at her with my best puzzled face. "You mean he..".

She tutted, clearly having had enough of this game. However she walked right into my trap and with a huff "Yes Chris, he ejaculated inside me".

I would have laughed at her use of the word ejaculated if I wasn't so turned on. "My god Emily that is so fucking sexy.". She looked at me confused, I pushed it further "I love hearing that so much." Risk time. "It's soo slutty."

She buried her head in her hands "Chris it isn't, it's wrong. It's dirty, I need to go clean."

"No you don't babes." Taking her hands in mine away from her face I managed to make her look at me. I had visions of my porn videos that Michelle had made me watch. I'd seen women's pussies with cream pies coming out of them. I wanted to see my own one. I wanted to see one for real. "I want to see it."

"What?" she looked shocked.

"Yes, I want to see you down there."

She shook her head "You don't.".

She was sitting on a bar stool opposite me. I let go of her hands and put my hands on her knees, one on each. The feel of her red stockings was smooth and sexy as hell. She knew what I was trying to do. "No Chris, you shouldn't. I can't." I smiled at her and started to push her legs apart. She didn't put up much of a fight and they started to open, slowly.

I thought it was time to reinforce this moment. "Spread your legs for me honey. I want to see your used cunt." It was a gamble. She tutted and I think I saw a blush. "Do it for me, I want to see what you bought home for me."

She closed her eyes, "Oh god Chris, this is so embarrassing." but her legs started to part on their own. They quickly started to pull on her skirt, it rising up, sliding up the stockings. Her lacy stocking tops appeared, one of the legs hit the side of the kitchen but the other one kept slowly moving outwards. She kept her eyes closed.

I whispered to her "You're my hotwife now and you're about to show me what you bought home for me." I slid my stool back and in the space it made I knelt down in front of her. My face now level but a fair bit away from her crotch. I whispered again and looked up at her "Look at me Emily."

Her eyes opened, she was shocked to see where I was "Oh Chris no", and she tried to close her legs but I still had my hands on her knees. I slid them a little onto her thighs and very deliberately looked down at her crotch.

It was amazing. She had a pair of right red knickers on. They matched her stockings. They weren't a tiny thong but some sort of small pair of bikini style knickers. It was amazing as the wet part of her crotch over her pussy was so clearly soaking. In fact it was so wet I think I could almost see semen leaking through. It was shiny rather than just dark wetness.

I whispered to her again, "What am I looking at Emily?"

"Oh God Chris, don't make me do this please."

I simply repeated "What am I looking at?" She shivered but didn't answer me. I slid my hands forward on her thighs slightly but didn't move my body forward. "Do you know what this is called?" I waited but didn't expect an answer. I applied a little more pressure on the leg not against the cupboard, it moved, spreading her legs more.

"Please Chris, we need to stop."

"Why?" I pushed her leg more.

"Cause oh god." I watched her shiver a bit again. "Oh god, no, oh god."

And I saw it, I watched the wetness, the shiny wetness spread a little more. I quietly let her know what I just saw "It's called a cream pie love." She sighed and let her leg open more of her own accord.

"This is so wrong, all of it." But she sits there passively, letting me stare at her wet, slimy crotch as it gets wetter. "Please Chris let me go and clean up."

"No Emily, I want to see it. I need you to tell me about it all." In response she moans and shuffles a little in the chair. I take that as an ok to carry on. Moving my right hand up the inner thigh a little, now very close. "Did you say that Terry just fucked you in the car outside?"

I look up at her face and into her eyes, she nods slightly. Enough to tell me a clear yes so I ask for more "And he did that without a condom on?"

She gasped, I looked back down at her wet knickers. I didn't wait for her answer. "That's very naughty Emily." My fingers reach the edge of her knickers but I don't touch them, I leave my hand on her thigh, lightly moving it up and down. I can really smell her ripe pussy now. It's been open and close enough to me that the sweet tang is filling my senses. I think I can also smell the metallic smell of his semen on her. It's an intoxicating combination, like nothing I've ever smelt before.

"Oh god, I know, I'm so sorry." And she goes as if to move off the stool but I quickly manage to stop her.

"No Emily, it's good. I want this, you know that. And you want it too." She is still, and we're both quiet for a long moment.

I then move my hand so that my thumb is over her sensitive pussy lips and through her knickers I start to lightly move it around. So, delicately. She jumps and gasps at the first touch, clearly feeling it. I can feel so much heat radiating from her and the slippery cloth is simply divine. "Love, I can't believe after all these years right in front of me is my wifes pussy with a creampie in it."

I half expect her to reply with another No, or stop it but I'm surprised this time with a simple "I know".

That encourages me and I press on "Emily was he good?" as I continued to lightly tease her wet lips.

But she doesn't answer, is she afraid of upsetting me. "It's ok babes I know you enjoyed it. That's good. That's what I want for you. For us." I let that sink in a moment before I ask her again "Was he good when he fucked you just now?"

"Yes" in a quiet whisper.

"Did you cum when his cock was inside you?"

She gasped with a "Yes" again.

"Good. Did you like it more because it was without a condom?"

"Ummm" her barriers were breaking down, the words and my thumb were working their magic.

"It's very risky like that. How many loads of cum have you had inside you this weekend?"

She very quickly answered "Three but all from Terry only" as if she was worried that I was concerned.

"Good love, wow that is great." I shuffled forward on my knees to get closer and bringing my other hand to her knickers to get ready. "I bet you would have liked to have had them all bareback wouldn't you?"

The only answer was a loud gasp and a "No" but I didn't believe her at all.

"I'm going to pull these slutty red knickers to one side to look at your pussy directly. I want to see your dirty CUNT love."

She gasps and I do it. Leaving my thumb close to her lips, using my other hand I pull the gusset to one side. Instantly I allow my thumb back to play with her pussy but this time it goes straight to her vagina opening and just moves the juices around. We both hear it. The sloppy, slippery sound of very juicy pussy. I move my thumb and apply pressure to make the sounds louder. The sounds, the smell, the sight, it's beyond anything you can see in pornography. It's better than my wildest dreams. It's real.

Right in front of me is my wife's well used pussy with another man's semen still leaking out of it. Just days ago she'd only ever experienced my cock. And now she'd had a lot. She'd been used. She was now without a doubt a slut. Her pussy was now a slut's cunt.

I lean forward, my lips open ready to add the sense of taste to my already overloaded brain. Just before I do I let her know "Emily my slut, my amazing wife, this is only the beginning."


A Wife's Decent Ch. 06

This story is part 6 of a series where a husband and wife work to expand their sexual enjoyment. I would suggest that you'll enjoy it more if you have read the preceding chapters.

This one is a little different to the others and is needed to get us ready for what's next. Enjoy, I hope :).

A Night Out

"I still can't believe you did it." Emily whispered to me as she leaned in for privacy.

"What?" I leaned back on my seat and way too loud followed up with "Eat the creampie your boyfriend gave you?" I smirked, she didn't. Her head, shot round, looking at the adjacent tables, mortified to think that someone was listening in.

It was Wednesday evening, 3 days since she turned me into a cuckold with her first gangbang. It warmed my heart, looking at her concerned face as she looked around the restaurant, panicked. She was the epitome of confusion.

Sitting here in this very upmarket restaurant, the safety blanket of her jacket having been removed when we sat down. Her nipples rings clearly pushing their way through her blouse, her black bra visible through the cream blouse. The pearl necklace tight around her neck, drawing your attention to the swell of her cleavage. Though the top button is holding on for dear life as she is leaning forward. Anyone remotely interested in a woman's breasts would surely do a double when she enters their field of view. They look huge, decorated for attention, inviting a second look to create a permanent imprint in their minds.

Then knowing that the table without a cloth is allowing anyone near us to ogle her long stockinged legs, that her tight mini skirt is surely showing off. The heels causing her calves to look tight and athletic. I knew what her thighs would look like and how much was on show. I knew that her profile was breathtaking.

Her body is on display at the very edge of decency for a place like this and she is panicking that someone is able to hear our sexual conversation. She is in the same outfit that we bought for her first date with Nate, I asked her to wear it tonight deliberately. She looked like my high class escort.

Even though she had had all the crazy sex this weekend just gone and was sitting there with tattoos and nipple rings winking at everyone, deep down inside she was still 100% a demure, English housewife. Shy about everything sex related.

"God Chris shout it out, why don't you." She looked at me with that pissed off frown.

I smiled back a sort of apology, "Yes, I did do it and I loved it." I left a pause for a moment, "Thank you love."

She blushed as I knew she would. She then shook her head and leaned back in her chair "I still can't believe I ..." she let it trail off.

I decided that I wasn't going to make a scene but instead take this opportunity to keep us moving forward. "I know love, it's crazy isn't it?" She nodded before I continued "I love, love, LOVE that we're here." She didn't nod, instead she held my gaze.

It truly was amazing. I think back to that morning when Michelle was faffing on my laptop and looking over my cuckold folder, stories etc. I've thought about that moment a lot over these months and have decided that I'd subconsciously left it all accessible as I wanted to be caught. I mean look at where we are right now. Half of my dreams have come true and more. How my amazing wife sitting in front of me had quickly started to dress more provocatively. How she quickly was half naked, wanking herself off at work. How she allowed her body to be changed, the tattoos and nipples rings. She did that amazing show in the spa shower. How just two days ago she allowed herself to be gang banged.

Yup my wife sitting right in front of me had entertained a house full of men and allowed each of them to have intercourse with her one after the other for a whole weekend. How she'd even allowed one of them to actually plant his semen deep inside her. I'd never imagined she'd allow that and then of course how I'd enjoyed the feast that it had created in her used, dirty pussy. I felt myself getting hard as I recapped it all and could even taste the cum and pussy flavour over the lovely wine we were drinking.

And the fact that she'd eventually told me about how Terry had pretty much used her as a whore. Making her have sex with the golf club captain for some privileged car parking space for a year or something. That wasn't really something I'd thought about or expected, but boy it had my mind reeling. Emily wasn't at all happy about it and even now was cross with him for doing it. But deep down I could tell that there was something about her being coerced or forced to do it that really made her tick. She'd never admit that but I could see it in her eyes when I managed to get her to talk about it.

Even after all these changes I still couldn't quite imagine us sitting here with my wife sporting a huge pregnant belly. Growing a black baby from an unknown donor. I mean, in my mind's eye I can certainly see. I can picture her sitting further away from the table to give the huge bump more room. I can picture her boobs even bigger, resting on her belly, her nipple rings gone. I can picture knowing that a small dark skinned baby boy or girl would soon be feasting from them. I can picture it all, but I still can't believe we'll really get there. It feels like one step too far away.

She pulled me from my daydream "I can't do this, you know, that again".

"Why love?"

"It's just so wrong. We're married, we have vows. I love you and you say" she scrunched up her face "you love me. It's not normal. It's not right." I wanted to interject right now, but instead left her to continue her unload. "I can't do that slag thing you want me to become." I was thinking, too late now and slut fits better love, but again I was quiet. "I'm not supposed to have sex like the other day. I can't do it again. I wont do it again. Chris, you had your fun. That's it. The end." And she took a deep breath and picked up her wine glass.

It was almost comical the way she was trying to convince herself. I knew I could probably finish this conversation in seconds with a simple 'Did you enjoy it? Yes. Good. Well let's do it more', but I wanted to talk it out. I wanted to have a little fun. "I understand Emily. It was fun while it lasted." And I gave her a half smile.

She smiled back but didn't respond. I expect she didn't believe me. "You can't remove the tattoos love?" No response. "And what about your nipple rings?" still looking at me dead straight. "I know you love your nipple rings, would you want them out?"

She took a spin before a slight nod so I carried on "I can see them easily right now you know." Our eyes locked "They draw a man's attention. I bet every man here noticed them." I heard her draw in a deep breath, a near silent gasp. "They give a focus point and bring more attention to your huge baps love." I smiled and chuckled. "You've gotten used to people noticing and you like it."

She nodded.

"So you'll keep the sexy nipple rings?"

"It's not like I can remove them, anyway", she tutted.

"Well there's always a way."

"Yer but it wouldn't be easy, you and Michelle made it as tricky as hell", and she looked down at them.

"I know, it's good isn't it?" I smiled and she tutted again, looking up at me "Thrust them out for me." She didn't move, just held my gaze. I repeated myself "Thrust your huge tits out for me love."

Then without breaking eye contact she simply arched her back in the chair and thrusts her breasts out and forward. This has the obvious effect of making her boobs push out hard against her blouse. The pattern of her bra can be clearly seen imprinting and trying to burst through. Her top button actually pops open and she doesn't bat an eyelid. She must have felt it. I certainly can now see her cleavage expand from a safe 2 inches to an enticing 4 or 5. Her tits look like they could burst out, on complete display any second.

I throb, smirk, and take a deep breath. "Simply spectacular." I take a drink of my wine before "Breathtaking my love." She smirks at the effect she's obviously having. Months ago she would never have done this, never had even considered it. "God, you have to let me continue sharing you."

She simply keeps her eyes locked on me in that position, almost challenging me. I seriously want to reach across the small table and just vigorously grope a boob.

I was acutely aware how quickly she was flip flopping.

We stay like this for a few moments before she relaxes herself a little and sits back. With a big smile on her face "No Chris, I won't do it again." I wasn't convinced at all, I don't think she was either. She shivered, I watched it wash over her body as if in slow motion. "I committed adultery, Chris.'' She looked sad. I was not surprised to see her wipe a tear from her eye.

"That's an old word from the old world. We don't have to do or conform to that if we don't want to." I let that sink in. "I don't class it as adultery."

She quickly interrupted, "But you could change your mind."

Oh is that what she's been thinking? Cause she's right I suppose. I hadn't seen that one coming, I have to act quickly to squash it "God yes love, you're right. That could be a thing. I certainly have no plans to do that but I understand where you're coming from though." I let that sink in with me, while I thought about options.

I had some ideas "I could sign something, legal."

Again she was quick to jump in "What, a legal document that says that you're fine with your wife sleeping around?" She rolled her eyes.

"I dunno, but I would, 100% right now." She seemed to like that. One of my other daft ideas came to me and popped straight out of my mouth "I could let you take incriminating photos of me." She scrunched up her face confused. "You know ones I wouldn't want shared."

I caught myself after I'd said it. I mean I had no problem with it, whatever she needed or wanted to help out. But what the hell were we talking about, why were we here? "Emily love, what's this all about?"

She'd lowered her head after my last statement and now raised it to me. I could see her eyes were watered up "Chris, I love you and want to be with you for the rest of our lives. This is a huge change that will ruin us."

Without thinking, straight from the heart "I love you too. Nope it won't change us for the worse." Taking a deep breath I continued "I've been thinking about this many times a day for the last 15 years. It's deep inside me, at my core. Something I want us to do. This isn't a whimsical fad, this is real." A short pause. "I'm overjoyed where we are and what you've done."

She wiped a tear away. I couldn't read her expression but I continued, "God, we're both living out fantasies. Not many people have the guts to do that. I can't believe how strong you are doing all this."

She smiled a little, she wanted to hear more like that so I carried on "I know I've been enjoying it, it's beyond my wildest dreams. I know you've enjoyed it. You can't deny that."

It wasn't really a question but she answered it anyway, with a whisper and a smirk "Maybe".

I smiled, "Just look at you right now", as I looked at what I could see of her body.

"It's wrong though", was her quick answer.

"Nope. You look amazing. So sexual." I took a breath and a gamble, "I bet nearly everyone here wants you Emily".

She blushed, averted my gaze and mumbled "'I'm dressed like a slag".

Time to re-enforce "You're dressed like a sexy as fuck, slut, honey".

She looked up at me, a defiant, fiery look in her eyes. I pushed again "My slutty, sexy wife. I love it. And you know it."

A few moments of silence between us. I wondered what she was thinking. I couldn't keep quiet. "Women all over the world would pay for and work their asses off for a body like yours. I want you to want to share it and enjoy it."

She nodded and then delivered the sexiest line I've ever heard come out of her mouth. She said it as sexually as she possibly could, she didn't ham it up, she just let it slither from her mouth. Wetting her lips beforehand to increase the sensuality of it, "So Chris, you really want me to embrace the lifestyle and become an easy lay. A slutty wife, putting it about, letting our friends and family find out that my morals match my pussy."

I knew what she was implying and a few seconds later she made sure I knew "A loose moraled, easy slag, who'll spread her legs for all comers." She panted as she breathed that.

She was into it more than I was at this point. I quickly made sure she knew that this was exactly what I was dreaming of "God yes honey. That 100%." My turn to pant "times a 1000, with no limits".

"God darn Chris, I'm so turned on." She licked her lips "You're such a perv." I grinned from ear to ear. She simply reached up and cupped a boob, finding and pulling on a nipple ring. "Are we done here? I need your cock in me, to seal this deal.".

The Hucow Shoot

The next day, I followed Jennifer off to another room leaving the discussions between Michelle and Emily behind me. Jennifer directed me efficiently and we soon had a stool, a machine that was apparently a goat milking machine, various cameras and light umbrella things and what I can only describe as a scaffolding frame with padding and ties. I had no idea how a human would use or be attached to it, but I had a feeling I was going to find out shortly. There was also a small black saddle on the floor in the middle of the frame. It looked very much like a sybian, but the attachment on it was as nondescript as you could get, not what I would have expected.

"I'll go get the ladies" Jennifer announced to me and indicated I should take a seat on the bench against a wall to the side. It was an interesting morning to get us here. Emily really not happy with this idea in the cold light of day. Michelle and I had to almost push her to the car and again push her through the door to the studio. I understood, this wasn't really something that either of us knew even existed before the last photo session. It certainly wasn't something that I obsessed over, unlike cuckolding. To tell the truth I wasn't even really sure what today was going to bring to the mix. However Michelle was all over it, to the point of being nasty to Emily. Today could go wrong on so many levels.

A few minutes later and after some out of earshot talking, the three ladies appeared. Nothing noticeably different with Jennifer apart from a grin but Michelle and Emily were both in just their underwear. I was hard instantly but had no idea what was going on, I thought better than to ask about this change and just sat still. And with a throbbing cock watched the sexy woman in amazing underwear in front of me. The start of my own private porn show.

Jennifer and Michelle both took one of Emily's hands each and walked her slowly towards the frame. Emily didn't even glance my way as she walked past me. Her white lacy bra and thong almost making her look virginal and pristine.

"Put a hand on here, yes lovely" Jennifer directed and then stood back. Emily was standing next to the frame with one hand resting on it, I was directly behind her. Jennifer then grabbed a camera and stood back. "Michelle step away please."

Michelle gave Emily a kiss on the cheek "You'll be amazing hun" and stepped to the side. Their hands splitting slowly, as if my wife really didn't want to be left on her own. Emily looked over at Michelle with a scared look in her eyes, she clearly wasn't comfortable with this.

Click FLASH

Click FLASH

"Lovely Emily"

Click FLASH

"Look this way at me"

Click FLASH

"Now give me a little smile"

Click FLASH x 3

"Lovely, we're really capturing your trepidation. Jim will love this."

Click FLASH

She then put the camera down and walked towards Emily. "Are you ok if we position you in the milking frame?"

Emily visibly shook at this question and Michelle swiftly stepped back in before Emily bolted, "You'll be fine Emily, I'm right here with you." and she put her hand on her lower back. "You're still in more clothes than when you go to the beach." I almost laughed, she was correct but you don't wear a skimpy, slightly transparent bra and thong set in white to the beach.

They didn't wait for Emily to answer and started carefully manhandling her into position. Her bare feet were placed either side of the saddle that was on the floor and she lowered herself onto it.

"Get comfortable on the saddle, Emily." Jennifer innocently instructed. Emily did so, now kneeling over it. I watched her wiggle her hips a little to get comfortable. "Are you ok if we put this belt on you?" As Jennifer held up what looked like a leather belt with a few hooks on it.

Emily spoke for the first time since entering the room "I'm not sure, what's it.."

"It's just for part of the look, remember this is a photo shoot." Michelle jumped in, taking it from Jennifer and attaching it around Emily's waist, not waiting for her answer.

"It needs to sit low on her hips and be as tight as is comfortable." Jennifer instructed her. Emily looked at what Michelle was doing and at the same time Jennifer lightly took one of her wrists and eased Emily forward, pivoting her forward at her hips.

It was a good 30 minutes of coaxing Emily into position. There were a lot of questions with Michelle answering most of them. At no point did Emily tell them to stop or anything even remotely like that but she certainly was nervous with what was happening. When they'd finished Emily was rather locked in place.

She was on her knees, straddling on the saddle, leaning forward into the metal frame. The forward lean was I guess some 45° and caused her boobs to pull down in their bra, trying to spring free. A lot of adjusting had been done to fit the frame to her. Both of her hands were stretched out infront of her with her wrists held in place by strap and buckle. There was a padded bar just in front of her head that she had already used to rest her forehead on a few times.

She certainly couldn't sit up, and she definitely couldn't move her boobs out of the way if she didn't like what was being done with them. And I guess that was the whole point, it was very exciting, for me. I could see her wriggle, and pull on her wrist straps a few times to see how much she could move and she did try to lift her ass up a few times.

"Last thing we need to do is to make sure you're sat as comfortably as possible on the saddle." and Jennifer knelt down next to her hip as Michelle did the same on the other side. They each grabbed a leg and pulled them apart a bit more forcing her to sit deeper onto the saddle. "Is that ok?" Jennifer asked my bewildered wife. This slight move had also caused her to pull a bit tighter on her arms as she'd also moved back.

"I guess" was her reply as she looked around at her legs, wondering what this had to do with it all. Jennifer then surprised all three of us by pulling some steel wires from the base of the frame, one in each hand. I think they were on a pulley of some sort as it clicked as she pulled them forward. Two on her side, one from each end of the base. She then attached a clip on them to a ring on Emily's belt and twisting something it clicked a few times pulling tight. I then saw that Michelle had also worked out what to do on her side and was doing the same. Jennfier then put a hand on Emily's lower back and stomach and made sure she was in the right place. Both of them then managed another click on the pulleys and they then sat back on their heels.

"Can you move much Emily?" Jennifer asked.

We watched Emily's muscles pull but she really couldn't move her hips at all, even a millimetre in any direction. "No, gawd, this is ..." she left it dangle, like her boobs.

"You look amazing." Michelle shares "In fact you look very sexy indeed."

"I'm not sure I like this." there's a degree of panic in her voice. Time for me to help.



"It's ok love, I'm here. You're ok." and she appears to visibly settle and tries to turn to look at me, only able to move her head, I don't move. Jennifer and Michelle both get up. Jennfier turns to a box on the side, and fishes something out. She lays to the two somethings on the bar near Emily's head where she can clearly see them, it makes her gasp loudly.

"It's ok we won't use them unless you let us." Jennifer delivers as she steps round in front of her and pics up her camera.

Michelle then steps behind Emily out of her line of sight and quietly says "I bet you're getting turned on being like this?" and she turns to look at me "I know I am seeing you this way."

"Well, it is a bit stimulating." Emily nervously giggles.

Click FLASH

Click FLASH

Jennifer starts to move around her taking pictures from every angle. "Make your udders swing dear."

Emily sighs, puts her head on the bar and makes them wobble and jiggle in their bra.

"Wonderful. Emily, can I video record this also from here onwards please?"

"Ohhh gawd I don't think so." Emily moans at her. "This is already more than I expected. I think we should stop now. I'm not a cow, oh god this is wrong."

Christ please don't tell me they were going to stop already. After all this faffing.

Jennifer looks at me and winks, she has this in hand. "Ok no problem, this has been great and just what the client would want for £1k, as agreed. We can take you out." And she raises an eyebrow at me asking for me to help out.

Thinking quickly, I ask, "What does Emily have to do for 2k? It's taken a little while to get us into this position."

Emily locks onto that "Oh, what would I have to do for 2k?" and she lifts her head looking at Jennifer.

"While we're discussing it, what does £5k need doing?" Michelle chirps in.

Jennifer grins at everyone.

Click FLASH

"So firstly, remember this is very exclusive and will only be seen by us in this room and the single client. There will never be copies unless you allow it." She waits for nods from all of us in turn before continuing "From here on we need video of the process no matter what we do."

"Oh" we all hear Emily sigh. I wonder if that's a deal breaker, seems a weird thing to stop on.

Jennifer continues "For £2000 we'll need to remove the bra and let your udders hang and be free. We'd also like to get the milking machine into the pictures, it doesn't need to be attached but close enough to be implied that it's going to be used." she waited for that to sink in a second. "Then a variety of additions up to the £5k mark. For £5k I'd like Emily to orgasm at least once on camera whilst the milking machine is working."

"Ohh god" Emily moans out loud and almost tries to move away. "No no I can't do that. That's too far." pulling hard at her restraints.

Straight away Michelle countered "Well we may as well flop your tits out right away and see where it goes. There's nothing saying we have to keep going and you're in control of this fun Emily."

Emily sighs but doesn't agree.

Michelle continues, "Do you agree Chris?"

"It sounds sensible dear, let's do this. I think you'll look even sexier." I then quickly add "It's not like we didn't know what we were coming here for really".

Emily sighed, "Ok, god how have I gotten into this position." and she shakes her head on the support. It wasn't a no.

Jennifer springs into action and two tripods with big cameras on them appear. Michelle then disappears from the room as Jennifer positions them both. One is low down looking up at Emily's face, from where it's placed I can imagine that Emily has nowhere to hide. The second one is a little off to the side, clearly trying to capture as much of the scene as possible. Emily's head is resting on the bar looking down at the floor, resigned to her fate. A big screen on the wall powers on showing a split screen of what both the cameras are recording.

"Ok we're now recording. Chris can you remove the bra please." I have to adjust my hard cock now I'm standing. Jennifer notices and smiles at me, offering a pair of scissors to me "We need it 100% out of the picture please."

I take the scissors from her and step to my wife. "Well done love" and I kiss her shoulder. At the same time, I slide the scissors under the very tight back strap of the lovely new bra. Click FLASH, I snip through the fabric with ease and as if it was spring loaded it flies away from her back as her breasts release their weight pulling them free. I then snip through the shoulder straps one at a time and it falls to the floor. I bend to pick it up and marvel at the size of my wifes free tits hanging free. They're swaying slightly with her breathing and just look colossal and amazing. I step back with the broken garment in my hand and I hear two women gasp at the same time.

I turn to my side to see Michelle, I didn't know she was back, she's now completely dressed. "God darn Emily, I knew you had huge tits but they look even bigger now." she laughed.

Jennifer then adding "Our client will be gobsmacked at you my dear. You are perfect for this. He'll easily pay a lot for more of your beautiful body if you'll let him." I could almost see Emily blushing at this compliment.

Click FLASH

Click FLASH

Using her foot she then rolls the self contained milking machine towards Emily so that it's in frame. "Everything ok?" she asks while still taking the odd picture.

"Ummm yes" Emily almost pants to us.

Jennifer tries to help with "It's ok to get turned on, I've not known a hucow in your position not to, er, love this." She then turns to a small box on the wall under the screen and presses a button that instantly gets a loud moan from Emily.

"Ohh god what the hell is that. Ohhhh" and her tits jiggle a lot and she jolts like she's just been electrocuted. I'm sure she would have stood up if she could.

"It's the vibrator on your saddle, do you want me to turn it off?" Jennifer teases her.

"Oohhh it's just." Emily takes a breath. "I wasn't expecting it." Looking up at the screen we can see Emily closing her eyes. She didn't ask for it to be turned off.

"Are you ok if Michelle controls the saddle for you?"

Eyes still closed "Ummm" she's not paying us attention any more.

Jennifer shows Michelle the controls on the wall and nice and loudly, "This dial is the settings for the vibrator. As you can see, it's currently on 0.5 and goes up to 10. A constant 2 is enough to get most women to an orgasm."

"What's the other dial for?" Michelle asks

"That's for a dildo attachment that goes into her pussy."

"WHAT" Emily hearing that yelps out loudly, clearly pissed.

Jennifer laughs "Don't worry that attachment isn't connected so there's no penetration happening today." she then adds "Unless you'd like that?"

"Ohhhh good, ooohh." I was surprised that it wasn't a clear no. I think we all caught onto that. On the camera we see her smirk slightly. I'm wondering if she's just teasing us. "Please be careful with me Michelle."

"Oh honey, you're in good hands." Michelle laughs at her and clicks the dial up a little bit.

"Oohhhhgggggg" Emily moans, we can now hear the vibrator a little bit. She also frowns a little, Jennifer spots it.

"I think you may be more comfortable if we remove your panties. Is that ok?"

"Uggghgg huggg" Emily replies, I guess that's a yes. Jennifer nods at me and the vibrations go silent. I bend down with the scissors and cut through the thong on each hip. I then struggle to carefully pull the remains away from her pussy. It's actually pretty tricky due to the snugness that they have her locked in place. I manage to and hold a rather wet ruined piece of cloth in my hand. The vibration motor then starts back up again. "Ohhh good that's soo much better." my wife unashamedly shares with us.

"Some girls need lubrication help" Jennifer smirks "but it doesn't look like you do." The vibrations go up a level. "Are you ok if we attach the pumps to your breasts love?" Very cleverly, they have Emily in a position that I doubt she'd be able to say no to almost anything right now. Her boobs are jiggling a lot as she's being vibrated. I hear the vibrations go up another notch.

"Ooookkkk gwwwddd" as we all hear Emily cum loudly on the saddle.

"Oohh Emily, imagine if your boyfriend Nate could see you now. Cumming while being strapped up like a cow." Michelle almost cruelly delivers to her. But all Emily does it moan through the orgasm "Uggghhhhhh".

Jennifer picks up on that "Ohh you have a boyfriend Emily?" and she looks at me quizzically.

Michelle latched onto this moment to drive home what has happened to Emily recently. "Oh yes she has a boyfriend. A lovely black boyfriend that she's sleeping with tonight." and Michelle chuckles looking over at me.

"Ohhh Emily you must let me photograph the two of you."

"Ugghhhhh" she's still coming as Michelle adds "What a great idea. We should have had you for her other recent activities as well". I knew and agree with what she was getting at. That would have been very interesting.

The vibrations then slow as she comes down panting. Jennifer then gets down in front of Emily and brings the teat things into view. "Lets get your udders attached." And we see Emilys eyes open wide on the screen. Jennifer then squirts some cream onto her hands and she reaches for both of Emily's hanging tits. "Remember Emily that this is all being recorded and your friend and husband are watching me getting you read for your milking." as she grabs a handful of tit flesh and works the cream into them. Emily's eyes close as Jennifer's hands make contact with her.

