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‘Are you really sure about this?’ I say to him yet again, talking a little louder to be heard over the rumble of the car engine and the steady rat-a-tat-tat of the rain. 

I’m partly asking for his sake – the last thing either of us want to happen is for this to reach the point of no return and then he bails out – and partly for my own. 

I want to be ready, but I don’t feel it. To be honest, I just feel crazy goddamn nervous. Not the cute kind of nervous either, not like I felt in the build to our first date or our wedding or anything like that. No, this is the kind of nervous where my knees are weak and my palms feel sweaty and I’m on the verge of passing out. This is the night we stop talking about it and finally take that step. 

This is the night we cross the line and fulfil my husband’s greatest fantasy. This is the night that I will have sex with a black man while Leon watches. 

Maybe I should have seen it coming when he bought that nine-inch black rubber dildo and asked me to use it in front of him. It seemed like a fun, naughty thrill, a harmless fantasy. Maybe I should have realized that the gleam in his eyes wasn’t just because he enjoyed watching me get off while he watched. If I had known then where we would end up – heading across town to meet a man we met on the internet – then maybe I would have been a little more hesitant to use that dildo all those months ago. 

I’m a mixture of conflicting emotions right now. Nervous excitement clashes against nervous fear in my gut. I’m sitting in passenger seat of the car, watching the windshield wipers drift back and forth across the glass as silvery streaks of water get pushed out of my view. The sky is a solid slate gray with thick clouds. 

We pass through by wide, open fields populated by occasional farmhouses and big, old buildings. It’s still early in the afternoon, but you wouldn’t know it. The sky projects a sense of doom that only I seem to share. My husband – my dear, sweet husband – doesn’t feel the same way as me, it seems. 

‘I’m absolutely sure about this,’ he says, shooting me a wink and a grin. 

I can see the same glint in his eye that sparkled when he watched me on the bed with that huge rubber toy gliding in and out of my gaping sex. At the time, I thought his face was filled with excitement because the sight of me pleasuring myself was so hot. Now I realize that it was because my husband was imagining the dildo as a real, living cock attached to a real, living black man. Silly me. I thought he wanted to see me sexually satisfied by a large sex toy, but apparently he was more interested in the color of the dildo that brought me so much

pleasure. 

Once again, I ask myself if I’m really, truly ready for this. Fantasy is harmless –

we can say whatever we like in the confines of our own bedroom and it never hurts anybody, but this is reality we’re dealing with here. My husband loves to imagine me with a black man, but can I go through with it for real? I’ve only been with a handful of guys in my entire life and I’ve been totally faithful to Leon ever since we first met. As a matter of fact, I’ve never even so much as had a naughty thought about another guy since we got married. My mind and my body are totally committed to this marriage. 

So, why am I sitting here in the passenger seat, dressed in a sexy short skirt and low-cut blouse, heading out to an airport in the middle of God only knows where, to meet some distant connection of my husband? Good question. I guess part of me wants to do this. I have a tiny bit of morbid curiosity, deep down inside, about whether my husband will really let this whole thing play out or not. 

And, if I’m being totally honest, I’m more than a little intrigued by the idea of being given permission to fool around with someone else outside the marriage. 

The whole thing about him being black doesn’t matter one iota to me – I’ve never judged people based on their race and I grew up in a small midwestern town where there weren’t many options about the sorts of men you met. Thank god I got out of that place and met Leon, otherwise I’d probably be trapped in a world of cornfields and plaid shirts, up to my elbows in children by now. 

When Leon first presented the idea of swapping my black dildo for a black lover, I honestly thought he was kidding. I mean, what kind of husband openly admits that he wants his wife to have sex with another man? But he wasn’t joking. My husband was deadly serious. Leon loved the idea of watching me with someone else – in fact, he had always secretly harbored this fantasy, but never had the guts to openly talk about until he saw how much I enjoyed my big, black toy. 

But – Jesus, Maria! – there’s a hell of a difference between putting on a sexy show for your husband in the comfort of your own home and having sex with another man in front of him. Even the thought of going through with it makes my heart race. But it’s too late to back out now. Far too late. We’re almost there. 

And I still don’t know if I truly want to go through with this. I’ve come this far, but it’s all been for him, to make him happy. I don’t know if I really want to have sex with someone else. 

‘Maria?’ The sound of my name brings me crashing back to earth. Back to the passenger seat of our car. I glance through the windshield and see a snake on the road ahead; a snake made of red taillights that fractures and reforms every time the wipers drift across my view. 

‘Yeah?’ I say, brushing a loose lock of dark hair behind my head. 

‘I asked if you were really sure about this,’ he says. His tone is neutral, but I can see the hope and excitement in his face. How can I say no to that? 

When I think of all the things he’s done for me – not just sexually, but the sacrifices he’s made on my account – then it becomes even harder to be totally one hundred percent honest about my feelings on this matter. I feel crazy even considering turning down this offer. What kind of sexually active woman would turn down the opportunity to have sex with more than one man, entirely free of consequences? 

Maybe the thing holding me back is my commitment to our marriage. I’m kinda old-fashioned like that. I had always assumed that being married to Leon would cut me off from the rest of the world. Sorry boys, I’m off the menu now. But my husband wants me to put me back on the menu for a limited time. What am I, a sexual available McRib? 

‘Yeah,’ I say, trying to sound more confident than I feel. ‘Yeah, I am.’

His eyes sparkle with excitement. This is a big deal for him. That’s what I must remember. This is his fantasy. I’m doing this for him. 

I take my phone out of my bag and scroll through the messages that Tyrone sent to us in the last few weeks. In message form, at least, my potential lover seems nice. Charming. Funny. Able to keep a conversation going. We even traded a few safe-for-work selfies. But I know there is always a heck of a lot of difference between the person you pretend to be and the person you are. Hell, I met some real clunkers back in my dating days – guys who seemed sweet and friendly when they were getting to know you, but turned into colossal a-holes during the course of a single dinner. For all I know, this Tyrone guy could be a complete waste of time as well. 

But there is one thing I really do like about him already. Even though Leon put us in contact with the explicit intention that we might have sex together, Tyrone

hasn’t once even discussed the possibility. That fact alone makes me more interested in meeting with him. He hasn’t tried to pressure me or joke about the potential of us having sex. I feel valued as a woman. Heck, maybe he and I could become friends and not sexual partners if this arrangement goes sideways. 

Besides, maybe I’m not Tyrone’s type. For all we know, he might be into redheads or bigger boobs or chunkier women. He might not like anything about me, the mousey-haired petite woman with the small boobs and tiny ass. I thought black guys liked a little more meat on their women, anyway. 

I find a recent selfie sent to me by Tyrone and open it up. He is a good-looking guy, I gotta admit. Maybe a few years older than myself and Leon, but not too much. He has close-cropped black hair and deep, dark eyes and a hell of a smile. 

Big white teeth gleam behind his wide, full lips. He wears glasses that make him look both cute and intellectual at the same time. He looks like a nice guy. I don’t know if he looks like someone I could climb into bed with, but then what does that person look like? Did I feel the same way about any of the few men I’ve taken to my bed? For that matter, did I look at Leon and somehow know that he would one day become my husband? No, I didn’t. So I’m going to approach tonight – and this handsome stranger – with the same open mind and willing attitude as always. Maybe things will happen. Maybe they won’t. But if things do happen, it’ll be because I want them to, not because my husband is pressuring me. 

‘Why black guys?’

The question comes out of my mouth before I can stop myself. It’s something I’ve been wondering privately for a while now, pretty much since the first time Leon confessed his secret fantasy to me. Why black guys? It seems really specific. Like, he could picture me with anyone in the world – a celebrity, a football player, a movie star – but he has fixated on the very specific fantasy of me with a black guy. I honestly can’t tell if it’s kinda racist or not. 

