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    It was a hot summer afternoon and I'd just come out of the salon after getting a hot mani-pedi. I was wearing this little yellow sun dress that shows off my bangin' body, and I had on my favorite new pair of wedge sandals that give me a little bit of extra height, since I'm only 5' 2", and make my legs and feet look awesome.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    My car was parked on the other side of Main Street, and just when I stepped into the crosswalk, I heard the rumble of a motorcycle. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Alarmed, I looked up and saw this huge black guy on a Harley bearing down on me. I froze in my spot, and he squealed to a halt just a couple of feet from where I stood.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Hey, asshole!" I fumed. "The hell are you doing? I've got the right of way!"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I was all prepared for him to call me a bitch or something worse, and he was pretty intimidating looking, all decked out in black leather and boots and one of those open-faced helmets.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    But instead he flashed me the most incredible brilliant white smile and lifted his hand in a "my bad" kind of way. And then I saw his eyes wandering up and down my figure, taking in all of my luscious curves.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Totally disarmed and charmed by him, I grinned back. Seeing that a couple of cars had stopped behind him at the crosswalk, he gestured for me to cross the street. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I did, purposefully strutting in front of him as sexy as I could, and as soon as I passed him, he gave his motorcycle some throttle and drove over the crosswalk while I wiggled my fingers at him to say goodbye as he headed down Main Street.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I smiled to myself, looking down and admiring my shiny, bright red toes as I walked to my Chevy. Then, just as I went to open the car door, I heard that noise again, and there he was again, pulling right up next to me! 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    God, he was so handsome. I've always had a thing for black guys, even though I never dated any -- my dad would have had a fit -- and I married a white guy a couple of years ago. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I knew for a fact that the thing they say about black guys is totally true, because my best friend Ashley, who is a tiny white girl like me, only dates black dudes and she told me that every single one of them had a cock the size of the Empire State Building. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    She said that when she dated white guys, she could never cum from fucking, only from oral or getting fingered. But with black guys, their cocks were so gigantic and thick that she always had crazy powerful orgasms when they fucked her, especially doggie style.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I basically live vicariously through her because I've never had a cock that big filling me up. My husband's is average-sized, definitely not the smallest I've ever been with, but it's nothing special. I mean, it's okay, and he's decent in bed, so I shouldn't complain. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    But I never really get off with him when he fucks me, and he knows it. I faked it for the first couple months when we were dating, but then I was honest with him and he was understanding because he loved me, and anyway I married him, so, he had nothing to complain about, either.  
 
   
 
    
 
    
    He always said he wanted to find a way for me to be totally satisfied like never before. He mentioned getting a huge dildo and fucking me with that while he licked my pussy, which sounded like a decent idea but we never got past the talking stage.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Anyway, back to the hot biker guy who was sitting there on his Harley right next to me, smiling at me and casually drawing his tongue across his full lower lip as he stole glances at my big tits, which were spilling out of the top of my little yellow dress.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "You like what you see?" I said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "You know it, baby," he said, his voice buttery and deep.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "What's your name?" I asked.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Crash."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I laughed. "That doesn't bode well."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I didn't crash into you, did I?" he said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Pretty close."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Well that'd be a damn shame to hurt a single inch of a fine woman such as yourself," he said, his mocha eyes caressing my curves.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Now he was revving my engine.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "So, you heading somewhere?" he asked.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Well, I was about to go home."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Oh yeah? What's there?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Well, my...uh....," I stammered, bringing my hand to my long blonde hair and twirling the ends the way I do when I'm nervous and excited.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    His eyes landed on my diamond ring.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Ah, going home to the hubby, huh?" he said in a kind of mocking tone. "Gotta make him some dinner, some chicken pot pie?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I decided to test him. "Actually," I said, looking right into his eyes, "I thought I would go home and jump on my husband's hard cock and fuck his brains out."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    His eyes widened a little, and he tipped his head back and let out a loud laugh. "No offense, white girl, but I don't think you're a fuck-beast," he said. "You look more like the lovemaking type."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I put my hands on my hips. "Oh really, is that what I look like? Like I like it all soft and sappy and sweet?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Wellllll," he said, "maybe not, but something tells me your husband does."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I was going to lie but the look in my eyes and the expression on my face when he said that gave away the truth.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yeah, I knew it," he said. "That's too bad. I bet you could use a good fucking to unleash the real woman in you."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Now it was my turn to look him over. Even though he was still sitting there on his Harley, he looked tall -- I pegged him as at least 6'2" or 6'3". And he was a big guy, powerfully built with broad shoulders, very athletic. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    His features were strong and he seemed rough and tough, but there was a boyish cuteness to his face that tempered the scariness and just made him so goddamn attractive. I couldn't deny that his looks and his magnetism were drawing me in. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yeah, is that so?" I said. "Know anyone who can help me out with that?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yep," he said all matter-of-factly. The way he looked at me with those brown eyes of his made me want to melt right there in the street.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Oh yeah?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yeah," he said. "I don't make love. I fuck. I fuck hard and raw just the way I want to, and I've got the right tool for the job."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I stood there speechless as he looked me up and down.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I'm not sure a tiny chick like you could handle it, to be honest," he sneered.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Oh, I can fucking handle it!" I said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yeah, but can hubby?" he retorted.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    In five years of marriage, I never cheated on my husband. Not that I'd never been tempted before. In fact, one of his friends came on to me a couple of months ago and I definitely gave it some thought before I turned him down. The way I figured, it probably wouldn't be much different from the sex I got from my husband, so what was the point?
 