"You really have very heavy, big, fat breasts don't you Emily?" she asks. We then hear the vibrations go up a little. "Answer me Emily." and she starts to work on the nipple area a bit more.

"Ummmmm" Emily moans, not very clearly.

"Emily, I can't understand you."

"Ummm Yes"

"Yes what?"

The vibrations go up a little again. "Ohhh gawwwdd"

Jennifer looks up at Michelle and the vibrations stop. Emily opens her eyes panting a little. "Emily, look at the camera". We see her eyes looking directly at the camera in front of her on the floor. "Do you want to cum again?"

Emily closes her eyes "Ummm".

Jennifer then pulls hard on one of her nipple rings causing Emily to open her eyes and look at the camera again "Owww".

"Looking into the camera, keep looking at the camera, we want to see how you feel. No hiding at all." Jennifer then pulls her other ring hard to indicate the point.

"Owwww yes, I understand." Emily clearly replies looking at the camera, eyes clear and open. Forehead on the cushioned bar, face and dangling tits beautifully framed. Jennifer then nods at Michelle and the vibrations start again slowly.

"Do you want to cum again?"

"Yes" Emily replies, resigned.

"Ummm good cow, we'll help you have a big orgasm for us in a moment. What am I doing right now?"

The vibrations go up a gear again, I can hear it. "You're rubbing cream into my breasts."

"Your what?"

"My big breasts."

"Honey I have big breasts." and she sniffed, "What am I rubbing cream into?"

Emily is still looking straight into the camera "My huge breasts."

We all nodded and Jennifer continued "Why?"

She takes a deep breath and closes her eyes for a second before opening them again and delivering "Ready for milking."

"So you have udders that we're going to be milking then?" she smirked at the humiliating questioning.

Emily was panting at this point "Ummmm yes, milk my huge udders."

Michelle and I both gasp hearing her say that, she hears it and plays up to us repeating herself "Milk my huge udders.". Now I understood why we were here. Fuck me my cock was straining, this was amazing.

"Good girl Emily. What size bra do you wear Emily?" and she lets go of both breasts and reaches to the side flicking a switch on the milking machine. It hums into action and we can hear sucking on the teats on the floor.

"I wear a 36HH bra" Emily replies.

"Wow I didn't know they made bras that big." Jennifer delivered as she then picks up one of the teats. "They're soo heavy and fat aren't they?" the vibrations go up a small gear.

"Ohhhh gggggrrr yes" Emily moans her eyes are starting to glaze over slightly.

Jennifer then offers the first teat to her nipple it easily locks, swallowing the nipple ring and nipple easily. She reaches for the other one and quickly does the same. "There you're now being milked like the cow that you are."

The vibrations go up a gear and at the same time Jennifer hits a button on the milking machine and it's tone changes to a rhythmic sound. Emily cums hard "Uggghhhhhhgrr" almost shaking the teats from her boobs.

"When I first saw you I knew you had this in you." Jennifer teased her through her orgasm making it even stronger "I knew you would be a perfect hucow. You have some of the biggest tits I've ever seen in person."

"Uggghhhhhhhhhgg gggrrrrr" Emily continued to moan through a huge orgasm, her boobs wobbling and jiggling all over the place. It almost looked like she was having a seizure of some sort. The entire frame rattling and moving as my wife cums, her mouth wide open and her eyes completely glazed over.

"This is only the beginning, you know. The client is going to love you." As Emily started to come down from her orgasm, Jennifer continued, "He's very wealthy and will likely offer you a lot of money for things."

Emily panting as she's coming down. "Oh" and she adds "Enough". Jennifer nods at Michelle and the vibrations appear to stop, though I'm not sure they fully have. The pumping is still working.

"Oh no Emily, we're going to milk you for a while yet. Don't worry, it'll be fun and you'll certainly enjoy it." and she laughed. Standing up, she picked up a mobile, making a call to someone. I wasn't paying attention. I was looking at my wife strapped into this milking machine. Unable to do anything apart from what the people in this room wanted to do with her. I half imagined Michelle calling Nate and him coming in here and replacing the saddle with his real big black cock and fucking her.

It was amazing to think that this was all being recorded. Watching my beautiful wife's nipples being pulled one at a time as the machine worked them. Watching them grow to fill the tube a little each time the suction pulled. I was slightly worried that the rings would be pulled off. She always had big nipples before but now they were even bigger.

I was pulled out of my haze when I heard Jennifer "Yes Jim, her boobs are almost" she stopped a second "Yes ok." and she started again "Her tits are almost too big. The teats aren't dangling like normal."

"Yup the back of them are on the floor causing a little kink in the cables."

"Yup that's because they're so long."

"No no they're not spaniels ears at all. These things are full and heavy as well."

"Sadly no."

"I don't know."

"Really?"

"Emily, would you like to really have milk filled udders?" Jennifer tried asking my wife. But she was currently in no place to answer any sensible questions. Jennifer quickly realized that "Michelle and Chris, possibility of inducing milk with Emily?" as she looked up between us.

Michelle was quick to the answer, looking me straight in the eyes "You shouldn't need to induce, she's planning on getting pregnant shortly", and she smiled.

"Did you hear that?" Jennifer continued talking to Jim who I guessed was the client that was into this hucow stuff.

"I dunno, I guess mid to late 30s." Oh that was a guess that would have made Emily very happy, had she been able to pay attention to the conversations in the room.

"Yes I have them, I understand."

"Yes I'll get it uploaded when done."

"I dunno, maybe an hour."

"Really, blimey, ok. Err are you sure? I'll ask them."

"Jim wants to meet you all and can be here within 20 minutes. That ok?"

Emily heard that "No, please ... ooh gawd." as she was almost in a constant orgasm now.

"You heard that, yup that was her."

"He says he'll give you £2k cash just to stay here and see him when he gets here." then she quickly added "On top of the £7k already made." well that had gone up quite a bit and very quickly. Geezz that paid for the day and then some.

"Yup no problem." I answered very quickly. And Emily moaned again "Ohhh gawwd."

"You heard that ok?"

"Yes"

"No, we will need to get her out of the frame at some point, so please don't take too long."

"No"

"Ok"

"Yup" and she hung up.

Jennifer's attention shifted to studying Emily's body and its arrangement in the frame. She then spent several minutes silently walking around Emily, bending down at times, to fully appraise the scene from practically all angles. Michelle and I just looked on silently with the silence only broken by Emily's frequent moans and groans over the rhythmic pump sucking at my wife's breasts.

After a long period of inspection, Jennifer explained her phone call without diverting her visual attention from studying Emily "As I said, the client will be visiting in a while and wants to see Emily 'in the flesh' as it were, so he can get a good impression of her body and what types of work he might want to commission in the future." Michelle and I both seemed a bit taken aback by this statement and we just stared in silence. Jennifer was suddenly very business-like.

She continued "I see Emily is understandably reacting very strongly to all this stimulation. My initial thought was that we should give her a break from this. But as I inspect Emily more closely, it seems she is actually holding up to this stimulation quite well and will be able to handle this for a while longer.".

Hearing Jennifer's idea to keep Emily like this until this "client" arrives, which seems like it will be 20 minutes or so, causes me to fear for Emily's well being! Such stimulation might drive her mind over the edge into insanity! I look over towards Michelle hoping she will save Emily but instead I see an evil grin forming on Michelle's face that tells me Emily will get no respite from her.

Michelle answers before I can gather my thoughts "I think you're right Jennifer, she is enjoying this and she certainly seems able to handle it well." As Michelle is talking, I see her reaching for the controls and hear the vibrator speeding up before Emily's groans grow in volume and frequency.

Jennifer nods to Emily "Yes, I think so, but let's pace things a bit on the vibrator, don't you think Michelle?" I see Michelle shrug and adjust the controls to reduce the vibrator's speed and hear Emily's moans taper off to happen much more slowly. Jennifer then further explains "Jim is really a nice guy, totally gentle and wouldn't hurt a flea! But I'll warn you that when he is in this scene, he does get a bit crude. Things may seem to get a bit over the top, but I would suggest just letting it ride and things will be perfectly fine. I can assure you that if Jim is pleased, things will be VERY profitable for you all!"

My mind is so overwhelmed with the scene before me and what I've been hearing that I lose track of time. As time moves on, we watch my wife start to tire from all the stimulation.

Jennifer seemed to receive a text on her phone and left the room suddenly, returning shortly thereafter with a man following behind her. I assumed this is Jim, the "client" here to see Emily. He is a tall older man who does have the look of a cattle rancher that you'd see in a movie, boots and all. He immediately noticed Emily as he entered the room and walked right over to the contraption holding my wife for her ordeal.

He did a full circle walk around Emily's body and returned to stand at her side as he lowered himself down to one knee to get a closer look. Now he was directly opposite where I was sitting so I could see his face. Jennifer stood next to him and seemed to be like a servant awaiting orders.



Jim's eyes roamed all over Emily's body for a long time. My mind quickly filled in the thought that he was inspecting a cow for purchase which was probably how he was also thinking of this interaction. Jennifer made a quick motion to Michelle, who turned and increased the speed of the vibrator to cause Emily to react more strongly by causing her worn out body to increase its movements and her moaning.

He looked up to Jennifer and asked "has she calved?" I thought I didn't hear that right but Michelle seemed to have caught on and quickly answered "Just once" to which he nodded and continued "You said she's intending to breed? Do you know for sure she's not barren?" Michelle just grinned and snapped back "Well, we'll soon find out!". That brought a smile to his face but the direction and tone of this conversation was making me nervous.

He stood and moved around to the front of Emily's head. He turned to Jennifer asking "Can I see the face?". She simply reached down and gently lifted Emily's head up off the frame just enough to let Jim see Emily's face. Jim stooped lower and studied Emily's face intensely but it was clear Emily was in no condition to respond, and probably didn't even have any idea what all was going on. Michelle took it upon herself to help things along and give the vibrator another notch up.

After a long time, he simply commented, "Beautiful, truly a beautiful one." Getting back up and he then moved to the side of Emily closest to me, which partially blocked my view, and knelt down again on one knee as he said "You were right Jennifer, she's got big udders! We'll have to get a different milking station that fits this cow better so those udders hang freely even with the milking cups attached." She replied, still on the other side "Yes, I've never had to accommodate udders anywhere near this size, I'll have a proper station set up for the next commission." He seems to just stare at Emily's breasts but with his back to me I now can't see his expression.

Looking up to Jennifer "Can I inspect them?" in response to that question, she just looks directly to Michelle. I wonder if Jennifer just thinks I'm too out of it to respond or if she hopes that Michelle is more likely to give a positive answer. Michelle quickly snaps "Of course, we're all here to let the man inspect the property!". He wastes no time in reaching out and I see his arm moving but his body blocks my view of what he's doing. I do hear Emily moaning even more strongly but her tone is definitely even more exhausted than it was just a few moments ago. His arm moves a lot, I assume to thoroughly feel all over both of Emily's breasts. He then gets up and comments to Jennifer "Wonderful weight and mass distribution, very fully formed. This cow really has a wonderful combination of firmness and maturity. Usually it's the heifers who have this kind of tone while the older cows get worn out quickly. This is really a unique property you have here Jennifer.". He was obviously very impressed with my wife, this made me weirdly proud.

Jennifer was beaming with pride also "Thank you Sir! I knew she would be perfect for your tastes." he moves a little towards Emily's butt and legs. I can't see Jim's face to read any indication of what he might be thinking, but he seems to be in deep thought as he stares up and down Emily's body. Then, without a word, he bends down and reaches out to start rubbing Emily's bare butt. I wonder if this is just Jim getting more excited, his response to Michelle's saying we're here for him to 'inspect the property,' or both? He keeps rubbing both sides of Emily's butt and mumbles "fine rump on this cow. Plenty of area for a nice brand." That causes my eyes to open but I'm still too dumbfounded to really respond.

He stands and turns to Jennifer "So she's only calved once? Let me see the vulva, that body almost looks like a heifer!" My mind heard but couldn't process what he just said, I guess between how surreal all this was and the shock of the hours of seeing such strange things, I was totally unable to respond. Jennifer jumped into action and motioned to Michelle "come over here and help me, will you?" Jennifer moved to one side of Emily and quickly started undoing some of the attachments that held Emily's hips to the frame while Michelle did the same on Emily's other side. Jim moved to a position behind Emily and knelt down right behind Emily's butt. With Jim's eyes fixed to Emily's butt, Jennifer and Michelle seemed to strain to lift Emily off of the saddle. Jennifer blocked my view of Emily's butt but once it seemed they had lifted a bit I could see Jim face light up as he exclaimed "This sure looks like a heifer to me." Jim then started to stand while maintaining his wide grin "She's a right sloppy mess from that saddle but I can see she's practically a heifer. I hope she doesn't turn out to be barren. Totally amazing." I wasn't sure what he was talking about, but my cock was throbbing and rock solid.

Jennifer and Michelle seemed to suddenly let go of Emily's butt and I could hear it sort of 'plop' as they left Emily to just rest on the saddle. They didn't reattach anything to the frame and Jennifer walked towards the door with Jim as they spoke quietly between themselves. Emily's newly freed hips were moving slowly on the vibrating saddle but no one seemed to really be paying attention. Michelle and I were focused on Jennifer and Jim, I was wondering what would be next. They stopped near the door while Jim spoke and gestured and Jennifer nodded quietly. Jim then suddenly turned and left, leaving Jennifer to turn into the room and take charge of things again. "OK, turn that saddle off. Let's get this poor girl off this thing."

The three of us quickly move to free Emily from the fame and lay her down on the floor to recover. Emily is moaning and mumbling incoherently for a long time but eventually starts to recover and come back to reality. Her nipples look very different, obviously much bigger, darker and I'd swear they looked damp. Michelle has been talking softly to Emily, complementing her for how she handled all this and I add an encouraging word here and there too.

Emily turns her head to avoid everyone's stare "Oh, I've been soo horrible. I can't believe all that happened. Was I hallucinating or did that man really inspect me like an animal?". I started to worry that things went too far but Michelle seemed to know how to handle this "Emily, you were so hot and sexy. Chris loved every second. And that man, Jim, was totally enthralled with you." From the floor my wife looked at the three of us confused. I looked at Michelle, she simply smiled down at my wife "Well done Emily, you are a perfect Hucow."

Jennifer quickly added "Yes, he was telling me some of what he is contemplating. You guys stand to make a LOT of money." I couldn't believe my ears and Emily clearly had no idea what was going on.

We let Emily rest a while more while going over what had happened. Although Emily seemed totally out of it for the period that Jim was here, she seemed to remember it all and told us how humiliated and embarrassed she was by the way he "inspected" her. Michelle joked with her that it wasn't just the saddle that caused her to get so wet and Emily blushed deeply and nodded slightly. When Emily had recovered enough, we helped her get dressed and got her back out to the car to take her home for some much needed rest.

Before the date

"It's weird knowing that I'm getting ready for this." Emily was sitting in the tub, hot water and bubbles all around her. I was sitting on the loo seat with a smirk on my face as I watched her boobs bobbing about in the water, floating as they do. Her rose tattoo on her right boob making the odd appearance through the bubbles.

It was Friday early evening and my wife was being picked up for her date and more with Nate in about an hour. I had been provided instructions from both Michelle and Nate on how Emily should be dressed, what she'd need, when she was coming back to me. There was also this rule that though this evening was very likely to lead to her having sex we weren't supposed to talk about it. It was all so bizarre but entirely of my own making.

"A woman looking good for a date. Nothing new there." I was playing by the rules and enjoying it.

She didn't look up at me but continued to swirl the water around with her hand. "Yer but this woman has a husband and he's helping her. This woman has nipple rings." And she grabbed one of them and pulled on it. "This woman's date is a different race to her." She pulled again. "This woman will next see her husband again tomorrow at lunch." This time she looked up at me with a grimace.

No nodded "Yer I know."

A few minutes later she was sat on a towel on the closed toilet seat, her legs wide apart. I was kneeling before her between them, running a razer over her pussy lips as carefully as I could. "I still don't get why you have to do this." There were nerves in her words, I fully understood why.

"I'm being careful, love." I didn't look up, I didn't want to cause a nick. "I think it's for me."

She grunted an acknowledgment "You like doing this?"

I nodded and continued "Ummhmm."

"You like the thought that you're preparing my pussy for Nate?"

My cock throbbed and it sent a pulse through my body, this could get risky. "Yes" trying to steady myself.

She understood and waited till I'd finished. I knelt back on my heels and wiped her down with some of the towel. It looked perfect, I'd taken great care in preparing her pussy for him. He's asked for her to be clean shaven and Michelle had said that I have to do it. In his words from the chat message 'When I fill you up and stretch you out and I want to feel us, skin to skin as much as we can. I want the condom to be the only thing between us.' I'd re-read that sentence so many times, I think Emily had too.

"Tell me what it looks like honey."

I swallowed and just stared at her bald naked pussy. It was still slightly open from the dildo that we'd been fucking her with for the last hour. Again more instructions from Michelle. 'Use that huge dildo on her for a good 40 mins before you get her ready. Chris I don't want your cock anywhere near her. She can cum as much as you both like but I want her pussy slick, clear and ready for more action.' Emily had bitten at that in the text messages, tell her to stop being so crude but Michelle had pushed back calling her a slut and telling her to get used to it. I farness Michelle was correct, Emily and I had just had great fun working her into a frenzy. She'd managed to get more of that dildo into her than before. She'd taken to it as some sort of personal challenge.

"You're slightly open and look like you're a little juicy still." I gulped again, she didn't move. "You look amazing, so sensual, so sexual." I realised that we were both stretching into the 'don't talk about sex' rules a little but I didn't care.

"Doesn't it look child-like?"

God no, hah, "Not at all honey, geezus, you look so wanton. It looks like it's just crying out for attention and action."

She chuckled and stood up "Right what on earth am I supposed to wear?" and headed into the bedroom where, as instructed I'd laid everything out. As she walked past me I couldn't help but notice the large black spade tattoo on her ankle. I of course 100% knew what the plan was for it. I was wondering if this was the last time I would see the spade outline only.

I followed her into our bedroom, watching her sexy ass and hips sway and undulate with each step.

I'd originally thought they were going to some fancy restaurant, but that idea had apparently changed. I guess from the outfit it was a club or something but couldn't be sure. She looked it all over and didn't draw attention to any of it. There was actually a lot of stuff on the bed. I'd sent Michelle and Nate a picture as instructed. My eyes were glued to the bra and I could be sure that Emily hadn't spotted the secret to it. I was wondering what she'd make of it when she worked it out.

She stood there with her arms on her hips looking down at it all. "You guys and dressing me up like a doll", she huffed a good natured sigh. "And I'm not allowed to take anything with me again?" Just like her weekend with Terry she was to leave with just what she had on. This time though there was a lot more clothing and it was for a shorter period, curious.

She picked up the black lacy garter belt and handed it behind her to me as she started to fiddle with the black seamed stockings. I made swift work from behind her putting it around her small stomach, making sure I knocked her boobs whilst doing so. It sat high on her hips, as I did up the hooks and making sure the two straps at the back were correctly lined up dangling loosely down over her butt cheeks.

She turned around and sat on the end of the bed pulling each stocking into place carefully up her long toned legs. Standing before me once she was happy, her hand back on her hips. I knew my next job and knelt before her, attaching both front garter straps to the stocking tops to hold them up. "You guys and these things," making reference to the fiddling needed as she turned for me to do the same at the back. Weirdly I'd become quite adept at sorting stockings on her recently and had both of them locked in place easily. The seam was damn near perfect the first time.

I was still on my knees behind her when a tiny bit of cloth landed near me. I knew it was the transparent lacy black thong and I knew I was to help her put it on. As I slid it up her thighs I couldn't help but wonder, would Nate be doing the opposite shortly or would his manhood just push them to one side while he fucked my wife?

Once they were up she turned to face me and I swiftly had to adjust them around her pussy as one side had gone in rather than cupping her mound. I stayed kneeling and looked up her body, I couldn't see her face as it was blocked by her giant tits hanging there. Shuffling back I watched with bated breath as she started to fumble with the bra.

"You fuckers." She's spotted the problem right away. "Seriously?" she paused a second to look at me. I just shrugged. "Who's idea was this?" I knew she hadn't spotted that in the chat, I remember being surprised there was no reaction when Michelle had suggested it.

"Michelle love."

She tutted, "Geezzzus" and carried out sorting it out. Once done up and her cups adjusted she looked down at me "Well come and help me then".

Standing up with my now even more obvious trouser tent I leaned forward to help her pull her pierced nipples through the small slits in the bra. This was another job I enjoyed. It was always fun to play with her huge boobs and knowing that I was helping put them on display even more was really exciting.

When we'd finished she looked a treat. Her long legs encased in those luxury stockings, held up by a matching garter, just made me want to caress them. The tiny see-through thong really was tiny, pulled tight against her lips, more showing them off than covering them. I doubt they were comfortable. Her bra was holding her boobs up high and out, making them look like two huge footballs on her chest. Her large nipple rings grinning through the slits they were sticking through.

And I was sending this goddess, my wife, to go fuck a stranger. I must have been nuts.

She handed me the black skirt which I lowered, she stepped into it and I enjoyed the slow slide of the material up her legs. Stretching it over her hips, pulling top and bottom to get it to fit. It was very tight and wasn't too short, nicely covering her stocking tops, but the tightness made me think that she'd be struggling to keep it in place all night.

Emily then proceeded to pull the white knitted crop top over her head. I sat back on my heels in front of her to watch. It took her an age to get it right. It was a long sleeve, fold over crop top that was tight over her boobs and I mean really tight. Her nipple rings were so obvious as were the thick bra straps on her shoulders. She looked very stylish and of course sexy as hell.

"Well?" and she struck a pose.

I whistled at her "God darn love. You look rocking."

"Not too slutty?" and she winked at me.

I wasn't sure how to reply, I mean she looked very slutty. But that was the point. Damn she could be a porn star. For the second time in as many days I was thinking that I could retire if she'd play the OnlyFans game.

But this day, this event, this dress up was for him. It was for her first black cock. Just thinking that made me groan out loud as my cock pulsed. I was trying to picture them both. Her lying down on her back, her legs spread wide. His contrasting dark skin hovering over her body.

"Chris?" she tutted.

Looking up at her face "Yer" and I grinned.

She shook her head in reply "I can only imagine what's going through your head.". She looked herself up and down and shook her head again "Look at what you guys have done to me." she smirked at me.

I stood up and walked to her. Poking her in the stomach with my hard cock we embraced and kissed. A long, loving, lusty, hot kiss. God I loved this woman.

After Emily finished dressing we started walking downstairs when we heard Michelle at the front door. As soon as we reached the bottom of the stairs, Michelle announced "Come on girl. Time to get you out on the town." I'd not heard Michelle enter the house and I didn't realise that she was going with her. Here to make sure she didn't bottle it? Even after her session with Terry and his friends this was different, this was more intimate.

Michelle gave Emily a once over look and nodded approvingly as she continued "You look gorgeous. Nate said he'd be early so we should get going.".

"I thought Nate was picking her up?" I asked both ladies.

Emily shifted her eyes to the floor. Sensing Emily's reluctance, Michelle quickly took charge, "OK, time to go." This is why she was here, I got it now.

With a quick glance to me Michelle says "Chris, you stay home tonight, I'll get Emily to where she needs to go." I manage to utter a subdued "I love you Emily" which causes Emily to look up from the ground at me and flash me a weak smile as Michelle took her arm and marched her out of the house. Hearing the car doors outside and the motor fade I settle in for another quiet night with my imagination running wild.

I hear nothing all night. Somehow I sleep well, my mind simply playing over porn videos but with my wife as the star.

Michelle texted me the next morning telling me to get ready to go meet my wife for lunch. She picked me up and we drove out to a neighbourhood I had never been to. Parking along the side of the road we sat in silence. My nerves were too unsettled to engage with Michelle and she seemed content to just play on her phone. It was strange waiting there for my wife to appear from somewhere. This was to be an intimate moment between Emily and myself, but Michelle was here. No doubt to add an extra kink to it somehow. I wasn't really concerned.

After a short time she looked at me and grinned, "Walk of shame coming up."

Turning to look around as I wasn't sure which direction she was going to come from. We were parked with a large green space on my right, plenty of young families playing. The road didn't have many cars travelling and not many were parked. There were plenty of flats on the left side of the road, smart student accommodation, not much life at this time in the morning. There was the odd youngster walking by and on this beautiful sunny Saturday, they were dressed accordingly. It was a treat to see the odd young female totty out, strutting their stuff.

Michelle either knew exactly where to park or we got lucky, our position was perfect as I spotted her. Looking out the windshield we can see my wife from quite a distance away walking on the side of the road next to the park area on my right. From this distance all I can really see is that she's walking slowly, her hair is in a bit of disarray, and she seems to be looking at the ground. She's trying to hide, I smirked, I liked this. She was obviously dressed the same as I last saw her, except I think she's not wearing the stockings



I see a young guy walking towards Emily and she seems to have his attention. Emily looks up suddenly like the guy said something to her, but she just quickly shakes her head "no" and walks quickly past him. He turns and says something else but Emily just attempts to straighten her skirt as she picks up speed with her walk, head back down. After a short sprint, tricky in her heels, from that guy she appears to relax and slows back down. Almost instantly another man approaches her. He's more successful as it seems he struck up a conversation with her. This man is a bit older and appears to be smoother than the last man. Emily responds a bit differently by stopping to engage the man in conversation. It seems that Emily is not upset with the interruption but rather starts to smile a bit and actually makes eye contact with the man at times. I don't know if it's my imagination, but it seems that Emily is standing a bit straighter and a bit more confident?

I'd love to have known what the conversation was as we watched him put his hand out on her shoulder. That was brazen of him and I was astonished that she let him. She even appeared to giggle as he did it. I turned to look at Michelle, she was watching with a grin on her face. Turning back I could see my wife looking around nervously, to see if anyone was watching. I had a need to go and save her but I had a feeling this was all part of some plan. She nodded and they took a few steps towards us to a bench. He'd managed to put his arm around her waist as they did that.

They were now sitting on the bench, my wife struggling to pull her short skirt into place on her bare legs, especially as she had her mobile in her hands. I was jealous as I wanted some attention with her, wanting to know how last night had gone. Again she was looking around, I started to wonder if she was looking for me. He now turned to her with one arm on her shoulder as he placed his other on her bare knee. Even from here we could see her jump at the contact. One of her hands quickly on top of his, I thought to push it away but she held it there. All the time they were talking again.

There was something about him that didn't look right. He was scruffy. Very scruffy. Unkept beard, messy hair, ill fitting clothes. In fact the more I looked the more he could have been a tramp or something. That really did concern me. She laughed at whatever he said and her free'ish hand pulled at her skirt again, tricky with her mobile in it. Her laugh told me she was somehow relaxed, I wasn't.

Turning to Michelle "Michelle, should I go save her?"

She kept her eyes fixed ahead and simply shook her head a no.

"Really?" and she quickly glanced at me with a smirk and nodded for me to keep watching. At the same time she did something with her phone and then held it up as if she was going to film something, pointing forward to my wife and her new friend.

I watched my wife lift her phone to her face. I guess reading Michelle's text as her head then shot around, this time looking for us. He took this distraction to twist my wife more towards him with the hand on her shoulder. She looked very flustered. Especially when he leaned forward and put a kiss on one of her cheeks. It was a smooth, fast move that caught us all by surprise. Emily was obviously particularly flustered and he somehow managed to quickly pull another one off.

This tramp, or whatever he was, was a player, smooth as hell. He then leaned back and appeared to nod towards my wife's boobs. She looked down and I guess that became the conversation somehow. At the same time he had managed to start to move his hand up and down her leg a little even though her hand remained over his, I guess relaxing a little.

We watched her laugh and with her mobile phone hand did something with her bra straps that were clearly visible on her shoulders. He appeared excited at her reaction and managed to this time pull her towards him to kiss her quickly on the lips, while at the same time moving his arm down her back slightly off her shoulder. She said something to him, shaking her head.

He grinned and made his move. With some force pulled her body towards him as he tried to engage in a full on mouth to mouth kiss. Both of her hands reached for his chest to push him away. This looked like a full on struggle, I knew what it looked like to me, I half expected someone to run in and punch him in the face.

Quickly turning to Michelle, I saw her send another message to someone and she saw the concern on my face "It's all ok, keep watching." She sent another text as I turned to watch.

He now had my wife turned to face him, one hand on the middle of her back pulling her in and his other hand was high on her thigh at the hem of her skirt. Both of her hands were still against his chest. Their lips were still mashed together but she didn't appear to be struggling with him now. They were kissing, she was kissing him back. I relaxed a little knowing she was ok.

They then took a break, he let her go. I had to remind myself that this was all happening on a street, early in the morning next to a public park. Emily looked completely confused, she was almost panting, her hands didn't know where to go. I expected her to get up and run our way or at the very least push the hand off her thigh.

But he pulled her back and they started to kiss again. This time she didn't fight him at all, she simply opened her mouth and they started to enjoy the moment together. I could virtually hear her moaning into his mouth. His hand on her thigh was now moving smoothly up and down enjoying the feel of her leg.

Whilst they were mid kiss I was shocked to see someone come and sit next to them both. It was the younger man from just now that my wife had dismissed. She clearly detected him but wasn't able to free herself from the embrace, or maybe she didn't want to.

A few moments later they parted again. This time it was clear to see that Emily was being affected by this. Her breathing was laboured, her chest heaving, if we were closer I'd have caught her eyes glazed a little I was sure of it. The younger man was now part of the conversation and I noticed that the tramp's hand was now starting to edge her skirt up ever so slightly. She was still bewildered and confused, not stopping anything.

Something was said and the younger man leaned forward but she shook her head a no. That sprung the tramp into action again, but not before a nod to his new friend as he pulled my wife towards him and again their lips mashed. My amazing wife was putty in his hands. The other guy slid up closer and slightly behind my wife, taking one of her free hands, once she'd transferred her mobile to the other, and placing it over his cock. She didn't flinch, clearly enjoying the kiss, instead leaving her hand passively on his cock. He then leaned between the two kissers and grabbed a handful of boob, starting to really massage it.

Here she was having just had an evening with her first black man, god only knows what went on, because she hadn't had a chance to update us yet. Instead she's allowing two strangers to enjoy her body in a very public place. The change in her was truly amazing. I shifted in my seat as my cock strained against my underwear. My wife looked so sexual and wanton, almost like a teenager clubbing, face sucking on her latest boyfriend. I loved it.