Leon purses his lips in thought, watching the traffic ahead through the windshield. He rolls the car forward slowly. I can see the glittering lights of the airport ahead of us now, a beacon of civilization on this dark, wet day. 

‘I guess… it’s kinda taboo,’ he says, speaking slowly, as though coming to understand it himself fully for the first time. ‘I mean, there’s the race thing, you

know, like being dominated by a black man? That’s kinda hot, like he’s putting us in our place or taking reparations or something like that.’

I frown for a moment, but don’t interrupt. A thought crosses my mind – is my body repayment for slavery? 

‘Plus,’ Leon says, starting to warm to the subject now, ‘black guys are statistically bigger than white men. Obviously, not all of them, but the ones who are bigger are way bigger, you know?’

I nod. 

‘And I guess I’ve always felt kinda insecure about my size, so watching you with someone who’s way bigger…’ His voice fades for a moment. He flicks the blinker and pulls into the exit lane, heading for the airport. ‘It’s hard to describe. 

It’s like a mixture of shame and humiliation and total arousal. I can’t describe how hot it would be to see you with someone much bigger than myself.’

‘We have the toy for that,’ I say, trying to be delicate and diplomatic. The last thing I want to do is crush his fantasy. 

‘Yeah,’ he says, ‘we do. But it’s not just that.’ He pauses for a moment, concentrating on the road ahead as the traffic starts to ease up heading toward the airport. ‘It’s like a total package thing. Back in high school, all the girls I started crushing on were only interested in the basketball players or the black football guys. They had this kind of attitude about them – the guys did – like they could fuck anyone they wanted and they didn’t even care. I don’t know… I guess it left an impression on me. Does any of this make sense?’

I nod again, slowly absorbing everything he’s just told me. It all makes sense, in a strangely twisted way. 

‘And just so you know,’ he says, ‘I love you so goddamn much for even coming this far. I love that I can tell you things like this and not feel stupid or embarrassed about it.’

‘I love that you can tell me things like this,’ I say. 

‘I want you to want this,’ he says. ‘So if you don’t want to go through with it, we won’t. Okay?’

He looks me in the eyes again. I smile and nod. 

‘I want this too,’ I say. 

****

‘There he is.’

My husband points to a small circular table near the wall of the airport hotel lounge. There are a few comfortable-looking chairs for weary travelers to sit in and take a load off. A scattered handful of the chairs are already occupied by tired-looking people from all walks of life – seasoned businessmen and women; people passing through; a couple of frazzled-looking individuals on an unexpected layover. Leon is pointing to a table with three chairs stationed around it. Two of the chairs are empty. The third is occupied by a handsome, dark-skinned man I immediately recognize from his selfies. He wears a pair of glasses and scrolls through a tablet sitting idly across his lap, scratching his chin with the other hand. He’s dressed in a sharp blue suit that highlights the deep, rich color of his skin. 

The sight of this man in the flesh makes my heart skip a beat. He’s undeniably gorgeous, but I keep asking myself if I would be here if it wasn’t for Leon’s insistence. Probably not. 

Keep an open mind, Maria, I remind myself. 

Tyrone glances up from his tablet and sees us. A wide smile crosses his face, making him look even more charming and boyish than before. He tucks his tablet into a bag under the table and stands to greet us. I’m struck by just how damned tall he is. Easily a few inches taller than my husband and he towers over me by at least a whole head. This guy must be well over six feet tall, maybe close to six and a half. 

Leon shakes Tyrone’s hand and the two men greet one another like old acquaintances. 

‘Great to see you again,’ Tyrone says. 

‘Likewise,’ says Leon. ‘Have you been here long?’

‘Not at all,’ Tyrone says, shaking his head. The big man turns to me. I hold out my hand to shake, but instead he offers me a hug. I take it, allowing his arms to envelope me. He smells good. I return his hug, surprised by how firm his body feels beneath his clothes. For the first time, I feel a ripple of excitement alongside the apprehension twisting in my gut. 

‘I hope this isn’t awkward,’ Tyrone says, whispering into my ear. ‘Just so you know, I have no expectations, okay? Totally no pressure.’

‘Okay,’ I say, allowing myself to relax a fraction under his touch. 

The big man releases me and gestures for us to join him at the table. He pulls out a chair for me and I take it with thanks. Leon sits in the last remaining seat. The three of us sit around the small table in a loose triangle formation, Leon to my left, Tyrone to my right. 

‘Can I get you a drink?’ Tyrone says. ‘I’ve only had a coke so far, but if you want something stronger…’

‘I’ll get a coke,’ Leon says. ‘I’m driving.’

‘Can I get a martini?’ I say. The butterflies in my stomach have taken flight and now swirl around inside me. I need something strong to calm me down. 

Tyrone nods. He turns to a passing waitress and raises a finger. She stops and listens to him order in obedient silence, a friendly smile on her face. Tyrone has a powerful, commanding presence that makes people respond like this. When he’s finished listing our drinks, the waitress nods and heads to the bar. 

‘So,’ Tyrone says, turning his attention back to us, ‘how was your drive out here?’

‘Fine,’ Leon says with a shrug. ‘What about your flight?’

‘So-so.’ Tyrone chuckles to himself. ‘I’ve had better, I’ve had worse.’

‘What is it you do?’ I say, my eyes drawn to his dark, handsome face. Is this a face I could get lost in? Is this a face I want to see while we make love? I don’t know. 

‘Insurance,’ he says. ‘Not the usually kind, though. I help multi-million-dollar corporations with claims and queries and issues. It’s busy and very hands-on, but I get to travel around the country almost every week. It’s a good job.’

‘Are you in town for long?’ I ask the question innocently enough but can’t stop myself from blushing when the words are spoken. 

‘A few days,’ Tyrone says. ‘Maybe a week.’

The waitress returns with our drinks and places them all on the table. She asks Tyrone if he requires anything else. He gives a polite shake of his head and she scurries away again. Tyrone takes his drink and raises it to us. We do the same with our drinks. I bring the glass in closer and place my lips on the straw. It tastes good – and strong. Warmth ripples down my throat. This is exactly what I need right now. 

‘Aw, damn,’ Tyrone says. ‘I forgot to ask the waitress if they had any nuts. Leon, would you mind asking at the bar for me?’

My husband nods, pleased to be acknowledged by our new friend, and walks over to the bar, leaving me alone with Tyrone. The big man glances over his shoulder, making sure Leon is out of earshot. Then he leans across his chair toward me. 

‘This is probably really uncomfortable for you,’ he says, ‘so I don’t mind at all if you want to head off early, or cancel, or anything like that. The last thing I want is for this to be awkward.’

‘No, no,’ I say, swallowing another mouthful of my deliciously strong martini. 

‘I’m fine, it’s okay. It’s just… we’ve never done anything like this before. I don’t know what we’re supposed to do.’

He nods, apparently anticipating this answer. 

‘Nobody is expecting anything,’ he says. ‘We’re just three friends having drinks and catching up. Nothing has to go further if you don’t want it to.’

‘I know that,’ I say, ‘it’s just… I don’t want to let him down.’

Leon returns from the bar empty-handed. He sits back in the chair and offers Tyrone a shake of his head. 

‘No nuts,’ Leon says. 

Tyrone shrugs. ‘Damn.’

We drink and talk for a while. Tyrone is every bit as charming, amusing, and talkative as is was in his messages. I don’t feel any trace of awkwardness or embarrassment, even though I’m dressed up for a sexy date and these two guys are not. One drink becomes two and time slips past, unnoticed. People around come and go, but we stay here, laughing and talking. 

By the time my second martini is gone, I’m buzzing comfortably and enjoying myself. I feel way more at ease than I imagined. All my earlier apprehensions and doubts and worries have fizzled away to nothing. Partly because of the booze, but mostly because Tyrone is so interesting and charming and funny. I can’t take my eyes away from him. The way he looks at me; the way he smiles at me – if I were a teenager again, I’d be blushing and biting my lip. He makes me feel like the center of his attention. He makes me feel comfortable and relaxed, like we’ve known each other for years. I don’t feel nasty or cheap, like I worried about earlier. I feel calm and peaceful. 

