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A Wife’s Revenge

Chapter 1
Jenna, or Jen as everyone called her, sat there on her couch with a tear running down her cheek. Greg had forgotten their anniversary again. She had made reservations for a surprise dinner at an elegant French restaurant and wanted to go dancing afterward. Instead, Greg called and said he had work he had to catch up on, and after that, he was going out with the guys for drinks. He claimed that he had promised them that he was buying the first round tonight. His reply really upset her when she reminded him what day it was and she had planned a surprise dinner for them. His pathetic apology and empty promise to make it up to her this weekend left her angry, feeling alone, and in tears. Last year was similar. They had been married for five years and he had only remembered their anniversary for the first three years. If it had just been a typical forgetfulness of a loving husband or work pressure making him forget, that would be understandable. The problem is, he had been becoming more distant from her the last few years. What once was an active sex life, was now non-existent. In the last month he had not only ignored her in bed, but everywhere else as well. He would take weeklong trips for work, and on most weekends, he was out with his buddies. She felt like he wasn’t even interested in her anymore.
As she sat there thinking about how he had been ignoring her, she became angrier and sadder. She was still an attractive young woman…at least she thought so. She was only 27 and had a nice figure with perky C cup breasts. Her curly black hair still had shine to it and she was always complimented about her baby blue eyes. She had dated Greg in college but before that, she had been a loner. She was sort of goth back in high school and didn’t date much. It was Greg that had brought her out of her shell. He had been the one to take her virginity and show her what life was. She was more than willing to have sex with him anytime he wanted, he just didn’t seem to want it anymore…Just like he didn’t seem to want to spend time with her. 
Something else also began to grow inside her, determination. Today was their anniversary and it may not mean much to Greg, but it did for her. She decided that she was not going to let that reservation go to waste. She would go alone if she had to. She had called in favors just to be able to get it, and she had never been there before, but it was somewhere she had always wanted to go. She would be damned if she let him ruin her chance at the experience.
Jen walked down the sidewalk beside “Bon Appétit”. She looked through the windows to the fancily decorated decor. She was captivated. She had always wanted to visit France, but sadly, this was as close as she had ever come to that, and it may be as close as she would ever come. She browsed by the windows and soaking in the atmosphere when a familiar face made her suddenly stop. Shock gripped her and she began to shake. Greg was sitting at a table in a dark corner, and he wasn’t alone. Sitting across from him was a beautiful redhead in a fancy green dress. They seemed deep in conversation staring into each other’s eyes. They were holding each other's hand on the table and their fingers were entwined. As she watched, her anger grew, but also her sorrow. She would never believe that Greg was cheating on her. He had always been so loyal to her, at least until the last few months. She began trying to rationalize the situation hoping that there was a better explanation than him cheating. Maybe that was a relative she hadn’t met yet, a cousin or something. He had a large family, and she knew he was close with most of them. Holding hands like that may not really mean anything. Her doubts were crushed when the redhead threw her head back in laughter, then leaned across the table to him and kissed him in a slow passionate kiss. As her heart dropped, so did the tears down her cheek. It was like a train wreck, painful to watch, but she couldn’t turn away. 
Jen watched them for a while longer, long enough to miss her own reservation. As the couple inside stood up to leave, she panicked. She couldn’t let Greg see her and find out that she knew about him and his redheaded slut…at least not yet. She crossed the street and ducked into a dark alley that had a view of the entrance. When they emerged, Greg was still holding her hand and they looked happy. They stopped in front of the restaurant then kissed. Jen’s heart was breaking. She was about to turn and leave when the redhead began searching her purse then pulled out a pack of cigarettes. She watched amazed as she took one and put it to her lips and Greg smiled as he lit it for her. “That bastard!” she said to herself. Greg had made her quit smoking when they got together. He had made a big production of it saying he couldn’t be with any woman that smoked, and it was disgusting. It was tough for her, but she finally quit, and she did it because she loved him. Now, he was out on the street lighting this whore’s cigarette for her. It just added more to the betrayal she was feeling.   
Jen followed them from a safe distance, ducking into alleys and doorways as they walked hand in hand down the street talking and laughing. She again froze in horror when they stopped at an apartment building. She watched as they kissed again and the redhead smiled, said something, then motioned with her head to the building. Greg smiled and took her hand as they went inside. Jen stood there lost. She knew what was about to happen and it was killing her inside. She stared at the building praying that Greg would come to his senses and walk back out the entryway. A light on a third-floor apartment sprung to life and Jen reflexively ducked back into the shadows. The redhead came to the window and began pulling the blinds closed. As she did, Greg came up behind her and wrapped his arms around her and cupped her ample breasts over her dress and kissed her neck. That was the last image that was frozen into Jen’s mind as the blinds closed. 




