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A Proposal

Today began like so many other Saturdays. At least it seemed so as I ate breakfast with my husband before going about all the daily chores we saved up for Saturdays each week. I had no idea this would be a day that would begin a whole need experience for me and change what I always thought I knew about myself.
My name is Megan. I am 25 five years old and have been married to my husband, Jim, for just over three years now. So far, we had done pretty well and had been generally really happy. He has a job that pays well enough for me to stay home and work on trying to set up my own graphic design business. We have a decent sized three bedroom house on some land in a newer development. The only thing I don't like is every couple of weeks, or so, Jim has to go away for up to three days for work, leaving me very alone. The other area we don't see eye to eye on is in bed. I'm a natural redhead, and our stereotype is true, we tend to have very high sex drives, me included. My husband, on the other hand, has a very low one. I'm lucky if he wants it once a week now. It used to be more when we first got together, but now it's definitely an average of once a week, which is a problem when I could quite happily go every day. Though, to be honest, that is a new thing for me. I was actually a virgin before I met him, and he has been the only man I have ever been with.
Like most redheads, I have very pale skin and freckles dotting anywhere the sun hits me the most. I am about 5'7" tall and usually struggle with finding clothes that fit. That's due mainly to two issues with my body. I have naturally wide hips, which, no matter how slim I get, never seem to shrink, as there is nothing but bone under my skin there. The other is my chest since I wear a size 36DD bra. Those, of course, are all too often the first thing a guy tends to look out for since they really do stand out. My legs are the one part of my body I love other than my hair. Firm and well-shaped since I spent most of my high school years on the softball and sprint teams.
During the afternoon, Jim got a phone call from an old friend of his, Richard. At first, he sounded happy to hear from him, as it had been weeks since they had last spoken, but this quickly changed to a look of concern as he got up and left the room. I myself had only ever met Richard once, soon after we got married. I remembered he was a tall black guy, probably about 6'2" tall. He wasn't exactly a massive guy, but he was definitely well built, like he played sport or something, and actually fairly good-looking for a black guy. Like all guys, he had a hard time not talking to my chest, but after so many years with these things, I have grown used to that. He and Jim had been friends since high school, and though he lived a couple hours away, they still talked on the phone occasionally to catch up and meet each other a few times a year. I couldn't understand what Jim was saying in the other room, but I could tell he was upset. He was on the phone with Richard for over half an hour before returning to the living room, looking a little depressed. I asked him if everything was okay, and he sat down next to me and began explaining what was happening.
Jim told me Richard was having an awful time. He had been laid off and could not find any work where he lived. On top of that, he didn't have anywhere near enough savings to pay for his apartment and other bills and would likely be kicked out. Jim said Richard didn't ask for anything and just wanted someone to talk to, but Jim made him an offer and wanted to see if it would be okay with me too. He said he had told Richard that he would speak to me, and if I agreed, then he could spend some time with us until he got back onto his feet. I was a little surprised, but I could see he was Jim's friend and he was struggling, so I didn't hesitate to say yes. Jim promised to make it up to me and thanked me for being so understanding. If I'm honest, it wasn't that big a deal. We had a three-bedroom house and only used one bedroom, and Richard seemed like a really nice guy, so what was the harm in helping him out for a bit? Jim immediately got back on the phone, calling Richard to tell him the good news. He would be moving in the following week, which would give me plenty of time to get the extra bedroom ready.
The following Saturday morning, Richard pulled up on our driveway. Jim helped him unload his stuff into our garage, and he couldn't stop thanking us for helping him out in his time of need. He even gave me a big protracted hug. Jim insisted he could stay as long as needed to find a new job. That night I lay in bed and felt odd knowing that we weren't there alone as normal. I'm still amazed at how fast time can go by. It was now over a week since he had been staying with us. Though I did like Richard, what little I knew personally about him, I still had a part of me that couldn't wait to be home alone again. Even telling my husband so. Jim assured me it wouldn't be too long, although he took a second to remind me of the state our economy was in and to explain why it might be hard for him to find a new job as quick as he would like.
Not that it was a terrible situation, really. Richard often kept me company when Jim was at work and even helped around the house. I did grow more comfortable with him being around, to a point. He was someone else to talk to though on a daily bases. Soon even got relaxed enough to talk about more personal issues like my relationship with Jim. As more time passed, this helped us grow closer as friends.