Tyrone and Leon talk about their respective jobs for a few minutes. I get the sense that Leon is trying to outdo the black man, but Tyrone has him beat for sheer variety and volume of interesting stories. They laugh together while I watch our new friend’s eyes twinkling with amusement. I try to picture those eyes looking me up and down. I try to picture his large hands on my body. I try to picture his dark lips pressing against my neck. The thought sends a wave of warm arousal coursing through my sex. 

I did not expect that. Sure, the guy is attractive, but I didn’t expect to feel attracted to him. That fact shocks me. But the more I think about it, the more sense it makes. He’s attractive and clearly attracted to me. He’s sweet and thoughtful and also sexy as all hell. 

How many wives and girlfriends in this world would kill to be in my position right now? How many women would jump at the chance to be shared with a

gorgeous, charming man by their husband? How many girls would love the opportunity to be where I am right now, facing the choice of having sex with this stunning black man? 

Now I sit back in my chair and ask myself the one question that’s been rattling through my head over and over, ever since my husband first asked me to fulfil his fantasy all those weeks and months ago: could I really have sex with another man? 

The answer is yes. 

I could have sex with this man. And the thought of it makes me tingle with excitement. 

Tyrone drains the last drops of his second glass of coke and looks between myself and Leon, assessing us both thoughtfully. 

‘The rooms here are pretty comfortable,’ he says, his voice a deep, rich purr. ‘It might be worth checking into one instead of driving back home. Would you…

like to see the rooms?’

This is it. Moment of truth. All on the line now. He’s extended us a perfect invitation to go upstairs with him, as well as an excuse not to go any further if we don’t want to. 

Leon looks at me and shrugs, gesturing with a hand. It’s up to you. Despite the nonchalance of his movements, his eyes gleam with hope and lust. 

There is a long pause for a moment. Both men waiting for me to respond. 

Waiting for me to determine how this night will unfold. Waiting for me to choose whether or not I fuck this beautiful black stranger. 

‘Sure,’ I say, at last. ‘It might be nice to stay here for one night. Like a mini vacation.’

Tyrone’s smile illuminates the table. He gestures the waitress across and pays the check. Leon and I get up and step to one side, just out of earshot. My husband looks like a kid on Christmas morning – one who just found out that the biggest present has his name on it. 

‘Thank you,’ he says in a fierce whisper, hugging me tight. ‘Thank you so much for doing this.’

‘Just so we’re clear,’ I say, returning his embrace, ‘I’m doing this for me, okay? 

I’m not doing anything I don’t want to.’

Tyrone grabs his bag from under the table and joins us. 

‘This way,’ he says, gesturing for us to walk with him. Tyrone takes my right arm and Leon takes my left. The three of us walk through the hotel lobby together as one unit. I feel both charmed and amused. Nobody looks at us twice. 

Nobody notices that this petite little wife is being walked up to a bedroom by her husband and another man. I feel so damn short walking next to Tyrone, even in my heels. 

We ride the elevator up the hotel together, Tyrone chatting amiably about this and that. I can’t concentrate on what he’s saying, though. My mind is reeling and whirring. My heart is pounding. My head feels light. This is really happening. 

This is real. And I’m excited about it. 

Tyrone walks out of the elevator first and guides us down the hallway to his room. He opens the door and lets us walk inside first. As we step in, he turns on the lights and closes the door. The room is wide and comfortable. It looks like every other airport hotel in history. Big bed. Comfy chair. Wide windows looking out on the surrounding landscape. Nothing special. 

Leon walks over to the window and looks out, but I can tell that he’s not really admiring the view. He’s got his ‘deep in thought’ face on. 

Tyrone kicks off his shoes and hangs up his jacket. 

‘Can I offer you a drink?’ he says. ‘I think there’s a minibar in here.’

I only barely hear what he says. My mind is occupied on other things – like the shape of his powerful body beneath that tight shirt, or the lingering elephant strutting around the room and blowing its trumpet. We’re all here for the same reason, right? What’s the point in pretending anything else? 

‘Maybe we should get this party started,’ I say, popping a button on my already-low blouse to reveal the plain bra beneath. Tyrone’s eyebrows raise in surprise, 

but he quickly recovers and smiles at me. My husband gasps from somewhere off to the side. I ignore him. My attention is on the towering ebony giant in front of me. 

Tyrone steps closer and reaches out a hand. He pops the next button on my blouse. I don’t stop him. 

‘You want to do this?’ he says. 

I pause for a moment, steeling myself. Then I say an emphatic, ‘Yes.’

He unbuttons the front of my blouse and lets it hang open, admiring my body and bra for a long moment. How long has it been since another man checked out my body like this? I can’t remember. The last man to enjoy this kind of experience was Leon, and that was many years ago now. I almost blush under his gaze. He clearly approves of what he sees. 

‘Your turn,’ I say. 

Tyrone begins to unbutton his shirt. I sit down on the edge of the bed, watching like an audience in the theatre. He shoots me a grin and makes a show of undressing, popping open his shirt with exaggerated, dramatic gestures. I laugh and clap. Leon chuckles behind me. He sounds nervous. More than I do, anyway. 

The shirt hits the floor. Tyrone poses in front of me, flexing his arms to show off his physique. Goddamn if it isn’t the most impressive masculine figure I’ve ever seen with my own two eyes before. 

I holler and whoop my approval like a drunk bachelorette ogling the stripper. 

Tyrone laughs and steps closer to the bed. My heartbeat quickens. He places his hands on my body and I inhale sharply. He bends forward and presses his lips to my cheek. 

‘You want to have some fun?’ he says. 

‘Yes.’

He takes my hand and guides it to his waistband. I pop the button and pull down the zipper. His manhood feels warm beneath the fabric. It feels coiled and ready, but not hard yet. I ease down his pants and let them fall away. I blink in shock at

what lies beneath. Tyrone’s shorts sport a huge bulge in the front that extends partway down his thigh. 

‘Is that-?’ I say, catching myself before I say something stupid and obvious. 

‘Yep,’ he says, a note of smug pride in his voice. 

‘Jesus.’

I stare at his package for a moment in stunned silence. The man isn’t even hard, but I can already see that he’s far, far bigger than I could have imagined. Did Leon know he was this big? 

‘So, I’m in my underwear,’ Tyrone says. ‘Feeling a little overdressed here. Care to help a brother out?’

‘Huh? Oh!’

I get off the bed quickly, springing up into his arms. He embraces me and his hands find the zipper at the back of my skirt. It only takes him a second to part the clasp and my skirt is history. 

We stand in front of each other in just our underwear for a moment, enjoying the unfamiliar new sights and smells. Me, the petite white wife. Him, the tall black beefcake. Holy crap. This is really happening. 

He slips his arms around my waist and leans in to kiss me. I turn my face away at the last second and he kisses my neck instead. I don’t know why. It feels too intimate. Yeah, I’m fully prepared to have sex with this man, but kissing is too intimate for me. It doesn’t make sense. 

His big, thick lips graze the sensitive parts of my neck and I gasp. My hands reach around his firm back and claw at his dark skin. I glance over at Leon. My husband is sitting in the seat at the end of the bed, eyes wide, jaw slack. He looks like a stunned yokel. 

‘Is this what you want?’ I say. 

Leon nods. 

Tyrone unclasps my bra. I let him take it off me. His eyes sparkle at the sight of my bare breasts. I’ve always been self-conscious of my small chest, but his face lights up like my tits are the best thing he’s ever seen. He bends down and eagerly sucks on one nipple, teasing the other with a thumb. The feel of his strange new tongue and hands makes me gasp with delighted shock. He’s enjoying me and I’m glad that he’s enjoying me. 