   
 
    
 
    
    But this. This was different. This was something I've thought about forever. And this was a golden opportunity sitting right on a silver platter for me. All I had to do was take it.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    ""I'm not sure how he would feel about it...," I said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Crash reared back and laughed again. "Not sure?! You actually think he'd be okay with a big black badass biker fucking his little white wife?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "You'd have to ask him."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I ain't askin' nobody for nothin', that's not how I roll," he growled. "When I want something, I usually take it. In the case of a woman, though, she needs to let me know she wants it first. And then we can make shit happen."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "What if I tell you I want it?" I said, letting it spill out of my mouth before I had a chance to think about it. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Oh fuck, I thought to myself, I just crossed over that line. There was no going back now. To be honest, I didn't want to.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Then let's make shit happen," Crash said. "What's your name, baby?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Jess."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "All right, Jess, where you wanna go? Motel or something?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I thought about it for a moment, standing there in the street next to my car, standing next to a big black biker on a Harley who I wanted to fuck in the worst way imaginable. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    My mind was spinning with a million thoughts. And then it hit me, crystal clear.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I know a place, why don't you follow me?" I said, pulling my car door open.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I'm not a follower, baby," he said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Well if you want some of this," I said, turning away from him and wiggling my big round ass in his direction, "then you'll just have to do what I say right now, won't you?" 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I looked over my shoulder at him and saw him chewing on his thoughts. Then his face broke into a big smile.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Lead on, baby," he said. "I'll take over soon enough...."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I winked at him as I got in my car. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I started it up and pulled out into the street, looking at Crash in my rearview mirror and wondering if I was doing the right thing. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    The sharp tingle between my legs and the gooey feeling in my stomach let me know that whether or not it was right, it was what I wanted right now.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I pulled into the driveway and got out. Crash pulled up to the curb in front of the house. I walked up, slid the key into the lock and pushed the front door open.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Honey, I'm home!" I called out.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I'm in the living room," my husband said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Bryan, can you come here for a sec?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "What's up? I'm watching something."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Please? I need help with something," I said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Fine," I heard my husband sigh loudly.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    He appeared in the foyer, looking all disheveled in his shorts and tee-shirt like he'd been embedded in the sofa all afternoon. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "What do you need help with?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I smiled at him, and just then, Crash appeared behind me in the doorway.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Bryan looked startled. I couldn't blame him, since there was a huge, intimidating black biker standing right behind his wife.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "What the...who the fuck...?" my husband said, taking a step back.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "It's okay, honey, this is a friend of mine," I grinned.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    A surprised, confused look came over Bryan's face.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "He's...your friend?!"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Crash walked into the house. "'Sup," he said to my husband.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Bryan looked down at the floor.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "You've got something on the bottom of your boots, some dirt or...some grease or something," he said to Crash. "You're leaving black marks all over the carpet!"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Crash looked my husband square in the face. "Yeahhh...gonna be a lot of that. This black is gonna leave his mark all up in here," he said to Bryan, then grinned. I started giggling a little, then put my hand over my mouth as Bryan's eyes darted from Crash to me, then back to Crash, then back to me again.