The Opportunity

It was now over three weeks since Richard had moved in with us, and I had pretty much grown used to him being around. I had no idea, though, that this Wednesday night would be the first link in a chain that would change my life, at least part of it. It was a normal Wednesday, getting housework done, then dinner together after Jim got home. We watched a film on Netflix for a few hours on the sofa, pretty much our usual routine before going to bed. Jim and I dozed off pretty quickly, but I had difficulty staying asleep, finding myself with a parched throat. Thinking that maybe a nice glass of milk might help, I slipped softly out of bed, making sure not to wake my husband. Quietly opening our bedroom door, I headed down the hallway past the second bedroom where Richard was staying. I noticed that the light was still on and the door was cracked. I didn't think twice as I headed right toward the kitchen.
After getting my drink, I tried my best to not make any noise as I walked back down the hallway to bed again. As I approached Richard's room, I noticed the door was very slightly ajar still, which meant I could see that the bedroom light was still on. I thought Richard might have fallen asleep with the light on, so I peeked around the ajar door. As I peered inside, I was shocked by what I saw. I was expecting to see Richard either asleep under the covers or perhaps on top of the covers, still fully dressed after falling asleep. What I saw couldn't be further from that picture! As I looked in, I could see he was lying on the bed, and he was 100% awake. He was also completely naked. But worse than that, he was masturbating!
I couldn't believe what I was watching. I honestly had never seen a black man naked, much less masturbating. He had one hand holding his mobile phone, which he was staring at, while the other was stroking his cock. As I watched, there was no way I couldn't notice the size of his cock. Holy Jesus, it was big. In fact, to say that was a total understatement. His cock was absolutely massive! He must have been 3 inches longer than my husband, probably between 8 to 8 1/2 inches long, likely closer to 8 1/2. But that wasn't all; he was also very thick around, much thicker than Jim's, with a big head on top. If I had to guess, he was probably nearly 6 inches in circumference. I was speechless, but the biggest shock was yet to come. The way he was holding the phone in his hand meant that I couldn't really determine what was on the screen from my angle. On the other side of the bed, however, there was a mirror sitting on top of the dresser. Looking across, I could clearly see the image on the screen, and it happened to be a redhead like me; in fact, the girl he was masturbating over was almost a look-a-like for me. He was basically masturbating to my picture of me!
I rushed back to my bedroom as quickly and silently as I could. Climbing back into bed, I lay there even more awake than before. Totally unable to get the picture of Richard, completely naked, masturbating while thinking about me, out of my mind. Not to mention that I couldn't get the image of his huge black cock out of my head either. The next day I felt a bit awkward when around Richard. Every time I was with him, I couldn't help but picture him naked or think about that massive tool he was packing. I also never knew he felt that way about me in the slightest. I did know he seemed to like me but never considered it was that form of desire. I did my best to ignore it all as the days went on. Yet, what happened five days later made it hard to keep it out of my mind. I was up late at night on the computer when I began to get tired. Walking down the hallway to our bedroom, I passed by Richard's door, which was open again. Like the other night, he was again masturbating in bed while again watching some porn featuring a redhead. This time, I found myself more mesmerized than shocked as I stared at him, stroking his large black dick. I was even slightly flattered that he clearly liked girls just like me, and as I watched, I found myself wondering what something like that would feel like.
I stood there quietly for a minute or two before moving away silently to bed. The following week was uneventful other than me almost continuously thinking about those two nights no matter how hard I tried not to. To make matters worse, every night after that, I had some sort of dream dealing about it, and often more than one of them per night. Some involved me watching, some walking in and stroking his dick. And to my surprise, even a few involved me walking in and having sex with him. The thought had actually become a bit of a turn-on for me. The whole time I never mentioned a word of it to Jim. My husband was about to help in a way I never imagined, a way that would alter my relationship with Richard from now on.
It was Thursday morning, and I went about making myself busy around the house. The entire time I was looking forward to tonight with Jim. We hadn't been home alone since Richard moved in, and Jim got him to agree to go out for the night so we could have some time together. Jim and I hadn't even had sex in nearly two weeks because he had been so busy. I knew at least tonight we could get enough time together for that as well. I even planned ahead and picked up a new sexy-looking outfit from Victoria's Secret a few days ago. A Halter Babydoll in black, along with a matching thong. In preparation, I had a nice bath and made sure I was entirely hairless, armpits, legs, and of course, my pussy. I'd say 99% of us redheads are completely shaven at all times! As the evening approached, I decided to get changed. Adding a pair of black-heeled pumps, I draped a robe around myself to surprise Jim. Fixing my hair and applying some light makeup, I thought I looked really good and couldn't wait to see his face. Less than thirty minutes later, my bubble would sadly burst.
After setting up our kitchen table for dinner, including a nice bottle of wine I had picked up that afternoon, my cell phone rang. Picking it up, I heard Jim's voice on the other end, and he sounded upset. He told me that there was bad news. He was informed that he wouldn't be able to do our plans for tonight because he had just found out he would have to travel for an emergency that had just come up at work in another office. Jim kept apologizing and said that he tried to be able to skip it, but he had no choice. Didn't even have enough time to come home. I did my best to act fine but could feel anger building in me over the ruined night. Jim promised to make it up to me. After we said our goodbyes, I hung up the phone feeling so disappointed.
Walking back into the kitchen, I immediately opened the bottle of wine, kicked off my heels, sat down at the table, and began to drink. To be honest, I am not much of a drinker and have never been able to hold much. But right then, I didn't care. As I sat there wallowing in pity for nearly 40 minutes, I heard the front door opening. A jolt of excitement went through me as I heard him walking towards the kitchen, expecting to see my husband. To my disappointment, it was Richard. I was a bit surprised to see him since he was expected to be gone most of the night. Before I could even ask why he told me that Jim had called him to tell him the bad news, so he decided to come back early. He could see the sadness on my face and asked if I wanted to sit down and talk?