My hands make their way down to his shorts. A voice in my head says that I should stop here; that I should check in with Leon one last time. But my hands don’t listen to that voice. I reach into his shorts and grasp him. 

‘Oh my – wow!’ I say. 

He’s thick. He’s firm. He’s big. I know the stereotype about black guys, but holy shit. 

Tyrone steps back and lets me push his shorts down. His manhood swings free. 

Yes – it swings, like a powerful black pendulum. He is beyond gifted. This thing is probably two or three inches longer than Leon’s, but it’s so thick that the thought of being fucked by it makes my knees weak. 

Leon exhales. It sounds like he’s been shot in the gut. But I can’t look away from the sight in front of me. This is all mine for tonight. 

‘Do you want…’ I say, my voice almost a whisper. ‘Uh, do you want me to suck it?’

‘Sure,’ he says, with a casual shrug. ‘But you might be more comfortable on the bed.’

He reaches down and scoops me into his arms. Before I even know what’s happening, he’s spun me around and placed me on the bed, my head over the edge. I laugh with hysterical glee. I’ve just been manhandled by him and it was great! 

‘Holy fucking fuck!’ I say, unable to keep myself from crying out with delight. I laugh at my own enthusiasm, surprised by Tyrone’s strength and passion. ‘This is awesome!’

I can’t remember the last time I was this vocal in the bedroom. Even in my

wildest, most intensely erotic experiences with Leon, I’ve only made little squeals and whimpers. But here and now – with Tyrone’s big, powerful body against mine, throwing me around like a goddamn rag doll – I feel like the craziest slut on earth and I love it. I look over at Leon with a wide, excited smile on my face, but his expression makes me pause. His grin looks like a grimace, as though he’s in pain. 

‘Leon?’ I say. ‘What’s the matter, honey? Am I not doing it right?’

Tyrone steps in front of me for a moment, his powerful legs blocking the edges of my view like old videos on a widescreen TV. His huge, meaty cock points right at my drool-covered lips. He wants more and – God Almighty! – I’m gonna give it to him. But the look of anguish on my husband’s face confuses me. Isn’t this what he wanted? Isn’t this his greatest fantasy? 

‘Yeah,’ he says, voice tight. ‘Yeah, honey – you’re doing great. It’s just… I’m having second thoughts.’

‘Huh?’ His words take me totally by surprise, but there’s no time to absorb them. 

My lips part and Tyrone’s delicious black cock pushes forward and enters my mouth. 

I look at my husband from upside-down, watching his face twist and his jaw clench as Tyrone slowly and carefully fucks my face over the edge of the bed. 

The momentary shock I feel at my husband’s reaction is quickly gone –

consumed by need and greed and lust for the big, powerful man standing before me. I love the way his shaft fills my mouth so completely. He’s so big that I can barely use my tongue. Leon’s penis doesn’t come anywhere close to this when I give him blowjobs. 

‘N-never mind,’ Leon says, but his voice is distant now. Far away. I can barely hear it over the sound of my own gulping as I try to make room in my mouth for Tyrone’s amazing manhood. 

‘Mmm, yeah,’ Tyrone says, his rich voice filled with lust. ‘You got it good. Just like that.’

His hands caress my body, pawing at me with both need and restraint at the same time. I can’t get over how much bigger his hands feel compared to my husband’s. Tyrone cups each of my breasts easily; kneading and squeezing and

caressing the firm flesh, teasing my nipples at the same time. My body tingles with the thrill. This the naughtiest, sexiest thing I have ever done. My sex is so hot I swear it’s burning through my underwear. 

Tyrone’s hands slide down my body. As he moves, that huge cock slides further into my mouth. My eyes water with the effort of not choking on him. His fingers slip beneath the fabric of my underwear and I let out a deep, throaty groan of primal satisfaction at the feel of him. Tyrone’s firm, strong fingers stroke my slick lips; teasing me, parting me, carefully preparing me. The thought of this mouth-filling monster entering my tight womanhood makes my chest clench. 

There’s no way I can take him inside me. No way. It’s not possible. 

Leon grips the chair so tight his knuckles have turned pale. He still has that grimace on his face, as though sitting on something super uncomfortable. But his pants have that all-too-familiar bulge in the front. Despite the discomfort, my husband is enjoying the sight of me acting out his deepest desire. 

I grab Tyrone’s powerful legs now, loving the firmness of his dark skin and the way it contrasts my pale fingers. He responds to my touch, pumping my mouth deeper and harder while he continues to deftly explore my aching sex. I need him so much. I’ve never felt this turned on before. This was Leon’s fantasy, but I’m doing this for me now. 

Tyrone slides both hands under my panties and pushes them down. I lift my hips and let him totally undress me. He groans at the sight of my neatly trimmed mound. I open my legs wider, letting him see everything. I want him to see all I have to offer. He’s been with dozens of women, I’m sure about that, but he will always remember the night he fucked me. 

He bends forward now, pushing that huge cock as far into my mouth as I can take it, and places his lips against mine. Fuck, even his mouth feels bigger than my husbands. The feel of his lips and breath on my intimate parts sends shockwaves of pleasure through me. I look at Leon, watching my husband’s face twist and turn, oscillating between pain and pleasure. He doesn’t know if he loves or hates it. I don’t care right now. I want this for me. 

My lover kisses and sucks on my lips. I moan onto his cock and grip his legs tighter, letting him know how much I love it. He licks my firm clit and I almost scream in pleasure. I tremble all over, hips beginning to move on their own, 

trying to push my sex up into his face more and more. He kisses and licks my slit, taking his time, driving me crazy with every careful, considered movement. 

His hands slip beneath my hips and cup my ass. He sucks my clit. He swirls his tongue around the firm nub of flesh in gentle circles. He teases my entrance and sucks on my lips. 

I suck his cock like a starving woman. Everything he does drives me crazy. I have to please him. I yearn for his pleasure. More than I ever have before. I’ve never been this desperate to satisfy any man. 

Tyrone’s hips begin to rock back and forth faster now, gently pumping my mouth. Spit and drool rolls across my face but I don’t care. This is what my husband wanted, right? To see me becoming a filthy, dirty black cock whore? 

Well, that’s what he’s gonna get. 

Somewhere far away and high above me, Leon groans. I can’t tell if he’s in pain or enjoying himself. I don’t care, either. All my focus is on the cock in my mouth and the face between my legs. Warm sensations flood my body. My stomach tightens. Oh, fuck – I’m getting close! 

I moan louder, the sound muffled by Tyrone’s steadily-stroking manhood, and dig my nails into his legs. I’m on the verge of a climax already. His careful, considerate mouth is pushing me along the road to pleasure faster than anyone has ever managed before. I’m a ball of flame about to ignite if he doesn’t stop right now-But he doesn’t. 

At the feel of my nails and the sound of my groans, Tyrone delves his tongue between my folds and teases my clit with quick, gentle strokes that send bolts of pleasure through me. At the same time, he reaches around with one hand and probes my soaking pink entrance with a finger, making me tighten and clench in response. The effect it has one me is immediate and powerful. 

I look at my upside-down husband and climax for this black stranger. I come as he licks and teases my married hole. I come with his cock halfway down my greedy throat. I come and grip his legs so tight my fingers leave dimples in the skin. I come and look into my husband’s pained face the whole time. 

‘Fuck,’ Leon says in a whisper of pure agony. 

I’m in rapture. My legs shake. Toes curl. Eyes roll. Ass clenches. Every part of me is trying to squirm at once. I’m on fire. But still Tyrone continues to lap at my swollen lips and tease my spasming entrance and glide his manhood into my mouth over and over. I lay on the bed and take it all. I am here to please him. 

That’s all I want to do. 

After a few blissful moments, the sensations overpower me. My womanhood becomes overly sensitive. I can’t take any more. I slap his leg, tapping out. 