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "What the hell is going on here?" he said. "You said you needed help?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yeah, honey, I do, I do need some help. You know that thing we talked about?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "What thing?" Bryan said, his eyes narrowing. "The shelves in the second bedroom you wanted me to install?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "No," I snapped. "Not the fucking shelves. The thing we talked about. How I'm never really satisfied in bed? How when you fuck me I don't cum, and how I need to be filled up, like, really filled up?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Bryan was silent. He looked at Crash. My husband can be a little dense sometimes, but I saw his eyes widen again and I could tell it had dawned on him what I was talking about.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Are you...are you fucking serious right now?" Bryan said slowly.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I do believe your wife is fucking serious, or, in for a serious fucking, I should say," Crash said in that deep, luscious voice of his.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Just hearing him say that sent a jolt of horny excitement through my body, and I could feel my nipples stiffen and my pussy heat up and my juices start to flow.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Jessica!" Bryan said, his eyes pleading with me. "I thought...I didn't think you actually wanted to fuck some other guy. I thought you just wanted to get a big black dildo or something. Have you been fucking this guy behind my back?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "No!" I yelled. "I've never fucking cheated on you in my life! But you never even bothered to go out and get a dildo for me, did you? You talk a big game, but in the end you always come up really fucking small!"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Bryan stared at me with his mouth hanging open, speechless.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Dayummmm girl!" Crash said, a big smile on his face. "You told him what time it is, didn't you?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I turned toward Crash and let my eyes dance all over him, from the top of his head down across his broad shoulders to his thick, ripped pecs, and down, down, down to what I hoped was a giant black snake in his pants that was all for me. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I hope it's that time," I said to him, biting my lip.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Oh, yeah, it's about that time," Crash said, pushing the door shut behind him as he fiddled with his crotch. I could see the massive bulge already forming and my clit started pulsating as my whole body shivered with anticipation.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Jessica!" Bryan whispered, "are you...are you...?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yes, honey, I'm going to fuck this hot piece of meat right here in our living room," I said. "Don't you want to see me get filled up with his huge cock while it makes me scream? Don't you want to see his massive rod pumping my little wet hole?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I mean...ummm," Bryan said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Don't you want to see me satisfied and happy?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Of course, it's just...I...."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I was backing up into the living room, a coy smile on my face, as Crash slowly walked toward me, staring at my tits. I couldn't want until he took my globes in those huge, rough hands of his and started playing with them and licking my nipples the way he was licking his lips.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Bryan followed us into the living room.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "You gonna make your man watch this?" Crash said to me.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yeah, I think he needs to see it," I said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Crash turned to Bryan. "You wanna see your wife get good and fucked with this?" he said, and with that he unzipped his pants and pulled out his gigantic cock. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I gasped, and so did Bryan. I'd never seen a dick that big and thick, and neither had my husband.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Holy shit," Bryan said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "That's right," Crash said. "She's gonna get it like she never did before, and you got a front-row seat for the show."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I was staring at his cock and I couldn't believe it. I was trying to figure out how the fuck I was going to get it all inside me! I was hoping it was big, but quite honestly I didn't expect it to be that big. I was starting to get a little scared, but my desperate need for what could be the best, craziest fucking of my life superseded my concerns.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "You like that, baby?" he said, waving his cock at me. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Oh fuck yeah," I said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Well why don't you get down on your knees and show me then," he said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "With pleasure!" I smiled, kneeling in front of him. The pungent musky aroma of his cock and balls was overpowering and turning me the fuck on as I scooted closer to him, my mouth just inches from the tip of his gigantic purple-black snake.