Chapter 2

Once again, Jen found herself on the couch with tears streaming down her cheeks, but this time with a vodka bottle in one hand and a cigarette in the other. The image of Greg cupping that whore’s tits and kissing her neck, played over and over in her mind. She had been sitting there for hours wondering what she had done wrong for Greg to cheat on her. She couldn’t understand it. She was always loyal to him and she couldn’t think of a reason why he would cheat on her. She didn’t badger him or complain about things. What was it she had done? More importantly, what was going to happen now? Did he still love her? How was she going to compete with the gorgeous redheaded whore he was with tonight? Did he want a divorce?
Her thoughts were interrupted by keys jingling and the lock turning on the front door. She looked over at the clock. It was 2:20 am and Greg was finally coming home. Greg set his briefcase down by the door and closed and locked the front door. When he turned back and looked at Jen, his eyes narrowed.
“Have you started smoking again?” he said with a disgusted look. “I thought you gave those up a long time ago?” 
“Oh, fuck off Greg. I have had a bad night. I don’t need your bullshit about it now.” she slurred in a drunken speech.
“And you're drunk too?”  he said with a surprised look.
“Yeah, I’m drunk! So fucking what!” she said as she took another swig from the vodka.
“What the hell is wrong with you?” he asked with a little anger.
“You want to know what's wrong with me Greg? You’re the fucking thing that’s wrong with me. My so-called husband forgets our anniversary tonight. I made special arrangements to get us a romantic dinner at a fine restaurant and maybe go out dancing…but no…my fucking asshole of a husband has to work late then go out drinking with the guys…isn’t that what you said?” Anger flowed from her. She wanted to see what he would say and what lies he would tell tonight.
“Well, I couldn’t help work, and I promised the guys…besides I told you I would make it up to you this weekend.” he said, still staring at her in disbelief. 
“Yeah, I remember that. So how are you going to make it up to me Greg? I had a reservation at ‘Bon Appétit’...it’s hard to get one there. Have you ever been there Greg? I haven’t, and I doubt you would ever be able to get one for us this weekend.” she said slyly. She wanted to see his reaction. She saw his eyes widen a little in surprise when she mentioned the restaurant. 
“No…I have never been there. I will call tomorrow and see what I can do though.” 
She knew he was lying; she had seen him and his whore there. 
“Fat chance of that buddy. I had to call in favors three weeks ago to get the one tonight. I wanted to surprise you since you have been working so hard lately. I wanted to show you how much I cared about you and treat you to a night of fun for our anniversary.” The tears began to flow again as she thought about his whore and how he had his hands on her tits and lips on her neck in the window.
Greg sighed. “I’m tired. Why don’t we go to bed, and we can talk in the morning when you are not so drunk.” he said in a condescending tone. 
“Yeah, you're right. Maybe I should go to the bedroom and get off your bed for tonight.” 
Greg cocked his head in a quizzical look. 
“Your sorry ass is sleeping on the fucking couch.” she slurred in anger.
“Jen what the hell. I am tired and I am not in the mood to play games tonight. Let’s just go to bed and we will talk in the morning.” he said nervously. 
“Greg…before we go to bed, I have something I need to confess first.” she said then she dropped her head. There was pause as she gathered up the courage for what she had to say next. When she raised her head, a look of fury was in her eyes.
“I didn’t want the reservation to go to waste tonight. So…I decided to go by myself. What’s her name Greg?” she said with anger filling her voice as she looked at him with a stern look.
Greg had a look of horror on his face. “What are you talking about? What’s who’s name?” she could hear the tremble in his voice.
“The name of the fucking redheaded slut in the green dress that you were holding hands with and kissing at the restaurant, Greg! The one who’s cigarette you lit outside the restaurant…which is really fucking funny because you had the audacity to come home and criticize me for smoking! The slut you walked back to her apartment and went upstairs with to the third floor and fucked! That's who, Greg! What’s her fucking name?!” Her fury had been unleashed and her face was glowing red. 
Greg looked like someone had hit him in the stomach with a sledgehammer. His eyes popped open wider with each detail she gave. He stumbled over to the chair and sat heavily. He leaned forward and put his elbows on his knees and his hands over his face. Jen sat there stewing in anger. 
“I’m…I’m sorry.” he said sadly through his hands.
“You're sorry?! You’re fucking sorry!? Is all you can fucking say you lying, cheating, bastard!? Not only did you cheat on me…you cheated on me on our anniversary, you sack of shit.” Jen’s anger and fury gave way to sobbing. She had had enough of this, she needed to be alone now. “Get out…Get the fuck out!!!!” she yelled as she pointed to the door. “Go back to that whore you fucked! Maybe she still wants you!” She laid over the couch in a fetal position, curled up and started balling. She didn’t want to look at him, she didn’t want to see him at all, she just wanted him gone. After a minute or so, she heard him get up and go to the door. He paused, then opened the door and left.   




Chapter 3

Jen woke up a little after noon with a strong hangover and a soreness that made her feel lethargic. She had passed out on the couch crying and didn’t make it to the bedroom. She sat on the couch again still wanting to cry. She had no clue what she was supposed to do now. Should she file for divorce? She still loved Greg, but she wasn’t sure she could trust him anymore. She wasn’t even sure he wanted to stay. She got up, took something for her headache, and went to the bathroom and ran a hot bath. As she soaked, her phone buzzed. Greg had texted her. She stared at the phone and the message.
Greg: I’m so sorry. It was my fault. Please forgive me. 
Jen: Why should I
Greg: I understand you're mad at me and I screwed up, but I am begging you, please take me back. 
Jen: I don’t know Greg. I can’t trust you.
Greg: Please Jen, I will earn your trust back. I will do anything. I love you.
Jen stared at the phone again. His last text was pulled at her heart strings. She did still love him too, but was she ready to just give in and take him back after what he did? She decided she wasn't ready for that, yet. She got a sly smile on her face. She decided to bait him a little. She thought for a minute before she answered. 
Jen: I’m not ready to take you back. You haven’t proven to me I can trust you. I guess you can just stay with your gf then.
Greg: I am not with her. I am with Andy. He took me in last night. I am not going to see her anymore. 
Andy was a guy Greg worked with. He was married and his wife was sweet. Jen thought that may be to her advantage. They weren’t really friends, but she figured if she knew what was really going on she might be willing to help her.
Jen: So have you told her that?
Greg: Yes. She wasn’t happy with me. She didn’t know I was married. 
Jen: How could she not know? You have a wedding ring.
There was a long pause before Greg’s next text.
Greg: I wasn’t wearing it around her. I’m so sorry. 
Jen: So, in other words she dumped you because you lied to her, and now you want to crawl back to me. Fuck you, Greg!
Jen was getting more upset now. If it was true that he had been taking off his ring, not only had he lied and cheated on her, but he lied to the other girl as well. Jen felt a little bad now for all the bad thoughts she had thought about the redheaded girl. She was used as a pawn in Greg’s little game. She put herself in that position and thought about how she would feel in her place. But what pissed her off the most was that Greg was taking off his wedding ring to date her.
Greg: I’m sorry. She really cussed me out when she found out. But it was because I told her I was going back to you because I love you. 
Jen: So, you’re saying she still wants your lying cheating ass?
Greg: I don’t think so, but I didn’t give her that option. I wanted to come back to you.
Jen was honest with herself that she would probably take him back eventually, it was hard to think about a life without him. But she wasn’t willing to take him back yet not right now anyway. He had to prove to her he really wanted to be there with her this time, and she could trust him again. That was not going to be easy for him. She was not going to let this go unpunished either. Right now, though, she didn’t know what she would do to punish him. A good start seemed to be to make him wait and sweat it out. See if he really did stop seeing her and go from there.
Jen: I’m not taking you back Greg. You have a lot to prove to me. I will think about it and IF I do let you back, there are going to be a lot of changes. You will probably not like them. Also, I hope you know that you will be punished for it too.
Greg: I understand. I’m sorry. I am willing to do anything.
Jen: We will see. Don’t call or text me again. If you do, you can just leave that ring off. I will call or text you if I want to talk to you. No bugging me! You got that?
Greg: I do, and I am so sorry. I won’t bother you until you call or text me. 
Jen put her phone down and sat back in the tub. What was she going to do? She was still mad at him. She decided to figure it out later. Right now, she needed to rest. She laid back in her bath and tried to relax.