The kissers separated and instantly the young man manoeuvred my wife towards himself so that she was tipping her head back allowing him to get a kiss in with her. He still had one hand on a boob. This freed up the original guy as he decided to put both hands on her leg nearest to us. Smoothly moving one hand between her thighs, vanishing under the skirt.

She jumped but didn't break the kiss. This was really kinky to watch. Here she was being felt up by strangers whilst sharing a seriously passionate snog. I could only guess what the man between her thighs was doing, but she had completely melted in their hands. I was sure that they could easily start anything at this stage.

However it wasn't to be as I heard a child loudly giggling. I looked over between us and them. There was a mother with two young children heading their direction, having fun and making a lot of noise. This caught my wife's group's attention at the same time and suddenly everyone was aware and scrambling. The children were oblivious to everything that was going on a few feet in front of them of course, but it sucked my wife out of her sexual haze.

Emily managed to jump to a standing position and quickly pulled her skirt back into place, but not before I think I caught a glimpse of either pussy or thong. Too far away to be sure but wow. And before anyone could blink my wife was heading our way. The two men left on the bench with probably some of the bluest balls in history.

Emily nodded to the mother as she passed and, locating our car, was soon slid into the back seat, her breathing still exasperated and rushed.

I turn to look at Emily in the back seat and see she is looking down at the floor and that her clothes had not fallen in a decent place. I could make out her bra but it seems her piercings aren't as noticeable because they are no longer in the slots in the bra to show them off. Her skirt is pulled tight and high across her thighs. I was so turned on by this appearance and what she's just done, that I'm dumbstruck and can't say anything.

Michelle chuckles and Emily looks up between us, flashing me a quick glance and an embarrassed smile but then looks out the window. I understand from her reaction that she doesn't want to talk, probably horny as well and considering what did and could have just happened.

Michelle starts the car up and we're on our way. I wanted to go home. I want to hear about last night. I want to lick my wifes pussy.

We quickly arrive and park at the restaurant. As we are walking from the car, I hear Michelle tell Emily "Emily, you're looking really gorgeous. Why don't you give Chris a treat and go fix your nipple rings in the bra like they are supposed to be. Chris and I really love seeing them that way!" I see Emily flash Michelle an exasperated look. There's a pause as she no doubt considers her answer but instead just heads off for the Ladies' Room as Michelle and I are brought to our table. Emily comes out to our table looking pretty much the same except for her nipple rings being much more noticeable in her tight top. She sits and keeps her eyes downward.

Michelle starts the conversation by putting her hand on Emily's arm "So, how was your evening with Nate?"

Emily sighs and looks around to see who might be able to hear. It seems everyone around us is engrossed in their own conversation but she's still worried about being overheard, again. With a bit of blush rising in her face, Emily looks to Michelle and says "Well, after you dropped me off for dinner, it was a lot like our last night out. Nate was a perfect gentleman while we ate and he then took me to a club I had never heard of before. It seemed to be a rather upscale place but" and she paused a moment, picking her words "I fit in nicely. Even this outfit fit in with what some of the other women there wore."

I was entranced at how calm Emily was recounting the evening. Michelle looked on as Emily seemed to pause in her description and prodded her to continue "So what all did you do at the club?" Emily looked down and softly continued "We danced and Nate continued to be a mostly gentleman, but this time it seemed more like he was 'showing' the upscale crowd there that I was his woman." she looked in my direction, testing me. "His hands would roam my body on the floor and some dancing sort of reduced to grinding into each other. By this point I was getting into all this and just went with the flow of what he was doing."

Emily sighed and took a break from talking, seeming like she was thinking about something before continuing while keeping her eyes on the table. "After a while, Nate just took my hand and led me to his car and back to his place."

We were interrupted by the waiter bringing our lunch and Michelle and I settled into eating. Emily ate very little and continued looking down the whole time. Emily then slowly lifted her face and looked me in the eyes and said "Chris, I'm so sorry, I enjoyed last night much more than I should have."

This was music to my ears, I reached out and held her hand and gave her a very heartfelt response "Emily, Dear, we've discussed this. You know I love you more than anything and this only makes me love you all the more." Michelle seemed to be fighting back a snide comment and it seemed she made a decision to be supportive "Yes, Emily, this is exactly what Chris wants and needs from you, and you know it is exactly what you need too."

Emily then seemed to look a bit more relaxed but still kept her head down "He took control." and she took a deep breath "Nate would tell me to take things off, first my top, to which he actually whistled when he saw my rings sticking through the bra slots, then my skirt. After a slow striptease with Nate's instructions, I was slowly dancing nude and got lost in the music. At some point, Nate just took my hand and led me to his bedroom where he lay me down and started kissing me all over while he was still dressed. He paid a lot of attention to all my body and as I started to relax more I got very turned on. Nate was not at all in a rush and took his time. I was totally unable to keep track of time but it seemed to go on all night!"

Emily looked around to make sure no one was looking and paused as though she was not sure what to say. "At first Nate got up and put on a condom and then mounted me slowly and lovingly. It took time but he patiently worked into me, I loved every second of his being in me."

Turning to me with sad eyes "I'm really sorry Chris, but for this to work I really do need to be honest with you and especially myself about all this." I looked deeply into her eyes and reassured her "Emily, this is really bringing us closer together! Please be honest with me, this makes me love you all the more!"

Emily continued "Nate really knows how to make a woman enjoy herself! I was so lost in the feeling, both physical and emotional, that I don't even remember any details. All I know is that I felt things I never felt before over and over. I know we took breaks and we slept some, but it's all such a blur now." Emily's face blossomed into a full on deep blush now and it looked like her breathing was erratic. Emily glanced between Michelle and me before looking down again and quietly said "All I really remember was at some point Nate told me it's morning and it's time to get ready to go. Nate left me alone while I cleaned up some and got dressed. Nate gave me a kiss as I was leaving and told me where to go to meet you at the car."

We sat in silence eating for a moment, letting it all sink in.

"You know what's next don't you Emily?" Michelle had decided to start the conversation back up again after our waiter had delivered the deserts.

The look on my wifes face was priceless. Her eyes open wide, darting between myself and Michelle. She simply looked scared. A few seconds passed after the waiter had left before Michelle repeated her question to her.

Emily simply shook her head "No I'm not doing that".


A Wife's Decent Ch. 07

This story is part 7 of a series where a husband and wife work to expand their sexual enjoyment. I would suggest that you'll enjoy it more if you have read the preceding chapters.

This is actually the first chapter of this story that I wrote. Everything before it came afterwards (if that makes sense). Started in late 2021 it's been tweeked and added to since then. I really hope you like it, I believe it's my 'pièces de ré·sis·tance' :).

*****

Morning Visit

Friday morning I wake at my usual time, pop to the lav then make the cuppas for us both. I hear the lav flushing in the ensuite, so Emily is awake. As I re-enter the bedroom with a cup in each hand I just catch her sliding back under the duvet. "Morning babes."

I can't take my eyes off her nipple rings. Even through her sexy nighty they drew my attention. All these months later I still couldn't get over the brazenness of them. With her boobs not being in a bra they were lower down that we usually saw them. These huge, very obvious rings - just there - almost winking at you. They are way too big for her, completely impossible to hide under anything, everyone had spotted them and nearly everyone asked her about them. We'd had debates about getting them removed but Michelle had each time squashed that quickly. It was like she had some ownership of them somehow.

Emily giggled as she caught me staring "I can't get over how much you like them, still." and she nodded at the obvious tent in my PJ shorts. I blushed a little and smiled back at her. "You'd better get a condom on that before you make a mess." and she leaned back in the bed and, reaching for one ring, teased it, and teasing me.

"God darn Emily." I laughed and my cock throbbed. She was such a naughty wife lately. I completely loved it, obviously.

She laughed and stopped, picking up her cuppa. I sat next to her on my side of the bed. This was our usual morning routine, it had been this way for the last 10 plus years. We each grabbed our mobiles and scrolled through whatever we needed to get our brains working for the day ahead. I knew what weekend it was, possibly, but Emily and Michelle had avoided anything relating to it. I guessed it was going to happen next month or the month after. Who knows. My mind was not on dirty, cuckold, slutty wife thoughts, starting instead to think about the meetings I had planned today for work.

Hearing the front door opening downstairs drew my attention from my thoughts and I looked up at Emily who looked my way just as surprised. Claire was away this week at uni, so that meant that Michelle was here! Again I cursed her having a key to our house. Hearing footsteps on the stairs, she soon appeared in our bedroom doorway.

Emily and I just sat there, with cuppas in hand, utterly gobsmacked that she was here. It was a weekday and 7am, not like her at all. I had a worrying feeling in the pit of my stomach.

"God I'm soo excited." and she strode into the bedroom. It was weird on so many levels but the main one was that Emily and I were in our PJs and she was dressed for going out partying. She had a mid thigh, tight yellow dress on with high matching heels. I half wondered if she was just getting back from being out partying. "So what day is it today Emily, my slutty friend?"

I heard Emily sigh, I turned to her confused. What had they planned? Surely they weren't ready for today as 'that' day? They were going out somewhere? Feeling the bed move I turned back to see Michelle sitting next to Emily on bed.

Beaming, she picked up her mobile and took a picture of Emily sitting there. Then turning it to me took a picture of me as well. I wasn't concerned, for a change, my cock was currently soft and resting, I wasn't in a compromising pose. Emily however had her boobs very much on display under her flimsy nightie. Though that was nothing new either. Michelle, still with her camera up and now facing Emily, reminded us "Today is the first day..." she hardly waited a second before leaning forward and putting a hand on my wifes lower stomach. "We have to get that filled up with sperm.".

Oh god, wow, yes, NO. Looking at Emily she looked frightened but that didn't deter Michelle one bit, in fact she continued. Tapping one of Emily's legs, "Open your legs slut. We want to see your slutty cunt." Jeezzus she was on form today. Emily slowly did, showing off her lacy white thong pulled tight across her pussy. "Today for the first time ever you'll take a black cock bare." She put her hand back over my wife's womb again "Deep and bare so that he can inject his baby making sperm into you."

"Ohhh god" Emily whimpered. Michelle looked up at her then across to me. She smiled and looked down at my new tent. Her grin widened as she stood up. Taking a step back she took a picture of the both of us. There goes my dignity. "The happy cuckold couple." and she chuckled before continuing "Day 13 yes?" my wife nodded "Then we need to get you bulging with semen. Go on Chris, bugger off to work.".

I didn't move, I was in shock. Was this real, was today going to be the day or was this just another tease? Was this really the day when my fantasy of over 20 years somehow had the possibility of becoming real? Did I actually want it to be real? Just looking over at my wife sat there on the bed next to me. Seeing the changes that had happened to her over the last few months. She was sitting there with her nipple rings and pussy both pretty much on display. Just a few weeks ago she still wouldn't have done that on demand. I pictured her with a big pregnant belly to go with it all. Oh god wow.

Michelle turned to me. "Go shower and make sure you wank off. I want your sperm down the drain. Then put a condom on and get off to work." she laughed "Come back at 2pm.".

What 2pm. That was mid day. Errr what, why? I was about to question her, which I know would have been stupid when she gave me more homework. "I want you to watch the two video links I sent you. You'll see." and she turned back to Emily but sharply said "Go on NOW!" as her last instruction to me. I stood up and walked to our bathroom, my cock throbbing and pointing to the sky inside my shorts. Just before the shower powered up I could hear Emily's voice "Yer yer Michelle, this is never going to happen, but lets play along." I sighed, I was part relieved.

The Start

As instructed it was 1.58pm when I open my bedroom door and stood there. I'm greeted with a sight greater than any fantasy or any porn video. In front of me, is our bedroom as it always is, however this time my wife and Michelle are in there with two strangers and a camera on a tripod. That was never discussed, but I quickly notice the prize.

Emily is lying on the bed on her back, her black lacy underwear sort of on, contrasting her pale white skin amazingly. Her bra still on but both of her boobs pulled out of their cups and splayed out sideways on her chest, into her armpits. She appears to have lost her panties as I can see her trimmed bush, framed by a garter belt attached to some expensive stockings. Her hips are raised high as she has two pillows under her butt and her legs are widely spread, her stockings shining brightly. Her eyes are slightly glazed and locked on me in the doorway. Her wrists are above her head outstretched loosely, tied via silk ties to the headboard. Her breathing heavy, her chest heaving, she's panting.

Michelle is stood on the far side of the bed facing me. She is dressed as this morning and has a big grin on her face. Once she has my gaze she directs it to the two strangers.

The two strangers are big, black, naked, men and I mean coal black. One has to be nearly 7 foot tall and is skinny, he's kneeling on the bed between her legs rubbing his long thin cock around my wifes pussy lips. I can just about hear the slight sound of their juices combining over Emily's panting. He has his entire fist around his cock with a good 2 inches sticking out that's doing its dance around her pussy. That's one long cum injector. The other man is shorter and bigger, he has a pretty substantial belly on him and a thick long cock hanging down between his legs. He's still soft and it looks scary, it's already pretty long and is seriously thick. I can only imagine what it will look like when ready for action. I can't see the 1st guys balls but the second guys look to be at least 3 times the size of mine and hanging down low to about half way down his cock. They must be in their mid to late 20s, both scaring the crap out of me.

Michelle pulled me from my fascination with these men. "Emily, what do you need?"

I look back at Emily, her eyes now closed, her chest heaving, her mouth open. Michelle tracing a finger around the closest nipple, playing with the ring. The thin black man's cock teasing her sensitive lips, slickening up, getting ready. She dreamily opens her eyes and looks directly at me, as if in a trance "Do you really want this? There's no going back in a few seconds.". She pauses and takes a deep breath "This is wrong. We should stop.".

All 4 sets of eyes were now on me. My eyes locked on the big black dick that's no longer moving, instead it is pointing straight at my wifes pussy lips, her canal, her womb, her eggs. Time seems to stand still, Emily moans "ummmmmggghh" tearing me eyes away from her pussy I can see that Michelle has leaned over and has one of Emily's nipples between her lips and the other between two fingers.

Emily calls to me "We don't have to do this. Please don't, I'm not ..." a single tear falls down her cheek. "Ohhhhhh" and she arches her back a little and pulls on the ties at her wrists. Michelle has sucked hard on her nipple, her tongue dancing around the always erect, pierced nipple. Looking back at her pussy I can see that black snake is pushed hard against her clit, almost swallowing it.

I hear Michelle un-latch with a lip smacking sound. I look back up my wife's body to see her now looking at me, with direct eye contact, as Michelle says "Emily what does Chris want?".

A short delay before, "He wants me to have a baby, a black baby." my wife pants in reply.

"Emily what do you want?" asks Michelle as she licks my wifes nipple again and tweaks the other.

"Noooo" is all she can answer, I lock eyes with my amazing wife again. She's feeling something again as she arches her back and moans "uuugghhhh". I look back at her pussy, and see her clit being worked hard in circles by a pulsing, leaking, cock. I happen to notice the other cock is no longer dangling but now pointing half up and growing!

I can't help myself, this is it. This has taken months, if not years to get to now. It's finally here. I feel my condom covered cock straining. I look back and forth between Emily's eyes, pleading with me and the black cock waiting to carry out its job. To pleasure a woman and deliver its seed. We've tracked her cycle, she's had her first black cock, her dates with Terry, her new clothes, her pierced nipples and tattoos, we've built to this. We've gradually worked towards today, always our, my goal. We've all known it, it's been no surprise at all. But this really is a big step.

If this works out as planned, not only will we have a child to bring up for the rest of our lives but everyone will know. Or at least everyone will assume. Everything we've done so far has been pretty much simple changes or hints at changes. This will be clear. Here are a white couple with a black baby. The mother clearly was pregnant beforehand. I suppose people may wonder if it was some form of IVF and we could hide it off that way if we want. But we don't want that. People will know. That woman has slept with a black man and that white dude is her husband. My god what a slut, a black cock slut. We'll hold our heads proud as that will be us. Another moan from Emily "ummm" as Michelle plays with her piercing and the cock dances around her clit.

Michelle lifts her head slightly and looks me in the eyes. "These two men have been specially selected for you." She flicked her tongue over my wifes nipple "They've been ejaculating once a day for a month and are now backed up for 24 hours.".

"Ummmm" Emily moaned. I wasn't sure why but I couldn't take my eyes off Michelle, "They both have had many healthy children between them. They love to breed white sluts like you." Emily moaned at the word sluts. "And look at their skin, they're the darkest black for you, Chris." I looked back up at them, looking at their faces. The one rubbing his cock around Emily clit was grinning at me. Michelle then topped it off "Your slutty wife, she needs this. She needs to be bred, right now.".

I look back at Emily and open my mouth to say something but she beats me to it "Please don't Chris, I'm your wife, not a slut. Don't have them breed me." she pulls at her wrist ties but there's something in her eye, a twinkle, maybe. 'Don't have them breed me' rings in my ears, my cock throbs.

Looking directly into Emily's eyes, I've still not spoken to anyone since getting home. I open my mouth but again Emily quickly interjects "No Chris. This has gone far enough. I've done all these things for you so far." She pulls hard on her wrist ties. She looks up at Michelle, then down her body at the two men. "Nooo I don't want this.".

Michelle quickly asks her "You don't want sex? You don't want these men to pleasure you out of your pretty little mind?" she pauses, everyone pauses. Emily doesn't answer but her body wriggles like she's trying to escape. "You don't want to get fucked?".

Emily answers us all "No".

"Lier" Michelle almost spits out. "We all know how much you love getting fucked. Just the other day Nate was ploughing you wasn't he?" At the mention of his name Emily stopped wriggling. "Imagine what these two amazing cocks will feel like inside you." Michelle continued to tease her and work her up "You're ripe right now, on heat, your body is craving cock.".

Emily moaned at her "Ohhhhhh gggaawwwdddd." she knew she was right, I knew she was right.

Emily spoke up "Put a condom on please.".

Michelle laughed "No more condoms for you Emily. Not from today.".

"But pleasssseeee." she moaned out to us.

"Nate's condom covered cock was the last condom your pussy will feel ever again." and Michelle again leaned forward and using her tongue played with my wife's nipple ring again.

I cleared my throat with a little cough "Emily my love, look at me." she turned her head to see me. We locked eyes. I could see the pleading in her but I knew what was needed here. I turned to the man kneeling at her pussy, his cock at the ready. "Are you ready?" and I nodded to him.

He moved to a now high kneeling position on the bed between my wifes legs. Turning to face her, he cupped his balls in one hand "Yer man." his long cock in the other. It was pointing up, and pulsing with his heart beat, it looked like it was as hard as iron.

"Put it at her entrance but don't go in."

Emily gasped "OOhhhh gawd, no.".

I watched him line it up. His wet, spongy cock head pressing against my wifes pussy lips. Emily was gasping quietly to herself "no no no no" but she'd stopped wiggling.

"Slowly apply pressure. Real slow." I instructed him.

He surprised me by lifting both of his hands up and crossing them behind his head. I saw his ass and thigh muscles tense and he pushed slightly forward. I was surprised that he didn't just slide in. You could see his long cock bend slightly as the pressure grew slowly.

Emily was continuing to moan "no no no no".

Michelle joined in "Can you feel it Emily. Can you feel his cock trying to get into you?" while she flicked the ring around with her tongue.

Emily replied "Yes, oh god, oh god, no no no" and then her volume changed and her head snapped to me. "OH GOD" as at that second it happened. The pressure was too much and his cock head popped inside her. It jumped into her slick, tight, pussy canal.

"Pull it back out" I quickly instructed him. He did and she gasped. I was ready to burst. I didn't know what to say next. This was too much for me. I froze and said nothing.

Michelle could see my problem instantly, she raised herself up and took over "Now put it back in again, just the head and hold it real still there.". I watched his cock head slip back in, but easier this time. The remaining 6 inches or more just looked like a spear that would never fit. "Pulse it babe." I wasn't sure who she was talking to. But I could see his ass muscles contracting, he was pulsing his cock head? "Can you feel it? Emily? You can, can't you.".

"Oh god, oh god."

"Slide it into her slowly."

"Ohhh god no" Emily moaned to him.

But I watched it start to enter my wife. It slowly started to disappear inside her body. Michelle continued "You can feel it. You can feel the long, black cock sliding inside you Emily."

My wife was babbling rubbish now "Ohh gaawwsdd, feel it, wrong, sooo good, nooo, oh my gaawwwd".

"Can you feel every vein, every ridge, every bump of his magnificent long back cock as it stretches you."

More babbling from Emily "Ohhh godddd, soo, arrgggg, oohhh, arrrgggg, bigggg, noooo, oohhh nooo, tooo biiigggg, long, oooh god." she was almost hyperventilating now. "Owwwwww" her tone changed.

He appeared to stop pushing and he announced "Bottomed out.". He was nearly all the way in, maybe a little more than an inch or so left. His hands were still locked behind his head. I was amazed that he'd managed to get that much into her. Where had it all gone?

I'd still not found my voice, luckily Michelle was on it "Hold it there. Let her feel it all." she then leaned down to Emily's face so that they were almost lip to lip. "What do you think Emily, can you feel it all inside you? Does it feel better without a condom covering it?" She kissed my panting wife on the lips. She then reached down and placed a hand over my wife's womb area as if she was trying to feel the cock there. "Can you feel the long, black cock, deep inside your slutty cunt?"

Her hand appeared to push down lightly on my wife and we head Emily moan a deep "Ohhhh gggoooddd YEESSSSSSSS." she took a deep long breath "Sooo FULLLLL, toooo big."

Michelle kissed her again on the lips before leaning up slightly to look at me "Do you want that cock out of you Emily?" and she smirked.

All we heard in reply was a moan and groan from my wife. "Do you want him to take his long black cock out of your slutty cunt? Then push it back inside you again? Then out, then in?"

How he was holding still was a mystery to me. I'd have been thrusting, nothing could have stopped me. Michelle continued "Do you want to get fucked?"

Emily found her words "Ohhh goodddd, noooo" and she struggled with her bonded hands. "Must stop."

Whilst still looking at me with her hand over my wifes womb she leaned forward and gave a nipple and ring a light tug with her teeth. "He wants to fuck you. This cock wants to slide in and out of you. He has something to deliver. His ball sack is aching, his sperm wants to swim free inside you. I can feel your womb calling for it. You need this."

Back up to her lips and they kissed before she stopped to tell her "You need his seed. You need to be bred my friend."

Emily shook her head as she panted. Michelle looked back at me, she nodded and smiled.

I again cleared my throat to say something and opened my mouth but nothing came out. My throat was dry as a bone and my heart was racing too much.

Michelle smirked turning her head to him and simply and loudly commanded him "FUCK HER".

Instantly, his cock started to slide out of her. She wailed "Ohhhhhhhhhhh" as his cock head dragged along her sensitive pussy walls. It very slowly started to appear, inch by inch until you could see nearly all of it. He paused with it nearly all out. Turning to face me and he smiled and bringing his hands down to her hips he gripped them tightly. Turning back to face Emily "Ready bitch?".



"Ohhh ggaawwwddd no." was all my wife could answer him.

His grin exploded as he rammed his cock into her in one fast, hard push. It about made Emily's head explode as she screamed "Arrrrggggg". He pulled back fast, then pushed back in again, then back fast then back in again. She continued to scream through it. "Arrggggggggghhhhh".

I was worried that the neighbours would be knocking in a second.

Four or five thrusts like that and we watched my wife orgasm on his cock. Yup there it was. She was clearly cumming all over him. The feeling he was giving must have been amazing. I'd never seen her like this. Her tits were threatening to jump off her body as she shook through it.

Michelle capitilised on it "Good girl Emily, your white girl cunt is telling his big black cock that it is doing a good job.".

He continued thrusting into her, grunting as he moved and Emily was sort of answering in return. Each time he filled her up he was "Arrrhhh" she was "Unnnggghhh" back at him.

Michelle reminded us both "There's a long bare black cock inside you Emily. You have no protection. You're going to ovulate tomorrow. You're a fertile woman right now. If he cums inside you, your body will do what it's made for. You'll use his sperm to mix with your egg."

And we all heard it clear as a bell "YEESSSSSS" from my wife. I'd swear he started to move faster or harder hearing that.

Michelle looked at me, she removed her hand from my wife's belly and stood up. "Emily do you want it?"

"Nooooo ooohhhh goooaaaddddd."

It was almost funny how confused she was. He was really picking up the pace now and they were both moaning loudly. Michelle pushed on "He's getting ready to breed you Emily. To turn you into their black baby momma. You can do that. You want to do that." I could see his finger marks on her hips as he held onto my wife tightly, really trying to make sure he was getting deep and hard into her. "You want his baby. You want to get black bred."

We heard it again "Yessss oohhh gggaaawwdddd. Yessss cummmmminnnggg" as she started to cum again.

I found my voice "Do it, put a black baby into my wife".

I almost heard 3 smiles. And even though she's still cumming I see another tear from her eye. "Nooo Chris, uugghhhhgg" she cries out, closing her eyes, her body jerking.

That's all he needed to hear, somehow the timing is perfect. He stops pumping her, calls out a deep "Uggghhhh" as he pulls her hips hard back against him and he starts to fill her up.

His orgasm is strong. He howls through it. There is no gap between them. Every millimeter of his cock is inside my wife, deep up inside her body somewhere, right next to her cervix, her womb. Where he is injecting billions upon billions of sperm. His hot, salty, creamy, DNA filled sperm is being injected through his cock into my wife.

I can see his butt muscle pulsing in time with his roar as I can picture his balls emptying their load, jet after jet of his sperm shooting up his cock. The feeling must be amazing. For both of them.

Michelle commentates for us "That's it. It's happening. You're being bred Emily." she looks soo joyous "He's cumming inside you. You have a black man's cum inside you. It's going into your womb." She actually claps her hands. "It's done, the first naked black cock is breeding you." she claps again.

My wife moans "Ohhhhh gaawwwddd" I think she's stopped cumming but she's sort of jerking with him as he starts to slow down.

"Can you feel it?" Michelle asks her.

"Yeesssssss" my out of breath wife answers.

"Amazing, good girl. Oh my god that was soo amazing." Michelle looks up at me, then back to him. I too look at him. He has a light sheen of sweat on him and he is panting. He is still holding himself deep inside her, his hands holding her hips tightly. Michelle continues her job "That's it, it's done. Emily, your womb has only ever had Chris's cum in it before. It's where you made Claire. It's where you're now going to make a new baby. Maybe with this man's black cum." and she leans forward to again kiss my wife on the lips.

I'd completely forgotten the other man was even here. But he taps his mate on the shoulder as if to say my turn now. The one that just fucked my wife, releases his hands and I watch as his long thin cock slowly starts to slide out of my wife. Still amazed at the length of it. It's different to how it was earlier, it's now floppier and messier. It's clear that he's cum inside her, as it's frothy and a lighter colour. He quickly slides away off the bed and stands next to Michelle, who has now stood back up.

"No, wait" we hear Emily panting and her eyes are open as she watches the other man move between her legs, her wrists pulling at their ties.

I look across at him and then down his body over his huge belly to the monster sticking out from his groin. This cock is different. The other one pointed up, was long and hard as iron. This one points forward, is not quite as long but is thick. This one is ridged with prominent veins, snaking around it. It's not a pretty cock at all, but it fits this ogre of a man. It is already touching my wife's very shiny looking pussy lips when again we hear Emily say "No, wait." He stops, I half expected him not to.

Michelle puts her hand again on my wife's belly "Why?" making the point that the damage is done.

"Ohhh gaawwwdd this is soo wrong." She turns to me "Chris no, this is. Ohhh gawwd" and she quickly turned to look at the man between her legs, her eyes open wide, lifting her head up. I can see why as he's started to push into her already. So he didn't wait, I smile.

My sight is instantly pulled back to her pussy and I see it. The huge head of the black cock is gone. Most of Emily's pussy lips have also gone. Both are now pushed inside her. Stretching her. The lips I can see are tight, white and thin. This time I notice the contrast of the black cock against my pale wife is spectacular. It looks like some huge monster trying to attack the white skin. It continues to slowly slide in.

"Ohhh gooaaawwwdd, what is that. It's fucking huge." Emily calls out. "What theee ooowwwwww".

Michelle is doing something on her phone, sending a message maybe, before she looks up at Emily. "Yes dear this is a new big, fat, black, cock for your hungry cunt." she almost looks evil as she continues. "We have to ruin this cunt now. Make it only able to satisfy huge, long, fat cocks." I've seen this look on Michelle before, when the tattoos and nipple rings were done, during part of the hucow photos, and it continues to scare me. "We want you to need and crave these big cocks for your loose cunt. Your slutty cunt babes."

"Noooo" Emily moans to her "Ohhh gaawwdd" and drops her head down back onto the bed. Then she winces "Oawwww tooooo big." I looked down at her pussy to see half the cock is inside her now. It's really stretching her wide, I hope it doesn't really hurt. He pulls back out a little then pushes in more. This time her moan is more a pleasurable moan "Ohhhhh gooooddd soo full."

Michelle quickly adds "It won't be long my lovely friend. Another load of thick cum will be inside you." and she laughs. "Chris go change your condom, I think you need a fresh one.".

I don't move but look down at myself. I suddenly realise that I've cum in it, how did she know? I then remember coming while my wife was cumming on the cock while she received her first load. I remember feeling it but not being able to focus on it. The sight before me was so mind blowing.

Michelle then taunts Emily "Are you enjoying your second big black cock my dear?".

"Ummmmgggggg" was her only reply. I could see that he was starting to speed up with his fucking, it was sliding in and out with more ease now.

In a trance, I take a step back to change my condom as Michelle suggested. Stepping into the landing I reach for the door handle to close the bedroom door, I slowly pull it towards me.

"We have a fine ass white whore to breed." I hear the new man's voice for the first time as the last vision is of the black monster starting to move inwards again, to fill and claim her. I close the door in front of me as I am greeted by a loud moan from Emily "Ohhh god noooooo".

"Yesss" I hear Michelle reply, "This is what you've needed."

"Sooo big" from Emily, followed by a laugh from a man. Standing outside the door for a few moments, unable to move. I hear Michelle taunting her "This is it bitch, always thought you were better than me. You'll soon have more nigger seed in your, all-to-do womb. Your eggs will be swimming in it. These fat tits of yours will soon be even bigger and leaking." and she laughed.