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Are you really...are you...," Bryan stammered as he watched my tongue slide out of my mouth as I moved to within a millimeter of Crash's thick shaft.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Oh shit," my husband said as my mouth and tongue made contact with Crash's cock, gently nibbling and licking on it.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Not like that," Crash growled as he grabbed my hair. "Swallow it, bitch."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Oh my God, the way he said that drove me fucking crazy! My pussy was on fire as I grabbed his cock at the base, pointed it right at my face and dipped my head onto the fat head. Crash grunted as he thrust his hips forward and drove his cock all the way in my mouth and down my throat. I gagged and pulled back, my mouth watering, but then I went right back in and started sucking his dick something fierce, spitting and slobbering all over it and relaxing my throat so I could get it all in. I'd never wanted anything so much as I wanted his huge tool in my mouth.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Crash started pumping my mouth as he groaned, and as I held onto his hips and made gurgling noises as his dick filled my throat, I looked over at Bryan. He was standing there transfixed, watching this huge black biker fuck his little white wife's face, and rubbing his crotch. I could see he was getting a hard-on seeing this happen right in front of him.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Crash looked over at Bryan. "You like that shit, don't you?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Bryan just nodded.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I pulled my mouth off of Crash's cock. "Why don't you take it out and jerk it?" I said to my husband as I peeled my dress off of my body. I didn't have a bra on, so my big firm tits hung free and Crash immediately reached down and started playing with them, squeezing them and pulling hard on my nipples which was making my pussy juice flow even more. My panties were soaked as I kneeled there looking at Bryan as Crash resumed fucking my face, his dick pushing out the insides of my cheeks while I caressed and tugged his balls.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Bryan took his hard cock out. It wasn't small, but compared to Crash's it looked like a mosquito dick. Crash looked over at my husband and started to laugh.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "You call that a dick?" he bellowed at Bryan. "No wonder your wife needs to get fucked by a real man with a real dick."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Crash turned back to me, licking his lips as I took control of the blowjob and slid my mouth up and down his shaft. "Yeah, you fuckin' slut, suck that dick, suck that fuckin' dick hard," he muttered.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    While I was pumping his cock with one hand, I reached down between my legs with my other hand and started rubbing my pussy through my soaked panties. I pulled my panties to the side and started fingering myself, then looked over at my husband again, who was standing there panting and jacking his cock harder, watching his wife suck big black cock and play with her cunt just a few feet in front of him.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Shit, baby, that feels good," Crash said, "but now it's time for me to fuck that little pink pussy of yours."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I stood up, quickly pulling my panties down and off of me, and I turned around and bent over the armrest of the sofa, spreading my legs a little bit and reaching underneath to open my glistening wet pussy for Crash, who got behind me and grabbed my waist hard while positioning his cock right outside my opening.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Knowing how huge he was, part of me wanted to tell him to go easy, but I also wanted him to fuck me hard and give it to me rough and raw like a real man should. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Take my cunt," I panted, "take it and fuck me, fuck me!"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I'm 'bout to, bitch," he said as he pushed his head into my pussy. It already felt like there was no way he would fit, but suddenly he thrust forward with all his might and his giant rod plunged into me and I screamed out.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "FUCK, OH GOD, IT'S SO BIG, OH SHIT!!!!!"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I knew it was going to fill up my pussy way more than any cock had ever filled me up, but I wasn't entirely prepared for this! As his dick filled and stretched my tunnel and started pumping in and out, I felt my cunt expand for him and all of the initial discomfort turned to pleasure as I felt his dick and balls slapping into me hard.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "OH FUCK, FUCK ME HARD, HARDER, HARDER!!!" 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yeah, slut, you like that?! You like it fucking hard don't you?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "YES!! OH GOD YESSSSS!!!"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I reached down and mashed my clit with my fingertips, rubbing it in hard circles as I took Crash's cock. I looked over and Bryan was partially hunched over, his eyes halfway closed as he breathlessly jerked off while watching us.