Please, no more! I can’t keep going! 

Tyrone plants one final kiss on my sex and slowly stands back up. He keeps his throbbing length deep in my throat the whole time, letting me suck and taste him a little more. Then he gently steps back and his shaft slides out of my mouth with a wet slop. 

I lay on the bed, unable to move, panting. That was insane. If I could go back an hour or two and tell myself what would be happening here tonight… I never would have believed me. 

‘You like that?’ Tyrone says, smiling down at me. 

I nod. 

Tyrone sits on the bed next to me, lazily placing a hand on my bare breast. It’s like he owns me. 

‘You okay over there?’ he says to Leon. 

‘Yeah,’ Leon says, voice faint. ‘It’s just… that was a lot more intense than I was expecting.’

Tyrone chuckles to himself. He reaches down to his discarded pants and takes something from the pocket. I hear the familiar rustle of a foil packet. A condom. 

The sound brings out a confused mixture of feelings in me. Firstly, excitement –

he wants to fuck me. Secondly, disappointment – I desperately want to feel him for real. Thirdly, acceptance – I guess it’s better to be safe. 

‘If you thought that was intense,’ Tyrone says with a small laugh, ‘wait ‘til you see this.’

He tears the condom wrapper open with his teeth and takes out the latex sheathe. 

I can see it’s so much bigger than the ones Leon used to wear. The wrapper has the letters XL printed on it. Tyrone places the latex circle on the tip of his gleaming black manhood and gently unrolls it down the length. My eyes widen at how far the condom seems to unroll. Leon has never unrolled one this far before. 

‘How do you want to do this?’ Tyrone says. 

‘She likes it from behind,’ Leon says. 

‘From behind, huh?’ Tyrone flashes me a grin. ‘All right.’

He slides back across the bed and offers me a hand. I take it and he pulls me upright. I turn around and get on my hands and knees, looking at my husband. 

He nods at me. Sweat lines his brow. His face is red. His knuckles are white. 

‘Are you really sure about this?’ I say. 

Leon nods once, jaw clenched and eyes blazing. 

Tyrone gets to his knees behind me and I take a deep breath. My jaw aches a little from the size of him. God only knows how my pussy will feel after this. 

‘I love you,’ I say. 

‘Love you too,’ Leon says, voice thick with emotion. 

Then Tyrone presses the tip of his manhood to my entrance and all thoughts of my husband are eradicated. I gasp. Grip the bed. Roll my eyes. Moan. Groan. 

Cry out. 

He pushes deeper inside me. The head of his shaft is barely inside me and already he’s stretched me out more than anyone else. I hold onto the bed for dear life. Fuck, it’s way too big! 

Tyrone keeps pushing forward, keeps pressing his length inside me. My vagina resists for one moment, then relaxes. My entrance stretches out to allow him inside. It’s both painful and blissful at the same time, like when I lost my virginity all those years ago. He slowly leans forward and his full, powerful

length tunnels into me, filling and stretching and expanding my womanhood like nothing I’ve ever experienced before. I thought that black dildo was the biggest thing I could ever take. I was wrong. This man fills me far more than anything in my life and it feels so much better. He’s red-hot and pulsing with life and I can feel him pressing deeper and deeper, almost all the way to my belly. 

‘Jesus Christ!’ My words are an exhalation of utter passion. ‘Are you all the way inside?’

‘About half,’ he says, with a breathy chuckle. 

‘Fuck!’ I shake my head. ‘Okay, fuck! I can’t… fuck!’

Tyrone stops pushing his manhood inside me. He slowly begins to rock back and forth on the spot, letting my sensitive and over-stuffed pussy slowly get used to this size and shape of him. My elbows buckle and I faceplant the bed. I moan wildly now, making more noise than ever before. I gasp and wail and breathe hard, letting him how much I love the feel of him inside me. If all black guys are this big, then I’ve been missing out my whole life. I’ve got some serious catching up to do! 

‘He’s so fucking big!’ I say, managing to lift my head up high enough to look over at Leon. ‘Holy shit, he’s fucking huge!’

‘Does… does it feel good?’ Leon says, eyes bulging out of his head. 

I nod desperately, gasping for air. Now Tyrone begins to build up his speed a little more. He strokes me harder, gradually pushing more and more of his length into me with each thrust. I moan for him, feeling my sex tighten again, juices flowing down his shaft as heat begins to build inside my chest once more. If I thought being eaten out by a stranger in front of my husband was hot, then being fucked by one is utterly volcanic. 

‘Tight fucking pussy,’ Tyrone says behind me in a deep growl. ‘So goddamn tight.’

His words send me over the edge. I let out a shrill wail of ecstasy and my hips buck and rock into him. My fingers clench the bed. Breath catches in my throat. 

I shudder and scream and surrender to him. 

Tyrone doesn’t miss a moment. He forces his length all the way inside me. I damn near fall off the bed. My shrill wail becomes a breathless gasp. This is better than anything I’ve ever felt before. I’ve never come twice so close together like this, either. 

He fucks me harder now, grabbing my hips and driving himself into me over and over again. All that earlier gentleness and consideration is gone. He is openly fucking me in front of my husband and I love it. His big hands hold my shuddering hips tightly in place as he savagely fucks me. 

My orgasm passes. I lay my face down into the bed, letting him down whatever he wants to my body. It’s his property now. He owns me. He controls me. This black man is in charge of me now, for as long as he wants. 

I moan into the bed again and again, unable to do anything else except take it. 

He spanks my ass and I cry out. I’ve never liked being spanked – until now. I’ll do anything he wants me to do. 

‘Yeah!’ Tyrone cries out, pushing himself all the way inside me. Every last inch of his thick black cock is buried deep in my tight pink pussy. My legs twitch and spasm. I inhale sharply and try not to scream. He spanks my ass again. ‘Now you get on top. Show that cuck what he’s missing.’

He eases out and I suddenly feel empty, like something is missing from my life. 

Despite my exhaustion, I move quickly, turning around to face him. Tyrone lays back on the bed, his black pole lying stiff across his taut stomach. I climb on top of him and ease back. He reaches down between us and guides himself back toward my gaping entrance. This time I accept him without any difficulty. I moan long and low and deep as he fills me once more. 

Across the room, my husband groans again. He has the perfect view of our bodies intertwining. The perfect view of Tyrone’s black python burrowing into my pink hole. The perfect view of his black cock -loving slut wife. 

I lay down on Tyrone. His dark arms wrap around my slender body. He grabs my ass and spreads me open, letting Leon see everything clearly. I moan and groan over and over, loving the casual way he treats my body. This is what Leon was talking about earlier – that attitude black guys have. Now I understand. 

He arches his back and thrusts up to meet me, driving his cock deeper and

deeper into me again and again. I grab his body and moan into his chest. It feels better than anything I could have imagined. He fucks me effortlessly and without any thought – as though he knows I’ll whatever he does to me. 

‘Fuck,’ Tyrone says in a breathy whisper. ‘I wish I could come inside you.’

Something snaps inside me. I make a sudden, crazy decision. I lift up and reach down between us and grasp his slick manhood. 

‘What are you…?’ Leon says from across the room. Then he realizes. ‘Oh, my God!’

But he doesn’t do anything to stop me. Tyrone grins up at me. I smile down at him and gently ease the condom up and away. I throw it on the floor and sit back down onto his bare shaft. 

‘Shit,’ I say, moaning for him. ‘That feels so much better…’

He nods, biting his lip in concentration. He starts to fuck me harder now, urgency gripping us both. He wants to come inside me. I want him to do it. Hell, my husband wants this to happen, too. 

‘Do it,’ I say, moaning like a whore. I don’t know how much more of this I can take. I’ve never had this much sex at one time. I’ve never been fucked this good, this deep, this hard, in my life. ‘Do it! Come in me. Make me your black cock slut.’