The Move

Taking a seat next to me at the table, we sat there for a while, just talking and drinking a little. After a while, he stood up, taking my hands in his. He pulled me to my feet and gave me a hug. Telling me that it seemed like I needed it. Holding me in his arms for a couple of minutes, I pulled back from him. Suddenly, out of nowhere, he leaned down and kissed me on the cheek, then directly on my lips. I was extremely shocked and left totally speechless. I found myself just staring at him, and since I made no protest, he leaned down again, this time kissing me more deeply. I nearly melted into him as his tongue darted around inside my mouth. This time Richard was the one who broke the kiss, and it's then that I came to my senses, at least a little part of me did, which was fighting the bigger part that wanted to go further.
"Richard, we can't; we need to stop right now. I am mar ..." I said before he placed a hand softly over my lips, interrupting me. Without another word, he moved his hands down to my waist, untying my robe. He pushed it open until it was hanging off my shoulders before he slid it down my arms and finally onto the floor around my feet.
"So damn sexy! Jim doesn't know what he's missing," he said with a grin looking down at me in my Halter Babydoll and thong. "You know, I have never been with a white girl before, and I have wanted you since the first time we met."
Pulling me against him with his right arm, Richard leaned down, kissing me deeply again. His left hand quickly cupped around my right breast over my clothing, kneading it softly. My nipples were rock hard, and my knees became weak under me; what the hell was I doing! Richard broke the kiss again only to trail his lips down my neck to my chest, kissing the exposed parts of my breasts. With their size and this outfit, it was a lot of skin! He kept playing with my right breast the whole time, rubbing my hard nipple through the material, causing me to let out a light moan.
"Richard, please, we can't do this," I said in a half-hearted effort. He totally ignored me as he pulled the material on my right breast down until my light pink nipple was exposed. He then began kissing down my exposed skin with his lips until they were locked around my nipple, which he instantly began sucking. This caused me to moan again, which encouraged him to do it more.
I finally pulled away from him and quickly turned around to leave the room, but I didn't get far. I took only a few steps before I felt Richard grab me from behind as he wrapped his arms around my waist and pulled me back into him.
"Richard, I shouldn't be doing this," I pleaded. He just laughed.
"But you can't deny that you want it," he said. I hated to admit it, but he was right. Without another word, I felt him undoing the halter tie at the back of my neck. Seconds later, I felt my top fall below my chest, bunching up on his arm that was still around my waist. As he moved his arm, my entire outfit fell to the floor around my feet, leaving me in nothing but a thong.
"Such nice big lily white tits," he said as he moved his hands around my front, grabbing my bare breasts. He was now playing with them both, and I can't say it wasn't hot watching his black hands playing with my pale white tits. Something very erotic about the big color difference. After a couple of minutes, I was beyond turned on and very wet. Letting go of my breasts, Richard moved around in front of me. Taking my hand, he led me out of the kitchen, down the hallway, and into the guest room he was staying in. Ushering me in first, he closed the door behind us. As he moved me to the bed, he had me sit down on the edge as he stood in front of me and began to remove his clothes. He took off his shirt first, followed by his shoes and then his pants, leaving him standing in front of me with nothing but his underwear on. I could clearly see that massive cock of his straining tightly against the material.
He then leaned down, pushing me back onto the bed. Positioning me until I was lying in the middle with my head resting on the pillows. He moved down toward the bottom of the bed on his hands and knees. Grabbing both sides of my thong, he started pulling it down. Without even being asked or giving it a second thought, I raised my butt, making it easier for him. Soon he was sliding it down my legs and tossing it on the floor.
"Nice shaved pale white pussy, so smooth," he said with a moan. He placed his hands between my thighs and spread my legs open, exposing me even more. He then slid a hand between them right up my crotch before spreading my pussy lips with a couple of fingers as he started rubbing my clit. It made me moan immediately. He then moved his finger lower, slipping it right into my hole. Working it in and out a little before rubbing my clit again. At the same time, he bent down to suck on my nipples. I just lay there enjoying every moment of it. About five minutes later, I had a massive orgasm that caused my whole body to shake and let out a long, loud scream. When I finally came down, I looked up to see Richard smiling down at me.
"Ready for something more?" he asked. I didn't even think twice before shaking my head yes. Getting off the bed and standing up, Richard stared at me on the bed. "Ever see a black cock up close, Megan?" I told him I hadn't, and he instantly replied it was about time I did. He pulled his underwear off in a flash, and his black dick sprung out hard as a rock. Though unbeknownst to him, I had seen it before, but I still couldn't believe how big it was. Long, thick, and looked even more impressive up close.
"I love the look on your face Megan. I know Jim's isn't nearly this big. I have seen him a couple of times in the changing room. If you think it's big now, just wait until you feel it inside you." He moved around the bed until he was down at the end near my feet. Getting back on, he climbed up between my legs, spreading them open wider. Looking down between my thighs, I could see his bare black cock in his hand. I asked him if he had any condoms?
"No, why?" he replied. I told him because we were about to have sex. He got this odd look on his face and told me he didn't have any condoms. I mentioned that Jim had some old ones in the night table drawer right next to the bed. I also said that he hasn't used them in years since I went on birth control. Reaching across to the night table, I opened the drawer. Rooting around until I felt a loose condom, I pulled it out handing it to Richard.