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Are you gonna cum?!" I shouted at my husband. "Are you gonna cum watching your wife get fucked by a huge black cock?!!"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Bryan didn't say a word but I could tell he was getting close from how red and sweaty his face was and how fast he was pounding his pud.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    As Crash's cock sank into me, I backed my ass up on his dick, and we fucked in a crazy hard rhythm as he grunted and groaned and pushed me down against the sofa. My pussy was his to take as he wanted, and he took it so hard, just like he promised he would.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    The next thing I knew, Crash had his thumb -- which was coated with the viscous cream his intensive doggie-style fucking had drawn from my pussy -- circling my tiny puckered asshole.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Oh shit!!" I gasped. "Are you gonna fuck my ass?!!"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Before Crash could reply, I heard a loud groan coming from Bryan. Apparently just the idea of this massive black biker ravaging his wife's ass was enough to make him cum, because as I turned to look at my husband I saw him shudder and spurts of jizz fly out of his dick and land on the carpet.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Fuck, honey, you're making a mess!" I scolded him as Crash laughed and fucked my cunt some more while sliding his slippery thumb into my asshole.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Suddenly, I didn't give a shit about the carpet.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Oh God, that feels so fucking good, but You can't fit that giant cock in my asshole!" I panted.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Oh, no?" Crash laughed.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I want it in my ass so bad, but it won't fit!" I said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "We'll see about that!" he said. As he pulled out his thumb, he slid his dick out of my pussy and placed the head right against my anus.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Shit, honey!" I said to Bryan. "He's gonna fuck me in my ass, holy shit!"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I looked over at my husband, and saw that his cock was still hard, even though he had cum, and he was still stroking it.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Crash saw it, too. "Damn, white boy is into this shit, ain't he!" Crash said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "You love it, don't you, honey?" I said to Bryan. "You love seeing him take my pussy, filling it up like you never can? You love that he's about to take my asshole, don't you?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yes," Bryan said as he pumped his cock, focused on the huge black cock between my ass cheeks, about to invade my rectum. I knew he felt ashamed that he couldn't come close to giving me the level of sexual satisfaction that Crash was, but I also knew he was getting a hell of a lot of pleasure out of the scene unfolding in front of him, too.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    My body was shivering and shaking with ecstasy, the combination of Crash plowing my pussy and my fingers on my clit steadily building up the tension that was roiling inside me, begging for release. I have a long fuse, but it had been burning ever since I met Crash and I was getting close to exploding. I knew that once he started fucking my ass, it would be all over for me.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I was ready. I wanted it, and I needed it, so bad! I relaxed my asshole as he spread it open with his fingers, and I backed up on it as he started to push in. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "OHHHH FUCK, GO SLOW, OHHHHHH SHIT!!" I hollered as he got a couple of thick inches into me, getting past that outer ring. His hands were on my hips and he pulled me onto him as he plunged further in. I couldn't believe I was able to take his cock at all, but my rectum quickly got used to the sensation and it felt amazing. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Finally Crash was buried up to his balls in my ass and as he started hammering away, the pleasure was almost too much to take.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "OHHHHHHH YEAHHHHHH! YES!! FUCK MY ASS, FUCK MY ASS BABY!!!" I screamed.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Crash was taking my ass like no man had ever taken me before, just totally using it to get off, although he knew he was getting me off in the process. He was grunting so loud. I started playing with my pussy as my orgasmic explosion neared. The whole thing was so intense, it almost felt like I was outside myself. I looked over at Bryan who was pumping his cock and grimacing, like it hurt and felt great at the same time. It was amazing how horny he was seeing his wife get taken like this.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I was squealing and shrieking, watching Bryan as Crash's huge black cock jackhammered my ass. My husband let out another cry and more cum flew out of his cock. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    All of it sent me over the edge. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "OH SHIT I'M FUCKIN' CUMMING!!!!!" 