My balls ached. I stumble to the other bathroom and quickly changed my condom. I was surprised to find that my cock was starting to get hard again already. My balls really aching. Slowing walking towards our bedroom, new condom on, listening to the fucking sounds. I stop at the door, I didn't want to disturb them right now. I need a moment. I went down the stairs and back into the TV room to sit in the empty room with the vision of what I just saw fixed in my head. Listening to my wife and her lovers above me. She was obviously thoroughly enjoying it.

"Uugggghhhhh" it's suddenly louder and I realise that the door is open to the bedroom. I turn my head to hear more. "Uuugggggggg tooo biiiigggg" I hear Emily moan. Then I hear the door close, heels on the stairs and then Michelle appears.

The biggest grin you can imagine on her face. "Gawd I couldn't stay in there, I'm too excited." and she grabs a boob, squeezes hard, closing her eyes. "It's happening Chris, Emily is taking black cock up there. Deep and un-protected, it's actually happening." I can't reply, I'm in a trance, I can still hear the "uugggggggsss" loudly through the house.

Michelle shudders herself a little and gathers her composure, looking at me "They're good boys they'll breed her well for you. She's enjoying every moment. You know you may have lost her?" I can only nod. "You realise that this is real Chris?".

"Yup"

She smirks "You'll have a black baby to bring up for the next 20 years Chris."

"Yup"

"But she might like these black cocks more than yours and want them more." I nodded and she quickly continued "You'd love her to become slut for black cock only wouldn't you." I don't nod or smirk, she knows.

She shakes her head a little and smiles as she hears another loud sound that was likely Emily cumming again. "When they're done, the boys will leave. You don't need to talk to them. But you must then go up to Emily straight away." She paused to check I was listening. "Chris pay attention a second." I nod again, sort of trying to pay attention more.

She starts again "When they're done they'll leave, it may be an hour or so. Then you are to go up and make sure Emily cums again at least once before she gets off the pillows." She stares at me. "Tell me what you're going to do Chris and why?".

"I'm going to make sure Emily cums after they've gone to trigger upsuck." I reply rather robotically and my cock twitches.

"Not from a text book you prick." Michelle chastises me but with a smirk. "Try again."

We can hear the moans are getting louder and the gaps are now only 1 second between each one. There's also been a bit of talking of some sort, but mostly male voices. Michelle has an idea and quickly fishes her mobile out. "This'll teach you." She points her mobile at me clearly recording a video now. She then walks back up stairs with the camera recording, I hear the door moving and her narrating. "Hi this is Emily, a white wife, oh look what's inside her slutty cunt. Oh and no condoms, oh my, and I know she's not on the pill." I hear the door close as she walks downstairs and appears with the phone facing me again.

"Try again" and she smiles an evil smile.

"Arrggguuggggg cummmmmmnnnngggg" can clearly now be heard from upstairs and I throb, my cock again rock hard. "I'm going to go upstairs and make sure that my wife cums when they're done. To make sure their sperm gets sucked deep into her womb." I clearly say to the camera, feeling like I'm going to cum right there.

"Who's they?" Michelle asks me.

"The two black men that are currently fucking Emily my wife."

"And why are they doing that, apart from the obvious." and she sniggers as the "ugggghhh" moaning starts again.

"They are trying to breed her, to put a black baby into my white wife." as I say that I judder and cum hard. Without even touching myself. "Uuuggghhh" I moan very quietly in comparison to the noises coming from upstairs.

"What just happened?" asks Michelle, even though she clearly knows having seen it many times before.

"I've just come into my condom."

She laughs and puts down the camera "Gawd I love you two. Make sure no condoms get near her upstairs but change yours as soon as possible. Again." She comes over to me, kisses me on the forehead and walks off, with a jiggle in her step, a bounce in her boobs as she goes out of our front door.

I'm left in this empty quiet room, again in a cum filled condom, fully dressed. My balls are really aching now. The only sounds are of Emily and now I can hear one of the men grunting with her and it's much faster now. Emily's "Uggggssss" and his "ggguuuuggghh" in unison. Real pistoning, hard and fast.

I can picture everything, I can imagine the two of them intertwined. His huge black cock deep inside her. Deep inside her pussy, really, really deep inside. I imagine being able to see and feel her lower stomach moving with each thrust. Almost like an alien inside her, which I guess it kind of is. Only a few weeks ago I was the only cock to have ever been inside her. Since then there have been quite a few. But tonight is different. Tonight has been planned. Tonight she will have black cum inside her and at some point In the next few hours she releases an egg.

I don't know what's going on up there now as the sounds have changed. There's a bit of quiet, maybe some moving around. Swapping men? Does that mean there's a second load of cum in her already? Oooh gawd, really. Some more footsteps upstairs, bed creaking. Oh god to see what's happened, I remember the camera, who's is it? God that's risky. I hear some muffled talking then clearly "Ohhh god it's big." clearly in Emilys voice. "Ohhh ggooddd arrrrgg" now crying out loudly. I jump up to standing. Then silence. "Ugggghhmm" and a screech of some sort, I bolt up the stairs. I don't want her hurt, what are they doing to her. A deep "uuuhhhhhhgggg" as I get to the bedroom door and reach for the handle. Turning the handle the door doesn't budge "Oh god, oh god, oh god oohhhh slow" Emily again.

"Emily what's going on are you ok?" rattling the door "Let me in."

"She's cool man, just getting used to us." the door replied to me with a laugh. I can hear her clearly panting now, fast like she's trying to catch her breath. "Oooohhh uggghhhh" I hear again.

"Emily you ok?"

"Uggghh hhhhh" I think she's saying yes and then "Ohhh gaawddd more but slow." ok I have my answer. Geezz what are they doing to her. I stand there unable to go away.

"She'll be ready soon." I hear them saying to each other, I guess. But ready for what, clearly they were already fucking. I'm confused and unable to picture what's happening in there. I take my hand off the doorknob to the sound of the bed creaking again. "Ohhh ggawwwddd" followed by deep breathing again. Still standing there, my cock still in my cum filled condom and starting to rise again, making my balls hurt more than just ache. Time to change that condom, again, while I hear more moaning and grunting happening. I pop across the hall to the bathroom and swap it over, while listening to all manor of grunts and wails from the bedroom. Now wearing a fresh condom on wobbly legs I walk across the hallway to the stairs. "That's it baby I told you you could take it, now you're ready." I hear one of them talking to her. More movement.

"Ohhh gawd I don't know, ugggghh." I hear her reply / moan to them. More confusion with me. I clearly hear juice sounds from her pussy at the same time as a rapid and loud "ugggh, uggghhh, ugggghh" as if something was thrust hard 3 times. I hear a phone ping through the fucking sounds then a mans voice "You still out there?" and I hear something at the door being moved and it opens a little. The big fat guy's face appears in the crack of the door and I see a half smirk. "Let him in." him? In? What? I try to look past him but I can't see through the tiny crack in the door.

"Uuggh, gugghgggh, gugghgggh" again another three hard thrusts I guess. "Sooo big" I hear Emily moan and then sounds of the bed, someone is moving around. "Arrgggg ggaawdd" my wife again.

He turns to face me again and says "Let him in" as I hear the doorbell ring. What? But I turn to see what's going on downstairs.

"Oh god, oh god, it's soo deep, please." Emily moans as I head downstairs. Clearly the first man is having another go on her.

I scoot down the stairs to see who the hell is at the door. Opening the door just as the sex sounds get louder. God this is going to need some explaining at, what, 3pm on a Friday afternoon? There in front of me this is a black man, he is smartly dressed, 50 to 60 years old, maybe older. He just smiles at me, looking past me up the stairs, clearly able to hear the noises.

No words are spoken but I know what he's here for. I passively stand to one side and let him in. He simply walks past me and heads up the stairs. He didn't look at me, just heads up towards my wife and those other two men. I close the door to the street, wondering if the neighbours saw him coming. Turning and looking up the stairs I watch him vanish into our bedroom with the door closing behind him. My wife's fucking sounds are now slightly quieter but still clearly ongoing.

I stand by the door for god knows how long, wondering how Michelle planned all this. Where she found them all and what was left for Saturday etc. In the end I moved into the kitchen to make a cuppa to settle my nerves. My heart banging still and needing a rest. At the same time everything upstairs appears to stop.

A long silence. No movement.

I hear the bed creak and stretch as someone moves. What are they doing now? Was she ok? Should I go check? I walk back into the TV room and sit again in the dark with my cup in hand.

A few minutes later, some mumbling and I hear a door open, the bedroom door. At the same time a quiet "Ugggggggggghhhhhhhhh." This one is drawn out and slow. Then silence, a door bangs quietly, another slow "ugggghhhhhhhhhhh" and footsteps on the stairs. One of them is coming down? Another slow groan from Emily as the thin man walks past me. I'm not sure if he notices that I'm here but he simply goes to the front door and lets himself out. Clicking it closed behind him. Well he can't get back in again now so I guess he's done. Who was the other man?

I stay there, my own cock and balls really throbbing. Listening to the slow moaning that indicated the fucking that she was receiving, again. Again I wonder, where did Michelle find these men? I hear the moaning start to speed up a little from its slow crawl, then it stops. I can hear some mumbling but I don't get up. No more moaning, no more bumping, just some mumbling. Then a really slow and loud "uggggghhhhhhgghghhhhhhh" the longest one yet, some sort of whimpering, then silence. Then mumbling followed by what sounded something like "My... Emily Hammer and I'm a... white ... black cock .... Me." then a shrill "ugggghh" that was fast and loud.

Then I hear him "Again", followed by Emily chanting "My name is ..... white ... black cock ... me." ugggghhhh

Him "Again", followed by a much clearer and louder "My name is Emily Hammer, I'm a married, white, whore for black cock. Please breed meeeeeee ugggggggg." and that distinct bang of the bed. Then just a "uuuggghhhhhh" bang, "ugghhhhhhh" bang, "uggghhghggg" bang, "ugghhhhgggg arrrrr ccuummming" bang, silence bang, silence bang.



Then there's just the sound of a slow rhythmic bang after bang. Slow and steady and not a sound from Emily, nothing. This must go on for a good 10 minutes steadily increasing in speed. I've started to stroke my own cock sort in rhythm with the sound. Until bang, bang, bang, bang fast then silence. Complete silence. I can picture them all taking a break.

Another good few minutes, then sounds of the bed moving. And a few minutes later the bedroom door opening, the stairs as the fat man walks past to the front door, again no interaction with me, the front door closed and that's it. I hear some talking outside, I'm guessing the thin man waited for him. Then nothing. I can only imagine what the neighbours are thinking, two black men standing outside our house chatting. Very rare for these parts in the UK.

So upstairs is my wife and the new man.

Who?

I jump up and quickly mount the stairs, the bedroom door has been left open. I step to it and am amazed at what I see. Her hands have been freed and they are wrapped around this older black man. He is naked and on top of her. Her stockings have gone, as has her garter belt and bra. Her legs are wrapped around his back and his ass is slowly rising and lowering. I can only guess that he's inside her and they're fucking. Her ass off the pillows, she's now lying flat on the bed. The amazing part though is that they're kissing. It's an open mouthed, slow, lovers kiss. It instantly hits me in the heart, but I like it.

It's so intimate and loving. I can hear her mewing to him. They're both completely oblivious of me, in their own sexual world. Their mouths separate for a few moments and I hear my wife declare to him "Ohhh god yes. Ummmggghh" as they kiss again.

This time he manages to get some words out "You like my big cock inside you?"

She manages a reply through more kissing "Yessssss uggghhh."

He thrusts hard into her, with quick stabbing motions. She feels it and calls out "Ohhh goooddd sooo deep."

He chuckles "Good girl, take my nigger cock right up inside you." They kiss again before he continues "You feel like a swamp down there, little white girl. I like that a lot.". She just moans into his mouth. "You've got some huge tits here. I'm going to fill you with my cum. Do you want that?"

"Uggmmmmhhhhh yes. Ohhh gawwwwwd." and she hugs him tightly as they kiss more.

This is such a change around from what I saw when this started an hour or whatever ago. She was now kissing and asking to be filled up. Had she decided her fate was sealed and to just enjoy it or had the raw pleasure of it taken control? It was amazing to see her small pale frame wrapped around this bigger, darker one. Knowing that a piece of him was inside my wife and that she was enjoying exquisite pleasure from it. Her skin almost shone and glowed in contrast to his, it was as if he was night absorbing the light of the day.

Watching his slow hip movement as he stroked his cock in and out of her, continuing to make love with my wife. Yes, this looked more like making love than fucking and she was completely into it, into this journey, into the hopeful outcome. My wife was cuckolding me right in front of my very eyes. And more than just that she was willing trying to make a baby, an interracial baby. Her friend had made this all happen.

"Here comes my nigger seed." and he grunted pushing himself into my wife as far as he could. "Uggghhhh" he stopped moving and ejected more semen into my no doubt full wife.

"Yesss feed my womb with your seed. I want more of it." she kissed all round his face as he came "I can feel it, I can feel you spraying my inside." she closed her eyes.

His jerks slowed, catching his breath he just started to rock back and forth again inside her. Almost no stopping. She opened her eyes and looked surprised at him. She smiled at him as he informed her "Blue pill of wonder. I'm going to fuck you until I'm shooting sawdust for at least the next hour." Emily then looked really shocked and maybe even worried. He chuckled "You'll come at least another 5 times my love. All married white sluts like you do.". She looked upset at him and he chuckled again "Don't go thinking your special my lovely. I do this once a month.".

"Ohh ummmm" my wife was confused but clearly still enjoying the feelings. I was still amazed that they were ignoring me as they were. They obviously knew I was there, I had to be at least in their peripheral vision.

He continued to tease her "I have to help my brothers breed you married white bitches. There's a lot of you out there." he stopped fucking her and just rotated his hips stirring my wife's insides. "You're just a warm, wet, hole for me to enjoy. One that I use to spread my genes." and he leaned forward and started to kiss my wife. I half expected her to throw him off but she accepted his lips and tongue and they continued kissing.

Details

At that I decided to leave them to it for a bit. I wasn't needed nor could I help. I went downstairs, dazed and confused at how amazing and how crazy this all was. I spotted my mobile with a load of messages on it and two missed calls. They were all from Michelle..

'I hope you've kept the condoms and your white man's gizzz away from your wife. She needs to be properly black bred now. You're welcome. x x'

Another that read 'She enjoying it still? I almost can't believe that she's really done it. You ok?'

Then another 'God darn it Chris, I'm going to come back over there.'

I quickly facetime call her and she answered in seconds. "You guys ok over there?" She had a huge grin on her face.

"Yer I think so." I didn't like hearing myself like that so I quickly corrected "I mean, god darn it, yes. It's crazy."

"Did she cum for you to suck it up?"

"No they're still fucking up there?"

She looked genuinely shocked "Really, well I never. Those two boys really are doing well."

"They left a little while ago, it's the other guy." I had a feeling something was off here and her reply told me I was right.

"What other guy?" she looked concerned.

It panicked me "Errr the guy that came here earlier. He's currently upstairs fucking my wife right now."

"What other guy?" she repeated.

I stood up panicked and was about to run up stairs to, I dunno, show her, ask him his name. But she stopped me "Hang on a second." I stood and waited. "You're telling me that another black man came to your house. You let him in and right now he's barebacking your wife?"

Christ that sounded bonkers "Yup. I thought you.."

She smirked and cut me off, thinking to herself "She enjoying it?".

"Christ yes." and I couldn't help but smile. "Who is he?"

She shrugged over the camera "I genuinely don't know but I'll find out for you. Wow. Is she really enjoying it?" I nodded. "Show me, but don't disturb them."

I sneaked back up the stairs and fliped the phones' camera round. Standing in the doorway I aimed it at the lovers in my bed and watched the action through the phone screen. He was still rocking his hips back and forth slowly as he was rhythmically fucking my wife. She had her eyes closed this time and her head back, her mouth open, she was sighing as she enjoyed the feelings of his slow movement inside her. He was whispering to her.

"You're a dirty white slut, letting a stranger plough your cunt."

"Ummm" she moaned to him.

"Tell me again who you are and what you are."

She breathly answered him "I'm Emily Hammer, a white slut for black cock.".

"More"

She instantly continued "I will never say no to a brother, no matter what.".

"Why?"

It was as if he was trying to hypnotise her, surely this didn't work? "It's my job to pleasure every black cock that wants my white cunt." God it sounded like she meant it. It really sounded like she meant it.

"Good, we'll put" and he leaned up and grabbed one of her boobs "these fat tits of yours to good use feeding" he then played with her nipple ring while not missing a beat of his cock going in and out "many hungry babies."

"Ummm yes" and she started to jerk under him "Ugghhhh yeessssss goooodddd."

"Good girl, cum on my big dick. You'll make me fill you up again."

"Ugghhgaarrgggg" as she continued a strong hard orgasm.

He continued "Ohhh yes, there's a few kids gonna come outa your cooch yet love." and he chuckled. "Tell me again love."

Through her orgasm she tried "Ohhh gooddd, I love your cock."

He corrected her in another whisper "No not that, try again. Like I told you."

Panting this time as she informed us "I need big, black cock inside my cunt daily." He jabbed into her hard twice "Uggh, gugghhhgghhh. I will please any black man or woman." shit that was news to me.

"Why?"

"Because I'm a black cock whore now." and she moaned as he again stirred his hips and cock for her "Ohhharrgggggg".

"A what?" and he grinned.

"A Black Cock Whore."

"Why?" he asked her again.

"Because I'm just fat tits and a tight hole for black people."

"Ummm that's right baby. Do you promise me all this."

"Yes, I promise."

"What do you promise?"

"I promise to give you my body, huggghhhhh always."

And they started to kiss again. Damn I was hard as a rock again, what the hell was this guy doing. I then remembered that Michelle was still on the phone. I quickly flipped the camera and crept down the stairs.

"Well shit" were the first words from her. "I like him a lot. Damn." and she laughed. I laughed a little too, a nervous laugh, I understood but wasn't sure I liked her acceptance of him. My cock was like a rock, but my balls ached badly. "How many loads have been dumped in her?".

What a question, what a way to put it "I dunno" I started counting "I think at least 5.".

"Good, that's a good start." a good start? Good lord.

"What is he making her say Michelle, is that you? I don't understand it." I did but I didn't like it, my cock did but it sounded dangerous.

She chuckled "He's conditioning her honey."

"What?"

"He's sort of hypnotising her, while her brain is wired, he's planting suggestive thoughts into her mind. I think." I took a moment to take that in before she continued. "When he's done" and she laughed "go do your thing as we planned. I'll see you tomorrow."

I nodded "Michelle".

"Yer"

"Thank you" I really meant it. As crazy as it was.

"Teehee you're welcome." and she hung up.

It's Done

After Michelle had hung up I stood in the quiet, empty, TV room again for what felt like hours. I was trying to listen to what was going on up stairs. This man was so much quieter than the others. He was taking his time, having his way, trying to reprogram my wife. I guess, much like I had done over the last few months. I could hear the odd, squeak of the bed and the whimper of my wife, but not much else really.

Michelle had clearly taken screen shots of the video call just now as she'd forwarded a few to me. I'd looked at them and zoomed in on their attached hips and their faces kissing. It was crazy to see.

In the end my legs started to ache and I sat down. This had all started at 2pm and it was now gone 5pm. My wife had been fucking for the last 3 hours, non stop. I didn't know that was possible.

After what sounded like a long break from any noise I heard the stairs creaking. Someone was coming down. A few moments later he appeared, walking past me. He just about paused a second when he saw me, smiled, nodded, and was gone. That was it? Standing on shaky legs managed to get up the stairs to our bedroom.

Emily is still laying there but her eyes are closed, she is covered in sweat, a fine sheen of it. The smell of sex was almost toxic. Her wrists are re-tied, and her hips are raised again but I feel like there's another pillow there. She is panting, like she's just run a race, her amazing tits are raising and falling. She senses me, opens her eyes and looks over at me. Her makeup is smeared, and she smiles at me. A weak smile, but a smile all the same. "Help me" and she wriggles her wrists and hips a little to indicate she wants assistance. She starts to walk her heels and hips off the pillows. I step forward to help her and instantly remember Michelles instructions.

I reach for her hips and hold her still, locking eyes with her. She looks confused at me. I look down at her pussy. Oh my god ... I never imagined I'd see anything like that. Her whole crotch area is soaked, you can't even see the wet patch on the top pillow as it's all the same shade. Her pussy is red and open, it's gaping at me, clearly a good inch open. It looks angry and wet, it looks soaked. Like I would imagine an old whores pussy would look. I can see inside her, I can see the cum sitting in her, coating her walls, sitting as a puddle deep inside her. She tries to move her hips but I hold her firm, "Chris let me down" I look back at Emily's eyes and I drop to my knees on the end of the bed and lean forward. "Nooo Chris, noooo" she moans as my tongue starts to touch her lips. Working my way around. I think soothing and helping her. Doing it slowly and lovingly. The taste, the taste is out of this world.

"I know what you're doing Chris, please don't." but I carry on. I feel her wiggle to try to get away. I find her clit and lick it "Ohhhh" she moans very quickly, clearly they didn't pay much attention to that part of her. "Enough Chrirrsss" she moans again as I start to really work on her pussy. I have to start swallowing from all the juices that are being worked up. "Oohhhhh ggggggggddd" and she's no longer fighting me. Her hips moving more in time with my tongue than trying to get away. I increase my efforts, trying not to lick too much up but trying to make her cum.

"Chris I can't again, oooh gggaawwwd." she whimpers at me. With one hand I reach around the pillows and under a leg to place my hand on her lower belly, above her womb. Imaging that I can feel all the cum in there. It doesn't take long for the familiar breathing change and the back spasms to start. "Uugggghhh" she moans again as another cum racks through her body. I feel her pussy juddering and twitching. I'd swear I hear a gurgle of some sort from deep within her womb followed by another "uugghghggg" and she slows. Panting again.

I quickly move myself to get next to her and kiss her on the lips as I undo her first wrist. "God I love you, are you ok?" I ask her. She weakly kisses me back "Yes babes, I need to rest." I undo the other wrist and massage them both slightly as they're clearly sore. I kiss her again. "Thank you".

She smiles back at me. "I can't believe it." She puts both hands over her womb on her lower stomach and looks down her body. "I can't believe I've done this." She looks over at the camera then back at what she can see of her raised pussy. I stand and start to move the pillows but she stops me. Somehow she blushes and says "Wait a second honey" that blows me away. She smiles at me and I look back at her pussy. I can see that it's still open a good inch, I can still see inside her, it's still very red and I can still see cum in there. Though I'm telling myself it's not as much. "What do I look like?" she asks. She can tell that I'm staring.

"Beautiful baby, like an open flower." I take a deep breath, unable to take my eyes away.

"Really?" she asks me.

"Do you want to see?" I ask her back, I detect a nod from her. I reach for her phone off the nightstand and take a picture for her. I then get it on screen and hold it infront of her as her hands are still over her womb. She gasps as she sees it. "Ohhh gawd." and a tear falls from an eye. "I'm ..." she can't even find the words and closes her eyes.

"You're amazing and beautiful Emily. Your pussy has never looked better, look at it again." She opens her eyes and focuses. "You really think so" she asks me.

"God yes and I lean over it and kiss it again." She giggles and tells me "It looks well used though."

"Ummmm I know. I love it." We both giggle.

A few minutes later and the pillows are gone, the light is off, the camera is off, the door is closed. She wanted to shower, but didn't have the strength. Me in my PJs' and a naked cock, her wearing just a set of knickers under the duvet. I caressed her as we talk.

"You know this really could be it, a black baby could start growing inside me. This is not a fantasy anymore, this is real." she posed the question that wasn't a question to me. "Do you really want this, you know it's for a very very long time?" there's the question. "I have their cum inside me."

I swiftly reply "For many years I've wanted this. Now it's starting to happen, I couldn't be happier. Another child will be amazing, we're great parents. I love you so much." I feel myself getting hard again.

"It would be nice to be a mum again. But people will look and comment and stare." she sounds concerned.

"So, and good, I don't care." I feel myself twitch picturing it. I hug her tighter and kiss her on the lips.

"I think you like that bit a bit too much."

"Maybe." I quickly turn the tables. "Did you enjoy making the baby?" she blushes and nods. "A lot or a little?" I quiz deeper.

"Couldn't you tell?" she looks deep into my eyes. I smile, she knows it's ok to carry on, or in fact I needed to hear it. "Some of the things they did hurt, but in a good way." she reached for my cock whilst she told me "I've never felt anything like it, so full, soo very full. They were huge. Ridiculously huge. I thought I'd rip or something, but they told me they knew what they were doing." She started to stroke me. "I actually still feel full down there, I think it's all the cum. There was a lot. My clean panties are soaked again already. I'm leaking.'' She knew exactly what to say. "I've never cum so many times before, it was like a ... drug."

"A drug that you want more of?" I asked, almost panting. She closed her eyes not wanting to look at me and breathed deeply. "You'll need it again won't you?" I asked her. She nodded, eyes still closed. "It's ok, I like that, a lot."

She opened her eyes "I still love you though."

I replied "I know and me too. That last man.." I left it there.

She sighed and looked at me, opening her eyes "Yer?"

"You said things with him?" I paused, I wonder if she was wondering what I heard. She just looked at me. So I pressed. "He really liked you." still no reply from her "You really liked him." She closed her eyes. "You were his slut. You promised him things." I saw a tear roll again. "It's ok love. Tell me."

I could see this was hard and that she was tired. "It was in the moment love, I'm sorry." I gave up and left it. It wasn't worth pushing and she was probably right. We stared into each others eyes a moment. Then she closed them slowly and whispered "I'm a black cock slut now Chris. I'll always say yes to any new black man." and she sighed.

It was as if she believed it, or she was telling herself that she should believe it? I wasn't sure. With her eyes still closed she whispered to herself again "I will have a few black babies now." another sigh. "Black men will love my udders." A long silence before she announced "I may only want black cock from now on Chris. My cunt is theirs now.".

Geeezus I wasn't sure what that meant or if that was the bloke again. I think she was testing me. So I asked her "What was so special about their cocks love?"

She ignored me and repeated "I'm a black cock whore now Chris.". I started to think that this was stupid after one session with a few black men. But then I remembered that this has been building for months. This was a current culmination of our efforts.

She thought for a second and answered my question "Their size, but it's not like a dildo, it feels different when it's real. And when they know how to use it. And when they cum." she sighed and smiled at me closing her eyes. Clearly running out of steam. "I can't believe I might be pregnant with a black baby after this." and with her free hand she reached up and squeezed a boob, tweaking a nipple. She sighed and continued "God I loved it so much. I feel like I could cum again right now just remembering it." She opened dreary eyes again and looked at me. "I liked Clyde."



I smiled at her, "Because he had the biggest cock?" though I wasn't sure which one was Clyde. She smirked. "I've never felt so full with him, but it was more. He was controlling." I nodded and let her continue. "He said that he'll see me again. No that's not right, what did he say." I could see her thinking "Something about Tuesday and meet his brothers." she closed her eyes. "He was very excited at the thought that he was putting a baby in me. God he was powerful and big, he wanted to stretch me." she sighed as her thoughts were back to being full again. Taking a hand off her boob she wrapped it around my head and brought me in for a kiss. Her other hand letting go of my throbbing cock. What does she want, she wants me to make love to her?

Of course she does, I go to reach for a condom. She senses that and corrects me with a smile and a forceful hand on my shoulder pushing me down. At the same time she rolls onto her back and slowly spreads her legs wide, whilst raising her knees up. Almost under her breath she as she's pushing me down she mumbles "I'm a black cock whore now Chris. My cunt only takes black cock now." and she nodded towards her night stand.

Following her line of sight, I see a large life like dildo standing straight up. It's huge, black and with a suction cup on the bottom. "And Clyde's huge black cock fit nicely after that." I guess it was a present left by them? I was now between her legs staring at her soaked kickers. She hasn't showered and looks and smells amazing. Her knicker crotch is completely soaked, the bed sheet under her is wet, her thighs are wet. Using one hand she pulls her gusset to one side and the her other hand goes to the back of my head drawing me in. Her pussy is still a little open, very red and swollen. I move my tongue to her lips "This is what you wanted yes?" she quietly asks "My slutty used pussy. Ummmm" I don't reply I just worship her, she has done this for me. For us or for me? I lick and suck, listening to her purrr. "I'm going to do it again." Music to my ears, I think. "Uggghhh they called me a slut for black cock babes." God yes "uuhhhhgggg" she trembled lightly as it built. "He said that I was just a hole for his genes. Ohhh gggaawwwwd. And that I had to fuck all blackkkkk coccckkksss alllwwwaaaysssss" and she started to cum.

Fast and light, her hands both lose their grip and drop where they are. The release of the grip on her knickers snaps it back and it hits my nose. I pull it across her slutty hole, ummm yes that's what it is now. I kiss it one more time and wriggle back up the bed.

She's asleep. I kiss her lightly on her lips. Letting her taste herself and them. "I love you so much Emily. Sleep well" Her legs fall down and we both fall into a deep sleep at 6pm on a Friday evening.


A Wife's Decent Ch. 08

Yup there's a lot in the real world that you wouldn't and shouldn't do, lucky for you this a fantasy, is fiction and some people find it erotic. Enjoy.

A New Emily

I woke to the sounds of grunts and the rhythmic moving of the bed. Rolling over to find Emily on her back, only her head visible, the duvet covering her body, her eyes closed. She was panting and groaning clearly playing with herself ... again. Turning my head to look at the clock, just gone 4am. Still tired, I fell asleep leaving her to it, guessing she was reliving the evening again. Happy at that thought, I drift off again.

The sun streaming around the edges of the blinds wakes me up slowly. Arrr ... 8 am, on a Saturday morning, much more like it as I remember the evening before and again Emily playing at 4. She's still sleeping next to me, her breathing relaxed and slow. The duvet is ruffled around her and one tit is out winking at me. Her nipple ring glinting in the sunlight. I would usually tuck her in on a morning and head off to wake up. However this morning is different, she is different, last night changed everything. I had the need to see her, to see if she had changed.

Kneeling up on the bed, I slowly edged the duvet away from her body. Slowly enough to try not to wake her. I throw it lightly behind me and look down on her beauty. Taking it in slowly scanning from head to t ... what the hell. No way! I'm shocked, surprised and amazed to see. No it can't be, I look at the nightstand, nope. Back to her pussy. Yup that huge 12" dildo is pretty much falling out of her. Well it's about half in and half out I guess. Her pussy is stretched tight, I guess holding it in. Her knickers are nowhere to be seen. Why did she? How long did she? My first clear thought is OMG her pussy is going to be ruined. I'm instantly hard. I instinctively reach for my condom supply and quickly put one on, my eyes barely leaving her pussy.