Chapter 4

A few days had gone by, and Greg had left her alone. She had talked to Andy’s wife, Britt, and she confirmed that Greg was not seeing the redhead anymore, at least from what she could tell. She told her that Andy and Greg usually just sat around playing video games and things when they got home. She was actually feeling left out since Greg took all of Andy’s free time. This pissed Jen off. He was supposed to be pining for her, not having a good time. This was supposed to be a punishment, not a vacation. It was Britt that gave her the idea. Why not show him what he has been missing? Get dressed up and go out and send him pictures of her out on the town. Maybe even on a date. That would definitely catch his attention…even give him a small dose of his own medicine. She wasn’t really interested in doing it until Britt told her that the guys were planning a weekend get-away to go have fun at some comic book convention that weekend. That was the last straw. Maybe she did need to fight fire with fire. He had hurt her badly with what she saw in the window and decided it was time to get a little revenge on him.  
Friday night after Britt had told her they had left, she dressed really sexy with a little black dress she bought just for the occasion. It was cut really deep in the front so she couldn’t wear a bra, and it was so short, if she bent over her ass would hang out the back. She went earlier in the day for a makeover and hair appointment and thought she hadn’t looked this good in a long time. She went to a local bar and it didn’t take long sitting alone on a barstool for her to get attention. None of the guys stayed around much after seeing her wedding ring. That was until a large black man in a silk shirt sat beside her. He looked to be a little over six foot tall. He was so muscular; his sleeves were bulging. He was bald with a little goatee and sexy brown eyes. When he smiled at her she swooned a little and caught herself sighing. 
“So, what’s a pretty lady like you sitting alone in a bar like this for?” he asked 
“Well, if you must know, my husband has been an asshole lately and I am here to piss him off.” she said with a smirk. 
He smiled wide. “Oh really. And where is your husband now?”
“He and a friend are off to some comic book convention. That’s not the real reason I am pissed though. That bastard cheated on me and now he wants to crawl back to me. Instead of pining away and acting like he misses me, he and his friend are acting like this is a vacation.” she said in disgust.
“So, what are you doing here? You trying to make him jealous or something?” he grinned.
She smiled a sly smile. “Something like that.” 
His grin got a little bigger. “I’m Tyrone.” he said as he reached out a strong hand and shook hers. “Maybe I can help you make him even more jealous.” 
She smiled at that. “I’m Jen. Nice to meet you, Tyrone. You would be willing to help me like that?”  She was getting warmer like the heat was cut up 10 degrees just from shaking his hand.
“Oh, I would like nothing better. So, what did you have in mind?” he said then ordered them both a drink.
She sat there and looked Tyrone up and down for a second. Evil thoughts crossed her mind. Then she saw his crotch and stopped in disbelief. The bulge there was huge. It stunned her for a second before she snapped out of it and looked back at Tyrone’s grinning face. 
“I…I really haven’t figured that out yet.”  she said looking a little nervous.
“I’m sure we can figure something out.” he grinned. 
They sat there for a few more minutes and finished their drinks. She told Tyrone the whole story. When she finished. He was looking at her with a sly smile. 
“I have an idea. Why don’t we go back to your place and talk about it.” 
His sexy smile had her heart pounding. He exuded a sexual aura that she had never felt before. It was something completely different from Greg. He seemed more like a little boy when compared to Tyrone. She was captivated and having been ignored for so long, her hormones were beginning to take charge. Here was a real man and he was interested in her. It was like she couldn’t refuse him.
“Uhm…ok. Let me pay the tab.” she said nervously.
“No need.” he flashed that sexy smile again and called over the bartender and paid their tabs. He helped her off her stool and put his arm around her and pulled her into him as he walked them to the door. When they were outside, Jen was a little nervous. She had never done anything like that. She instinctively reached in her purse for her cigarettes. She got one out and went to get her lighter when a flame popped up in front of her. She smiled and lit it and couldn’t help feeling the irony. Greg had done the same for the redhead when they came out of the restaurant.
“Thank you. It’s funny. I saw hubby do the same thing for her the night I caught him.” she grinned.
“Really?” he chuckled. “What else did he do?” he said with a sly smile.
“Well…he umm…he kissed her too.” she said a little nervously.
Tyrone’s grin got bigger. He stepped up close to her. She had a slightly shocked look on her face, but her eyes had lust in them as he wrapped his arms around her and kissed her passionately and slowly. Jen melted into him. He was so sexy, and his smell excited her. The feel of his lips on hers made her wet instantly. When he broke the kiss, her mind was dazed. She was feeling things she had never felt before. She just stared at him with hunger in her eyes.
“So, which way do we go?” he asked with a sexy smile on his face.
Jen snapped herself out of it and composed herself quickly. “It’s down that way.” she pointed. He took her hand and led her in the direction she pointed. Jen was amazed at how big his hand was and how good it felt to have his fingers intertwined with hers. She was still captivated by the kiss also. She hadn’t ever felt like that from a kiss. She searched her memory trying to remember the last time Greg had ever made her feel like that but couldn’t recall one. When they reached her apartment building, she took him right up. She was fumbling with the keys at first because she was so nervous. What was about to happen? Was she really doing this? Once inside she sat her purse and keys on the table and turned around. Tyrone was right there and pulled her into him and kissed her again. She wrapped her arms around him and melted into him. She had never felt this way before. She would do anything this man said as long as he would kiss her that way all the time. When he broke the kiss, he looked at her with a sly smile.
“Where is your phone?”