"This isn't going to fit me! My dick's too big to fit into a condom this size, plus the date on the back says it expired years ago." I asked him to try it anyway, which to his credit, he did. Opening the package, he attempted to put it on, but no matter what, it couldn't fully stretch over the head, much less the whole thing.
"See, I told you so. Besides, what's the big deal? You're on birth control, so I'm not going to get you knocked up. Also, I have never been with a white girl before, and I know you haven't been with a black guy, so what harm will it do? Mine as well go all out." What could I say? I guess I could have just turned him down then and there, a solid no to having sex with him, which is what the faithful wife I thought I was should have done. But I knew I really, really wanted to feel him right then and there. The fact that I didn't say anything was enough. Throwing away the condom, he grabbed his dick in his hand again, moving his entire body closer until he was firmly planted between my thighs. He sat up on his knees and looked down at me. I could feel the head of his dick as he moved it up and down my pussy.
"God, that looks so fucking hot! I've been dreaming of putting my black cock in your little pale pink pussy." He said as he moved the tip of it to my hole, rubbing it around to get it nice and wet. When he felt it was wet enough, he said, "brace yourself, baby," and I felt him begin to put pressure against my pussy. I am usually snug around my husband's average-sized cock, so I knew I would be even tighter for Richard. This was soon proved by the fact that he wasn't having an easy time, but with a bit of persistence, I started opening up for him as the big head slipped into me.
"Fuck Megan, I thought you might be tight, but shit never figured it'd be like putting my dick in a vise!" he grunted.
"It doesn't help that you're so damn big," I replied. He let out a laugh as he went back to trying to work his massive black dick into me. He kept going deeper and deeper, a little at a time. It felt very strange to not only have another man, much less a black guy, in me, but his size was also different. Honestly, it was a bit uncomfortable as he stretched me out more than I have ever had. To his credit, though, he took it slow, not pushing me too far too quickly and allowing me to adjust, so it became easier. He continued to go further, a bit at a time, until I felt him just barely grazing my cervix and told him to stop there.
"I was about to anyway since I'm already balls deep, baby. I never figured I'd get all the way in. Just tell me when you're used to it, Megan; I'll take it slow at first." I think I was amazed as he was. Richard just held himself in me, softly grinding. It was still uncomfortable, yet slowly but surely, that was changing as my body got more used to him. It wasn't even a minute when I said I was okay now. Richard slowly pulled a little out with a smile on his face before sliding it back in. He gradually continued in this manner until he pulled himself nearly all of the way out before pushing it all back in. He also began to pick up speed and force. Crap, it felt so damned good! It had me moaning in pleasure in no time at all.
Richard not only had a big dick but also knew how to use it. After maybe three minutes from when we started, he was fucking me hard and fast, stopping only occasionally to spend some time focussing on sucking my nipples before resuming the hard fuck. Seemed both so he could last longer and to allow me to catch my breath. He had me moaning so loud, I guess it would be closer to screaming in pleasure, that I knew I could be heard from one end of the house to the other. This went on for six or seven minutes with a constant assault on my body. He had my toes curled in pleasure and even had my eyes rolling in the back of my head a few times.
Richard then repositioned himself. Lowering his body until his chest was pressed right up against mine and his head next time mine pressed against my shoulder. Placing his hands under my shoulders to keep me from sliding up the bed. Once there, he again began to thrust repeatedly hard into me. This had me letting out a string of moans, very loud at times. I was worried I would make him deaf since his left ear was right next to my mouth. None of it seemed to phase him a bit. I wrapped my legs up around his back as he fucked me hard. I hated even thinking about it, but this was the best sex I had ever had. He was soon talking directly in my ear.
Richard - "Feels good, doesn't it, baby?"
"... yes!"
Richard - "Like my big black dick fucking your tight little white cunt don't you, Megan?"
"... *moan* ... yes!"
Richard - "You don't know how long I have been jerking off to the idea of doing this to you ... feels so fucking good!"
"Oh ... God ... fu ... fuck me! ... fuck me! ... yes! ... fuck me!" That's all that I seemed to be able to say as he thrust his massive black dick hard in and out of me. It wasn't long before his motions began to change to very quick and shallow. If he was anything like my husband, I knew Richard was close to cumming. I also wasn't sure if he was going to pull out when he did. What he said next confirmed my assumptions and answered my question.
"Fuck Megan ... Yes...Yes, I'm getting close ... so fucking close ... gonna cum ... gonna ... cum in your white cunt ... fuck!" Richard let out a long moan as he shoved his entire dick all the way into me, holding himself there. His cock twitched just before he shot his hot seaman deep inside of me. I could feel streams of cum hitting my cervix and coating the deepest parts of my pussy. It took him longer to cum than I was used to, but then again, he also came a lot more than my husband did. When he was finally finished, Richard let out a deep sigh but held himself inside of me until he began to go soft. Pulling himself out, he climbed off of me. Rolling over, he collapsed next to me.
"That was fucking great, Megan. We need to do this again real soon." I just lay there trying to catch my breath, nodding in agreement. I knew I couldn't wait long, though, since he had cum quite a lot, and it wouldn't be long before it started to leak out onto the bed. Getting up, I dashed for the bathroom to clean myself up. When I finished, I headed back into the bedroom. Richard was lying there, still totally naked. I was amazed as I stared at his dick. It was now hanging soft between his legs, but it was still big as hell. In fact, soft, it was still much, much larger than my husband's when he was fully hard. Grabbing my panties, I said I had better get to bed. Richard jumped up off the bed, walked over, and gave me a deep kiss before wishing me a good night.