Tyrone growls like a predator about to strike. His hands grip my ass tighter. He rises up beneath me, forcing his hips upward, driving that massive cock deeper and deeper into me. I shriek with both surprise and excitement. It feels sensational. My body is being lifted into the air by his cock. 

‘Yes!’ I say. ‘Yes! Give it to me!’

He grabs my arms now and yanks them behind my back, pinning me in place, forcing me to take it all. I’m not going anywhere. We’ve come this far together, we’re gonna see it all the way through. 

I ride him, barely able to move myself. He’s doing all the work. He’s fucking me hard from beneath, holding me steady and forcing himself into my aching, 

stretched, sensitive hole. His eyes blaze with intensity. I couldn’t stop him even if I wanted to. 

He nods at me and I understand what’s about to happen. I’ve done it. I’ve taken this Godlike black alpha male and made him come with my own sexual prowess. 

I am a Goddess. I am a woman. I am a black cock slut! 

Tyrone cries out, the sound reminding me of a lion’s roar, and plunges his length all the way inside me. His thickness takes up every possible inch of space in my tunnel. I clench my sex and sit back in his lap, riding him as hard as I can. 

The first shot of red-hot lust cascades across my inner walls and I gasp. It feels so thick and plentiful – and it’s so deep inside me! Deeper than Leon has ever been. I rock back and forth in Tyrone’s lap, determined to squeeze his balls of everything they have. His come is mine. I earned it. His come belongs to me! 

Wave after wave of hot, rich, powerful come shoots deep into me. I cry out with every fresh release. He moans beneath me, hands still gripping my arms tight. I clench my sex and squeeze his shaft tight, trying to milk him with my womanhood. He moans for me. I love that sound. Leon doesn’t make noises like this. 

He empties his load into me. I accept it gratefully; greedily; noisily. I cry out loud enough for the other rooms to hear. Good – I want them all to know that I, Maria, am now a black owned wife, just like my husband wanted. 

Tyrone’s climax passes. We look into each other’s eyes for a moment, connecting on a spiritual level as well as a physical one. We’ve shared an incredible experience together, one that neither of us will ever forget. He smiles. 

I giggle, suddenly bashful, and lay on top of him, enjoying the warmth of our mutual climax. His spend pools inside me. I feel it flooding my tunnel and gently rolling down. His manhood gently begins to deflate and come leaks out of my used, swollen, puffy hole. I have never felt so well-fucked and satisfied in my life. 

‘How was your first black cock?’ Tyrone says, talking softly. 

‘Definitely not my last,’ I say, with a naughty giggle. ‘No way. That was…

wow.’

He gently pats my ass. ‘Glad your husband set this up?’

‘My…’ For a second, I’ve forgotten all about Leon, sitting in the chair at the end of the bed. I blink in shock and roll off Tyrone and turn to face Leon. ‘Did you like that? Was it what you wanted?’

Leon nods. He looks defeated somehow. But the front of his pants is still tenting. 

My husband really liked the show. 

‘Come over here,’ I say. ‘Drop your pants.’

He leaps out of the chair and fumbles with the zipper. His fingers can’t grasp the metal tag, so he ignores it and shoves his pants to the floor, taking the shorts down at the same time. My husband’s pink cock springs free, swinging in the air. 

Before now, I had always thought it was a good size. But now I know the truth. 

There are men like Leon and there are men like Tyrone and the two are most definitely not equal. 

I sit on the edge of the bed, feel warmth trickle out of my sex and into the sheets. 

I wrap my fingers around Leon’s oh-so-familiar penis and gently stroke, looking up into his face with a smile. 

‘This was amazing, honey,’ I say. ‘I’ve never been fucked like that before. His cock was so big! I’m kinda sore now, baby…’

Leon groans. His eyes shine. His manhood throbs in my hand. 

‘But I need you now,’ I say, with a smile. ‘I need you to fuck me now. Your cock is my favorite. I need your cock, Leon. Do you want to fuck me now?’

He nods, swallowing hard. 

‘Yeah?’ I say. ‘You gonna fuck my slutty pussy? You’re not mad I let him come in me, are you?’

He shakes his head quickly. 

‘How naughty would I be, huh? Letting two different guys come in me on the same night? Is that what you want? You want me to be a dirty, slutty, come-filled wife?’

Leon cries out. Before I even know what’s happening, sticky, creamy semen splashes across my breasts. I look down in shock to see pearly beads of release spilling out of Leon’s pulsing cock, trickling down his shaft and over my hand. 

I’m so surprised that I stop jerking him off and pull my hand away. He cries out again in frustration and covers himself up with a hand, cheeks burning. 

Tyrone laughs behind me. 

‘Looks like your husband enjoyed the show a little too much, I guess?’ he says. 

I laugh. I can’t help it. The whole situation is so crazy, so silly, so unexpected, that I don’t know what else to do. 

Leon disappears into the bathroom, cursing under his breath, pants still around his ankles. He waddles like a penguin. I laugh again and lay back on the bed, resting my head on Tyrone’s legs. 

‘That was a lot of fun,’ Tyrone says. ‘I’m real glad you decided to take a chance on me.’

‘God, so am I!’ I roll onto my side, looking up at Tyrone. He’s so comfortable, so calm. He lies there totally naked, letting me rest my head on his thigh barely a few inches away from the cock that brought me so much pleasure tonight. I lean forward and give the shaft a gentle kiss. He even smells more powerful than my husband – more masculine; more fragrant. This man is something else. 

Leon emerges from the bathroom, pants buttoned up around his waist. 

‘Okay,’ he says. ‘We better hit the road. Gotta get back before it’s late.’

I feel a sliver of disappointment. Why does he want to leave so soon? We only just wrapped up our fun. 

‘Sure, if you want,’ Tyrone says, ever the gracious host. ‘Like I said earlier, I’m in town for a few days for work. Would you like to meet up again?’

‘Yes!’ I say, without hesitation. Leon blinks in surprise. 

‘Great.’ Tyrone gets off the bed and holds out a hand to my husband, utterly unconcerned about his own nakedness. Leon forces his eyes to stay up and not

look down at the black man’s still-impressive soft cock, swinging low and free and shining with my juices. ‘I expect to find you both in here tomorrow at seven thirty. Don’t be late.’

‘We won’t,’ I say. 

Leon shakes Tyrone’s offered hand and nods his head toward the door. I get up slowly and begin to dress. The reality of what just happened starts to dawn on me. I just fucked a black guy in front of my husband. I just had the best damn sex of my life with someone else. Shit. This all feels wrong… and right at the same time. 

‘Can’t wait to see you again,’ Tyrone says. 

‘Me neither.’ I pull my underwear back into place and slip my bra back on. I embrace the black man in a hug, still amazed at how much he towers over me. 

The thought of having sex with him again sends a thrill across my sore and swollen lips. 

Leon gathers my clothes and helps me dress. I get the feeling that he wants to get out of here as fast as possible. In a few moments, I’m dressed and presentable again. Only my hair and smudged makeup give any indication of what happened here. That and the dried come on my hand. 

‘See you,’ Leon says. He grabs my hand and pulls me toward the door. 

‘Until tomorrow,’ Tyrone says, with a nod. 

‘This was great,’ I say. ‘Bye!’

Leon yanks open the door and we head back into the hallway. He doesn’t say a word to me as we walk. He stays quiet in the elevator and through the lobby and out into the parking lot. 

It’s not until we’re both in the car and the doors are closed that he finally turns to me and says what’s on his mind. 

‘I… uh… I can’t believe we did that.’

His expression is both shocked and remorseful. 

‘Believe it, honey,’ I say. ‘We did that. Well, I did that.’

‘Did you enjoy it?’ he says. ‘Like, you weren’t pretending?’

I shake my head. ‘That was better than I could have imagined. I loved it. We’re totally coming back tomorrow. And every night until he leaves.’