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I thrashed around on Crash's cock as the waves of my climax slammed into me. My asshole and my pussy clenched up with orgasmic intensity and Crash's big hands gripped my ass cheeks tight. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "FUCK YEAH!!!!!!" he shouted as I felt his big cock get even thicker, as unbelievable as that seemed, and throb like crazy, then I felt his hot cum gush out, flooding my rectum as he continued to pump me and blast shot after shot until he was completely drained.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Bryan had fallen to his knees on the carpet, overcome with the magnitude of the moment -- and from cumming twice in the span of just a few minutes.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Crash pulled his cock out of my asshole and I laid there over the side of the couch, catching my breath as his jizz started to leak out of my asshole.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    As Crash pulled up his pants, I looked over at Bryan. There was one last thing I needed him to do.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Honey?" I murmured.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yeah, baby?" my husband replied.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I'm so messy, can you clean me up?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Bryan started to get to his feet. "Sure, I'll go get a towel."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "No!" I said firmly, and he stopped in his tracks.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "That's not what I meant."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "W-what did you mean?" he stammered.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I mean, I want you to clean me up with your tongue."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Ohhhhhh shit!" Crash said. "You're one nasty bitch, ain't you?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I grinned. "Takes one to know one, doesn't it?" I said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Damn, white girl....," Crash said approvingly.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I turned back to Bryan. "Get over here and clean me up, now!" I snapped.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    My husband looked at me for a moment with pleading eyes, then, knowing he was totally defeated, came over to me and got down on his knees behind me.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "There you go!" I said to him reassuringly as his mouth moved tentatively toward my cum-filled asshole. "You won't know if you like it until you do it!"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I felt Bryan's tongue slide into my ass and heard him lapping up Crash's jizz.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Fuck, that is the nastiest thing I've seen in weeks!" Crash said, marveling at the fact that my husband was eating his load right out of my rectum. I pulled my ass open and more of his spunk poured into Bryan's mouth.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Get my thighs, too, they're all sticky," I commanded. "I want them nice and clean. You got to cum twice, and you came all over the carpet, so this is what you need to do."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I know, I know," he said as he bathed my asshole, pussy and thighs with his tongue.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Do you like it?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "It's not bad," my husband said. "Better than I thought it would be."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Damn, you're some kinda woman," Crash said, shaking his head as he walked toward the front door. I turned and looked at him proudly. He might be a big, bad-ass biker, but now he knew I was just as rough and raw and dirty and nasty as he was.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Still think I'm the lovemaking type?!" I said to him as he pulled the door open, then looked back to see me smiling at him while my husband's face was still buried in my ass, cleaning up all of Crash's cum.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Nahh," he said, flashing his broadest smile yet. "See you around, fuck-beast," Crash said as he closed the door behind him.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "All done, honey," Bryan said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Good, thank you, darling." I stood up and turned around and saw that his cock was erect again!
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Holy crap, I've never seen you like this!" I said. "Is that from eating all that jism out of my ass?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "That, and everything else that just happened," he said, smiling sheepishly. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Baby, do you want to fuck me now?" I said, wrapping my arms around my husband.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yeah, yeah I do."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    With that we went into the bedroom, and I let Bryan make soft, tender love to me, his cock gently stroking all my holes that Crash had stretched open. There was no way Bryan's dick could satisfy me anything close to the way Crash's did, but the fact that he got off watching me get exactly what I needed made me love him even more.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    # # #
 