The Aftermath

As I lay in bed, still awake a couple hours later, I couldn't believe what I had just done nor the fact that I had enjoyed it so much. I even wanted to go back into his room, get him hard again, and ride his big black cock. I already wanted so badly to have sex with him again. I knew I had to do my best to never let that happen again and needed to let Richard know that as well. I had never considered having an affair before. After all, I was a decent, honest, faithful woman. I wasn't the type to cheat. Nor did I ever imagine having sex with a black guy before this. I swore it wouldn't happen again, but as I learned the following day, my desire for extreme pleasure could overpower my better judgment.
When I woke up the following morning, I felt like the whole thing last night was a dream until the strange, slightly sore feeling I had between my legs assured me it was real. I had mixed feelings, both bad for cheating and no regrets for enjoying it so much. On top of actually having sex with Richard that night, I even had a dream about having sex with him again straight after. I could not deny that I
immensely enjoyed what we did, even though I knew it was very wrong. Getting out of bed, I headed right for the bathroom for a nice relaxing hot shower. I knew Richard had already left for an appointment that morning, so the house was mine all to myself for the morning. When I finished the shower, I wrapped a robe around myself and walked down the hallway into the kitchen. Passing by the guest bedroom, I noticed Richard's pants from last night draped across the lamp near the door. They must have landed there after he tossed them from his feet. As I picked them up to move them to a safer location, something fell out of one of the pockets, hitting my foot.
Looking down, I found myself staring at three condoms, still in their wrappers, stuck together like they come right out of the box. I was kind of pissed! He had told me he didn't have any condoms, and here they were, the larger ones for his size. Bending down, I picked them up, shoved them back into his pants, and laid them on the bed. Not that I could do anything about it now, but I planned on bringing it up when Richard got home. I paused for a moment and realized how lucky it was that I was on birth control, or else last night likely would not have happened.
Grabbing a bowl of cereal for a late breakfast, I walked around to sit at the kitchen table and lost my balance as my foot slipped on something. Looking down on the floor, I saw my black babydoll outfit from last night still lying where it was left. Bending down, I picked it up and tossed it onto the table before sitting down to eat. I relaxed, enjoying the silence of the house. I still was a bit shocked at what I had done last night with Richard. Not that it didn't feel good; I mean, did it ever feel good! I certainly enjoyed every minute of it. I know it wasn't right, but I kept trying to excuse it and find reasons for what I had done. As if to make it seem somehow okay in some way.
I sat there for some time after eating and reading a magazine I had sitting nearby. I lost all sense of time and didn't realize how late it was until I heard the front door open. This snapped me back to reality. Looking up, I saw Richard walking into the kitchen. Seeing me sitting there, he smiled at me with pleasure. I was still sitting there in nothing but a robe. Standing up, I moved to bring my dirty dish to the sink. Richard explained that his job interview went well and that it looks very hopeful that it will work out. I said I was delighted and wished for the best.
"They have to meet with a few other people before deciding who they will hire. So, how about something extra, for luck since I could use all I can get?" he said. I asked him what he meant, but he didn't say a word, quickly moving up behind me and pressing me against the sink countertop. He placed his hands on my waist and softly ground his crotch into my rear. I asked him to stop, but he totally ignored me as he leaned down and kissed my neck.
"I found the condoms in your pants pocket," I told him as I pushed him away again. Richard asked me what I was talking about, so I explained that I was moving his pants from last night and the three condoms fell out. That he had lied to me about not having any.
"I'm sorry, Megan. I won't lie and say I forgot about them since I did know they were there. I knew you were on birth control, and my god, I so badly wanted to feel what it was like to be inside you without a condom. So I pretended I didn't have any. I've fantasized about having sex with you for so long; I just really wanted to get the full feeling of it. Please forgive me?" he asked. I told him I was mad when I found them, but I understood what he was saying, and if anything, I was pretty flattered by it. He said he would make it up to me as he leaned back down and kissed my neck. I told him we really had to stop this, but he just kissed me some more, and I didn't exactly protest any harder.