Chapter 5

Jen was nervous. He wanted her phone? What did he want that for? She was a little dazed again from the kiss, but she quickly went to her purse and got her phone. She unlocked it and gave it to him.
“Why do you want that?” 
He smiled again then pointed to her couch. “Go sit down and look really sexy for me.” 
“What?” She was confused. Was he going to take pictures of her?
“We are going to show hubby what he is missing,” he grinned wide.
Jen got an evil smile on her face when she realized what he was doing. She quickly sat on the couch and took a sexy pose with her best bedroom smile. She heard the phone click and jumped up to see the picture. It was so hot. She loved it. She quickly opened up her texts to Greg and sat back on the couch. 
Jen: Hey Greg, I wanted to let you know I went out tonight. Thought you might want to see what I wore.
She selected the picture and hit send. Her mind was a whirl. What was he going to say? A minute later a reply came back.
Greg: You went out like that? Why would you do that?
She smirked again. “Tyrone, would you mind taking a selfie with me?” 
He grinned wide then sat down beside her. She put her head on his shoulder and smiled a sexy smile. He grinned wide as the phone clicked. 
Jen: Because I wanted to see what else is out there. I think I found someone too.
She selected the selfie she just took with Tyrone and hit send. She turned to him and grinned. “Serves the bastard right.” she snickered. “Uhm…Tyrone honey. Would you be willing to take one more selfie with me? I uhh…I have a pose I want to send him. The same one I saw him in when I caught him.”
Tyrone grinned wide. “You can take any picture you want.” 
She stood up and turned around. She told him to stand up behind her. She could feel the heat of his body on her back. She gathered her courage then reached behind her and took both of his hands and put them on her tits. The feeling was electric. This was the first time another man had ever touched her breast besides her husband. She shivered in a mini orgasm as he squeezed them a little. 
“MMM…oh God!” she cooed. “Umm…that feels so good. Could you…ummm…kiss my neck?” she asked in euphoria. 
Tyrone began kissing her neck and she mustered all her strength to pull up the cell phone to snap the picture. Once she had it, she melted back into him again. Then the phone buzzed again.
Greg: What the hell! Who is he!?
Jen smiled a smile of revenge. 
Jen: Don’t you know Greg? This is my new BF. From the way it looks, he is getting ready to fuck me good. 
Jen selected the next picture and hit send. She spun around quickly and kissed Tyrone deeply. When she pulled back, she had her hands wrapped behind his head.
“I have never been with a black man before. Actually, I have never been with any other man besides my husband. I couldn’t help noticing the bulge in your pants. Do you mind if I…took a peek?” she asked shyly.
Tyrone smiled a big sexy smile. “You can do more than just peek. Why don’t you send a picture of it to hubby. Show him what’s about to ruin your pussy for him.” 
Jen felt another shudder through her body as the mini orgasm went through it. That was so naughty of him and she loved how he took control. She dropped to her knees and unbuckled his belt and pants. As she pulled down his pants and underwear in one yank, his semi hard cock sprung out and almost hit her in the face. It was huge. She had never seen a cock so big before. It had to be at least 9 inches and fat. Greg was only about six fully hard and looked like a toy compared to this cock. Her face was contorted in shock as she looked back up to Tyrone’s sly smile.
“I guess hubby is not very big huh.” he chuckled.
“Oh my God no. He isn’t even half this size.” she said, staring at it in disbelief. She reached out and touched it and it was so soft and warm, but she could feel it getting harder and bigger. She wrapped her fingers around it but couldn’t get them all the way around. Then an idea came to her. She grabbed it with her left hand and put her face beside it. She smiled as she looked at the screen and could clearly see her hand wrapped around the monster cock with her wedding ring visible. She snapped the picture just before her phone began to buzz like crazy.
Greg: Honey what are you doing? Please don’t do this. I promise you I will never cheat on you again.
Greg: Please I am begging you, don’t do this.
Greg: This is wrong honey, please, please, I am begging you don’t fuck him.
Jen smiled as she read the string of messages. She looked up at Tyrone with a smirk. “It looks like hubby is begging me not to fuck you.” as she giggled. “I definitely think we got his attention.” 
Tyrone laughed. Well, I think the next picture will make him pay even more attention.” 
Jen had a sly grin as she started typing her reply.