Leon nods and starts the car. He looks like he’s just survived a traumatic experience. I place my hand on his and smile at him. 

‘Thank you,’ I say, ‘for asking me to do this. I’m so glad we did it. This was the best night of my life.’

He smiles, lips pinched tight, and eases on the gas. We roll out of the parking lot and head back to the main road together – a man and his wife. 

His black owned wife. 

His insatiable, cock-hungry, black owned whore of a wife. 
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 He wants me. I want him. We’re both consenting adults. What do I care about my vows? 

 Emily is on the verge of fulfilling her husband Andrew’s greatest fantasy – to have sex with another man. But before she can take her date to the next level, Andrew calls, unsure if he can really go through with this. 

 Although her husband has his doubts, Emily has never been so sure of herself. 

 She wants to go through with this – even if Andrew is on the phone, listening to every filthy moment…

‘Emily?’ Andrew says, his faint voice floating up from next to my lover’s naked leg. ‘Are you there?’

I push my breasts together with my hands, enveloping Clark’s shaft. He grins rolls his hips, pumping my full, hard tits. I spit on his cock head, moaning at the sensation of his red-hot shaft gliding up and down my breasts. It feels fucking fantastic. My husband isn’t big enough to do this. 

‘I’m here, honey,’ I say, another moan of delight escaping my lips. ‘Clark’s fucking my titties!’

‘He’s doing what?’

Clark rocks his hips harder and says in a loud, clear voice, ‘I’m fucking your wife’s tits!’

My husband falls into stunned silence. I can almost hear him trembling. Clark groans as he uses my body for his own pleasure. That knowledge drives me crazy with lust. 

‘He’s really enjoying my big, hard tits, honey. He says, Thank you for buying them.’

Andrew makes a moan. The sound is a perfect blend of pleasure and pain. 

‘Emily, please…’ he says, in a pathetic whimper. ‘Please come home. Don’t do this.’

Clark pushes my head down. His big cock slips effortlessly between my tits and into my mouth with every thrust. He growls; a low, breathy sound of blissful satisfaction. I make delighted little giggles every time the head of his cock passes my lips. 

Finally, I lift up my head and respond to my husband. I say, ‘Not yet, honey. I haven’t fucked him yet. Wasn’t that the biggest part of your fantasy?’

I stand up and push Clark back onto the bed. He lies down, hard cock pulsing toward the roof like an arrow pointing to heaven. God, he looks incredible. Hard body, hard cock, arrogant, horny smile on his handsome face. I take my panties off and stand naked in his bedroom. He looks me up and down, studying my figure, eyes glittering with triumph and lust. 

‘I don’t think I wanna share you!’ Andrew says, imploring desperately. I know that tone. That’s the voice he uses when he knows it’s too late to change my mind. I don’t think I wanna paint the bathroom green! Too late, honey. Far too late. 

I push the phone further onto the bed, moving it away from us. I climb up onto my lover and slowly kiss his chest, sending little tingles through his body. I hear him inhale harsh, sharp breaths. His hands paw at my body. 

‘Emily?’ Andrew says, his voice faint and pathetic in the room. The sound of my husband’s pleading, begging voice makes Clark’s wicked grin broaden. 

‘Honey,’ I say, straddling Clark’s body, ‘I know that we talked about this and we agreed on using condoms if things ever went this far… but, honestly, his cock is fucking beautiful. I really wanna feel it inside me properly. I don’t want him to wear a condom. I want to feel it. You don’t mind if Clark fucks me bareback…

do you?’

Also Available from Andrea Martin Cuckoldress:

Hubby Bends Over

‘Don’t look at me like that, honey,’ she says. ‘We both know where this toy is going…’

 Megan knows what it feels like to control a man in mind, body and spirit. For her, the thrill comes from breaking a man and forcing him to yield everything he has. She’s been a cuckoldress for most of her marriage to Josh, but their relationship is about to change forever. 

 Tonight, Josh is going to learn the real truth about power and control. This submissive cuckold husband is going to bend over and take it like a man. 

‘Oh, look at you,’ I say, taunting him, ‘look how easily you suck that cock! Are you sure you’ve never done this before?’

He shakes his head, the collar jingling like chimes. 

‘No?’ I say. ‘Not even once? I can imagine you at a rest stop bathroom, sucking dick through a glory hole. I bet you would love that.’

Before he can respond, I push the dildo further into his mouth, until every purple inch is buried between his lips. His eyes water with the effort of not choking. My sweet little husband has six inches of my girl cock in his throat. 

‘Come on,’ I say, grabbing a fistful of his short hair. ‘Show me how thankful you are. I bought this cock for you! I’m not gonna suck it.’

I start to move his head back and forth, forcing him to fellate the dildo. After a few moments, he gets the idea and starts moving on his own, sucking my cock like a good bitch. A tear rolls down his face. 

‘Do you like the taste of my cock?’ I say. 

He doesn’t answer. I pull the cock out of his mouth and slap him hard across the cheek with my free hand. 

‘Hey, cocksucker!’ I say, pulling the chain tight and forcing him to look up at me. ‘I asked you a fucking question! Do you like the taste of my cock?’

‘Yes Goddess,’ he says, panting, spit and drool leaking from the corners of his mouth. 

I pull his head toward me again, shoving the dildo to the back of his throat. He takes it all like a good little bitch, hands at his sides, even when she starts to make those cute gagging noises. My boyfriends love hearing me make those sounds when I deepthroat their cocks. I can see why. It’s fucking adorable hearing someone put your own pleasure before their ability to breathe. 

Josh bobs his head back and forth, his lips dragging up and down the shaft. I watch his spit slowly coat the purple shaft. After a few moments, I begin to get bored. He’s just going through the motions. I want him to enjoy it. 

‘Come on, you worthless bitch!’ I say, grabbing a fistful of his hair, seeing pain contort his face. ‘Suck it better! Pretend you’re sucking my boyfriend’s cock!’

He starts to move a little faster now, beginning to get the hang of giving a blowjob. I see his tongue flick out and around the shaft as he moves his head at different speeds and angles. 

‘That’s it, just like that,’ I say, stroking his hair with affection. ‘You’re a good little cocksucker, aren’t you?’

He makes a throaty groan of agreement. I let him move at his own pace for a few moments, until I’m sure he’s well acquainted with the size and thickness of my

toy. Then I tug the chain a couple of times, pulling him deeper onto the shaft. He looks up at me each time, tears filling his eyes. He looks so adorable like that –

on his knees, wearing a collar and panties and stockings, his cock all caged up and a helpless look on his face. It’s enough to make a girl weak at the knees –

shame I’m not the kind of girl who gets weak at the knees. 

‘You’re good at this,’ I say, teasing him. ‘I want you to get my cock nice and wet. We both know where this is going next, don’t we?’

Also Available from Andrea Martin Cuckoldress:

Love, Honor & Obey

 I’m the luckiest woman on earth. I have a man who loves me and satisfies my heart and mind, and another who satisfies my body and soul. It’s the perfect arrangement…

 It’s the night of Kayla and Jerry’s wedding, but this couple won’t be celebrating in the usual way. While most newlyweds spend the wedding night locked in passion with one another, this couple enjoy a very different lifestyle – one that their best man is going to enjoy to the full! 

He watches me in both fascination and horror as I slide the rings into place over his manhood. The metal touches his bare skin and he gasps in shock. The device fits snug over his length, trapping him completely inside. The cage snaps into place around the base of his cock, cupping his balls at the same time. He moans in defeat and pain, the freezing metal rings gripping him tight. Then I close the loop, trapping his penis in this tiny, freezing cold prison. I run my hand lovingly over the cage and his shaved groin, enjoying the way he shudders at my touch. 

‘This is so much better,’ I say. ‘Don’t you feel relieved? Now you don’t even have to think about your dick, it’s not even a factor in your life anymore. I think I’m going to leave that on until our anniversary.’