"You know you want me to do this. I can already tell by how your body is reacting. Say anything you want, but you know it's true. And with all the moaning and screaming you did last night, I thought we'd wake the dead," he whispered into my ear. Wanting it or not, I promised myself I wouldn't do it again. I told him I really shouldn't and that he should forget about last night. But he was right; a big part of me really wanted it and enjoyed what we did last night. Something I tried not to let on to him and likely failed horribly. He didn't reply to me, only moved his right hand up and around to the front, cupping my right breast and kneading it over the robe. I made some efforts to break away, but honestly, there were half-hearted at best. Moments later, Richard spun me around to face him. I was about to tell him to stop, yet I never got a word out before he placed a hand over my mouth. I just stood there staring as he undid my robe, opening it up. I even helped by sliding it off my shoulders and arms, letting it drop to the floor, leaving me completely naked.
Richard just smiled as he leaned in and kissed me on the lips. He wrapped his left arm around my back and pulled me close to him. As he did so, his right hand moved up between us and started playing with my left breast this time. We stood like this for a couple of minutes at most before he pulled away. Leading me across the room, he took me over to the kitchen table. Moving one of the chairs away, he turned me around to face the table. Richard then told me to grab the end of the table and bend over. Doing as he said, I soon felt him running a couple of fingers around my pussy. Opening my legs slightly, he was soon rubbing my clit and fingering me simultaneously. Had me moaning in no time at all. Several minutes later, I was on the verge of having an orgasm. Just as I was about to, Richard stopped playing with me, causing me to moan in disappointment.
"Don't worry, baby, I'm going to get you there another way," he assured me. I wasn't sure what he meant at first, but my answer came soon when I heard a zipper opening, followed by the sound of his pants dropping to the floor. He told me to open my legs a little wider, which I did. Moving up right behind me, I felt him running his rock-hard penis up and down my pussy.
"Last night was like a dream come true. I can't even begin to tell you how long I had wanted to shove my dick deep into your body. To feel your pussy wrapped tightly around me. Do you want my big black dick deep inside your little white pussy?" he asked. Without hesitating, I told him yes. He needed no further encouragement, lining himself up and pushing into me. He held me while he worked it in a little at a time until he was all the way inside of me once again. Grabbing my waist with his hands, he began to move in and out of me slowly and was moving it in such a way that he was rubbing my G spot. This brought me to a big orgasm a short time later. Richard gradually picked up speed until he was finally fucking me hard and fast. Reaching around with his hand, he grabbed my breasts as he continued to screw me from behind. My moans and screams of pleasure filled the room. I didn't want to admit it, but it felt so fucking good, and I didn't want him to ever stop.
Me - "Yes! ... fuck me! ... fuck me! ... oh shit!"
Richard - "You like my big black dick buried deep inside your pussy don't you, Megan?"
Me - "Oh fuck yes! ... feels so good!"
Richard just laughed as he kept up his assault on my body. Over and over, he thrust his long, thick, black cock into my body. The entire table shook and jumped as he fucked me hard and deep. The sounds of my moans, the table legs banging and sliding against the floor, and his body slapping against mine when he pushed hard filled the room. After a few minutes, Richard pulled out of me, making me feel very empty.
Richard told me to stand up and turn around to face him. I honestly wasn't sure where he was going with this until he picked me up, sat me on the table, and pushed me back until I was lying down across the top of it. Lifting my legs, he placed them against his chest. Pulling me towards him until my butt was right at the edge, Richard thrust back into me. He proceeded to fuck me hard, and I had to grab the edge of the table to help keep myself from sliding across it. It did make quite a view. His black hands wrapped around my pale white thighs to keep me from moving too much. Plus, at this angle, I could see his massive black dick between my legs every time he pulled out, only to disappear when he shoved it back in.
Me - "Fuck, that looks so hot ... your black dick looks so hot going in and out of me."
Richard - "Should see it from my point of view. Watching it spread you open wide as it disappears deep into your little pink pussy."
I felt like I was in heaven. He kept up a good pace for some time, and I thought I would end up losing my voice with all the loud moaning I was doing. Eventually, his movements changed, and based on last night, I knew what was about to happen. Moments later, he let out a deep moan, pushing his dick all the way and holding it there as he again shot his cum deep inside of me. He stayed like that until he began to go soft before finally pulling out of me. Getting down from the table, I cleaned myself up, got dressed, and cleaned the house up before my husband got back home.