Jen: Oh honey, I think it’s too late to beg for that. I mean you did have the beautiful redhead’s pussy. I think I deserve some fun of my own. Oh, and by the way, He is hung like a horse. Your pathetic little dick can’t even compare to this monster. He told me I should show you the cock that is about to ruin your wife’s pussy. I happen to agree. He isn’t completely hard yet but he will be in a minute and it will probably ruin it for you. And honey, one more thing, I still have my wedding ring on as you will see.
She selected the cock picture and hit send. She put the phone down and began stroking the big black cock in front of her. She was so horny from both teasing her husband and the big cock in front of her that she couldn’t help herself. She licked the underside base of it and then moved down the shaft to the tip. It was getting so hard but felt so soft to the touch. It was like steel encased in velvet. She put the tip in her mouth and had to stretch her jaw to get it in. It was so big. Before she could push it in any further her phone began ringing. She picked it up and saw Greg was calling her. She quickly hit ignore. Tyrone took the phone from her and then she grinned and put the tip back in her mouth and pushed it in as far as she could before gagging. She only had a third of it in and looked up at him and he snapped the picture. She watched as Tyrone texted back to Greg.
Jen: Sorry Greg, your wife can’t talk right now with her mouth full. In fact I think she is going to be a little busy for a while. Maybe if you are good, we will send you a few more pictures later. Enjoy the comic convention. I know I am enjoying your wife.
He selected the picture and hit send. Jen was in a frenzy, working and sucking on the big black cock. She couldn’t believe how big it was. She had never seen anything like it before. All she could think about was how was this big cock going to fit in her pussy if it almost didn’t fit in her mouth. She felt Tyrone’s big hand on the back of her head pushing further down the shaft. The big cock was pummeling the back of her throat and she loved it. Greg, even when fully hard, could barely get to the back of her throat. Tyron’s massive cock was trying to push even deeper. She gagged on it and after a few minutes, she had to get some air. She came off his cock panting and drooling when her phone buzzed again. Tyrone looked at it and laughed. 
“What’s it say?” she panted trying to catch her breath.
“It says you leave my wife alone, you black bastard and then he said he was coming home now.”
“Hell no he isn’t. Let me see that phone.” she said with anger brewing in her voice.
Jen took the phone and called Greg. 
“Jen what the hell are you doing?” he answered the phone.
“Greg! Shut the fuck up and listen, you bastard!”  She was yelling at him in anger. “Don’t you even fucking think about coming here tonight…or tomorrow. You fucked around on me and now this is your punishment you sack of shit, so take it like a man you fucking pansy! If I see you here tonight or tomorrow, I swear to God I will have your ass in divorce court so fast your head will be spinning! You had your fun fucking the redhead, and now I am going to have mine!” Her anger was growing until she looked over at a smiling Tyrone. She took an involuntary inhale as his hand ran up her thigh and across her sensitive panty covered pussy. 
“Please Jen…please don’t do this to me.” Greg begged on the other end of the phone. 
“Fuck you, Greg” she said in a breathy voice and moaned. “I told you, don’t you fuck….OH MY GOD!” she moaned out loudly as Tyron pushed two fingers under her panties and into her dripping pussy. She almost dropped the phone as her body began quivering with an orgasm. “OH FUCK!!!! THAT FEELS SO FUCKING GOOD!!!” she moaned out loudly again.
“Jen…please!!! Please stop this!” Greg was yelling into the phone. 
Jen was like jelly leaning into Tyrone. She still had her mouth open in orgasm, unable to speak looking at him. 
“Did you hear that, Greg?” Tyrone said in a cocky voice. “That was your wife cumming on my fingers. Just think how loud she is going to scream when I put my big cock in her.” he chuckled.
Hearing that caused Jen to orgasm again. “OH FUCK!!!!!”  She screamed out again.
“JEN PLEASE!!” Greg yelled over the phone. 
Jen couldn’t think straight. The orgasm had control of her. When she finally regained a little control, she put the phone back to her ear.
“Just…just remember what I said…Don’t you fucking come here tonight or tomorrow” she panted. “I might call you Sunday…OH FUCK!!” she moaned out again as Tyrone’s fingers picked up the pace fingering her pussy. Jen could hear Greg sobbing in the background, but she didn’t care. He deserved it after what he did to her on their anniversary. 
Tyrone took the phone from her as she looked at him with her mouth open in another orgasm. “Sorry Greg, we have to go. We have a lot of fucking to do. Don’t worry though Greg, I will be sure to send you a few pictures of my big black cock inside your wife’s tight little white pussy.” he chuckled and hung up. 




