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Chapter 1

Couples can enter the swinging scene for a myriad of reasons. For us personally, it was a desperate attempt to save our marriage—a move that might seem strange to some. Yet, when conventional solutions failed, we sought something extraordinary to rekindle the spark that had dimmed over the years.

Others dive into this world to inject new excitement into their sex lives, chasing the thrill of the forbidden and the tantalizing. Some are driven purely by the allure of fulfilling long-held fantasies and exploring desires they can't ignore.

Then there were Amy and Sam, a couple who had been married for nearly two decades. Their introduction to the swinging scene happened quite by accident, a twist of fate that changed everything. With their two children now off to college, their home echoed with a newfound silence. The vibrancy of their early years had faded, replaced by a routine that left little room for passion.

Sam's journey to meeting Amy had been anything but smooth. He had married young, full of hope and dreams, only to be shattered by infidelity. His first wife's betrayal left deep scars, making him somewhat possessive. This past hurt contrasted sharply with Amy's innocence; she was a mousy woman who had never been with any other men before Sam. Her shy demeanor and lack of experience drew him to her, offering a sense of security and control.

Their sexual encounters had always been straightforward, almost scripted. Phrases like "Gee, that was great, baby" or "Sam, you are the best lover" punctuated their moments of intimacy. Yet, these words often left Sam with lingering doubts. Despite Amy's assurances, a part of him always wondered if she had truly been a virgin when they first met. Her tentative touch and lack of exploration hinted at inexperience, but his insecurities whispered otherwise.

Early in their marriage, the arrival of children had shifted their focus. Parenthood brought joy but also ushered in a routine that gradually dulled their excitement. Evenings followed a predictable pattern: a glass of wine after dinner, Amy perhaps donning a slightly more revealing outfit, signaling her intent. Sam would pick up on these subtle hints, and they would head to bed.

Their lovemaking, though tender, remained cloaked in modesty. More often than not, it took place in the dark or beneath the sheets, as if the layers of fabric shielded them from a vulnerability they weren't ready to face. Nudity wasn't shunned but wasn't celebrated either; it was merely a part of their lives, handled with quiet reservation.

Neither Sam nor Amy could be described as conventionally attractive. They were the kind of people you might pass on the street without giving a second glance. Sam stood just shy of 5'10" and carried nearly 200 pounds on his frame. His weight had always been a sore spot, one he attempted to conceal with loose-fitting clothes and a demeanor that rarely exuded confidence.

Amy complemented him well. She stood at 5'5" on her tiptoes, and like Sam, she was steadily gaining weight, nearing 150 pounds. Her hips were her most striking feature, full and prominent, giving the impression she was perpetually wearing high heels. Her breasts, modestly filling a B cup, were overshadowed by her one truly stunning attribute—her lips. Full and luscious, they resembled those of Angelina Jolie, adding a touch of unexpected allure to her otherwise plain appearance. Her hair, kept in a short bob, often looked disheveled, as if a comb was a foreign concept.

Yet, Amy's ever-present smile radiated warmth and made up for any perceived shortcomings. Her active involvement in the church added to her charm, making Sam proud to call her his wife.

What transpired that weekend would irrevocably change their lives. Like most Friday nights, they set out for dinner at their local restaurant. However, fate had a twist in store; the familiar eatery was closed for remodeling. Forced to venture further into town, they found themselves exploring new dining options.

Without realizing it, Sam had steered into a rougher part of town. When he saw the neon lights that spelled out "fine dining," he didn't pay attention to the other signs, including the one that read "The Zebra Club."

The moment they stepped inside, Sam knew they had made a mistake. The music was deafening, the bass reverberating through the floor and into their bones. Most of the patrons were black, interspersed with a few strikingly attractive white women. The atmosphere was a far cry from the quiet, intimate setting they had anticipated.

A hostess approached them just as they were about to exchange uneasy glances and suggest finding another place to eat. "How many in your party?" she asked, her smile bright and welcoming despite the surroundings.

"Two," Sam replied instinctively, sealing their fate.

They were escorted around the dance floor's perimeter, weaving through throngs of people swaying to the music. The pulsating lights and vibrant energy of the room contrasted sharply with the darkened corner where they were led. Smaller tables were tucked away in the shadows, offering a semblance of privacy amidst the chaos.

Amy clutched Sam's hand tightly, her grip conveying her apprehension. As they settled into their table, the sense of being out of place was overwhelming. Their pastor warned against this kind of establishment in countless sermons, a den of iniquity where the wicked came to indulge in sin.

No sooner were they seated than their hostess appeared to take their drink orders. When they asked for coffee, she made a strange face but quickly turned around to fetch their order.