The Follow Up

When Jim returned home, we all acted like everything was normal and nothing had happened. This would change once again the next day. No sooner had he driven out of the driveway than I was woken up by someone playing with my breasts. Thinking it was Jim, I rolled over to see a naked Richard, who quickly stripped me of my little clothing. Within minutes I was straddling Richard as he lay on his back in the middle of the bed I share with my husband. His massive dick was rock hard and pointed straight up. I was sliding up and down his long thick shaft as it slowly disappeared into my pussy. When I finally got him in all the way, I began to ride him slowly at first, then hard and fast. Every now and then, I would slowly tease him by pulling my pussy almost all the way up his cock until only the tip of his head was moving in and out of me before sinking back onto him. I even rocked back and forth with him deep inside me and leaned back on my hands, doing the same, so he and I could appreciate all the different feelings.
I loved watching him play with my large pale white breasts with his black hands as I rode him. The color contrast between us was extremely hot to see. I came twice this time, one right after the other, in a massive near continual orgasm. He carried on fucking me for about another ten minutes until I could see on his face he was getting close. Finally, he grabbed my waist hard, pulling me down onto him and holding me there as he shot his cum deep in me. I could feel him as he shot his hot black seed again and again inside me, coating my cervix and sides.
This generally became the norm for a while. Every day my husband was gone was more likely than not a day when Richard and I had sex at least once, on a few occasions, even twice. Not always started by him, though. It reached a point when I was just as guilty of initiating as he was. One night though, we well and truly pushed the boundaries and did something while Jim was home. Jim had gone to bed early one night, leaving Richard and me watching Netflix in the living room. Richard was joking around, touching me a little here and there. It was turning me on enormously, but I knew I wouldn't be able to stay silent if I had his massive black cock inside me. So I decided I needed to do something to satisfy his cock, but something that didn't involve me screaming the place down.
Standing up, I told Richard to keep an eye on the bedroom door to ensure Jim didn't come out. Dropping to my knees, I moved up between his legs, pulled that nice black cock out of his pajama pants fly, and started to slide my lips up and down the sides of his cock. Richard tried to stop me initially, but I insisted he let me do this. I told him to keep an eye out to make sure Jim didn't catch us before sliding his semi-hard dick into my mouth. I am one of those women that actually enjoy giving head. There are a few of us out there, honestly. Richard looked like he was enjoying it too. He grabbed the back of my head and pushed me deeper as I sucked his dick for all I was worth. It wasn't long before he was cumming in my mouth. I never really let my husband cum in my mouth.
As much as I like sucking cock, the taste of cum just isn't for me. So swallowing was reserved for very special occasions indeed. Wedding anniversaries, and that was about it. But as Richard unloaded his massive load of cum into my mouth, something strange happened. Instead of the usual feeling of disgust, it was bearable. Notice I never said good; sorry, guys, there's no way I could ever describe cum as good, but it was tolerable. Maybe more so since it made it easier to clean up after us! It wouldn't be easy to explain any unknown stains on my clothing with Jim in the house, would it?
Roughly two and a half weeks later, Richard got the good news that he was hired by the company he wanted to work for. This didn't totally end the affair we had going because he couldn't move right away. It just cut back how often we were able to get together since he worked the same general hours Jim did. We did sneak out a few times at night to have sex in his car away from home. A couple months later, Richard was ready to move out, but as luck would have it, he was able to find a new place several miles from our house. Not that we stopped having sex with each other, it just became a lot less often, maybe a few times a month, since it was hard to meet each other alone. Eventually, though, it began to get less and less until we pretty much stopped altogether. I say we stopped because I had certainly not stopped sucking big black cock; it just wasn't Richard who was now getting that pleasure on a regular basis. Although our time together was coming to an end, I will never forget our times together; whenever I remember it, I smile and still feel a sense of pleasure that I had never known before when I remember my experiences with Richard.
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Big Black Cuckold: A Husband Discovers His Wife's Love For Black Men
 