Chapter 6

Jen was surprised when Tyrone picked her up over his shoulder and carried her to the bedroom. She was still out of it from the last orgasm. Tyrone was so aggressive. Unlike Greg, Tyrone took what he wanted, and it was so sexy. He was truly an alpha male not like her beta hubby. She still loved Greg, but this was so different, so primal. She just couldn’t help but want that big black cock in her. He had already brought her to several orgasms with just his fingers. She couldn’t imagine what was going to happen when he stuck that big cock in her. She knew deep down that what she was doing now was probably wrong. Greg did deserve some punishment, but was this going too far? Truthfully, if it was, she didn’t care at this point. It was going to happen. She wanted it to happen. She was so turned on at this point, there was nothing that would stop her from fucking this big black cock. She would do anything to feel it in her.
Tyrone set her down on the edge of the bed. She stared at him with a hunger and lust she couldn’t control. His big hands took the straps of her dress and pulled them down off her shoulders, exposing her tits hard nipples. He massaged them and pinched her nipples as she moaned. Over and over in her mind all she could keep saying was ‘Oh God this is so good. Sex with Greg has never been like this.’  The first time his mouth met her hard nipple, it took her breath away. The hot wet mouth and strong tongue, the lite biting of it almost made her cum again. When he had finished with them, he roughly pushed her back on the bed and put her legs over her shoulders. It turned her on even more being treated like that, like she was his property, like she was a piece of meat that he was going to devour. With one smooth stroke, he lifted her hips, and he pulled her dress all the way off and dropped it on the floor. Then he lifted her back up and did the same with her panties. She was fully naked for the first time in front of a man that wasn’t her husband. She felt vulnerable as he had her legs spread open and her dripping pussy at his mercy. The entire time, Tyrone just had a knowing smirk on his face. 
He dropped down to his knees in front of her spread legs and pulled her into him. Fireworks went off in her head as his tongue licked up her wet slit and hit her sensitive clit. Her whole body shuddered as his tongue parted her folds and then lapped at her clit. What he was doing to her was amazing. She moaned and screamed out with each orgasm as they washed through her. She had never felt like this before. Greg had eaten her out many times, but it never felt like this. She grabbed the back of his head and pushed him into her as she screamed out in pleasure. As her orgasm subsided, her first thought was sex had never been like this before, she had been missing so much. Then she wondered if she could ever go back to the old boring sex she had been having with Greg. Sadly, she knew she couldn’t.
Tyrone lifted from between her legs with a conceited smile. He had made her cum so many times already and she saw that he knew it. He pushed her further up the bed and crawled on top of her. He kissed her and she could taste her juices in his mouth and on his lips. He looked back at her with a big smirk, and she knew this was it. She was finally going to get the big black cock inside her. Tyrone raised back up and picked up her phone and hit a few buttons. And laid his cock on her pussy and stomach. It was so large that it went all the way past her belly button. She wondered how it was all going to fit in her and it shocked her how deep it looked like it was going to go. She wondered if it would end up in her stomach. She heard the phone click and a sly smile came across Tyrone’s face as he typed in a message.
Jen: Look how far my big black dick is about to go in your wife’s little pussy Greg. I expect that she will be screaming in just a minute and will be able to taste me for a week.
He selected the picture and hit send. Then he pressed a few more buttons and she heard a beep from her phone. He looked at her with his sexy sly smile as he pointed the phone at her.
“Are you ready to be my bitch? Are you ready to take my big black cock in your little pussy?” he said slyly.
Calling her his bitch felt so right. She was his bitch. “Yes…oh God yes!” she panted back. She wanted nothing more. She had to have it in her. She needed to feel it slide in. Then as he was lining it up, she felt her pussy beginning to part for his large cock head and a thought occurred to her. 
“Oh God, that feels so good. But…but aren’t you going to use a condom?” she panted.  
He gave her a mischievous smile. “Honey, real black men don’t use condoms…and they don’t pull out.”
A tinge of horror swept through her as she realized what he was saying. He was going to fuck her raw, and he had no intentions of pulling out. He was going to cum in her…inside her unprotected pussy. She wasn’t on birth control and Greg always used a condom. Suddenly the realization that she might get pregnant hit her. Before she could protest, his cock slid in about two inches, and it took her breath away again. Her face contorted and her mouth shot open. A large gasp escaped her as the combination of pleasure and pain from her pussy stretching hit her. She no longer cared that he was raw. She no longer cared he was going to cum in her. She no longer cared that she could get pregnant. All she cared about was that he didn’t stop.
Tyrone panned the phone down to her pussy being filled by his big black cock. As she was getting used to the feeling, he heard him comment to the phone.
“See Greg, this is what your wife looks like when she takes a big black cock for the first time. I can guarantee it won't be the last. She heard another beep then she heard the swoosh sound from her phone as he sent what she knew had to be a video to Greg.
Tyrone put the phone down and leaned back. She looked down and saw that he was only about halfway in her. It seemed almost impossible, he was only halfway in and he was already deeper than Greg had ever been. She felt so good and so full. As he pushed in further, she felt him begin to hit her cervix. It was a feeling like she had never felt before. She cried out as it made her orgasm again. She felt him pull back a little then when his cock slammed forward again for the first time, It pounded her little cervix and she screamed out in pleasure and pain again. 
Tyrone picked the phone back up and she vaguely heard the beep again, but she didn’t care. She was in bliss. It was like she was having sex for the first time…real sex, from a real man. Tyrone kept pounding her harder and deeper. She felt her cervix being pushed back into her and she couldn’t stop screaming in pleasure.  
“You like this big cock, don’t you? You like being my little…bitch, don’t you?” Tyrone spat out emphasizing each word as he pounded her.
“Oh God yes!!! I love being your little bitch…your little white bitch!” she yelled back in screaming passion.
“That’s right bitch. Your husband could never fuck you like this, could he?” 
“OH FUCK NO!! HE COULD NEVER DO THIS TO ME!! OH MY GOD I”M CUMMING AGAIN!!!’ she screamed out. 
“Who owns this pussy? Who does this pussy belong to?” he said as he picked up the pace. 
“OH FUCK…IT’S YOUR PUSSY…ALL YOURS…ANYTIME YOU WANT IT!!!!” she screamed as her head thrashed back and forth. Her eyes were closed. Her moans and screams flowed out of her like a river. She couldn’t stop. It was his pussy, his to do what he wanted with it. 
“That’s right bitch. It’s my pussy now. You better get used to this Greg. I own this bitch now. You know what Greg; I am about to breed this bitch. I am getting ready to drop a big load in her tight little pussy.” 