   
 
    
 
    
    


 
    
 
   
  
 





 
    MORE HOT CUCKOLD EROTICA FROM KYLIE SAVARD!
 
   
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
    COOKIES AND CREAM: Making My Hubby Watch Book #1
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Steven's marriage to gorgeous and incredibly sexy Tracy is on the rocks because Steven just doesn't measure up where it really counts. Tracy's had just about enough of never, ever being satisfied and fulfilled. But one day she comes up with a plan: A special evening with their alpha friend Todd who more than measures up, while Steven watches the action unfold as his shame and his lust collide. But her husband won't be left out entirely...Tracy has a very special and delicious treat in store for him, too!
 
   
 
    
 
    
 
    
    HOT COP: Making My Hubby Watch Book #2
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Andrea, a sexy police officer, loves her husband Jeff, but he's a wimp and he definitely doesn't measure up in the sack. One night, Andrea tells Jeff she needs another man to satisfy her and fulfill her needs. Jeff isn't happy about it, but when his wife talks, he listens. Jeff thought he would have some time to think it over, but later that night, Andrea makes an arrest and instead of bringing Paul, the suspect, to the police station, she makes a little detour…a hot little detour that definitely changes the game forever! 
 
   
 
    
 
    
 
    
    THE REUNION: Making My Hubby Watch Book #3
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Brad is a wealthy real estate lawyer and his hot wife Holly loves him very much. He's very successful, except in the bedroom, where the equipment hasn't worked for a while, and even when it did, it just wasn't enough to satisfy his wife. When Brad and Holly go to Holly's reunion, they run into Ryan, who has some history with Holly, although Holly is very coy about telling her husband about it. They invite Ryan over for dinner a short time later. And as the three of them are sitting around, Brad finds out some things about Holly's naughty past with Ryan that shake him to the core. The next thing he knows, his wife has set into motion a plan to satisfy her deepest desires and to try to get his equipment working again: He will have to watch the hot action unfold between his wife and another man! 
 
   
 
    
 
    
 
    
    THE HOLE TRUTH: Making My Hubby Watch Book #4
 
   
 
    
 
    
    My wife Rebecca and I are madly in love. But when she took me to the sex shop and she showed me some of the big black toys, she told me that she wanted to be fulfilled in a way that I never could do for her. She also told me she didn't want to run around behind my back. She wanted me to watch her be satisfied in a BIG way, because she thought it would make me happy, too. She was right. So when we went into the back room and I saw the hole in the wall, I had a pretty decent idea what was about to happen. But once it all started, I had no idea quite how far she would go or just how hot it would be!
 
   
 
    
 
    
    


 
    
 
   
  
 





 
    THE BET: Making My Hubby Watch Book #5
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I was hanging out at home on a lazy afternoon while my husband Steve and his hot black friend Marcus were downstairs in Steve's man-cave playing pool. Marcus is the finest man I have ever seen in my life. I love my husband, but he's so small, he can't satisfy me where it counts -- in bed. But Marcus...well, one look at that stud and I can tell he could fulfill my every need and desire. When Steve called me down to the man-cave, I found out that he had bet Marcus on a game of pool and he lost. You know what the bet was? Me! Steve probably didn't think I would let Marcus cash in, but he was wrong! And because Steve was a bad boy, he had to watch, although I had a feeling he wasn't going to mind too much.
 
   
 
    
 
    
 
    
    NEIGHBORS: Making My Hubby Watch Book #6
 
   
 
    
 
    
    My husband Gary doesn't have the equipment or the skills to get me off. That's why I invited my new neighbors, black stud Rakeem and curvy vixen Heidi, to come over and show Gary how to really pleasure a woman. That's right -- Gary has to watch as the three of us get down and really, REALLY dirty. He also has to show everyone his own inadequate equipment as the action gets hotter and messier, and when it's all over, there's one more task for him to complete, too….This story is a major scorcher! 
 
   
 
    
 
    
 
    
    I’M WITH THE BAND: Making My Hubby Watch Book #7
 
   
 
    
 
    
    My husband and I went to see the band, and lead singer Johnny Dean was giving me some special attention from the stage. After the show, there was a surprise in store -- hubby and I were going to meet the band! When we got back there, Johnny and I felt the sparks between us. My groupie fantasy was going to come true in a BIG way! But we didn't want to leave out the rest of the guys. So me, Johnny, Robbie, Reggie and Steve all went into the band's private room. My husband came in, too -- but he was only allowed to watch while the five of us put on our own hot, messy show!
 
   
 
    
 
    
 
    
    BLACK STUD AT THE OFFICE: Making My Hubby Watch Book #8
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I was at home when my wife Valerie videochatted with me to tell me she was going to be staying late at work. But just before she switched off her webcam, I saw a black stud in my wife's office rubbing her shoulders, and it sure looked like she wanted a whole lot more. Just thinking about what might be going on made me so turned on I had to take care of my own business. But when Val got home, she told me all about what went on between her and DeMarco in her office. The proof was in the pudding...in her panties! I knew that once she got done telling me all the details, I was going to have to clean up a big mess, some of which wasn't mine!
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