As Aaron stood there, a wave of different emotions came over him. Arousal, guilt, humiliation, shame, excitement, love, and lust. Nothing could ever have prepared him for what he had just witnessed. In fact, no man can ever be truly prepared for it.

He had just watched a massive black cock pound his wife into orgasms after orgasm, the likes of which his little white cock had never given her.

Now they had finished, and she was laid on her back, legs spread wide, with a random black guy's cum dripping out of her.

And then she said it, the words that changed everything. 'Do you want to finish this the way we normally role play, baby?'

They usually role-played him going down on her after another guy had finished, but now he was confronted by the actual reality of his wife's cum filled pussy as she asked him to lick it clean.

'Oh, look at your little soft willy baby. I bet if you clean me up, you'll be hard again in no time,' was the only other thing she said.

And with that, Aaron knew his fate was sealed. He'd only cum 30 seconds before, but he knew as well as she did, 30 seconds with his face between her legs, and he'd be rock hard again. And so he lowered his face and tentatively poked out his tongue.
His Cheating Wife: A Guest Discovers a Young Wife's Hospitality
 
I guess my story starts with a kind offer, but what I did in return was far from kind. In fact, I still feel bad about it, but I don't regret it for a second.

So I had been invited to interview for a position at a college on the opposite side of the country, but I was a struggling student just completing my doctorate, so the flight alone cleaned me out, and the hotel would have been beyond my means. Until Jake, one of the staff at the college, offered to put me up, four days staying at his with him and his wife Leah.

Everything seemed perfectly normal, Jake and Leah were a happily married couple with a young baby. Well, everything seemed normal until I caught Leah staring at me, checking out my crotch.

It turned out there was a real dark secret lurking inside Leah, something she had always controlled until now. But for whatever reason, she couldn't resist any longer. Leah was in front of me and at that moment she wasn't a happily married mother, she was a cheating slut, and she was desperate for my cock.

The only problem? Her husband was asleep in the next room.
Her BBC Guest: When a white wife sees her guests BBC for the first time she stuggles to control her lust
 
When Cammie's 20-year-old son invited his friend Patrick to stay over for a few days while he was in town, she didn't have even the slightest idea how it would turn out.

But one night while her son and husband are out she caught a glimpse of Patrick naked, and she was hooked. Patrick's huge black cock set something off in her, and she couldn't resist any longer.

Suddenly this conservative wife is desperate to please Patrick in any way he commands. She's gone from a woman who dislikes giving head to a woman who is genuinely desperate to suck Patrick's big black cock, and it isn't long before her inability to control her lust leads Patrick to take advantage of her willingness to please.

Soon Patrick makes her his slave, and her transformation is complete. Conservative married woman to BBC slave and all because of what she saw that night.
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