Jen couldn’t care less at this point. She was beyond caring. All she cared about was that big black cock in her. 
“You want my cum in you don’t you? Tell me you want the cum!” Tyrone said as he began to grunt a little.
“YES!!! FUCK ME!!! OH GOD CUM IN ME!!! I WANT YOUR CUM!!! PLEASE CUM IN ME!!!” she begged.
“You want me to breed you don’t you. You want me to knock you up, don’t you?”
“OH FUCK YES!!! KNOCK ME UP!!!” Jen couldn’t believe she said it. It just came out. It was what Tyrone wanted, so at this point, to keep him fucking her, it was what she wanted too.
“HERE IT COMES BITCH!!!” he said as he grunted and growled. Jen felt the first hot ribbon of cum splash against her cervix and into her womb. Then Tyrone thrusted as deep in her as he could and she could feel his cock pulse as ribbon after ribbon of cum shot into her. She screamed as the biggest orgasm yet hit her. She felt like she was blacking out. Tyrone lifted off her and she felt his cock pull out of her. She felt so empty now. Gobs of cum leaking from her gaped open pussy. She opened her eyes to Tyrone holding the phone over her, focused on her used pussy. He took her left hand and smeared her wedding ring on the cum leaking out of her.
He turned the phone back to himself and smirked “That’s how a black man breeds a white bitch Greg. Hope you enjoyed it…daddy.” and laughed before the beep and swoosh sounded.
Chapter 7
Jen laid there as cum still leaked from her pussy. She was so conflicted and didn’t know how to feel. She never meant for things to go that far. Sure, she wanted to punish Greg for cheating on her, but she wondered if she had gone too far. Then she wondered what Greg had said during all of this. Tyrone was lying next to her catching his breath with her phone on his chest. She was weak from all of the orgasms, but she mustered enough strength to reach over and get the phone. When she looked, Greg had not sent anything back since the last text before the phone call. Had he not gotten any of the videos? Did he not care anymore? She was torn. Should she text him to find out how he was? Should she just ignore him just like he had done to her? She still loved Greg, but after what she just experienced, she knew she couldn’t go without that either. She heard Tyron chuckle. She looked at him quizzically as she dropped the phone to her chest.
“He didn’t say anything the whole time.” Tyrone said in a chuckling voice. “He was probably too busy pulling on that tiny white dick watching the videos.” 
Jen was shocked at what he said. “Why do you say that?”
“Because, if he really didn’t want to see it, he would have kept texting and begging for you to stop. I found out a while ago, most white boys won’t admit it, but they dream of seeing their wives used by a black man. Most of them get off on it if it happens.” he chuckled again. 
“So, you have…you have done this before?” she said with an eyebrow raised. 
Tyrone laughed. “Yeah, I have done this a few times. Sometimes the husband is watching in the room. The cucks get off on it, watching their wives fuck other men. Black men especially.” 
Jen suddenly realized that not only had she just cheated on Greg, she had also cuckolded him. He wasn’t in the room, but with all the pictures and video, he might as well have been. 
“So, what happens now? I mean with us?” she said cautiously.
Tyrone chuckled. “I’m not about to marry you and shit. I ain’t getting tied down like that. You still want to fuck that’s fine. But we ain’t going to be a couple if that’s what you're asking.”
“No, I wouldn’t want to marry you or anything. I still love Greg, but after tonight, I don’t want to go without this…I can’t go without this.” Jen knew what she was saying made her look desperate. In fact, she was. This was the single most erotic thing she had ever done, and she wanted more. She needed big black cocks in her life. She couldn’t even think about life without them.
Tyrone laughed again. “Once you go black…” he chuckled. 
“I thought that was just a myth until tonight. God I can’t believe how good it was.” she said as she shifted herself and put her head on his chest. 
“Yeah, like I said, you're not the first white wife I converted.” he said with a chuckle.
“Tyrone? How many…how many of them have you…you know…knocked up?” she said nervously as she looked up at him.
He smiled a sly smile at her. “A few. Hubby usually ends up raising them if they keep them. You still have a choice. You could chance it, or get one of those morning after pills, or even an abortion later on. That’s up to you. I ain't here to raise no kids or get married, I’m just here to fuck. If you get knocked up and keep it…that’s on you. Of course, there are cucks out there that want that. They can’t wait for their white wives to pop out black babies. They say it is the ultimate cucking experience. Perhaps in your case, the ultimate revenge.” he chuckled.
Jen was amazed at his confession. She was not sure what she wanted but being pregnant by a black man and making Greg raise her black baby was a big turn on and it would be the ultimate revenge. Of course, that was depending on if Greg still wanted to come back. 
They fucked twice more that night. Each time Jen had a big load of black cum dumped into her unprotected pussy. Saturday, they fucked three more times before Tyrone had to leave. They didn’t send Greg anymore texts, pictures, or video. He had not texted back since the night before. In between the fuck sessions, Tyrone would tell her about the other wives and cucks that he dealt with before and things that they did. After he left that afternoon, she was exhausted and took a nap. One thing she was pretty sure of though, was that she was probably pregnant. With all the cum dumped in her, there was no way she wasn’t. 
That night Jen was sitting on the couch smoking and watching TV. She was so tired, sore, and worn out that she didn’t want to even talk to Greg yet. She wasn’t supposed to talk to him until tomorrow anyway. He hadn’t texted or called again either. She was thinking about Tyrone again when she received a text from Britt. 
Britt: What the hell did you do to Greg? They came back early and now he won’t come out of the room. He wouldn’t tell me or Andy what was going on.
Jen sat there for a second trying to figure out what to say. She started scrolling through the pictures from the other night and smiled. She selected the selfie of her and Tyrone with her head on his shoulder and sent it to Britt.
Britt: Oh Fuck! Now I know why he locked himself up. Give me details! What happened?
Jen smiled and selected the picture of her face next to Tyrone’s big black cock and hit send.
Britt: HOLY FUCK!!! He is huge!
Jen: Yes, he is. He wore me out several times last night and today.
Britt: So, I guess Greg knows and that is why he is acting like that.
Jen: He knows. Those are the pictures we sent last night. Actually, there are a lot more…and a couple of videos too. But I am not sending them to you… sorry girl lol.
Britt: I understand. No wonder Greg is so down. So, are you leaving him now for Mr. Huge Cock? 
Jen: No…well not really. After all of the pictures and videos we sent to Greg, I am not sure he wants to come back. But T was only a revenge fuck, not a BF.
Britt: Oh ok. So, I guess Greg doesn’t know that then.
Jen: No, he doesn’t. But I am not sure he is going to want to come back either after some of the videos and what he saw and was said in them. 
Britt: I think he will. I think he is under the impression you don’t want him back. Do you want me to relay a message?
Jen: Sure. Tell him I will talk to him tomorrow, but not to get his hopes up too high. If I let him back, there will be some major changes. 
Britt: Ok I will tell him.