Oh god what do I do? Why has she put that back in her? I thought she really didn't like the idea of her pussy changing and being stretched. What did she say to that thought, something about she didn't want a whore's cunt. Errr well ... Oh god, this was an amazing change. How has she changed so quickly so much? How has she fallen asleep like this, surely it's uncomfortable.

She starts to stir, rubbing her eyes and moving her body. The dildo moving with her like some weird cock. She doesn't appear to open her eyes or think about me, but her hand moves down to her cock and I see her smile as she touches it. Remembering that it's there, feeling it. She opens her eyes as her fingers close around it and her second hand joins her first on it, and she opens her legs more. She looks at me shocked to have been caught. Noticing that I'm kneeling there, my PJ top on, my bottoms pulled down and my cock at attention safely wrapped. Without a word she slowly pulls it out, wincing a bit as it moves. She has to tug it a little as it comes to the end and it almost pops out, bringing with it some juices. I guess some of the trapped cum? I'm amazed at how different her pussy looks, it doesn't at all look like it used to. It's obviously open. It looks fantastic, how I imagined it could one day look. She sees me looking and jumps up out of bed and runs to the bathroom, slamming the door closed.

Laying on the bed is the monster dildo that was until a few seconds ago plugging my wife. It clearly didn't do a very good job, as where her ass was is a big wet patch, much bigger that what just came out of her. I can see the different colours of the fresh and older patches.

I hear the toilet flush and the shower starting. I hope she's ok? I decide to treat her as the queen that she is. Leaving my condom on, I make myself presentable and head downstairs to sort out some tea and toast.

Heading back up with a filled tray, I tidy the bedroom up a little. Throwing the duvet over the bed to cover last night's sins for now. Putting the dildo in her bedside table bottom drawer next to its smaller brothers after I've given it a quick wipe over with the sex wipe. I then sit on the bed with tea and toast ready as she appears wrapped in a towel. She looks away from me as she enters the room and sits on the bed sideways to me, clearly not wanting to talk. I lean over and kiss a bare shoulder, I'll let her lead this conversation and will be careful not to push anything. She sips her tea, then twists and gives me a kiss on the lips. "Good morning my love," she greets me as if nothing has happened.

I can play that game, "Morning babes, you all ok?"

"Positively fantastic, thank you," and she smiles before turning back to her tea and toast, starting to munch on the toast. I notice that one hand rests on her lower belly, an unusual place for her. Wondering if she's in pain but if so there are no outward signs. I take this as my cue for a shower, shave etc.

Me clean, I head back into the bedroom, no sign of Emily. The bed is a mess again and I instinctively open her bottom drawer. It's still here but it's moved from where I'd put it just now. Surely she hasn't been fucking herself with it again? I reach down and touch it, it's slick. Not clean wipes slick but slippery slick. My god she has fucked herself with it again already. And from the feels and looks of it she had it nice and deep. Not all the way, but that doesn't surprise me. I don't know what to say. She clearly doesn't want to talk about it but she obviously has found something that she likes and wants. That worries and pleases me at the same time.

I head downstairs and find her sitting in the living room, typing on her phone. Interestingly she's not dressed in her usual casual gear, instead she has a strappy top and a short skirt that I don't think I've seen before. Her legs are crossed under her, she's showing plenty of leg and thigh, I like what I see. I hover at the door to the living room.

She knows I'm there, she knows I want to chat, check she's ok, ask about the dildo. But she'll do so when she's ready. I just check in with her before I occupy myself, "All ok, Emily? Need anything?"

She looks up and delivers, "I might be pregnant." Ok, it's chat time then.

I lean against the doorway, trying to remain as casual as possible, "Yup, isn't that exciting?"

"It will be a black baby," and I notice her sort of shiver.

"Yup, that's the plan," and I adjust my cock.

She looks at me with a frown. She looks worried. "This is very real and serious." I nod, deciding to give her some space. "There's months of growing a baby inside me. Hoping it works and is healthy. Then there's the birth. Then having a baby in the house," she huffs, clearly it's starting to really dawn on her. "Sleepless nights, school, boyfriends and girlfriends, teenage years. It's the next 20 years or so."

She's right. I don't nod, I just take it in. Putting it that way does take the excitement out of it. This is real. What she just said is 100% real. I mean, we'd be in our 60s when the child is in its 20s.

She continued, "What will Claire say. How will it affect our relationship with her? The fact that it will be a mixed race baby, if we're sorta lucky." That could have easily sounded racist but I knew it wasn't and what she meant. "What will both of our parents say? The neighbours ..." She bowed her head, clearly thinking.

Still standing at the doorway I looked down at my amazing, beautiful wife. She was different, there's so much difference in the way she is now to before, to last year, to last month, to yesterday even. I could make out her huge nipple rings, I could just about see her knickers. She was still my wife, still the same person but she'd changed. She was not just a woman, a mother, a wife. She was now a raw sexual being. She was awakened to the power that she had inside her. The pleasure it brings, the fun it brings, the amazing desire that is felt for her and that she feels for them. I felt like I could almost hear her mind calling out for cock. I shook my head, this was time for a serious conversation.

I was about to say something when she mumbled, with her head still down, "I think I should get the morning after pill."

I was half expecting this at some point but not after the gravity of the conversation before that. Firstly to let her know she wasn't in this on her own, "Love this isn't an 'I' or 'you' thing. This is us, babes." Her head instantly came up to look me in the eyes with a smile on her face. I continued, "If we need to the morning after pill, we'll do that."

I left that in the air for a moment. Damn she was beautiful, I love her. Damn she looked sexy as fuck. She looked down right slutty. I loved it.

Back to the conversation at hand. I nodded at her, "I completely understand all your concerns and the fact that this is now potentially real." A deep breath, "But I accept that and am ready for it." I actually believed myself, I think I was ready for it. Not just a fantasy any more but really, really ready for it. I wanted to move to her and hold her hand, but something kept me standing there. Her looking up at me and me looking down on her. I needed this power position for what I wanted to share next.

"Emily love. We've been married for over 20 years and it's been great. We have Claire, we have each other. We have this house. We have our stuff." My arms gesturing to the stuff around us. "However, in the last few months we've changed." I posed it as a question, she got it and nodded as I continued. "We're entering a new chapter of our lives. One where we can do what we want. What we like. What makes us feel good. Fuck the rules!"

She smirked back at me as I said that. I thought back to those Facetime calls when she was on the bed with the random men fucking her. The condom pile. I thought back to the shower and how those rugby men played with her. "I love the new us." I looked directly at her tits and her rings. "I love your nipples rings." She squirmed in her seat. "I love the fact that you're sitting there in that mini skirt, dress thing." She smirked again and looked down at her body, before her eyes came back to my face so that I could continue, "And I really, really loved hearing you fuck those black men yesterday." I couldn't help it, I needed to adjust my cock. She saw it. I pushed it home, "I can't wait to see your white belly full with a baby that's not mine. For your tits to be bigger and leaking." Her mouth opened and she almost panted. "I love that we're trying to black breed you. I'm very ready to bring up a mixed race child." Now I was almost panting.

I took a breath. So did she. We were both smiling at each other. "See?"

She spoke for the first time in a while, "I feel bad being like this."

I laughed, "It's good, isn't it?"

She laughed and I quickly added, "You loved having those black cocks inside you, didn't you?"

She nodded and added, "And I really, really like big cocks inside me."

I grinned, "That also appears so. But I'm not surprised, are you?"

"Yes," she looks mid thought. "Is there a name for that, not like a slut but ... I dunno."

"Yes, it's called a size queen."

She blushes, "Ohhh, a size queen." I can almost hear her running it through her mind. She mutters it again, fast this time, "Sizequeen."

"Yes, you are," adjusting my cock and smiling at her.

"That's something I didn't really think or know about. Sorry."

"Why sorry?" I head into the room and sit down with her. She looks at me, as if she's unsure how to put her next answer or question. I leave her stew, thinking.

"It will change me." She looks down. "You know down there?" and she parts her legs to show me her knickers. They're grey, a satin material, pulled tight across her pussy, I'd swear I could see a wet patch on them.

I get it now, she's teasing me, she knows exactly what she's doing. I'll play along, "What do you mean change you down there?"

Yup there it is, she smirks, "If I have a lot of big things in my pussy often, well it'll get big and looser?" Well, that was a short game. I nearly came right there, and she knows it.

"Yes, I guess that would be correct." We make very clear eye contact at the same time she reaches between her spread legs and plays with her pussy over her panties. She's never been this brazen before. I gulp and ask her, "Does that mean you want to fuck a big cock again?"

Her eyes tell me this is it, this is the next big question. If she says yes she'll be admitting something to herself. Admitting that this is all heading in the right direction and that she accepts that it's right for her.

She looks down at the floor, "Yes," and she squirms in her chair while continuing to play. She mumbles, "I'm still soaking, leaking them." God darn, I've never heard her say something so sexy.

My turn to play the game. "You're turned on already, right now, just thinking about a big cock." She moans quietly. "You love the feel of something stretching you." She looks up at me, starting to pant. "I think you should go upstairs." I pause for effect.

"And take that monster dildo." She raises an eyebrow at me but doesn't say anything or move.

"And use it to make yourself cum." She pants.

"Go on. Do it. Right now." Her turn for a pause.

Then she drops her phone on the sofa, stands up and vanishes up the stairs. I half want to follow her and watch. To record it, to watch her trying and maybe succeeding in ramming it in. But I also want her to play on her own. I hear the bedroom door close. I love the thought of her being naughty upstairs on her own. The thought of what she's about to do with that new big dildo. What is nuts however is that she only just did exactly this. Only some 20 minutes ago. Maybe it's just a fad, maybe it's just so new and exciting and different. Maybe I've unleashed a beast.

Just a few moments ago we were talking the morning after pill and now ... well, hah. I smirked as I re-adjust my now throbbing cock and balls when the front door opens and in walks Michelle. I look at my watch, it's 9.40 am on a Saturday morning. She just stands in the doorway and smiles at me asking, "How you both doing?" She probably missed my wife by a few seconds on the stairs. That would have been funny to explain.

"We're good thank you, real good." I was wondering about explaining the chat we just had but she was asking questions before I had a chance to.

"She still sleeping up there?" she nodded up the stairs.

I couldn't help but grin, "Nope." She raised an eyebrow posing a silent question. I couldn't help myself, "You've broken her. She thinks she's a size queen now and is upstairs fucking a huge dildo. AGAIN," and yup I grinned.

She burst out laughing, "That's precious!" and she turned to look up the stairs. I thought she was going to head straight up there but she stopped. Not turning back to me, "You've loved all this, haven't you?" I didn't reply right away. "You're just a kinky cuckold, aren't you?" I groaned at her, she chuckled and walked up stairs.

Suitors

I wanted to follow but instead I took a moment to breathe. That was rapidly interrupted by the doorbell. God, talk about a revolving door, it was nearly 10 am on a Saturday, so I was expecting to open the door to a delivery man, not three black men. Holy shit Michelle, was this your doing? We just stood and stared at each other, I didn't know what to say or do. One of them at the back laughed and said nothing. None of them were like the men yesterday. One looked like a tramp, one was seriously overweight, they were all short, my mind went straight to the genes that were in them. Yup, I knew what they were here for.

Somehow I just stood to one side and with my free hand I simply pointed up the stairs. The one at the back chucked again and they all headed upstairs. I thought to say something or call out but I didn't. I mean what would I say? All 5 of them were about to get a surprise.

As they walked past me I took each of them in a bit more. I really needed to talk to Michelle about where she was finding these men. I mean these guys were going to be fucking my beautiful wife shortly. Two of them were very scruffy, dirty shoes, ripped coats, un-shaven etc. I wondered about their cleanliness. These dudes were much older than us, if I had to guess I'd have put their average age at 60 or even 70.

I closed the front door just as they arrived at the bedroom and heard a jumbled collection of voices.

Emily, "What the, oh GAWD."

Michelle, "Hi guys."

Guy A, "Holy shit, cracking. Mam you are beautiful."

Guy B, "God darn, I'm going to have fun here. It's Emily, yes?"

Guy C, "Fuck me, you have some big old titties, love."

Guy B, "Ain't that right."

I chuckled at the interaction and decided to stay here for the moment and just listen. There wouldn't be room for me in the bedroom anyway.

Guy B, "So honey you want a nigger brood do you?" My wife didn't answer, but of course Michelle was there and came to the rescue for her.

"She sure does boys. You think you're up to the challenge?"

Guy A, I think, trying to picture the voice to the man, "We sure are honey. Will you be joining us?"

Michelle cackled a laugh, "Oh god no! I don't want a baby and I don't fuck random men from the internet." She laughed again, "I'm not a nasty slut like this one." That made my cock throb. The fact that she was the one that created this situation made that sentence even more humiliating. I could only picture my wife's face. She then continued, "Do you guys want her to stay naked as she is or dress up a little?"

Instant answer from one of them, I dunno which one, "What do you mean dress up?"

Michelle chuckled as she answered, "Whore lingerie, you can even pick the colour."

I then heard Emily moan, "Michelle!"

A different man from just now, "Red everything and hurry up my balls are churning looking at your snatch and tits love." The other two chuckled. I had to wonder what she would look like ... and red, she didn't have anything red. I turned to head up the stairs, but paused, hearing a lot of shuffling up there. My mind was running wild. I was picturing my wife naked in the room putting on mystery lingerie in front of these men. I wanted to see, but the tease was immense and just picturing what was happening was killing me.

A male voice, "Ummm yes love, put those on her." So Michelle was dressing her. 'Those'? Is she putting stockings onto my wife?

Emily then moaned, "Ohhh god, Michelle, I don't think I can do this." That was precious and in front of those men. Everyone ignored her.

Another man said, "Yes, those really showcase your legs. Damn woman, I'm going to have to take you out on a date."

"That can be arranged," Michelle answered him.

"God darn, don't tease," the same man.

"I'm not. She'll go out with you if you want."

There was a chuckle and one of the other men then replied, "I wouldn't agree to that, she'll never come back."

Emily moaned at them all, "Don't talk about me like that."

The original man wanting the date then laughed, "Hah I'm not a wrong'n. I'd treat her like a lady but enjoy every minute with her and every inch of that amazing body." There was silence for a moment before he pushed again, "Oh yes, a date with a sleep-over, of course."

One of the others, "Of course. Hah."

Then the last man said, "Damn just look at her in that getup. Bitch you're going to get some dark cock. I cannot wait. I dunno why you've bothered with the knickers, but it all makes a great package." Again I could picture her, standing there in bright red panties, bra, stockings and maybe a garter belt.

Michelle then addressed them all, "Please just pull her panties to one side as you enjoy her. I'd like them left on."

I can only imagine she had a serious face on as there was a chorus of, "Yes mam."

She kept the date thing alive, "You know what, I think that date evening is a good idea. I'll make arrangements." I was shocked to hear that and needed to intervene. I found my legs and headed up the stairs.



When I reached the top of the stairs I was surprised to see one of the men leaning against our bedroom door, still fully clothed, his back to me, blocking my entrance.

Hearing my wife again, "God, Michelle, I don't know ab ... ummmmm." I leaned around him to see my wife standing at the bottom of our bed in an embrace with one of the black men. He had a hand on the back of her head pulling their faces together. They were sharing a kiss, it didn't look like she was fully into it, though he certainly was.

Michelle just stood there facing the doorway smiling, watching my wife. She must have spotted me as she made eye contact and shared with the room, "Emily my dear, you can keep denying it but deep down you know." My wife moaned at us. I have no idea if it was a no, a cry for help, pleasure or something else. Michelle, still looking at me, continued to wind my wife up, "You know that your body is ready for more cock."

It was having the desired effect on her, one of her arms was now up behind his back drawing him to her. Her head had tilted as she embraced the kiss. Here was my wife kissing this scruffy, old man, warming him up ready for their mating while his friends, I assumed, waited their turn. I had to admit she looked wanton and driven, like a succubus that had an aim on her prey. The red lingerie really signaling her sexuality. There was nothing practical about this getup, it was all there to tease and hint at the woman's body beneath. And the fact that her suitor was fully dressed, made it even worse.

Her stockinged encased legs look long and firm, she didn't have any shoes on. There were no garter or straps in this setup, they held themselves in place. A matching red pair of knickers was bigger than I expected and certainly not a thong. It also wasn't lace like normal but more a satin, I wanted to feel it and feel her heat on them. I knew instantly they were 100 % for my benefit. She had a matching bra on that I could hardly see any of, as her chest was mashed against his.

I hadn't been paying attention to the rest of the room. And my mind came back when I heard Michelle continue to tease her friend, "Look at you lovingly kissing these strange men. Turning them on, making their cocks hard, ready for your slutty pussy. You can't help yourself."

A nearly naked black man is suddenly next to the two of them, just in his boxers. A little tap on his kissing mate's shoulder, he stops, and stands to one side, Emily was set free. She's panting and now standing in front of this short, old man, his gut is big and I'd swear I can smell his unpleasant body odour from here. "Get my cock out!" He takes a step back from her, a big step. "Bend at your hips, lean forward!"

My wife does as instructed, causing her breasts to strain in her bra as they swing forward. She wrestles his very hard cock from his shorts. The difference between them both is so vivid, not just skin colour but fitness. My wife, in her early 40s is pretty toned, her only real fat is in her boobs, she's easily a 8 or 9 on the beauty scale. And in front of her is this dirty, old, fat man, I would cross the street to avoid him usually, not even a 1 on the handsome scale. But here she is with his throbbing cock in her hand. He's about to be her newest lover.

He gruffly instructs her, "Feel the weight on my balls love." She cups them with her other hand. "Can you feel all my jizz inside them ready for you?"

Emily breathes a raspy, sexy, "Yessss."

I was expecting him to tell her to suck it or something, not, "Get on the bed, on your back, spread your legs as wide as you can for me." She lets go of this cock and balls, standing back up, she backs onto the bed and shuffles back a bit whilst maintaining eye contact with him. He doesn't move forward or touch his cock but you can see it twitching in anticipation. My wife then lays back on our marital bed and as instructed, she spreads her legs wide and brings her feet closer to her body.

He nods at her, "Good, now pull your knickers to one side so that I can see your hole." He's soo crude, I love it, clearly so does Emily as she instantly complies holding her knickers to one side. "Ask me for it and don't fuck around. One chance," and he steps forward, sliding his boxers off at the same time.

Before my wife says anything Michelle quickly steps up to the bed. She leans forward and grabs one of my wifes boobs as she did yesterday with the other men. This time however they're in a bra and she just grabs a big handful. She adds, "Remember why they're here and what you want. What you need."

My wife kept her eyes trained on the naked man at the foot of the bed. I watch her eyes shifting to his cock, she takes a breath, "I want you to fuck me. I need that big, black, cock inside my married white pussy. I need your sperm to fill my fertile womb. I need it." And she pants.

I couldn't help myself, FUCK ME, watching her say that was mesmerising and perfect, I groaned a loud, "Ughhhh." No one paid me any attention or reacted to me at all. The man was clearly happy with her call to him. He quickly knelt on the bed and shuffled forward, his belly scraping against my wife as he moved into position. I was acutely aware of his fat old man's cock that wasn't in a condom and where it was about to be. He didn't say another word to her, he just got in place between her legs and Michelle moved back.

He leaned forward, both of his hands were either side of her shoulders, she still had one hand between their bodies, holding her panties to one side. I watched as he moved his ass around a bit, I had to guess getting lined up. That took him no more than 2 seconds and I watched him push forward.

Yup I was right as my wife obviously felt it, "Ummmm, yeessss!" and she closed her eyes.

He pushed his bare cock deep into my wife's once exclusive pussy. He continued to push forward until he must have hit one of their limits as she called out, "Ummm yesss, soo big!"

He chuckled, "Fuck love, you have a wet, tight, hole," and he pushed into her harder with a grunt, "Ugghhhhh."

Both of my wife's hands shot to his chest, her eyes shot open and she called out, "OOwwwwww!" He'd clearly pushed a bit more, deeper into her.

"Ugghhhh, good bitch," was his reply to her pain and he slid back slowly. Almost instantly he stabbed it back into her again as hard as he could.

This time he moaned louder again, "Arrgggggg ..." Another cry of pain but she followed it with a, "Yesssss, fuck me!"

Back out again and a pause. He chuckled before a really forceful, hard, fast thrust into her. This one caught her breath from her. "Ugghhhhggggg, FUCK!" she called out. I should have been concerned for her but clearly she was loving the feelings and his treatment of her.

Michelle with a huge grin on her face headed towards us who were at the door. The man in the way moved to one side. Taking my arm she let them all know, "Come with me Chris. Let these men have some privacy to fuck your wife. We need to speak about this date."

Through the fucking sounds I heard the one that was by the door mumble a, "Yer." I guess he was the one that wanted it. As I walked down the stairs with Michelle in front of me we hear my wife moaning, "Fuck this is soo good. Fuck me harder. Give it to me. Uggghhhhhh!" She was clearly thoroughly enjoying her fucking.

Talking & Helping out

"I need to know she'll be safe," I just blurted out as soon as we were both downstairs and in the kitchen. It wasn't lost on me that I was asking for my wife's safety while 3 totally random strangers were about to dump their sperm inside her womb.

Michelle smiled at me and took a seat at our breakfast bar. Her short skirt showing off her lovely long legs, I couldn't help but notice. Her smirk told me she'd noticed. I quickly added, "And these guys, and the other load, where'd they come from?"

"Firstly, please Chris trust me. I would never, ever put Emily in danger. All of these men are from a reputable website and have produced health reports recently. I have copies of them at home and I've even called one of the companies that produces them to check that it's legit." Blimey, sounded good, and thorough, she quickly continued. "My plan for this 'date' is that I'm going to follow him and Emily to his place to make sure she is safe. I've got this all planned out, it will be perfectly safe." I was silent and surprised at her diligence. "That ok?" I nodded, I was still adding it all up. It still sounded crazy. "Unless you don't want it to happen?"

"Well, I'm ..."

She cut me off. "Just think about it. She'll be going to one of those men's homes. He'll fuck her. He'll take her out. Then he'll fuck her. She'll sleep in bed with him. Then they'll fuck again in the morning. They'll maybe go out again and he'll fuck her again. Then she's home."

Christ that sounds bonkers when she pans it out like that. That really is wild. It's like a few of my favourite stories, I bet she knows this.

"What are you thinking Chris?"

"What will it be like when he takes her out?"

"Go on?" she smirks at me.

"She'll look like an escort with him? What will he make her wear? What will they do? Who will see them?" I was almost panting as I was thinking about it. She could tell.

"I know, it's wild isn't it?" She was as excited as I was.

I just nodded. We sat in silence for a while. I say silence, what I mean is we didn't talk but we could hear my wife fucking still upstairs. I smiled at her.

"Good, I'll be back in an hour. I need to cancel some men that were due here tonight," and she laughed. I hadn't thought of that, geezzz this really did take some organising didn't it. She stood to go.

"Michelle!" She stopped and looked at me. "Thanks for all this. Sorry if I'm worrying."

She laughed, "Don't be a wanker ... that's part of your job." And she buggered off.

That left me, Emily and her 3 fuckers up there. Not sure what to do with myself, I paused a moment. Should I go up and see what's going on, was it better to leave them to it? The sex noises continued, she was still enjoying herself. I decided to calm down a bit and take a moment.

I had a pee, had a cuppa, scrolled some news and then decided it was time to head up. I automatically put a condom on and taking a deep breath, I headed up stairs. I guess I'd been gone from the room for 40 minutes or so, so I had no idea what I was about to walk into. As I walked the stairs it was interesting to note that there was not much talking. There was no teasing or name calling, it was just animal grunting, rutting.

Standing at the doorway to our bedroom I was greeted by the strong smell of sex. Just raw, musty, pussy and cum smells, it was almost overpowering but in a good way. I'd never smelt anything like it, even yesterday didn't come close. Was it just a culmination of the two days? Was it my wife literally emanating pheromones in some sort of primitive response to all the sex? Or was it these older men somehow? Whatever it was, it was inside my brain and really affecting me.

I wasn't sure which order the men had enjoyed her, how many times they each had her, or how long they planned on being here. Each of them were naked and the two not in use had cocks that appeared shiny and soft. I guessed they both delivered at least one load into my wife. The action on the bed was stunning, something from a porn film for sure. My wife was on her hands and knees, her arms stretched out a little in front, with her head hung low between them. Both breasts were out of her bra and swinging against the bed. The man behind her had a good grip of her hips as he was sliding his cock in and out of her in long, slow, strokes.

Jeezzus that was a long cock. Holy shit I couldn't imagine where that all went inside her. No wonder my wife was quiet, bar the moans and groans when it went in. Her poor pussy, it had and was having quite a workout. But from the looks of how she was pushing back to him it wasn't a problem that she wanted my help with.

One of them was standing near me in the doorway again, leaning on it blocking my access. He was naked, his ass pointing at me. He detected my presence and turned to see me standing there. He nodded towards me, an acknowledgment followed by his eyes taking me in. I guessed he was sizing me up, a kind of 'What kind of man is this'. I had nothing to hide and smiled back at him.

He continued to look at me over his shoulder and as we heard my wife declare, "Ohhh good, I love your cocks," he smirked back at me. He then surprised me with a "You should get naked also." It was kind of a question. This was a big deal for me. I'd never considered being part of this process and getting naked right now was going to make me part of it. I wasn't sure this was a good idea. I looked past him slightly at my wife still taking that cock deep inside her pussy. God how many black loads of cum were already inside her fertile womb and how many would there be by the end of this?

The man in the door turned his body to face me. I couldn't help my eyes roaming over him. He was so close to me, I could see everything. His grey chest hair, the slight stubble on his chin, the wrinkles around his eyes and of course his shiny, cock just hanging there. His balls were currently hanging low about the same length as his cock. All just dangling there. I'd never really seen another cock this close. The shower cocks from the other week were much further away. His was thicker than mine, a mighty looking cock and obviously a lot darker. It wasn't that his cock was huge in every way, it just looked more substantial, weathered and more serious.

I wondered how many pussies it had been inside, how many he'd come inside. If he was already a father, and if he even knew.

He then swung it for me, clearly I'd been caught staring at it. I looked back up his body and he was of course smirking. "I need another rutting in your wife." I just nodded and continued standing there not moving. It was a strange interaction but I didn't expect anything other than something like that. I mean what would normal look like? "Some of you are sissies, you one of them?"

"No," I instantly answered, that wasn't me.

But something about my instant denial made him smirk and he nodded to me, "You should still get naked," and he turned his back to me to watch the fucking still going on in front of us.

Something made me decide to join them getting naked. I don't know what it was, he certainly hadn't told me that I had to, it was just a suggestion. I quickly found myself standing behind him as naked as they all were with my cock pointing at the sky encased in its condom. I felt out of place instantly, my pale white skin really hit home to me. I was about to run off when without even turning to me he just said, "You wanna suck my cock to get me ready?"

"No. No, thank you." It sounded strange coming from my own mouth, too polite given these strange circumstances.

He simply walked into the room, picked something up from the bed, turned to me and held it out. "Wanna do something with these?"

I didn't know what he was talking about so I stepped forward. He was holding Emily's red satin thong up. "I, errrr ...," was all I could manage as I looked at it.

"No judgment here son," and he smirked and nodded behind him at my wife. It was surreal. I couldn't take my eyes off her knickers. I'd never seen them before but they were drawing me in. They looked wet, slimy, and well used. Michelle had asked them to keep them on her for some reason. Clearly they no longer were and why I was fixated on them, it was soo confusing. He then floored me, "The other woman said you'd want to put them on.'' He didn't smirk this time and again offered them to me. He was serious.

At the same time Emily seemingly replied, "Uggghhh yessss!" Was Emily telling me to put them on too or was she simply enjoying the long black cock currently stretching her pussy?

I couldn't put my wife's knickers on. Not here. Not in front of them all. No way. But my cock throbbed and the man raised them to me again.

I was saved from making that decision as the man behind him grunted, "God darn, gonna fill you up again, rrgghhhhhhhhh ...!" And he stopped moving. Holding himself deep inside my wife. The man in front of me lowered the knickers and turned to watch his buddy with my wife. I too watched them both.

We could hear Emily panting as she clearly felt his semen being ejected into her. The man's genes and DNA entering her cervix, into her womb to fight for an egg along with all the other sperms already inside her. Her current position was so submissive, on her knees leaning forward, presenting her pussy for their use.

He was rammed as deep as he could be into her. His cock doing its dual purpose job. To make the woman feel good, full and protected while delivering his seed as deep and as voluminously as possible. I could almost feel the jets leaving him, knowing my own feeling when I orgasmed. My own balls churning right now, hearing and watching this live.

I still couldn't believe that here was Emily, my loving amazing wife of 23 years, the mother of my child. With a stranger's black cock buried to the hilt inside her pussy. No condom, no pill, no coil, nothing to protect her. It was the right time of the month for her to fall pregnant. And this wasn't the first black man's semen to flood her. There was a strong possibility that she was going to birth a black baby.

She'd be 45 next year and the mother of a mixed race baby. Fuck me, everyone would know. Everyone would know what she'd done. What we'd both done. My cock throbbed as my mind wandered.

I came back into the room as the man that was offering me the knickers was enacting some form of plan. The man that had just tried to breed her was now standing a few feet back, his cock soft and shiny, dripping onto our carpet, he was catching his breath. The knickers man was putting them over my wife's feet, he was talking to her but I wasn't listening. I was lost in a daze also.

She rolled over and pulled them up her legs and in place correctly. He said something about getting them snug and then told her to get up. She looked like she was in a daze like me, moving slowly. As she moved down the bed her hand shot to her crotch and she sort of giggled. Something about it leaking. He said that's the plan or something. He then told her he wanted someone to suck his cock as she turned to me with a questioning look on his face. I didn't react, still in a trance.

He turned back to my wife and told her she'd need to do it. She was standing in front of him with her legs held tight together. She bent at the hips but he corrected her quickly and told her to squat. She scrunched her face and he said that he needed it then and to spread them and lower. She looked at me briefly before looking back at him taking his soft cock in her hand before she lowered herself.