I stand up. Lucas releases Jerry. Tears of pain, shame, and humiliation roll down my husband’s cheeks. I grab Jerry’s hands and hold them tight. 

‘I love you, Jerry,’ I say. ‘My perfect, sweet little cuckold.’

‘I love you too,’ he says, his throat tight with emotion. Is he happy, I wonder, or does he now regret introducing me to his kink? Doesn’t matter either way. I’m enjoying myself, and that’s what turns him on the most. 

Lucas steps into place, between us and to the side, like the official did earlier when we exchanged our vows. He smiles, looking between us, and launches into his speech. 

‘We are gathered here to celebrate the cuckolding of my best friend,’ he says. 

‘I’ve known Jerry for almost my whole life now, and I couldn’t be more thrilled that he’s found a woman like Kayla – someone who understands his needs and fulfils his every need. It also helps that she gives the best blowjobs I’ve ever had!’

Lucas and I laugh. Jerry smiles, still holding my hands. 

‘Now, Jerry,’ Lucas says. ‘Do you promise to love, honor and obey your wife in all aspects both inside and outside the bedroom?’

‘I do,’ Jerry says. 

‘And do you, Kayla, promise to do everything in your power to make all Jerry’s fantasies come true?’

‘I do,’ I say, smiling like a blushing bride at my husband. 

‘Then it gives me great pleasure to pronounce you cuckold and hotwife,’ Lucas says. ‘You may kiss the bride… if she wants.’

Jerry leans forward. I turn my head and let him kiss my cheek. 

‘Thank you,’ he whispers. ‘This is… I can’t even tell you.’

‘We’re not finished yet,’ I say. ‘Go bring that chair over here.’

Jerry grabs the visitor’s chair from near the window and drags it to us, leaving little lines in the carpet. He sits down, his face coming up to my waist. Perfect. 

‘I want you to do something for me, honey,’ I say. ‘I want you to read your vows, the ones you said earlier, while I suck Lucas’s cock.’

Also Available from Andrea Martin Cuckoldress:

Hubby Opens Wide

‘Do it,’ I say. ‘Do it for me. Open your mouth, honey…’

 Half the fun of being a cuckoldress is getting to enjoy other men with your husband’s blessing. The other half is the thrill of rubbing his face in it! 

 Megan loves taunting her cuckold husband Josh. Between making love to her boyfriend in front of Josh, to pegging him with a toy, there’s no boundary she isn’t prepared to cross in pursuit of the perfect cuckold marriage. Megan is bringing her boyfriend over for yet more fun – and she’s going to give Josh some hands-on experience of his own…

‘What panties should I wear tonight?’ I say. ‘What panties should your wife wear when another man fucks her?’

‘I can choose?’ he says, a little surprised. 

For a moment, I consider denying him. Maybe even punishing him for daring to speak out of turn. But then I nod. I am a generous and kind cuckoldress, after all. 

‘Yes,’ I say. ‘Go and choose my panties for tonight. But don’t use your hands. 

Only men touch my underwear, and you’re not a man.’

Josh gets to his feet and races out of the bathroom as fast as he can, his cock cage swinging and gleaming in the light. He doesn’t have any pubic hair – I force him to shave it because he finds it humiliating to be bald and caged, like his embarrassment has nowhere to hide. The sight of my naked husband makes me laugh. 

I lean against the bathtub and check myself out in the mirror again. Our lifestyle may not be the most conventional in the world, but I really do love that man, in my own way. If I didn’t, why would I stay with him? I truly love having someone to tease and dominate at my leisure, and loves being my plaything. I’m even more grateful that Chris understands our unique relationship and enjoys all the benefits it provides. Most red-blooded men would love the opportunity to fuck another man’s wife, but very few of them would enjoy interacting with the husband as well. I love my husband, and I treasure my relationship with Chris, too. I’m a lucky, spoiled wife. 

Josh returns, my panties clamped between his lips. He’s selected a black lacy pair that make my ass look sensational. If I recall, Josh bought these for me a year or two back, when my body was still exclusively his. 

‘Good choice,’ I say, taking them out of his mouth. He beams with pride. 

I bend over and slip my legs through the holes and pull the panties into place, making sure Josh can see everything. His breathing labors as I turn around and bend forward, letting him see my ass as the fabric slips into place, covering my intimate areas. 

‘Do these look good on me, baby?’ I say, looking at him in the mirror. ‘Does my ass look good like this?’

‘Yes,’ he says, in a whisper. 

‘You can’t see it from over there,’ I say. I back up slowly across the small bathroom, reversing my butt into his caged groin. ‘There, that’s better. Now you see it…’

I grind my ass against his cock cage. He grabs my hips. 

‘No touching,’ I say. ‘Hands on your head.’

He does as I instruct, standing like a prisoner of war, naked, caged, surrendered. 

I keep rubbing my ass against his cage, enjoying the feel of the ribbed metal rings on my body. It feels strange and new and exciting. He whimpers behind me. I grind harder. 

‘This is fun,’ I say, giggling. ‘Are you enjoying this, too?’

He nods. As if there is any other way to answer that question. 

‘I like this,’ I say. ‘Does it hurt your cock? Do you wish you could take it off and fuck me?’

He whimpers again. 

I laugh and step away. I turn to face him, enjoying the mixture of emotions on his face – lust, desire, shame, embarrassment, and pain. He has a very expressive face. Before I can tease him again, the doorbell rings. We exchange a look. 

‘I hope you’re ready for tonight,’ I say. ‘Because he’s here.’

Also available from Andrea Martin Hotwife Stories:

Becoming

 Ray and Abi have been married for several years and have a good life together. 

 One night, Ray suggests spicing up their sex life by adding a third person into the mix. Intrigued, Abi begins to research the hotwife lifestyle and starts seeking another man to join them in the bedroom. Will she be able to go through it, and will it affect their marriage afterwards? 

Marcus slides a hand up my leg, to my bare thigh. His hand is warm and his skin is soft. The feel of another man’s hand on my leg is thrilling, exhilarating. I run my hands through his hair, discovering how different he feels to my husband. 

Ray sighs from across the room. I break off our kiss and look over to him. 

‘Babe?’ I say. ‘You okay?’

He nods, mouth open, eyes shining. He sits back in the chair, trying to look relaxed and carefree. I can see the excitement in his pants, straining to be free. 

I smile at my husband and return my attention to my lover. Marcus pulls me in for another long, passionate kiss and our tongues continue their, exploratory waltz together. He traces a finger along the back of my neck. I shiver. His hand trails a gentle path across my body, from the back of my neck to the swell of my breasts. He cups my breast, giving a gentle squeeze that makes me sigh into his mouth. 

Our lips part. He leans down and kisses my throat, my shoulder, my breasts. His hands reach around to the back of my dress, searching for the zipper. 

‘Should I take it off?’ I say. 

‘Please.’

I get off the bed and reach around behind me. I watch his face carefully as I slowly pull the zipper down. He looks at me with delight on his face. I haven’t seen that expression on a man in a long time. Usually it’s hunger or desire. But Marcus is content to enjoy himself and enjoy me at the same time. There’s no rush, no pressure. I relax even more. 

The dress falls from my shoulders. I slowly ease it down my body, watching the smile on Marcus’s face widen as more and more body is revealed to him. 

‘Wow,’ he says, as the dress falls to the floor and I stand before him in my underwear. His grin widens as he studies my body, his eyes roaming across my curves. ‘You’re a lucky man.’

‘I know,’ Ray says from behind me. 

I blush like a shy schoolgirl and turn on the spot, showing off my body to Marcus. I hear him let out a long breath as he sees the curve of my ass in these killer panties. 

‘You are magnificent,’ he says. 

I get back on the bed, sitting next to Marcus. He puts a hand on my thigh, caressing my leg. Little electric tingles surge through my body. I can’t wait any longer. I have to have him. 

Right now. 
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