Chapter 7

Jen was still walking funny when she got up Sunday morning. Even then, she still missed Tyrone’s big cock. She still remembered the feeling as he pounded her and the continuous orgasms she had. She sat down at the kitchen table with her coffee and a pen and pad. She lit a cigarette and looked at the blank sheet on the table. At the top of the page, she wrote ‘Changes Greg will have to accept to come back’ and sat there and thought for a minute.
She decided that she would start with the easy ones first as she took a drag from her cigarette. ‘1. Smoking’ He needed to get used to it. Of course, that may be short lived if she was pregnant. ‘2. Cleaning’ he was going to have to help out a lot more around the house. She had always been the one to clean up while he had been playing his games or out with the guys. 
After two hours of racking her brain, two cups of coffee, and four cigarettes, she finally finished the list. She sat back and looked at it. She wasn’t sure Greg would agree to all of this, but it was not negotiable. She was still proud of the last rule. ‘Jen reserves the right to change the rules to suit her if needed.’  Now she felt like she was ready to talk to Greg again and give him his choice, follow these changes and rules, or get a divorce. She loved him but after her weekend with Tyrone, there were some things she was not willing to give up, even if it meant she was going to go on without Greg.
She picked up her phone and called him. When Greg answered, he sounded depressed and not happy at all. 
“So, Greg, are you ready to talk, or are you ready to call it quits?” she said as sternly as she could without sounding mad.
“I uhh…I guess we can talk. Britt said there were going to be conditions and I shouldn’t get my hopes up.”
“She is right. I have a list of conditions and rules you have to agree to for us to get back together. None of them are negotiable Greg. You have to agree to them all, or we will be getting divorced.” she said as plainly as she could.
“Ok, so what are the changes?” he asked in a sad voice.
“Oh no. Not on the phone. This needs to be done face to face. I expect you here by five. IF you are willing to abide by the rules, then you can stay. If not, well you can take your personal stuff with you when you leave. This is your only shot Greg, there won’t be anymore.” she warned in a stern tone. 
“Ok I will be there by five then.”  he said. After a short pause. “Jen…I wanted to tell you. I am still really sorry about cheating on you. I really am. I love you.” he said sadly.
“I love you too. That’s the only reason I am giving you this chance. See you before five.” she said and hung up. As she sat there, she realized this may be harder than she thought. She went and showered and freshened up for his visit and to relax. She was really nervous because she had a feeling this would be the last time she saw Greg outside of court. The only way he would agree to all her terms, was if he truly loved her.
Just before five, there was a knock on the door. When Jen answered it, Greg was standing there looking lost. 
“What? Did you forget your key?” she said playfully.
“No…I have it. It…I didn’t think it right to just walk in…in case you had company.” he said, sounding dejected.
Jen smiled. “Well, it looks like someone may have learned something after all.” she giggled.
His expression didn’t change as she invited him into his possible former home.
When they sat down at the kitchen table, Jen passed him the piece of paper she had been working on and lit a cigarette.
He looked at her a little annoyed then looked at the paper. “Well, I guess I can’t say anything about the smoking now.”
“You could, but you would find yourself in divorce court.” she giggled.
She watched him scan the paper. He was near the bottom when she saw him stop and his eyes got bigger. He looked up with fear in his eyes.
“You want me to wear what?!” he said nervously.
Jen smiled slyly. “A chastity cage. You have already proven you can’t keep your little dick in your pants. This will just ensure you're not going to cheat again. But don’t worry, I will let you out every once in a while, for some relief.” she chuckled. “Keep reading.” she implored.
He went back to the list. His eyes again got big.
“Lovers…as in multiple?” he said in disbelief.
Jen just smiled slyly then took a drag from her cigarette.
He continued down the list and finally slumped in his chair. 
“So, I have to agree to all of this…no exceptions.” he said in a defeated voice.
“Yes. ALL of them.” 
“Jen…I…I don’t understand. Yes, I cheated and yes I admit I deserved some of this…but not all. Why are you doing this to me? Are you trying to drive me away?” Jen could see a tear forming in his eye and it hurt her more than she thought it would. 
“Greg, let me explain something. You cheated, that started all of this. That was your fault. You hurt me very deeply because you did it on our anniversary. That was a sacred day for me and you trashed it. I was devastated. At first, I admit, it started out as a revenge of sorts. After Friday night, something changed. It wasn’t about revenge anymore. It was about me and my needs. Frankly, honey, I love you but you can no longer meet those needs…at least not the sexual ones. That list represents what I need to be happy in a relationship with you. This list is to protect you too, whether you feel that way or not. If you can’t agree to those changes and rules, then I won't be happy with you, and you won't be happy with me. So it doesn’t happen, if you can’t agree to these terms, I need to let you go so you can find someone to be with to be happy. I will not suffer my happiness anymore and neither should you.” she said as a tear formed in her eyes as well.
They stared at each other for a few minutes. Finally, Jen broke the silence.
“Greg, be honest with me. Do you love me?” she asked tearfully.
“I love you, Jen. I always have. I made a mistake, yes. I just feel like if I accept these terms, I will be paying for it for the rest of my life.” he said back tearfully.
Jen’s head dropped and she looked down. “Well, I guess I should go get your personal things together then.” she said sadly and got up. As she passed by him, he reached out and grabbed her arm and stopped her. His sad eyes met hers.
Almost twelve months later…
Jen walked into the apartment with a smile on her face as she dragged Tyrone through the door and into the living room. It was their anniversary today. Last year's anniversary was a disaster. But a lot has changed since then. She had become a real black cock slut since then. 
“Hi Honey! Tyrone got me an anniversary gift.” Jen said excitedly as she pulled Tyron in close and kissed him as she watched Greg. It never got old watching Greg when she kissed her black lovers in front of him.
Greg put his paper down and watched his wife kissing the tall black man with a little jealousy.
Jen broke the kiss then almost ran over to Greg and sat on his lap and kissed his cheek. 
“Oh really, Tyrone got you an anniversary present?” Greg said in a happy tone. 
“He did. How is little Tyler? Is he still sleeping?” she asked as she hugged his neck.
“Yeah, I gave him a bottle a little bit ago and he went right to sleep. So, what was the present?” 
Jen looked over at Tyrone and smirked as he grinned back at her. She stood up and faced Greg. She pulled off her pants and underwear. Just above her pussy was a black spade tattoo with a Q in it, below that in black letters was ‘Black Cock Only’.
“So, what do you think honey?” she said in a sexy voice.
“I guess that applies to me too, huh.” he said as he leaned forward to look at it closer.
“Don’t be silly. You know it does. You haven’t fucked me since you cheated on me.” she said with a sly smile. “Not that it would matter, I probably wouldn’t feel you anyway. You know I only give you the occasional pity blow job. That’s only if you have been a good boy. So, do you like it?”   
He sat back up and looked in her eyes. “Does it make you happy?”
“Yes, it does.” she said smiling.
“Then I like it.” he said and smiled back.
Jen got giddy and jumped on his lap again naked from the waist down and leaned into him and whispered in his ear. “Tyrone said he had a gift for you too. He asked me to let you out of your cage tonight.” she smiled. 
Greg looked at her and then over to a grinning Tyrone. Greg had a shocked look on his face. “Why would he do that?” he whispered back to her. 
She smiled slyly. “He said it was for being a good dad to his kid and he figured you would like to play with yourself as he knocks me up again tonight.” 
Greg looked a little confused. “I thought you were going to let Marcus knock you up this time?” 
“I was, but he is busy tonight. Tyrone was available and I am horny as hell right now from the tattoo. All that buzzing and sensation got to me. Marcus will get his chance tomorrow night though. I really don’t care which one ends up knocking me up. So do you want to come watch me get knocked up in person this time instead of on video” she teased.
“You know I do.” he said sincerely.
Jen smiled and took off the necklace she was wearing that had a key on it. She took his hand and put the necklace in it. “You better hurry and get the cage off. I have a feeling Tyrone is going to be balls deep in me in a few minutes. I wouldn’t want you to miss me getting knocked up. Since it’s our anniversary, and you have been a really good boy this year, maybe I will blow you while he is fucking me.” she said and gave him a rare but passionate kiss on the lips. “I love you, Greg. Thank you for agreeing to my terms last year.”
 



cover.jpeg
Fantom 5051





images/00001.jpg