I watched the scene with her mouth working on his cock as she was on the balls of her feet. Her feet were fairly close together, her knees in front of her and spread a good foot apart. Her face scrunched up, clearly uncomfortable with something. He made her tell us why. I think I heard her say something like, "God I'm soo open and wet."

He laughed at her and told her she deserved her next load, at which she moaned around the cock. They didn't stay like that for long as he was very quickly sporting a huge solid cock again. He told her to get up and to hand me the knickers, she mumbled that she didn't want to. "Get on with it white bitch," was his reply or something, the others chuckled. She stepped out of them and with a grimace on her face she handed them to me. Somehow I took them from her as she turned and walked away towards the man who is now lying on his back. She climbed back onto the bed astride him.

In a daze I watched her line his cock up and slowly sink down onto it. Moaning out as she did so. He then looked at me saying something like, "Put them on, or put them down, whatever white boy."



Put them on!

It rattled around in my head. I pictured some of the porn videos that Michelle had me watch. Sometime the man sucked a cock, sometimes he wore womens clothes, something he got fucked in the ass. I didn't want any of that. Did I?

I felt the slippery goo as I pulled my wifes knickers up my leg. I didn't even realise that I was doing it until it was done. My balls were wet, sitting in these mens' cum and my wife's juices. I was now completely part of this sex act. Their juices were touching me. My condom covered cock was tenting the knickers. I looked down at the strange view, these red panties on me. These weren't red pants and they were dark around the crotch. My mind was so confused. Everything here was unbelievable.

The men said something, I didn't hear it. Emily was still riding one of them while sucking another as they both played with her tits. One of them pulled on her nipple rings. As I watched this mini orgy, I felt my own hand on the knickers massaging their wetness around my balls.

Time appeared to blur.

The man she was riding came inside her and she moved off of him towards the man she was sucking. They shifted around a bit so that the man she was sucking was then lying on top of her with her legs up by his face as he bent her in two. When he was done he got dressed, clearly drained too much, the 3rd man was now missionary on top of her. They were going at it for ages. Michelle walked back in but couldn't really get my attention. I don't know how long all this lasted for.

I appeared to come round as two of the three men were dressed and talking with Michelle. Emily was lying on the bed on her back with her ass propped up on a load of pillows and a naked black man lying alongside her. I apparently had cum, my condom was hanging on my soft dick, still in the red knickers.

"Make sure she's dressed fancy. I want my date to be slutty and sophisticated. I want my brothers green with envy," the black man on the bed nodded to Michelle and she nodded back. "I'll be back for her at 6 pm then and will bring her back on Sunday before 1 pm?"

Michelle nodded again and added, "Don't hurt her and make sure there's at least 2 loads of spunk in her pussy. Dark skinned gentleman only please," and she grinned.

"Agreed my love," and with that he climbed back onto my naked wife, squashing her pelvis that was resting high on the pillows. His soft cock lying against her well used pussy. My wife enveloped him with her arms and they kissed a wet, noisy, sloppy kiss. It only lasted a few moments before he lifted himself up from her body. Tweaking a nipple ring with his lips on the way up. Emily moaned at him and closed her eyes.

An eerie silence filled the room as he dressed. His long black cock glistening with my wife's juices as he tucked it away. He caught me looking at it and smirked at me. Nothing more was said until he had left the room and we heard the front door slam.

I spoke up, "Michelle, I'm really not sure about this," looking across at my wife. Laying there with her red stockings now pulled back into place, still looking so sexy. She was hefting her boobs back into her bra, a losing battle at her current angle.

Emily gave up and looked at me, "Why?"

Both women's sets of eyes were locked into me. I didn't know what to say, it was obvious, wasn't it?

After a few seconds it was clear that I wasn't going to answer so Michelle took control, "It doesn't matter. It's been organised and she'll be fine. Trust me." Emily looked across at her and smiled. Her hands now resting on her belly. She then closed her eyes and sighed.

"Yup babes you truly are, hopefully, black bred now my dear." I gasped at Michelles words and Emily visibly shivered. She continued, "How many loads of black seed have you had in the last 24 hours?"

Emily shrugged her eyes still closed as she sighed a "Dunno, I guess at least 15." A pause in the room before she opened her eyes and looked at me, "Shit!"

Shit indeed, I still couldn't reply. She looked shocked. She looked worried looking at my face. "Chris, are you enjoying my knickers there?"

I looked down at my own ridiculous sight and at last found my voice. "God, I ...," I chuckled.

"You still want this? I could go get..." Michelle cut Emily off, "No, there's no backing out now both of you." I looked back up at the women as Michelle continued, "We're going to keep going until she either has a baby suckling on those huge juggs of hers or we know for sure that she's barren." It sounded horrible, but I loved it and grunted my agreement. Emily grimaced.

Ready to go Out

I was sat fully dressed in the TV room on my own. There was a very small overnight bag at my feet. I didn't know what was in it but it couldn't have been much. I had to know, so picking it up I opened it. Surprised to instantly see a row of 5 condom packets at the top. God that was strange to see, she was going out with condoms, in anticipation of what might be. My balls ached and I groaned out loud.

Under was some flimsy white lacy underwear. A pair of knickers, bra and stockings, wow. Then a dress or a slip or something, not much material at all. Then a toothbrush, paste and a travel shower gel. That was it. I was somewhat relieved that she didn't have her passport or anything too big with her. She was planning on coming home then. I didn't think that was a real problem, but it did make me wonder.

I ran my hand over the bra and fiddled with the condoms. It was one of my favourite bras of hers. We called it her virginal, wedding night bra as a joke. She was going to share it with him. She'd had it for years and it was probably a good few cup sizes too small now, she'd not worn it in ages. I was trying to remember the last time I'd seen her in it when the doorbell rang. It was 5.50 pm, I knew it was him.

I zipped the bag back up and putting it back where it was, I headed to the door. Turning to look and listen up the stairs. I couldn't see them, but I could hear their muffled talking and giggling. I opened the door, to be greeted by the bloke from earlier. I dunno why but I expected him to have made an effort. You know a shirt, decent trousers, nice shoes. I mean he was taking my wife out on a date, his words. But no. He was there in a pair of long shorts, messy trainers, an un-ironed t-shirt, a tired looking fleece jacket and a baseball cap that looked about 50 years old. I looked past him briefly at his old Ford Mondeo on the road and nearly sighed to myself. Instead I smiled back at him and indicated to the TV room.

We both sat down and I put some crap on the screen. We didn't say a word to each other. I didn't know what the protocol was here, I was very uneasy. He kept looking over at me, sizing me up or something I dunno. His expression giving nothing away. Thank god, the women soon appeared, Michelle talking to Emily on the way down the stairs. Michelle arrived first and plonked herself next to me. Leaving Emily nowhere to sit. So she stood in the doorway with all of us looking at her. I noticed that Michelle had something in her hands but I didn't pay attention to it.

My wife looked nervous, her face cast down at the floor, not making eye contact with anyone. I wanted to get up and hug her, send these two away and make sure she knew that I loved her, but I didn't. Michelle and this man were clearly happy with the current turn of events, Emily standing there all awkward. No one was paying attention to the TV, three sets of eyes were on my wife.

Her hair was in a typical, simple ponytail, her glasses on. She had white, spiky heels that I'd never seen before. Her legs looked long and amazing, her thighs tight at the angle that the heels put her feet at. Her dress, I can only describe as a slip of some sort in a dark red. It was probably designed to be worn under another dress but here it was as her only garment. It was silky and tight over my wifes boobs then hanging away from the rest of her body, stopping a few inches from her knees. So not too short. The shoulder straps were almost not there, a tiny thread of material next to thick black bra straps. It was a strange contrast, in colour and thickness. I could clearly make out the cup design through her dress, the lacy pattern twirling with her nipples and their rings. She had no jewelry or makeup on, but she looked hot.

I wanted to run my hands over her curves, feeling the satin material sliding over her warm body. My balls ached and my cock throbbed as it started to get hard. It wasn't a nice feeling though, as my balls really ached badly. They had had too many releases today. I grabbed them and groaned quietly. It was loud enough that Emily looked up at me, her eyes opening wide seeing me grabbing my crotch. She read my body language wrong, thinking that I was horny again. "No, love it's..."

Michelle cut me off, "So are you ready for your date then?"

My wife's face again fell to the floor. The man chuckled and I heard his body moving on the chair. He stepped up towards my wife but didn't block my view of her. Michelle then decided to stand up as well and took a step towards them both. Standing on the other side of her. He then reached out with one hand and did what I wanted to do. Putting a hand on her shoulder he slowly ran it down her arm to her elbow before going back up then down her body. Slowly caressing her with his palm, feeling the silky material

Her head kept lowered. Her confidence from earlier now gone. Was the cold light of what had been happening managing to creep in? Was she aware of how crazy this all was? Was she having second thoughts? I was.

I watched in silence as his palm moved across her hips to the bottom of her slip. I expected him to wander under it but he didn't. Instead slowly moving to her lower stomach where he paused. I was fully aware of what wasn't being said, he was acknowledging that this was her womb and that his seed was likely still in here. Was it doing its job?

His hand then slowly traveled up her body, again I was expecting it to stop and focus on one of her boobs but instead he moved over them. It wasn't lost on me that we all heard my wife gasp as his hand moved across her sensitive nipple. His hand continued to travel upwards towards her shoulder where he lightly played with the bra and dress strap.

I don't know what I was expecting next but it wasn't this. He pushed a bra strap over her shoulder so that it moved down her arm. His hand slowly making sure that it was down low, over her elbow. He traveled back up and surprised me with a fast, powerful move that shocked us all. Grabbing the thin strap of her slip he pulled it hard towards himself so that it broke. My wife's body moving with the force of the movement, her head shot up, her eyes locking onto his and she gasped loudly.

He let go of the ripped strap and let it fall. The back part vanished behind her and the front fell to the swell of my wife's breasts. It didn't really expose anything apart from the top of her bra as the slip was tight on her breasts, but it changed the look dramatically. She went from looking like a smart, sexy, woman, trying to look like a 20 something clubber, to a dirty, used, slut. My wife's breathing was now deeper and louder in the quiet room.

As if in a perfectly choreographed move Michelle then leaned forward and reached around the back of my wife with something in her hand. Then moving back to the side as I watched, she put a belt around Emily. It was a good thick 2 inch belt, white with a large gold buckle. When Michelle was done she stood back a step. It added more to the outfit. It had the effect of making my wife's body shape more prominent. The belt was tight over her thin waist, making her hips look larger and more flared, her legs longer. It also made my wife's boobs look absolutely massive.

Emily just stood there looking into his eyes, still nothing was said by anyone. I was awestruck at what was happening, my balls were killing me. I also noticed that the belt has made the slip dramatically shorter. It was now down to her upper thigh. I imagined only an inch more and we'd see panties or pussy.

A few moments went by like this of watching my wife's chest rise and fall before he broke the spell with an instruction, "Get her tit out."

I don't know who the instruction was to, but Michelle took it on. She leaned forward and pulled the broken side of the slip down, her bra encased boob quickly appeared. Michelle decided that he wanted out to mean out, as she used both hands to wrestle that single boob out of the cup and stood back when done. Emily's look changed again, now to someone blatantly showing her body off, with not a care in the world. But her face said something different. She looked frightened.

He leaned forward and put one hand behind her head and brought her forward as he leaned into her. They kissed. It started slow and noisy, but quickly moved into a deep moaning, open mouthed, sloppy snog.

As quickly as it started he let go of her head and pulled back. Emily was properly panting now. I could see the moisture on her lips, her mouth open. She was hot and lust filled now. He took a big step back towards me and just stared at her standing there. Panting with a boob hanging out. Its natural weight and size causing it to move with her breath.

I half expected her to say something, or to run away upstairs to find her dildo or to ask him to fuck her right there but she didn't. She simply locked eyes with him and stood there panting.

He turned to me, "When'd you want her back?" smirking at me.

I shook my head to wake up and was about to answer when Michelle answered for me, "We'll let you two decide, but keep in touch, regularly as we agreed."

He simply raised an eyebrow to me as a question. They all let a silence fall for me to counter Michelles instruction. I kept quiet, my heart was racing. This was never part of my plan. I don't know how to feel about this. My wife was about to leave me. She was about to walk out the door with a complete stranger and be gone for god knows how long. Was this it? Would I ever see her again? Or was she now lost to these black cocks? To these alpha men?

He turned back to her, "Put your floppy funbag away love. Let's go!" And he stepped up to her pushing past in the narrow doorway. He stood behind her clearly ready to go.

Emily looked between Michelle and I, with wide shocked eyes. I simply nodded at her and smiled bleakly. This was what I wanted, wasn't it? I watched her put her boob back into its bra cup and pulled her dress back up trying to work out what to do with the broken strap.

Michelle had picked up the bag next to me and passed it to him. He took it and simply walked out of sight to the door and we heard it open. Emily didn't move. Michelle told her, "Get moving you slag. Your boyfriend is waiting for you," and she giggled. Emily didn't smile at her but simply turned and left, not making eye contact with me. My heart tugged.

It tugged again when I heard the door close, then her footsteps on the paving before the car doors. Last thing I heard was their rattly old car power up before they drove away.

I took a deep breath. It was done. She was gone.

Michelle turned to me, "Well?"

I cleared my throat. "Fuck," was all that came out in a croaky whisper. She grinned at me. I put my hand to my heart, "I think I might have a heart attack you know," and I smirked back at her.

Michelle took a deep breath, "That was hot as fuck." I nodded in agreement. She continued, "There goes your goody two shoes wife with her black boyfriend." She giggled, "Boyfriend, he's probably old enough to be her dad." She was right. Damn that made it ever worse or better.

After a few moments of silence between us I asked her, "God, Michelle, what have we done?"

She smiled, "What you wanted Chris. Only what you wanted."

The Tweet

Michelle left shortly after my wife and about two hours later, so around 8.30 pm, I received a text from my wife's phone with a link to a twitter account. It said nothing else. I replied with a 'Hi love are you ok? What are you up to?' I wanted but didn't expect a reply so I clicked the link to @swpag1 and a load of cuckold, big black cock, gifs, videos etc appeared. It was an impressive collection of just what I loved to see. I would say thank you but was happily scrolling around imagining Emily as one of these women.

Another text from her came in, 'Did you see?'.

My heart stopped as I read that, I didn't but I could already guess. Oh god. I moved back to Twitter, scrolled to the top and pulled down for a refresh. Oh god indeed!

There was my wife Emily. Her face clear as day, as a 20 second gif was looping for me to see. She was naked astride a black man's hips, not pumping or being pumped but instead gyrating her hips. The camera was behind her but at an angle, her head was turned to face us. She had a dirty, almost cheeky look on her face, she was obviously enjoying herself immensely. It was clear as day, my wife, Emily, for anyone to see.

The cat was now out of the bag, publicly, in a way I hadn't anticipated. I was shocked, scared and as solid as iron.

As the gif looped, I took in more info. You couldn't see the man she was riding, you also couldn't really make out her boobs apart from the side of them as they swung into action every few seconds. Her arms were resting on his chest and she was slightly leaning forward. If his cock wasn't buried deep up inside her pussy I don't know where it was. I just knew it was there and that it was bare, raw skin to skin, hoping to breed her.

Her face told you everything that was happening, as it looped around, she turned to face us, her eyes locking onto the camera. She appeared to lose focus and her mouth opened from a smirk. Though it was a gif with no sound, I knew 100 % what sound she was making, I think everyone did. It was a face of pure pleasure, I was so proud of her. Here was my amazing wife, my partner for 20 years letting her hair down and focusing on her pleasure. Right at that moment, she was thinking of nothing more than the cock filling her up and how it was making her feel.

Without thinking or caring, I forwarded the link to Michelle and then went straight back to it. As the loop continued I noticed the message and the tags. It simply read 'Emily, Nottingham, UK, 2023, getting #blackbred for the first time.' followed by all these tags -

#bbc #bbcbull #BlackBulls #interracial #breedingwhore #breedher #breeding #cuckolddream #cuckold #CuckoldLove #hotwife #wife_swap #wifepicsharing #wifesbull #wife #swinger #breedmywife #bigblackcock

Jeeezus the cat really was out of the bag. Shit.

Another text from my wife, 'Well?'

I opened it and just started at it a moment, wondering what to reply. I should ask, no, tell them to take it down. I doubted they would. It was also probably not Emily sending these messages. This was tricky, as it may have been her. I started typing nothing just to give them the ... and buy me some time.

If I encouraged this, what would they post next? Over the next few minutes I typed and retyped many things before I ended up hitting the send on, 'My God Emily, wow. Just wow.'

A few seconds later there was just a huge smiley face and nothing else. That was it. I relooked at the video, watching it roll over and over again. It was on about the 50th roll when I also realised that the man she was riding, the man she was fucking, was another complete stranger. He wasn't her date.

Though I couldn't see his face, the body was wrong. This guy was a lot younger and smaller, completely different. Was he a friend, a relative, god this was crazy? My wife was crazy. I then wondered about the condoms she'd taken with her. Did he have one on? Was there a condom covered cock inside her? Would that affect what was already inside her, you know the spermicide? I was cross with myself for thinking that and tried to clear my mind, putting my phone down.



I heard nothing for a few hours. I of course refreshed that Twitter page to see if they added anything else, they didn't. I was scared and sort of proud to see it retweeted a few times and liked a lot. That gave me shivers.

This was now so public, so quickly, and is such a crude way. Everyone would know that I was being cuckolded by my black cock loving wife.


A Wife's Decent Ch. 09

Sunday Evening

It was 11pm on Sunday night, I felt like I'd run 5 marathons, one after the other. I was exhausted, a nervous reck, confused, and ultimately scared. My wife left me behind as she went out with her stranger, or boyfriend as Michelle kept reminding me, over 24 hours ago. The communication from Emily had been non-existent to me today. The only thing telling me what was going on was that Twitter feed and that had dried up in the last few hours.

There was one video, a gif thing, on Twitter that I kept looking back at. My wife was sitting on a sofa, dressed sexily, her body language relaxed but undeniably seductive. Across from her was her... boyfriend? His posture was confident, assertive. They were close. The video looped a kiss, not a casual peck, not something thrown together in the heat of the moment. It was deliberate and intense. Emily's hands moved instinctively, wrapping around the back of his neck, pulling him closer, her fingers threading through his hair like she belonged there. I could practically hear the faintest moan escape her as the kiss deepened. Her body seemed to mold against his. It was like she was fully lost with him, in that moment. The kiss lingered, lasting nearly the entire 15 seconds. I wanted to stop watching, but I couldn't, I let it loop and loop. When they finally broke apart, her lips were swollen, her face flushed, and she had that small, satisfied smile on her face that used to be for me. It was like she had forgotten the camera was even there, like this was just for him. It made my cock hard as iron. This is what I wanted. Wasn't it?

Originally, we'd said that she'd be back by 1pm today, but that turned into 'We'll let you two decide' just before they left. Michelle had turned up here at 9pm. She was full of energy and excitement. I had a feeling she'd been kept in the loop a lot more than I. She wouldn't answer any of my questions and had instead spent the last few hours with her head glued to her phone, fingers typing away furiously. She kept giggling to herself, it was extremely irritating as I was in the dark as to what was going on and very uncomfortable in this fucking contraption she made me wear. For the last 2 hours, she'd simply ignored me, sitting opposite me with her phone stuck in her face. I was uncomfortable, both physically and emotionally.

Physically, because, just after she'd arrived she handed me a box telling me it was a surprise that I needed to put on right away. The small box had me thinking woman's panties or something, which I was game for. However on opening it, I instantly recognised the strange tangle of transparent hard plastic. It was a cock cage. I'd seen videos and obviously read stories about these, but had never in my life considered I'd have one in my hands. Let alone one that she expected me to wear. I'd argued.

"Michelle, I know what this is. This isn't something I want to do."

She'd laughed, "Doesn't matter Chris. Your beautiful, loving wife is out there somewhere doing everything that you wanted. You need to do something for her."

"She doesn't want me to wear this. She probably doesn't even know what it is."

She'd gotten rather cross at my reply. "Fuck me Chris. Seriously?" she stood up at this point. "So you expect your wife to let all these strange men put their dirty cocks inside her. Spew their seed inside her, use her like some kind of fuck doll. Then have to carry a baby, her body changing again for nearly a year. Then to have to spend the next 20 years bringing it up." She really let loose, spitting more out. "She's had her nipples ruined for you, her pussy ruined for you, her tits ruined for you, her skin marked and you wont put a fucking cock cage on?"

I didn't reply. I mean what could I say?

So here I was sitting in my living room, with this strange plastic feel at my crotch, wondering if my wife was ok? I really didn't like the fact that it had a fucking padlock to it and Michelle had decided that she'd give the key to Emily. I'm pretty sure I could pick the lock if I needed to, though it was in a very tricky to get to place. Or maybe a well placed hammer could free me if I wanted to, though I didn't want to think about a hammer being swung around down there.

It wasn't uncomfortable, more of a strange, constant feeling. I felt it, there, with every movement I made. I'd swear I could hear the material of my pants and trousers moving across it, though I don't think that was real. I'd also checked that it didn't bulge too much when I stood. If anything it made my 'package' look a little bigger, which I had no complaint about. Though if someone rubbed against me, I'd have some explaining to do. I'd not gotten hard yet, so I didn't know what that was going to become. Though it didn't take long for me to find that out.

She Arrives

At a few minutes past 11, Emily walked into the house, closing the front door behind her and almost staggering into the living room. She stopped in the doorway and looked at me. I was surprised at her outfit, a white, sheer, see-through backless halter top and black latex mini skirt with a side slit. She looked slutty, I felt myself stirring right away. But before I had a chance to really take any of it in, Michelle had bounced up and was in front of her blocking my view. She wrapped her arms around her, "Ohhh god, you are delicious." She briefly pulled her tight, before releasing her and clutching my wife's head as she kissed her.

I thought I couldn't be surprised any more but Emily's arms raised up around Michelle's body drawing her into the embrace as they kissed. It wasn't a light peck on the lips. They went at it. Their heads at the right angle so that their mouths could really engage. I was dumb struck as I watched my wife and her best friend engage in a lovers, lesbian kiss. I stood and shuffled towards them and to the side, I needed to embed this into my mind.

I watched as if in slow motion. Michelle now with one hand at the back of my wife's head, her other hand was roughly mauling Emily's tit. My wifes arms were dancing around Michelle's back, their faces mashed together as they noisily exchanged the kiss. The fact Emily had easily jumped into this shocked me. She didn't have to warm up to it, she just leapt straight in. Lips and tongues sliding, and hands and arms feeling.

It was at that point that I detected my wife's aroma. I couldn't place any of it, apart from she smelt dirty. It was a heady mix of sweat and smoke. God where had she been and what had she done? I looked behind her at the front door, where was her bag?

The sound of the kiss being replaced with panting drew my eyes back to the women. They'd separated and were both catching their breath. Emily looked at me, her eyes, though alert, betrayed a tiredness to them. It was like she was fighting exhaustion. I didn't have to ask if she was ok, the look of concern clearly on my face giving it away. She nodded and smiled at me.

I wanted to hug her, have a moment to reconnect but Michelle had other ideas. "Did you have fun?" She giggled, not waiting for her to answer. "Of course you did." She turned my wife around and lightly pushed her. "God, your antics make me so horny." Her hand guiding my wife, as she directed her towards the stairs. "Tell me how many loads of nigger seed have you had?"

As they reached the stairs, my wife mumbled "I dunno, a lot."

Michelle laughed loudly, "At least 30 loads from my count." They started up the stairs and Michelle continued to taunt her, "You dirty slut, making up for lost time." As they rounded the top of the stairs and out of my view Michelle finished with "Have you been smoking as well. God you stink, you tramp." Then I heard the bedroom door close and what sounded like Emily saying "He likes it."

I stood there, in the doorway, my mind still very much laser focused on the kissing the two women just carried out. What did that mean? Why did Michelle suddenly instigate that? Had something happened while Emily was out that had given Michelle the idea? Come to think of it, what had Emily gotten up to? What exactly had she done? 30 cum loads in her? That couldn't be right. That was so dangerous. What did that man make her do? Why on earth had she let him? My god what was my wife becoming?

Again I had the thought. This is what I wanted. Wasn't it?

I took a break and leaned on the door frame, groaning as my cock tried to bend the strong plastic of its cage. The flesh hurt nearly as much as my balls ached. My hands on auto pilot darted to my trousers, inside the waistband trying to move my cock to get more comfortable. This thing was torture, now it dug into me and hurt. Maybe I needed a bigger size, was it too small for me?

My pain was quickly forgotten when I heard a moan from the bedroom. But it wasn't a moan that I recognised. A woman in pleasure, but not my woman. What was going on? I focused on the new sounds filling the house trying to work out what was happening up there. I was struggling to picture it when there was a knock on our front door.

At this time of the night, what and who was that? I turned to the door, aware of the muffled sex sounds coming from above me, deeper in the house and hoped that whoever it was would be gone quickly. I could just ignore this late night caller.

But they knocked again, this time more impatient. No, I couldn't simply ignore whoever this was. As I opened the door I half expected to see the police, but certainly not a scruffy black kid. He couldn't have been much over 18, tall and wiry. Before I could say anything he started to move forward towards me and asserted, "Michelle said to come in and head upstairs."

God darn, another one of them? Already? Couldn't I get a second with my wife? He lightly brushed past me, not really taking me in at all as he started to bounce up the stairs in an eager jog.

Closing our front door to the night I shook my head, wondering if this was our new life? How long would this go on for? Where the hell did Michelle find them?

From the top of the stairs the sounds of a woman moan got louder followed by this new boy's voice, "Fuck, me now we're talking. Hey momma" and a loud slap, a hand on an ass cheek? A woman squeaked, that one I recognised, my wife. Then instantly another moan, from Michelle? I took a moment to try to get my head around what was happening up there. I couldn't visualise it. What was going on?

As started up the stairs, I heard my wife moan, "Ohhhh gggooddddd aggggaaaaiinnn ummmmmm" followed quickly by Michelle's voice panting, "Yes now get back to it" and a moan, muffled sound and a grunt that confused me even more.

Luckily I'd just reached the top of the stairs and turned to see our bedroom door open. I gasped, as again I was gobsmacked at what I was seeing. It was a tangle of bodies that took me a moment to visually untangle.

The black boy stood at the foot of our bed. He was still fully dressed but I had a feeling his cock was out and in. His large, dark hands were beautifully contrasted on my wife's naked hips. Emily was naked on all fours on our bed. The extra surprise though was that her face was buried in Michelle's pussy.

She was struggling to keep her face in her best friend's pussy. The thrusting that the boy was doing was causing her body to move in time with his very obvious fucking. Michelle was moaning, clearly enjoying what my wife was doing to her, her hands lightly trying to hold my wifes head in place. This scene blew my mind maybe more than any of the other things that had come before it. I'd known Michelle for over 20 years, Emily and her pretty much grew up together. Seeing her being eaten out by my wife was so out of character it was the universe imploding.

So much so that I staggered against the door frame and gasped, "Holy fuck.". Michelle and the new black guy both looked in my direction and grinned. Jezus, this was crazy.

The black bloke spoke to me as he continued to slide his considerable cock back and forth into my wifes well used pussy. "Ya wife's a fine ho, white boy." I smirked back at him and nodded a thank you. He turned back as he let me know, "She be a fucking mess down here though." and he chuckled, while looking down at the business in hand.

My cock strained against the cage, my world spun. Never in a million years would I have imaged the scene before me. Was Emily now a lesbian? One that still liked cock in her from time to time? This isn't what I wanted or expected. I mean none of this was what I expected at all. I dreamed of all sorts but never thought it would happen. Even watching the light glint off her oversized nipple rings, was a reminder of how deep we'd come. Her tits bouncing all over the bed as she was moved around by her two lovers. The contrast of the black boy's hands on her creamy white, full, hips. The best friend moaning through an obvious orgasm as she called her all sorts of names, whilst my wife's tongue continued working wonders.

It was too much for me, my legs buckled and I slid down the door frame, trying to catch my breath and calm my heart beat. The noises from the bed reached a crescendo as more orgasms were shared. Sure enough the boy fucking my wife was now still. No doubt holding his cock as deep as possible as it delivered its seed as close as possible to the womb to try and do its work. I closed my eyes and listened to the noises of them collectively panting.

Michelle breathing to Emily, "You good slag, taking another load to get you nicely bred."

The boy grunting, "Take it you white ho.""

And my wife moaning a long drawn out "Yesssss", in answer to both of them.

Everything was soon quiet so I opened my eyes. Emily had collapsed on her side, Michelle was moving up off the bed and the boy was staying attached to my wife. As Michelle moved off the bed, I had a glimpse of her pussy, another first. It was glistening as she pulled her knickers back in place and pulled her skirt back down.

I cast my eyes back towards my wife on the bed. She was facing me and looking at me, her eyes locked onto mine. I was trying to read what she was thinking, to understand what was going on in her world. She wasn't smiling at me, she didn't smirk, she looked tired, ready for sleep. I didn't blame her, I was in the same boat. Ready for a sleep, a rest, a fitful night of crazy dreams as my brain tried to package the last few days up.

The boy behind and sort of on top of her kissed her shoulder, she didn't react to him, instead maintaining her eyes on me. I smiled at her, to try to reassure her that we were ok. She didn't react to that either.

But then her eyes opened wide and her mouth opened as she gasped. Looking down her body I could see that he was moving. His body now pushing up against her. Then he relaxed and pushed up, again she gasped. He was starting to try to fuck her again. My mind rang 'youth' and I smirked to myself.

My wife, however, moved a little, putting a hand towards him, "No, I can't."

He ignored her and pushed forward again at the same time he kissed her shoulder again and moved his trail of kisses across her arm.

She moaned, again "Guuugg, stop."

It was clear, she didn't want to get fucked again. I started to feel my legs wake up and went to get up to ensure he behaved. But Michelle beat me to it, with a reply that surprised me and made my cock strain at the same time.

"Hah, no you slag. The boy is going to fuck you again." she sniffed "Let the boy have you, again."

Emily's eyes moved up to Michelle, she looked at her with disappointment but obviously received no empathy. This spurred him on as he grabbed my wife's top leg and swinging it around, moved her onto her back as he maintained his position between them, inside her. She looked back at me, again our eyes making contact as he obviously thrust forward into her.

He leaned forward and took one of her nipples and rings into his mouth. His teeth clanging against the metal as he did so, sucking her hard.

Of her own accord, she then bent her knee closest to me giving him better access to her. Moaning as she did, "Uggghhhhh" as she obviously really started to feel it again. He was moving slowly, slow deliberate fucking motions into her.

Michelle's leg was suddenly next to my shoulder and she reached down pulling me up. Emily watching me as she was being fucked by this young black boy. Michelle then instructed me, "Take all your clothes off Chris."

Still in a trance-like state as my wife watched me, I slowly stripped off. My top half quickly naked, Emily's arms now draped around the boy. Her mouth now permanently opened as she moaned with each thrust. His head peppering the bits of her body that he could reach with kisses.

My wife's eyes then opened wide and locked onto my crotch as I realised that she was now seeing my cock cage for the first time. I must have blushed. I still couldn't believe that my cock was crammed into it. And what a way for my wife to find out.

It was clear that this was part of Michelles plan as she giggled. "You like it Emily?"

He turned to see what the fuss was and sniggered seeing my predicament. It only egged him on further.

Emily's eyes still locked onto it as she replied "Goodddd, ugghhh, whaattttt, uggghhhhh?"

Michelle was clearly happy with her confusion "That's right, your hubby's cock is locked away. Like a true cuckold." My wife looked dumbfounded as the boy started to try to kiss her cheeks. At that Michelle upped the tempo "That's right Emily. Your world is changing as you and Chris wanted. Even right this second you could have the start of a new life growing inside you." One of the boys free hands now mauling one of Emily's tits. She picked up on it, "Yes your tits will become udders again to feed the baby." she laughed as my wife's head now turned to look up at the boy fucking her.

He stopped his thrusting and raised his body up on long arms looking down at my wife. Michelle quickly adding "As you have yet another big black cock up inside your once tight cunt. This stranger wants to put more of his baby making spunk into your womb. To flood you and breed you."

I felt Michelle move, she picked something up from the floor and handed it to me. "Put these on and then step up to the bed Chris." As she said that I realised right away what the damp item was in my hand. It was my wife's knickers that I guess she had on when she came home. They were cooling rapidly, but were still slimy and wet, very wet indeed. Michelle stood up to the bed and everyone waited for me.

With my wife's white satin, semen soaked panties now on I moved up to the bed next to Michelle. The feeling of cold, damp, silky, material cupping my balls was strange and made my cock throb and hurt more.

After I stood there for a few seconds, the lovers not moving, Michelle broke the spell. "Emily you want Jamal to keep fucking you."

My wife's eyes darted to me, to my panties covered cock, to Michelle and back to the boy before she closed them and moaned a quiet "Yess".

I expected him to move but Michelle quickly jumped in. "One sec Jamal." he looked at her confused and opened his mouth to say something but she continued. "Look at him and tell him what you want."

Emily didn't move, her eyes still closed. Jamal looked across at us, "By the way, I'm not Jamal." Emily's eyes opened instantly as he continued "I'm Ricky, his mate, he lost a bet so I'm here collecting on it.".

Michelle laughed, Emily looked horrified, I was worried and surprised at the same time. Michelle quickly settled us, "Don't look like that you slut" as she looked down at my wife "It's just another strange black cock buried deep inside your slutty cunt. He's just here to help you conceive."

Emily's eyes darted between the three of us again. Ricky then moved his cock in and out of her really slowly causing her to moan. Michelle capitalised on it, "Emily tell this young boy what you want from him" as she reached between them taking hold of one of my wife's nipple rings.



I was surprised at how quickly Emily answered, "God, Ricky is it?" he nodded. "Oh god, are you clean?"

He chuckled, "Yer" though I didn't like the way he said it.

Michelle chuckled also, "Bit late for that now."

"Oohhh god." Emily closed her eyes for a few seconds before re-opening them and looking straight at him. "My husband there, wants me to have a black baby. I don't. But go on. Knock me up. Breed me for him." she smiled at him. He leaned forward and planted a kiss on her lips that she returned. Her hands now holding him. They separated quickly and she added "Ummmm you have as good a chance as all the others."

He started to fuck her and they started to kiss. Slowly at first but it soon got up to speed. The thrusting, moaning and kissing. They were really fucking. Emily was not just being fucked, she was fucking him back. Her hips moving with him. Her hands holding him tight. Their lips and tongues intertwining.

Michelle asked them, "Is the white woman soft and sexy under you Ricky?"

He could hardly reply as he was doing most of the work, "Uummmmgghhh".

"Is his cock big in you Emily?"

Her reply was clear, a panting "Yesss"

"Is it hard and long? Deep inside you?"

"Uughh ggrrwtthhh Yess" through her kisses.

Michelle then took my left hand and moved it to his ass, resting in there. It was so strange, seeing my own white hand on his black muscly ass as he was using it to help move his cock into my wife.

"Ohhhh gggoodddddd Yessssss" my wife was clearly cumming, answering no question.

That sped him up "Yessss you cracker. You like my nigger dick in you?"

Her body jerking and twitching "Oh god, YES, Oh YES, OHHH Goodddddd"

Michelle cackled, "Ohhh baby you were built for this. We're going to have so much fun."

He started to get faster and louder, it was obvious he was going to cum soon. Michelle was on it, "Emily tell him, tell Ricky, to breed you."

My wife could just about get the words out, still coursing through an orgasm, "Yess, oh god, cum."

Michelle adding "Tell him you want his half cast baby. Tell him Emily."

Emily opened her eyes wide and looked him straight in the face, her arms pulling his body tight to her "Ohhh goooddd Rick, cum in me. I want it inside me."

He stopped moving, I felt his butt muscle contract and he roared "Ugghhhhhhhhh"

My wife continued, "Yes, more seed. Put it in me. Put it in my womb. Oh god"

He continued to roar at her, the sound echoing through the room.

"I can feel you. YESSSS" she closed her eyes "I can feel you doing it. Oh, oh, oh OHHHHHH" and she went off again. Having another orgasm of her own to match his as his cum emptied down his long black shaft deep inside my wife's cunt. Filling her womb with billions of his sperm. Their job to hunt down an egg and fertilise her.

I heard myself speak for the first time in a while "Fertilise my wife. Give her your baby." my own cock trying to break through the cage, the pain incredible as I watched the rutting couple before me share their intimate moment.

Emily was still moaning and jerking through her orgasm, constantly telling us that she could feel it. She could feel it happening inside her. He started to quiet down and was instead just panting, trying to get his breath back and to recover from clearly a very good cum. I was weirdly proud of my wife for coaxing that from him. That was until he started to move.

Even though my wife was clearly still in the moment, her arms wrapped around him, her lips placing light kisses on his face. He was done, he pushed back from the bed raising his torso up, untangling himself from her arms. She wasn't ready and looked shocked but he continued to pull free. Soon pulling back on his knees as I watched his deflating cock slide out of her pussy. It was swiftly followed by a river of liquid. A literal torrent of cum flowed from my wife. Her pussy hole gaping open, allowing all the life given juice to run free.

Michelle was on the case quickly, handing something to Emily, "Put these on". My wife, still flustered, started to pull a pair of black panties on. Where Michelle got them from was a mystery, I guessed the reason was to try and keep the cum inside. She confirmed that quickly with a "God you are leaking like a tap girl. We'll have to do something about that tomorrow." I didn't want to guess.

Rick suddenly surprised me by asking the room, "You want another fucking later?" He was looking at Emily as she pulled the knickers up, but it was Michelle that answered for her, "Of course she does, big boy."

He smiled at my wife, no doubt enjoying the view like I was, her tits were jiggling all over the place as she sat up. "I'll bring my mates." and he turned to leave the room, not waiting for an answer.

But Michelle called after him, "Only if they're clean."

Hearing him brush that off as he walked down the stairs with a "Yer, yer" worried me a little.

Emily looked knackered but Michelle wasn't done with her or us yet. She turned to me, then back to my wife, "You both look tired. You can both go to sleep like this."

"I'm going to shower first." came my wife. I thought that was a good idea. She really was quite ripe with that irony, semen and fucking smell.

"Nope" and Michelle moved forward and ran her palm over my wifes panty covered crotch. "You're nice and juicy you are and smell amazing." she turned to me. Looking down at my knickers "And you look great also Chris." She stood up and ushered me into the bed as Emily moved the duvet around to get into it.

Michelle smiled, "Yes like that. You both need to get used to it. To the new each other. To the new Emily" she paused a second as I laid down. "Chris spoon up to your wife and put your hand on her belly." I did as instructed. "Make sure she can feel your cage and thank her."

God she was treating us like children and we were letting her. It was a bit patronising but somehow I knew she was right. I nestled my damp, knicker and cage covered dick and balls into my wife damp knicker covered ass as I wrapped my arm around her. Placing my palm low down on her belly, the tip of my fingers just inside her knickers.

I held her like this, allowing us to feel each other's bodies in peace and as one for a few moments. I felt her muscles relax into my embrace, it felt good, it felt right, she felt like my wife. I moved my head closer to the back of hers and kissed her neck and whispered to her "God you are amazing love. I can't believe that you've really done all this for..." I nearly said us, but realised that this was all for me really and so I owned it "for me.".

The smell of her really hit my nose. It was a combination of dominant smell, salty, musky aroma of sweat clinging to her skin and hair, pungent odor of sex, a raw scent of semen. I could also smell cigarettes or some other smoke. It was clinging to her skin and hair, adding a sharp, almost acrid note to the air around us. There was also a lingering rubber smell, a synthetic, almost sterile scent that contrasts with the organic mix of sweat, I couldn't imagine what that was. There were also faint traces of alcohol or some cheap perfume. This contrasted sharply with how she used to carry herself. She was a new, different woman.

I moved my hand lightly over her womb area, "It's crazy to think that right now it may be happening."

I wasn't expecting her to reply but she did as she put her hand over mine, "I know".

The light in our bedroom went off, I didn't turn to see Michelle leaving, I didn't care. "If you are, it'll probably be a black baby." I sighed, still confused that my fantasy was somehow possibly becoming real.

Emily corrected me, "If I am pregnant then it's definitely a black baby honey."

Hearing that my cock strained in the cage and hurt a little, "Owww"

She detected my slight movement, her hand leaving mine and reaching between us. Finding the cage that now entrapped my cock, her fingers dancing over it. "What's this about?"

I sighed, "Michelle", she chuckled and I continued, "She says it's what cuckolds wear."

"She right?" I heard her smile through that question.

"Yer, sort of."

"How do you pee?"

"There a hole."

"Does it hurt?"

"Yes" like it was now "When I get hard."

"Is it dangerous?"

"Narrr I don't think so."

"Can you take it off?"

"Narrr, it has a small lock and she has the key."

"What if she loses it?" fuck what a question. Yer that would be daft as hell wouldn't it.

"Then I'm fucked." I chuckled as I shared a thought, "I guess you'd have to help me with a very careful set of cutters, a hacksaw or something."

We both let that sink in a bit before she moved her hand back to mine that was still over her womb. "We're both so silly."

God she was right. Everything that we were doing now was dangerous and silly. I didn't know if I should agree and list it all or simply remind her of the fun she was having. I left the silence long enough and decided I'd try to reassure her.

She heard my intake of breath ready to answer her statement but she beat me to it with a surprise "Stupid really. Very silly and stupid." but she didn't sound cross. I was confused. She set me straight with a sigh, "But oh god I love it."

I chuckled, "Yer I noticed."

"No, I mean I really love it." I waited a moment, as expected she shared more, with a sigh again and quieter this time. She was starting to fall asleep, "I love it all a bit too much. The orgasms. The big cocks that don't fit in me. The being bred like a dog. The drugs. The showing me off, the thrill. The money. The interracial thing." she sighed again. Clearly starting to drop off, I felt her hand drop away from mine and she murmured "I like being like this."

I quietly tried her "Like what love?" excited about what she was saying, hoping I'd get an answer.

"Black cock" rolled off her tongue. Damn she was hooked.

But then just when I thought that was it from her, she mumbled something that shocked me "A black cock whore."


A Wife's Decent Ch. 10

A Wife's Descent Ch 10

1 - A Normal Work Morning

I wake up wondering what day it is, what time it is, do I have to be at work, what's going on? It takes me longer than normal to work it all out. I'm relieved that it's just past 6 am and Monday morning. My natural wake up time, even though we were very late to sleep last night. I was one of those lucky enough to not have to worry about alarms waking me up each morning.

I rolled a little and felt the knickers I had on dig into places I didn't usually feel underwear. My hands were quickly adjusting them and feeling a strange dampness around my cock area. Last night the wetness was lower down, around my balls, which is where a woman's pussy would leak. But right now it was more up front. Confused, had I cum in the cage thing last night, was that even possible? I didn't care enough to worry about it. Instead rolling a bit to see my beautiful wife laying there still sleeping.

My mind racing through what the weekend was and how it finished. Did Emily say something about being a Black Cock Whore? Did I hear the words drugs and money from her? In what context, how, who, when? I needed a pee, I needed tea, I needed a shower. It was Monday and I needed to log in soon.

I slid into my usual Monday routine and left Emily to sleep, again normal for a Monday. Toilet, showered strangely with a cock cage on, dressed (like a normal man), logged on and I bought a cuppa up to her just as she was starting to stir. It was around 7 am, all like clockwork. Good as she had work this morning and usually left at around 8.30 am.

As I looked at her I wondered if she's ok for work? We'd still not discussed the weekend that we'd just left behind. I didn't know what had happened, what she'd done. She actually looked well rested and, surprisingly, not tired. Maybe she did have some rest time with those men?

We smiled, exchanged pleasantries and confirmed that today was a 'normal day'. She got up taking the tea with her into the bathroom. She even stopped just in front of me to pause and pose. Something she's never done before. Simply standing there, one hand on her hip facing me.

What a goddess, huge heavy, ring tipped tits. The rose tattoo on her boob winking at me, its simplicity almost conflicting with the thick, industrial looking nipple rings. Her black lace knickers pulled tight against her pussy, her plump lips showing clearly as they push against the material. Then I spot her ankle tattoo, the large empty spade. I shiver as I wonder what the plan is for that.

She moves on to the bathroom, closing the door. I unconsciously sniff the air, a definite trace of her weekend activities floating in the air. Sex, cum, smoke, booze, all alien to me at this time of the morning in our bedroom.

I shake my head and wander down the stairs, back to my office when I hear the front door unlock. Standing and heading to see what was going on, I was surprised and also not surprised to see Michelle entering. God, this early again, she really was a woman on a mission. I watched her stand to one side of the door as I was then surprised to see two new, complete strangers come in with her. They were of course both black men. So today wasn't going to be a normal Monday. I stood there, surprised, shocked and wondering what her plan was today. Would Emily be ok with this? Again? Where the hell was Michelle finding all these men.

She looked down the hallway at me just as they all closed the door. Then we heard the toilet flush above me and the shower start. She smiled, "Morning Chris," and she very briskly started to walk up the stairs. The men in tow, of course.

"Morning Michelle." I didn't know what else to say as I watched the three of them move into my house, the two men giving me the usual British men's nod of 'right', which I returned. So weird how this was already the norm for me. Strange men walking into my house, and into my bedroom.

I knew this needed my attention, work would have to wait. I needed to know whatever this was about to be, so I followed them up the stairs. As I arrived in my now usual place, our open bedroom doorway, Michelle took control again, "She's in the shower. Then going to work in a bit." and she looked at me for acknowledgement. I nodded. She turned back to them, "Let's make this a surprise for her, so keep it quiet." They all shared a grin.

Michelle pulled the duvet off the bed and lobbed it on the floor. I was embarrassed at the stage of the bedsheet. There were clearly stains visible on it, no doubt from yesterday evening's fucking and maybe my leekage last night? Actually probably her's also. Geezzz.

Michelle picked up on it, "Yup, a slut's bed alright," and she sniggered. The men chuckled with her. One of them ask her, "You'd better be right about her being a looker. I dun't be getting up this early for a some fat white munter."

She looked at the wall browsing through framed pictures and smiled to herself. She almost picked up our wedding photo, but decided on a photo of a pregnant Emily back in the day. In the photo she was beaming with happiness. She had exposed arms as it was summer, but not much else to the eye. Though she was beautiful, the size of her chest couldn't be ignored.

"You want us to fuck a preggo slag?" one asked, confused.

Michelle quickly put him straight, "She's a fucking slag alright, but that's how she will look like in a couple of months." Michelle realised she had to limit her volume because she started to be too loud.

He snorted, "But she could be fat now," trying to keep his voice down.

"So does she still have titty milk?" Now the other became active.

Michelle snapped at them quietly throwing the photo back where she picked it up from, "Just you wait." She looked back at me and smiled before turning back to the two men. "How about you both get completely naked on the bed ready for her?" They were about to say something when we all heard the shower stop. "Quickly!" she ushered them.

Then turning to me, "We'll leave them to it. Let's see what happens," a huge grin on her face as she pulls me from the doorway onto the landing and across to Claire's bedroom. She's away at uni so the room was empty, Michelle has us both sit on her bed. Christ, Emily wasn't going to like this surprise, was she? She'd probably also think it was me that had organised this. As I sat on the bed I looked at my watch, it was 7.34 am, this was going to be a rush, or I'd have to make excuses at Emily's work.

Michelle picked up on my time check. "She's got plenty of time, don't worry."

And then it started, we heard Emily talking to me. She thought I was in the bedroom and I guess hadn't opened the door yet, "Can you get my blue bra out of the..." We heard the bathroom door open and a screech, "What HA..!"

Then a deep chuckle from a man, "Oh yes, that's one fine white mare." Then the other with a simple, "Ummhumm," in agreement, obviously.

I had to guess that my wife was either naked or had a towel somewhere and that on our bed were now two completely naked black men. I'd love to have seen her face as she saw them for the first time.

Her confusion obvious, "What are you......, where is..... "

One of the men crudely and simply told her, "We're here to put our nut in you. You're going to work in a bit yer?"

More confusion from my wife, "What, I, errr yes."

The other man, "Drop the towel and come over here," followed by a possible noise of that towel hitting the floor.

The first man, "Fuck love them's some knockers. Jezus H Christ, I've never seen'm so big."

"Don't mind him, I see you looking at my meat. Come on."

Then the sound of the mattress giving as I feel Michelle's hand on my leg. I turn to her as we hear the sound of a whimper and more movement. Then one of the men said, "You don't want condoms, hey?" Then the other, "You're dripping," and they both laughed.

No reply but more movement and another whimper, then the sound that must have been lips on a body part. I instantly saw it as one of the men with his lips around her nipple. "You know your way around black dicks, get to work." The way these two strange men were talking to my wife had me excited. I'd not heard someone being dominant to her like this before. They were very obviously in control.

Kissing sounds and an, "Ummm gawwwddd yes," that must have been a cock entering my wife. It was the unmistaken sound of a woman taking a big cock into her pussy for the first time in a little while. The throaty sound of the first stretch.

I turned to Michelle, "Where'd you find them?"

"Online," with a huge grin.

As the rhythm of the clear fucking and moaning started in the room next door, the ease with which my wife accepts yet another stranger's black cock inside her was a revelation. The grunts and moans from them were sending my mind wild with visions of what they were doing.

How many cocks had she had in her in the last 48 hours? The unknown weekend again flashed through my mind as Emily's drifting off comments from last night came flooding back to me. Turning to Michelle I asked, "Michelle, last night Emily said something about drugs?" She didn't react so I added to it, "and something about money and being a whore?"

She smirked, then laughed, "You're worried that your precious wife could be turned out by the nasty black men?" I mean, I sort of was yes, but when she put it like that, no? She continued, "What did she say?"

I tried to recall, "I dunno, something about being a black whore and..."

She cut me off, "A whore for black cock?"

Didn't quite sound right but, "Yer?"

She laughed, "And?"

Oh so that was nothing, "Something about money and I'm sure she said drugs."

She smiled, "Yer I could smell weed on her last night. That's fine."

"Fine?" I was more than a little alarmed.

"Yer, makes the sex," she did a wavy arms thing, "more far out man," and laughed.

"Oh," though I wasn't convinced.

"Fuck me, Chris, she's in there bareback fucking some strangers I just brought in and you're worried about her being called names and smoking a little dope." She squeezed my thigh, "She is a whore for black cock, just listen to her."

We did. Grunting, moaning, she was asking for more, thanking them and kissing them. They were calling her all sorts, one of them clearly fascinated with her tit size, telling her how he was going to worship them forever and how he was going to make her a star. Through it all my lovely wife Emily was acting as Michelle had said, as a whore. Not once was there a pause or a no, or stop. She was simply a sex animal, loving every second of it.

Michelle surprised me, "I doubt she's taken anything more than a puff of weed."

"Doubt?"

She smirked, "Yup, I doubt it."

That didn't reassure me. Checking my watch again, "She has work in a bit."

She stood up, "She'll be fine, plenty of time. She'll have their balls drained in no time," and she walked out of the room. I stood to follow her, but with her back to me she reminded me, "You need to be at work also, don't you?"

"Yer," and I joined her moving to the top of the stairs. I peeked into our bedroom, somehow at ease seeing Emily, one of the men was lying on the bed, he was facing Emily's back, his cock was clearly in her. Her attention was directed elsewhere, she was licking the other guy cock. She was doing it with passion, her every head movement was pure concentration. She was in her element, I was so proud. I felt Michelle's hand on my back, aiming me down the stairs. I sighed and closed my eyes, taking in the sounds now behind me.

I glided down the stairs, glad and sorta disappointed that I wasn't going to be involved this time. Soon at my desk, looking over the systems that I needed to keep an eye on. IM's popping everywhere with the usual Slack mornings, stats, figures and more to get my attention. Even though I could hear the fucking still upstairs, it was quiet enough and I was engrossed enough that it wasn't a distraction. Had it already become the norm?

2 - Dressed for work

I was snapped out of my work focus with the sound of the front door again, turning around seeing nothing, I'd not even heard the stairs? I listened carefully, wondering was it Michelle that had gone, or the men? Looking at the clock on my screen, it was 7.52 am, she was going to be late. I then heard the unmistakable sound of my wife orgasming from above me. I naturally reached for my cock to move it as the blood started to flow to it, but my fingers were instead met with the hard plastic through my trousers. This was going to take some getting used to. The orgasm sound caught my attention as it was joined with a deeper howl of a man joining in the throes of pleasure.

That surprised me, I'd assumed they'd both left. So one had gone? Or had Michelle left? I listened intently to try to work it out. But nope, I couldn't guess. I then had the thought that maybe someone else had simply walked in? My screen pinged, someone needed me on a Slack call.

This time trying to focus on the call was tricky. Knowing that above me another load of cum was being injected into my wifes womb. My wife, that was now some kind of slut for black men. She was trying to get knocked up to fulfil my perversions. The complications that it would bring. The huge impact on our life going forward. My cock strained again.

I managed to get out of the call just as the front door banged again. This time I'd heard the stairs before it so I knew someone had left. She was going to be late. I quickly jogged up the stairs to remind her or ask her if she needed me to do something.

My cock and balls nearly exploded at what I saw from my perch, again in the bedroom doorway. Michelle was sitting on the end of the bed watching my wife get dressed. I arrived right at the start of the process. Emily was leaning forward, at her hips stepping into her knickers. Her colossal tits threatened to tip her forward as they swayed forward and down. Her nipple rings dangling down, swinging freely, adding to the eroticism of the vision.

The conversation that joined the scene was making it even harder for me to not rip my cock cage to pieces. Like the hulk ripping his clothes, my cock obliterating its prison, breaking free to allow me to reclaim my wife. Alas all that happened was for it to hurt more.

"Keep your legs together tight," came Michelles instruction to my wife. I was sort of confused until Emily replied as she pulled the knickers up her legs.

"God Michelle, I really should shower or at least let it out a bit."

Michelle laughed when the knickers reached their goal and my wife pulled them nicely over her hips. "Nope, you'll be fine."

Emily turned to face Michelle, seeing but ignoring me in the process. Her hand on her hip, "God, Michelle, I can..." She stopped and closed her eyes. "Yup, god woman." Michelle clapped her hands. I was slightly confused.

Emily opened her eyes, and looking down at her crotch said, "Yer har har. Jeezus really?"

The only reply she had was a, "Yup, come on now," and Michelle threw her an item of clothing. Emily untangled it, quickly we all worked out it was a skirt. "And you don't have to keep them closed as tightly now."

Emily tutted, "Yer yer, I get it. God darn," as she resumed her previous pose stepping into the skirt. Again I was mesmerised at the weight and movement of her breasts. I'd seen them for years, but today every movement she made was that bit more dirty and sexy. Maybe it was knowing that she had a womb full to overflowing with cum? It was then that I realised what they were talking about. My wife's knickers were going to have a puddle of cum in them very soon if not already. I nearly moaned out loudly at my pain as that realisation hit me.

The charcoal coloured skirt now over her hips as she pulled it into place. It wasn't overly short, professionally long, but sexy tight. You could see her ass and thick, muscly thighs stretching it nicely. Standing there half dressed with her tits out made me remember how this all started with that work party when she wore a skirt like this for the first time. Another item flew towards her, that she caught. This item was obviously a bra.

The three of us in a weird silence as Emily carried out the impressive task of wrestling her tits into the garment. It was black, to match her knickers but I don't think it was a set. The knickers were a solid black, but this bra was an entirely transparent, lacy affair. I was able to really acknowledge the skill in how quickly, decisively and elegantly she was able to manipulate the collection of hooks, straps and lace into place. The weight on her shoulders clearly evident as the straps took the load of her full mammaries as they were pulled up, away from their natural position. This caused them to fill the cups to bursting, the sides bulging with pure boob flesh trying to escape. I was in heaven taking this all in.

Michelle then held something out in her hand. Emily stepped forward to take whatever it was from her hand. The answer came as she soon put some, larger than I'd seen for a while, hooped earrings in her ears. A nice thick gold colour, if I had to guess maybe 50 mm or more. I liked them and was wondering where they'd come from.

Once they were done she simply stood there looking at Michelle. It was obvious that she was waiting for her top. Whatever it was going to be. She put both hands on her hips and I expected her to say something, or for Michelle to say something. But both women simply looked at each other. My wife standing there half dressed, Michelle sitting on the end of our bed. I didn't know if they were going to burst out laughing or if my wife was going to get cross. I felt like it had already gone on too long. Looking across at the bedside screen, watching the time move across it, 8.06 am. Time was ticking on. I was about to say something when Michelle reached behind her and passed the next thing to my wife.

It was a flat packet, in white tissue, maybe A5 in size. Emily looked as confused as me, as she unwrapped it. "Ohhh Michelle," and she smiled, clearly pleased with what she saw. At that Michelle stood up and moved towards me. She stopped short of me and picked up a bag that I hadn't seen before. Emily sat on the bed as she unwrapped the packet. I then watched in slow mo as I tried to take it all in.

Quickly realising that my wife was unraveling a pair of white, sheer, fancy stockings. I watched her slowly pull them, one and a time up her long legs. I'd swear I could hear the static crackle as the material slid along her skin. The grin on my wife's face as she worked these up her legs was lovely to see, she was clearly enjoying this moment. So was I. I'd also certainly noticed her bra encased boobs being squashed against her thighs as she leaned forward to pull the stocking over her foot. This was a scene straight out of an 80s softcore film, it just needed the soft back lighting to wrap it up.

Michelle now sat on the bed, just as Emily had done all she could sitting down. She stood and nearly tripped over the heels that Michelle had placed in the space that she was previously standing. Watched my amazing wife, twisting, pulling and straightening the stockings as a sight to behold. The white against the charcoal skirt was eye-catching. Her knickers kept appearing from moment to moment as she worked to get it all just right, her tits jiggling and trying to escape in the process. This entire process was burned into my mind.

When she was satisfied that it was all decent, she smoothed down her skirt and stood there looking again at Michelle. She was obviously waiting for her top as that was all that was left. But Michelle smiled at her and nodded towards her feet.

The heels. They were black and shiny, certainly not cheap imitations, they called out money and expense. Emily stepped in, her entire posture changing as she settled into them. Her calves were pulled tight, her ass pushed out, her tits pushed forward. She looked like she was going to tip forward even more. She giggled, I groaned.



Michelle then leaned forward and simply placed her hand low on my wifes belly, I guess over her womb. Part over her skirt, part directly over her flesh. Emily stood still. The silence again entered the room as a moment passed between them both. It was as if Michelle was the father putting her hand on the growing baby that was hers. It shocked me. They were both eyes locked on each other, Michelle looking up and Emily looking down.

I couldn't help myself, something about this moment was so special and eerie at the same time. I fumbled in my back pocket and picked up my phone. I snapped a few pictures, certainly not intending to do it sneaky or creepy like but they both 100 % didn't notice me.

Michelle's hand slowly moved up from my wife's belly tracing her fingers lightly up her friend's body. Very quickly she traced the side of her boob, letting her finger move around a nipple and the ring that adorned it. Emily gasped, obviously feeling it.

Michelle took a deep breath and shuffled back on the bed, still with direct eye contact, "Remember a few months ago?"

My wife's expression didn't change, she did however nod, imperceptibly. Michelle looked over at me, before looking back at my wife. "Remember when you wanked off in front of Terry?" She didn't wait for an answer. "Remember when you where fucked at his cottage with his friends?"

This time Emily responded with a quiet, "Yes," and a nod.

"Remember when you had that shower in front of Chris and all those men?"

Another nod.

"And now here you are. Standing here." Their eyes locked again and a few moments silence before, "Tell me what is going on there," and she nodded towards my wife's crotch.

Emily didn't answer right away, she looked across at me before looking back at Michelle. I couldn't tell what was coming next, in the past she would have shied away from this sort of thing. But a lot has happened over the last few months. She was a very different woman now. One much more aware of her sexuality. Had she leaned fully into it?

I soon found out, "I'm probably being or have been fertilised," and had a grin on her face.

"Did you enjoy getting that way?"

An instant answer, with a head nod, "Yes."

"You need to get into work don't you?"

"Yer," she glanced across at the clock.

"That's ok, I'll take you." Well, Michelle had never offered or done that before. Yet another first and one that was as confusing. Why would Michelle want to do that? She then nodded back at Emily's crotch, "How's that feeling?" with an evil smirk.

My wife screwed her face up a little, "Damp. Surprise."

"Only damp?" She sounded disappointed. "Surely you have a cunt full of jizz?"

Again no answer between them for a few seconds, before Emily squirmed, "Yer, but," and she closed her eyes.

Michelle smiled. "Embrace it Emily, think of all the cocks that have been inside you this weekend. All the presents they left you. How full of all their cum you must be." My wife moaned at that as her friend continued, "Don't be ashamed of it. It's natural. It is the very nature of being a woman."

My wife then surprised me. Her legs, currently held tightly together, shuffled. Or maybe it was more her feet that shuffled. But they very definitely moved slightly apart. A gap appeared between her stocking covered legs. It kept opening, until maybe her knees were a good half a foot apart. Her stance was now even more majestic. She opened her eyes and looked at Michelle, trying to smile, though in obvious discomfort.

Michelle smiled back, "Embrace it. This is the new you." She then stood picking two objects up from the bed with her. "Is your crotch wet now?" Emily nodded and dropped her eyes. Michelle beamed, "All that slime running out of your slutty cunt?"

I was the one to gasp hearing that, but neither woman looked across at me. Instead my wife tilted her head, looking past Michelle, yup she was looking at the clock. She then looked back up at Michelle, "God Michelle, I can't go to work like this."

She was right she still only had a bra on her top half, but I don't think that's what she meant. Michelle handed her what turned out to be a white blouse that she quickly put on, whilst moaning at the same time, "I have to clean up a bit."

Michelle laughed and held a black jacket out for her when she was ready. She'd really need that today, as the white blouse was completely transparent, her black bra very obvious indeed.

As she pulled the jacket on, she changed her plea, "Oh god, Michelle. I feel like I've pissed myself and I smell of sex."

Hearing my wife moan about that was so unlike her, even all her recent changes it sounded nasty and dirty. But I loved it, clearly Michelle did as well. "You'll be fine. I know you'll head straight to the toilets when you get there. Let's not pretend you won't."

I was disappointed as that started to ruin the illusion straight away and to go with this

3 - Another Load

Lunch time came around and I was able to breathe and take a moment. I'd not had a chance to look at my mobile and had muted the notification, so wasn't surprised to see a few messages from Michelle and Emily. I started with Emily's, an 'I love you' a 'God we're crazy', a picture of her, I guess at her desk it was aimed down at her legs. Her tits in the picture, still clothed but filling the bottom quarter of the screen. Then her legs were wide apart, her skirt pulled tightly high up on her thighs, stocking and panties on display. There was no comment, just the picture. Damn it was a wet dream of a picture, it looked amazing. I pinched in on her pussy, yup the panties were tight and very obviously wet. So decadent and perverted. I loved it, quickly replying with a string of 'Love you to.' and 'Damn what an amazing picture. Send more.'

Michelle had texted me loads of stuff, all about how amazing Emily was. How exciting everything was, what a slut she now was. It was all real exciting and sexy fun, it did all finish with a question though, 'Tell me when it's your lunch time.' Then, about 30 mins ago, she asked me again. 'Lunch time yet?'

I had no idea what she wanted so quickly replied, 'Hey Michelle, yup taking it now. Sorry it's been crazy at work. All ok?'

She replied in seconds, like she'd been waiting. 'Good, get some food in you and be ready for a Facetime call in 10 minutes.' Errr Christ, that didn't get me long and a FaceTime call why? I didn't have long for lunch and did need to be back. I knew any questions to her wouldn't get an answer that would have been of any use, so I opted for 'Yup' and quickly made a cuppa and grabbed a sandwich.

Getting back to my desk with my food nearly all stuffed when the call came in. I answered it on my iPad so that I could be hands free, if work needed me.

Instantly I had to turn the volume down.

"Ugghhhhhhh!" A scream of a woman having sex, even before the picture appeared. When it did a few seconds later, it took me a moment to work out what I was looking at. Though I instantly realised the woman on the screen was Emily I couldn't figure out what, when, or where.

I knew it was Emily as the tits on display were ones that I know very well indeed. The white shirt was open and they were bouncing around out of the bra that was still on. Her obvious nipple rings present on the jiggling mounds of flesh. From what I could see she was straddling a black torso, clearly his cock buried deep inside her as she rode it. Her head was down, hair all over the place. She was clearly loving the feelings, yelling and telling everyone that wanted to hear her how much she 'Loved his black cock in her'. She was on a mission and obviously enjoying every movement.

Where was this? And when? As my cock started to hurt in that stupid cage I started to notice that the clothes matched what she had on when she left for work this morning. I could see the skirt around her waist, the same knickers pulled to one side, the same stockings, though one had lost its fight to stay up and its top was around her knee. This was happening now? Michelle wasn't playing a video back from the weekend?

If this was now, what the fuck? Emily was at work? Wasn't she? Had she called in sick and gone somewhere else? But what about the picture from earlier?

The picture was too zoomed in and dark for me to work out where this was. I watch my wife then move her body as the man inside her moaned, "Fuck bitch, I'm going to fill you up," and one of his hands reached for one of her tits. Lifting her head, looking at him, her hands going up above her somewhere.

"Ummmm yes, fill me with your cum. God yes."

Then Michelle, I guess, moved the camera back a little and I saw my wife's hands on the ceiling. This room was tiny. Then it all made sense. They were in the back of a van. Just as it hit me both of his hands grabbed my wife's hips and they all spotted moving. He roared and she moaned, "Yessssss," closing her eyes, "I can feel it."

I was watching this black man seed my wife. My balls churned, my cock wanted freedom. My wife's hips moved slightly forward and back as she was clearly milking his cock for all it was worth. His grunting and panting in perfect timing to what I knew would be jet after jet of his semen injecting as deep into me wifes womb as he could.

They started to slow down all movement, the only sound now was of them both panting, getting their breath back. I was shocked and amazed. How the hell had Michelle pulled this off. My wife was even getting her breeding injection of black cum in the middle of her work day. Somehow I knew this van was in the work car park. Fuck that was another level of depravity.

The camera then moved as if it was put down. I watched my wife slowly raise herself up, decoupling from the cock that had done its job. It was almost in slow motion as it appeared, Michelle's hands quickly appearing to pull my wife's knickers back over her hole as the cock popped out. I guess the gusset of those kickers was a constant swamp today and that was part of the plan.

There was a lot of movement in the cramped van. The man, who looked a lot older than I expected, with grey hair on his head, making himself decent. He said thank you to Michelle more than my wife. Suddenly there was a flood of light from the side as he opened the sliding door.

That caused Emily to shriek as she realised that she was very exposed still. Her hands covered her free tits. He laughed as she moved out of sight and the door slid closed again.

"And back to work for you with a fresh load of baby juice inside you," Michelle taunting her as they both started to make my wife decent again.

Emily looked half dazed still. Her eyes have closed, half open, almost like she was drugged or high. I guess high on sex? Michelle then checked in with her, "You ok?"

"Yer."

"You enjoyed the surprise?"

My wife then leaned forward and I think, as I couldn't quite see, that she kissed Michelle on the lips before her answer. "Ohhh god yes," she sighed. "Fuck I have to get back to work." She looked down her body, adjusting her clothes to make sure she was decent. Looking up at Michelle, "Sex, sex, I'm just a sex monster right now."

The back of Michelle's head nodded, "Yup that's right. You're just here to be bred my friend."

Emily sort of grinned and sighed as Michelle slid the door open, again more light flooding the van. "I'm so messy and disgusting."

I knew what she meant, I could only imagine. Michelle was clearly very happy, "That's right, you slutty, slutty whore. I can smell you from here."

Emily stepped out of the van, surprisingly looking perfect before she vanished out of sight and I heard a "Gawwwd" from her.

The next sound was the click of a heel on the floor and Michelle picked the camera up, her face suddenly front and center. I didn't know what to say. She didn't say anything, simply held a smile before slowly putting a finger in her mouth. Clearly licking something from it. Then the call dropped.

WOW Fuck!

4 - Family News

The last two weeks had been a blur of living in a porn film. I was really worried about Emily getting an STD from the amount of unprotected sex she was having. It seemed like there was a black cock inside her probably 10 out of every 24 hours there had been. In the last week it had started to slow down, which was a relief for me and Emily. I think she wanted to keep having the orgasms and the fucking but had a few times said that her pussy was getting sore. Michelle just laughed at that saying to not be so silly and that whore fucked loads more than she did. I guess a point sort of.

Similarly, Michelle had fobbed off my worry about Emily getting a disease with a stupid comment about it being fake news. A deeper conversation showed that most, with "most" being part of the worry, of the men had produced medical certificates. Apparently it was something the website she used helped with and managed. It sounded like bollox to me, but she did show me a bit of it. That blew me away that there was a real market for this sort of service.

I was now used to the smell of stale semen, the metally, irony, bleach smell that appeared to emanate from my wifes very pours now. Others surely had noticed it also? Her work colleagues at least.

Yesterday evening before Michelle left with the black man that had left his latest deposit inside my wife, she'd told us that tomorrow morning she'd be round at 10 am and on her own. That confused us both. But Emily wasn't with it at that point and Michelle didn't elaborate when I asked her what she had planned. I had an inclination but was happy to wait and see.

It was Sunday morning, we'd both showered and gotten dressed. Emily even commented that it was actually nice to not be fucking early in the morning and to have a normal morning for a change. I wasn't sure if she said that for my benefit, to let me know she wasn't lost completely or if she was trying to simply tell herself that.

We were in the kitchen when Michelle arrived a few minutes later than she'd said. I had to remind myself that not everyone follows my world order of 'being on time'. She plonked her ass down at the breakfast bar next to me grinning hugely between the both of us. She said nothing, so Emily broke the weird silence, "Well?"

Michelle didn't say anything, her look switching between the both of us.

My turn, and I took a guess looking at my wife, "I think it's about your cycle, love."

She frowned and looked at Michelle. Sometimes she could be so dense. I didn't say anything more but I could see Michelle's grin change. Emily then asked her, "But it's too early."

Michelle nodded, "Yes but also no." Emily screwed her face up, obviously confused. Michelle continued, "Your period is due in the next few days, yes?" Emily nodded. I took in what was possibly coming today, would everything be confirmed today. Would this journey be complete in a few minutes? Would the next part of our lives be about to start? I took a deep breath as it started to click in my mind.

Michelle then let us know she was very on top of all this. "Day 13 is when you had your first bareback black cock. Your first breeding. You've then had somewhere near 100 loads of sperm dumped into your womb." She then corrected herself, "Probably more," before she continued. "That makes today day 27 and this..." she pulled something from her bag "... can very much tell us if you have a baby starting to grow inside you."

She put a pregnancy test down the worktop between her and my wife. We all paused and looked at the little box. I was surprised that she thought it could work already. I thought it was way too early to tell.

After a few more seconds Michelle took control, which I think is what we were both waiting for. "Firstly Emily, I want you completely naked for this." I grinned. I had no problem with that. Emily huffed but started to strip off. Like me she'd learned over the last few months that if Michelle asked or told you to do something, it was quicker and easier to just do it. It would also probably work out for all of our enjoyment anyway.

It was lovely watching my amazing wife strip off for us both, here in the kitchen, nice and early on a Sunday morning. It was out of character, arousing and intriguing, what did Michelle have planned? Emily placed all her clothes neatly folded in front of us both on the worktop. Taking her time as she did so.

There stood my amazing, sexy, curvy, fun, beautiful wife in all her naked glory. Her body was tight in the right places, her calves, thighs, stomach and arms. No bingo wings, no cankles. She wasn't thin but she wasn't thick, that was until you took in her hips and boobs. Her hips were wide and her boobs were colossal. Her hair was thick, straight and shiny, her nails smart, her eyes bright, her face pretty. She really had a perfect body.

But her piercings and tattoos made her look slutty and tacky. It gave her a trashy, rawer look. I'd not really had that thought before and I wasn't sure if I liked it. Was my wife, my Emily, a trashy loose moraled woman now. My aching cock told me the answer was a yes and that I liked it. Michelle really had changed her into a different woman. One that I wanted and needed and one that was leading to what we were about to find out if there was another change incoming.

Michelle fiddled with the test box in front of us both, removing the stick thing. Emily took a step forward, her tits swaying as she did, her hand out to take the stick from Michelle. However Michelle had a different plan and shook her head, "We're coming with you." Oh we are are we?

Emily didn't bat an eyelid and simply turned and headed to the downstairs loo. We quickly followed her, me having to scramble off the chair to keep up with them both.

As she sat on the loo, I quickly realised that I'd never actually watched my wife pee. This wasn't particularly exciting in itself, it wasn't something that I was interested in. However the reason for the pee was adding something to this. Emily parted her legs wide, allowing us to see the toilet and some of her pussy, again her hand came out for the test.

This time Michelle passed it to her, keeping hold of the end cover. Emily manipulated it before passing it between her legs. A few seconds later we heard the sound of her pee hitting the water below. She was looking down between there, I guess to try to aim the stick. Wow this was complicated as a woman, another thought I'd never had.

Her pee was also more powerful than I thought, coming out as a burst, or jet, I dunno. It stopped and she sort of shook the test a little before presenting it to Michelle. Carefully taking it from her, putting the cap back over the end. Glancing between the test and my wife as she wiped herself clean and stood to wash her hands.

Michelle turned to me, "Go to the kitchen Chris and strip off also."

I nodded and turned to carry out her suggestion. I wondered if they were going to talk about something and join me later but was surprised to hear their footsteps right behind me. Michelle retook her seat, with the stick in her hand, and my wife moved into the main bit of the kitchen as before. She leaned forward a little onto the worktop, her tits swaying, I couldn't help but notice.

I too stripped naked, folding my clothes and placing them next to Emily's. When I was done, I was acutely aware that I couldn't actually get completely naked, a cock cage covering my knob. It had been there for weeks, I was now very used to it. Looking down at it, surprised at how much my cock was filling and as usual trying to break the plastic.

Michelle then caught my attention with a tap in the worktop. It wasn't the plastic of the test against the granite, but rather something metal. My heart skipped a beat when I recognised a key. Instantly knew that it was for my cock cage. What did she have planned?



"Emily, do you want Chris's cock free for a while."

My wife's eyes darted between me and her friend, it looked like she was wondering if it was a trick question. It probably was, wasn't it. Emily took the bait, "Yes please," and she smiled at me.

I returned the smile and Michelle didn't answer her but instead turned to me and popped off the chair to kneel before me and fiddle with the lock. I completely hadn't expected this to happen today. I was so excited. Though the cock cage was exciting and kinky, it also meant that I hadn't cum in two weeks. All the fucking that Emily had done, all the breeding that had been done, I had to endure it all with no relief for myself.

As soon as the cage was released my cock sprung free and out. It throbbed considerably, like someone stretching from a deep sleep, of nearly three weeks. "Thank you," I announced to both of them.

Michelle stood back up and popped onto her seat, "Go stand behind your slut, Chris. Get close," and she picked up the pregnancy test in her hand, deliberately hiding the little answer window with her palm.

I stepped right behind my wife. Instantly loving the feel of her warm, soft body. Though I hadn't been asked to, my arms shot up around her body, one arm across her boobs, the other her lower stomach. I pulled her close to me as I nestled my cock into the crack of her ass. The squish of her huge tits under one arm, so sexy that I felt my cock throb and grow more.

"Emily, move back a little and lean forward. Give your husband access to you."

I more than throbbed at those words. In fact my balls churned. Emily slowly leaned forward, pushing us both back to give her more room to lean. The weight of her tits in my arm became more apparent as her angle allowed gravity to try to pull them down.

Emily then spoke for the first time in a while, "I know what you're doing Michelle."

"You do?" Michelle taunted us both with a smirk.

Emily nodded as she lowered her head down, her back how horizontal. "You're going to let Chris fuck me if I'm already knocked up."

God, that sounded so kinky, so wrong, so amazing. I was up for that. I wanted to slide my cock into my slutty wife. I'd not felt her pussy around my cock in what felt like years. Especially not without a condom on. This was deranged but perfect. I bent my knees to try to rush into the position. But my wifes legs were still together, access was going to be tricky.

Michelle laughed, "Wait my cuckold." Fuck no. But I did. "That's right Emily, I'm going to let your husband slide his cock into his pussy if you've been bred correctly. Isn't that exciting?"

I instantly answer, "Yes. God, yes!"

Emily simply groaned, her head now hanging low between her arms that were braced on the worktop. My arms had left her body as she'd moved and were now on her hips. Oh god, this was a moment and a half. This was crazy. She didn't move to help, so I dropped my hips to try to line my cock up.

However Michelle stopped me, "Chris, wait a second, don't you think it would be good to know beforehand?" I paused and looked up at her. In her hand was the stick. The test that would inform us if our lives were going to change forever. And change in a way that was going to open us up to all sorts of questions. My secret would be completely out. Everyone would know that my wife slept around. Work, family, everyone. I groaned and held still.

"Spread your legs for your husband Emily. I wonder if he'll be able to fuck you in a moment. What do you think?" I watched Michelle wave the stick around like a wand. Did she already know, had she already looked. I felt my wife move, yes she shuffled her bare feet on the floor, spreading her legs. I didn't know if I would be able to hold myself back. I wanted to fuck her. I wanted to try her pussy.

"Emily, look up at me," Michelle requested

But Emily didn't and couldn't, instead she simply moaned quietly. Michelle laughed, "Is my friend now an embarrassed slag. All she wants is another cock inside her well used cunt?".

"God, Michelle just tell us." I couldn't wait much longer, my balls were churning, my cock was throbbing and within millimeters of it was a dripping juicy pussy just waiting to be filled.

She then stopped waving it around and held it in front of her face. She pouted and turned it round. It was too far away from me, I couldn't see the result. But her face said we'd failed. I couldn't wait, I didn't want to wait, "So it's a no?"

I felt my wife's body shudder next to me.

Michelle nodded, "You'll need a condom, won't you, cucky?"

I paused. My world paused and froze. No I didn't. I could slide my cock into my wife, couldn't I. I didn't need permission. Here was my wife, in a position of vulnerability, she wanted to be fucked. She wanted to be fucked by her husband. There were no games at play now. She wasn't pregnant. It was my turn to fuck her. We'd try again. We'd dodged a bullet.

I heard Emily, her head still down, "I'm not pregnant?" She sounded sad.

I lined myself up. They could all go fuck themselves, I was going to fuck my wife and deal with whatever shit was coming after that. She felt my cock head against her lips. I was gobsmacked when I heard her say, "No."

Was that to me? Or was she sad that she wasn't pregnant. Fuck it. I gripped her hips and slid my cock into her. It felt completely amazing. She was so slick, so soft, so warm. I instantly realised how much I'd missed this feeling.

She then again said, "No Chris," but she didn't move.

I groaned as the feeling around my cock was so divine. I hit as deep as I could, my hips hard against her ass, my fingers digging into her hips. I tried to push deeper. "You like it, you can feel my cock in you."

She moaned, "Ohhh god Chris."

That was a yes, for sure. Then there was a little clatter on the floor next to us. I looked down. It was the test stick. It had landed face up under my wife's head. Michelle had lobbed it there, she was lucky that it landed upwards. As my cock slid out I lent over my wife to look down. I pushed in as I heard her gasp loudly, "Oh god, Michelle."

I then saw why, there was a small blue cross. There was, wasn't there?

Michelle then laughed, "Yes my friends. You can fuck all you like," and she laughed again.

Oh god really. Oh god no. Oh GOD YES. That meant... Something in my head exploded. My balls almost ripped through my balls as they too exploded. Weeks of stored cum, churned through my body and ripped through my cock. "NOooooooooo," I called out as I came uncontrollably on my second stroke into my wife's pussy. The feeling of my throbbing cock like the tube inside it was pulsing, injecting gallons and gallons of cum into her.

My legs quickly giving way, I stumbled back, my cock sliding from my wife. I continued backwards, my mind still reeling until my ass hit the kitchen sink behind me.

"Ohhh god," as I looked at my completely useless cum dripping from my wife's pussy onto the kitchen floor. "You have a black baby growing inside you."

Both of the women giggled with glee.

5 - Sharing the News

Just over 4 months later, we were sitting in Emily's parents conservatory. My wife's parents were at the moment out, due back in an hour or so. Claire was sitting with us as the three of us watched the sun spreading an amazing red glow across our world as it prepared to set. Emily and I were both so on edge. It was time. It was overdue. But we still had no idea how to explain it. We'd agreed that I had to start the conversation, that was my penance for making this all happen anyway.

"So Claire, we have something to share with you." She turned to look at us, her phone still in hand.

"Yer?"

I nodded and took a deep breath, my heart beating like crazy deep in my chest. Here we go, "Well..."

Claire cut me off with a smile and a giggle, "I know you're not separating. That's very obvious."

That made me smile. It was nice that she could still see the love between us. Maybe that would make this next bit easier. "That's right." A deep breath. "Quite the opposite really."

She raised an eyebrow and I turned to Emily. I was still amazed at how no one had picked up on the changes yet. She definitely had a small belly starting to grow. Even her boobs had started to swell already. Her nipple rings right now very prominent through her top. Her parents had never even commented on those, though surely they could tell they were there. I smiled at my wife and placed my hand on her belly before turning back to our adult daughter.

Her mouth dropped.

I nodded.

I felt Emily move and her hand laid on top of mine.

I nearly burst out laughing when Claire blurted out, "But you're too old."

Emily did laugh, "No I'm not, thank you."

"For real?" She looked between both of us. Clearly confused.

I cleared my throat, "Yes, Claire you're going to have a brother or sister."

She smiled, "Fuck me. Well done both. Wow." She was taking it well. She shook her head, "Well done mum. Sorry."

There were a few moments of silence while we let it sink in. Really it was while I tried to work out what to say for the next bit. The fun bit hadn't been covered yet. The bit I was dreading.

"What?" She detected there was something else to come. "Is it ok?"

Emily quickly replied, "Oh yes, as far as we know." She then elbowed me. Yer yer it's my turn.

Deep breath again, "It's something a little different to that." I was really struggling to find a way to say this. Though I'd thought about it loads, nothing easy came as the answer. Claire raised her eyebrows, nodding an obvious 'Get on with it'.

God, how to put it, but I don't think this was the right way. "It's...," I stammered, "... it's not going to be white."

"What?" her eyes pivoting between us both. "Mum you...?" She couldn't finish her sentence but it was obvious she thought that her mum had cheated on me.

I needed to act quickly, "Do you know what a...," I closed my eyes, "... cuckold is?" I opened them to see her face. It was almost comical to see her. I could hear the cogs turning from here. The fog of confusion bouncing around her head. I could hear the questions firing as she was trying to work out which one to ask first. I did not expect the first one that did eventually come out.

She nodded at her mum, "Those nipple rings." They'd already talked about them before. She spotted them ages ago, Emily had just said that she wanted them.

Emily answered, "Yes, your dad."

"My dad what?" was her quick reply.

I answered, "She did those for me." Not strictly true, that was more Michelle than me. But for this conversation, that was the best answer at this time.

She nodded, "And the tattoos?" We both nodded and she asked the next question, "And you were both obviously ok with this? My mind is blown." Then looking squarely at me. "You wanted this? All this?"

I nodded, and thought I'd better explain, somehow. "Oh god, it's complex. At some point I shared my fantasies. Yes your dad is a sexual being." I sighed, this was so strange. "You mum thought I was nuts."

Emily interjected, "Which you are."

We all shared a quick smile, before I continued, "Yup and now this happened."

Claire raised an eyebrow, "It just happened?"

Her mum's turn to help me, "Well it sort of woke something in me." I felt her squeeze my hand. I dunno if it was that she was saying 'I've got this' or 'I'm enjoying this.'

"Woke something?" Our daughter didn't want to get it, did she?

I gave her an out, "Do you really want to know this? The details. You don't need to if you don't want to. Just know that there is a baby growing in your mum if you want."

She wanted to know more, "Woke?" She was fixed on Emily, I turned to her also.

She smiled, "If you're sure?" A pause, I guess Claire nodded as her mum continued. "I liked it a lot." Another pause before Emily landed it with one huge drop. "I like being a hotwife for your dad."

Claire gasped, but looking at her I saw a smirk. This was getting too weird, "Ladies, this is enough, don't you think?"

They both laughed, Claire breaking the ice, "You naughty pair." I blushed as this was beyond what I expected. She then added something that confused me even more, "You realise that you now have no chance to say anything about my sex life right?"

I could only laugh that she'd taken this so well, as now we had to tell Emily's parents that were due back shortly.

6 - Changes

It was one of those rare days when I had to go into the office. It was especially strange as Emily was now 38 weeks pregnant and apparently the baby had moved into position. Early yes, unusual not particularly, but I tried to stay around the house a bit more, just in case. So walking into the house hearing the sounds of fucking caught me by suprise.

I closed the back door and stood there listening.

"Ohhh gawddd yes!" That voice was obviously my wife

"Uggnnnhggghhhhh!" A mans voice.

Then maybe two other voices, both men, "That's it Chuck," and, "Really?"

Then my wife answering, I guess something I missed, "Yes, oh gawd I love this. Ugghhhhh. See?" her breath laboured in time with what I guessed was a cock ramming in and out of her.

Then another voice, another different man, a chuckle, "Might be mine?"

"Dunnnooo ggghhhhhhh, yer," from Emily and a chuckle all round.

My cock strained in my cage, yup I was still in that, very used to it now. But what was going on upstairs was unusual. That I knew of, Emily hadn't fucked anyone in our house for, months. Michelle and her had gone out a few times but that had slowed down recently because of Emily's size. Not that she was huge, it was simply that her belly was big and getting about wasn't quite as easy as it used to be.

I then heard, "Milk it," from one of the men and an, "Oww I can't," moan from my wife, though more grunts.

"I'll do it." Another male voice and a laugh.

"OOhhhh ggggggg messy buggers." Emily again.

My mind instantly visualised what was going on up there even as I started to head in that direction. There were at least two black men in the room with her. One of them had his cock inside my wife, she was either riding him or was doggy style. Either way someone was probably squeezing her boob making it spray milk somewhere.

Her milk sort of came in a few weeks ago, much earlier than when she had Claire. But the manipulation that Michelle had me doing every day for the last few weeks had no doubt helped it along. Daily I was suckling for three minutes per nipple and massaging each breast for another three. They were getting a lot of attention and I was loving it. She was already now wearing nursing bra's 38J or something, her boobs had grown and her areola and nipples were the darkest brown you could imagine on a white woman and huge. Her nipples rings having been removed two months ago.

I was just about at the top of the stairs when I heard a moan roar, "UgghhhgghHHHGGHHh FFFUUCCCCKKKKK. UGghHHHH UGHHHHHh UGGHHHHH."

Timed with my wife squeaking and moaning, "Yesss yESSESSSSS!"

I could only guess he was cumming in her. As I approached our bedroom doorway there she was. Our eyes locked in an instant. She was, as I predicted, on all fours, she was facing the doorway, on our bed. She smiled at me as the man behind her moved out of the way, his cock still semi hard, literally dripping their combined juices. That black man was quickly replaced by another one, knee walking into position, his hands on my wifes hips as her eyes opened wider and a smirk crossed her lips.

Taking the scene in, I was surprised to see five men in the room with her. One was on his knees at the side of the bed, pretty much milking her boob like the udder it was. The bed sheet was a mess, she was a mess, there was milk everywhere. He was pulling her boob into his mouth and drinking from her as his friend's cock ploughed into her.

The names, and language was exactly what you'd expect, they were loving this white, pregnant wife and she was loving these dark skinned, big cocked men. They were all doing what comes 100 % naturally to our species. There were no moral, taboo, or social constructs in play here. It was simply raw, animalistic pleasure that they were all very happy to be part of.

I ached and smiled as I thought about how far we'd come and how happy Emily looked. Right now she was experiencing something that I, or in fact any one person, could not give to another single person. This was for want of a better word an orgy and there was one woman at the center of it. This single woman had no problem being the center of attention, her body built for multiple peaks. In fact I could see three well used cocks currently resting and recharging and one very ready to go, waiting his turn. I felt like I wanted to share this moment with the world, a kind of a 'Look at what you're all missing'.

As she looked into my eyes, I smiled back, letting her know that I was very ok with what was happening. She was amazing, beautiful, fantastic and very heavily pregnant. Even though she was facing me it was hard not to notice the extra on her body. She looked much bigger, so much more womanly, she was magnificent. Though I couldn't see it right now, the dark line on her very stretched belly was lovely. We'd joked that if only it was a zipper everything would be so much easier in the next few weeks. She's commented that she was probably looser down there anyway from having a lot more sex now and expected that pushing the baby out would be easier this time round. I found that in itself interesting and weirdly it turned me on.

Watching her right now, smiling as she moaned loudly at the pleasure the men were giving her, made me once again realise how much I loved this incredible woman. In her eyes I saw her love for me, but at the same time this raw lust. I knew that even if she still was mine, I had lost her to this pleasure rush that she would need to experience again and again. And I was okay with that.

It simply felt so right.

One week later it happened, Alison was born. A perfect little seven pound, very dark skinned, little miracle.

7 - Our new Life

As the four of us sat in a coffee shop garden, the glorious sunshine pricking our skin and making us squint, I looked across at Claire, her gaze very fixed on Emily sitting there feeding Ali. I know what she was looking at, I still had to double take every time I saw it happen. And when out in public like this, it was a whole other level of humiliation and eroticism at the same time.

Emily was sitting there with our beautiful little dark skinned daughter latched onto her boob. But unlike the current trend of hiding everything away, there before us was a huge, swollen white breast. The target of Ali's little mouth almost the same colour as her own skin, so prominent and visible. Then the contrast of her boob flesh.

I was proud that my wife was relaxed enough to simply let whoever see. We'd heard the odd comment and seen the double takes of those that disapproved. But that was part of the fun, at least it was for me, 'screw you all, we're happy'.

She was 5 weeks old and already growing so fast. Everyone had very quickly gotten over the skin colour difference and the fact that I was a very happy cuckold. As a family we were strong, stronger than ever. Ali was loved dearly and I knew she would be a great little sister to Claire. Even their age gap was nothing more than that, a passage of time that was different to the norm.

Then out of the blue Emily blurted, "I think I want another one."

It was so obvious what she meant. Not another tea or shortbread, but another baby. That surprised me, but Michelle almost lept from her chair with joy, her squeal enough to make people sitting near us turn to see what was going on.

Claire simply chuckled and looked across at me. In fact, quickly all three women looked in my direction. Were they wondering what my thoughts on the matter were? I tried to hold my face as straight as I could. Though I was shocked, this was music to my ears. I thought this conversation was going to be tricky and in a few weeks.



We all burst out laughing knowing that I couldn't hold by my joy, my face giving it away. Our family had changed and would change again.

My amazing wife's descent to become a black cock lover had delivered us an unusual, but very decent change.