"She seemed nice," Amy commented as the hostess walked away. But for Sam, "nice" wasn't quite the word that came to mind. The hostess could easily be called "the hostess with the mostest," as her shapely figure was hard to ignore. When she had leaned over to hear their drink order, Sam noticed she wasn't wearing a bra, and her ample DDD-sized breasts had almost taken his breath away.

While they looked at the menu and waited for their coffee, their attention drifted to the dance floor. The scene was strikingly different from anything they had ever encountered. At least five or six white women were dancing intimately with black men, moving in a rhythm that spoke of deep connection and uninhibited freedom.

Neither Sam nor Amy had ever given much thought to race beyond superficial observations. They had always seen black people as simply black, with no deeper consideration. But watching these white women dance so closely, so sensually, with black men was something else entirely. It was a visual and cultural revelation that neither had anticipated.

Amy's eyes widened slightly as she watched the dancers, her hand unconsciously tightening around her menu. The sight was mesmerizing, an open display of passion and liberation. The women seemed utterly at ease, their bodies moving fluidly, responding to the music and their partners with an intimacy that was palpable.

"Do you think they're couples?" Amy asked, her voice barely audible over the pulsating beat of the music.

Sam shrugged, his gaze fixed on the dance floor. "Maybe. Or maybe they just met here. Either way, they look... happy."

Their coffees arrived, interrupting their thoughts. The hostess placed the cups on the table with a practiced ease, her smile lingering a moment longer on Sam before she walked away. Sam noticed Amy following the hostess with her eyes, a mixture of curiosity and something else—something that looked a lot like envy or desire.

As they sipped their coffee, Sam and Amy continued to observe the dance floor. The boundary between the dancers and the onlookers seemed almost nonexistent, with people moving freely between tables and the dance floor, engaging in conversations and flirtations with a casualness that hinted at deeper connections.

Amy had spied one interracial couple openly French kissing, the black man practically carrying the woman around the dance floor, her feet barely touching the ground. The sight was both mesmerizing and provocative, stirring something within her that she hadn't felt in years.

As Sam watched the dancers, he suddenly felt a tap on his shoulder. He turned around to find himself staring at the belt buckle of a man who must have been well over six feet tall. Looking up, he saw a smiling black man towering above him, his presence commanding yet non-threatening.

"Mind if I ask the lady for a dance?" the man inquired, his voice deep and smooth.

Sam's throat tightened. He was on the verge of saying something that might have caused a scene when the man, without waiting for a reply, extended his hand towards Amy. The gesture was confident, almost assuming acceptance.

Amy glanced at the enormous hand in front of her and then at Sam, noting the furrows in his brow and the tension in his posture. Quickly deciding to defuse the situation, she smiled and placed her hand in the stranger's.

"It's okay, baby, I'd like a dance before she takes our order."

Before Sam could utter a word, Amy was being led out onto the dance floor, not ten feet from where their table was situated. The music throbbed through the room, a pulsing beat that vibrated in their chests and filled the air with electric energy. Sam watched as his wife was taken into the embrace of a tall, imposing figure, his dark skin contrasting starkly with Amy's pale complexion.

"So, I haven't seen you two around here before," the man boomed, his deep voice cutting through the din of the music.

Amy, momentarily flustered, shrugged her shoulders and tried to think of a reply, but her words seemed to catch in her throat.

"The name's Ritchie, little lady. What's yours?" he asked, his voice softer now but still commanding.

"Uhm, Mis... Amy," she stuttered, her cheeks flushing a delicate pink.

"Well, you are very pretty, little Amy," Ritchie said, his eyes gleaming with interest.

As Sam sat there, watching his wife in the embrace of the big man, he had to control a chuckle. Amy's head barely reached the man's midsection, and Ritchie had to bend down slightly to slide his hand under her arm. They looked almost comically mismatched on the dance floor, their movements slightly awkward as they found a rhythm together.

The chair beside Sam rustled, drawing his attention away from the dance floor. He turned to see another man taking a seat where Amy had been not two minutes ago. This newcomer was equally tall and broad-shouldered, his presence commanding attention.

"So, you guys come here often, man?" the newcomer asked, his voice a low rumble.

Sam hesitated, unsure of how to respond. But then, out of the corner of his eye, he noticed a commotion nearby. A blonde woman was dancing with her back to her partner, a tall, muscular man. The man's hands had slid up her skirt, revealing that she wasn't wearing any panties. The crowd around them had stopped dancing, openly staring at her shaved pussy. The blonde seemed unbothered by the attention, one hand entwined in her partner's hair while the other moved rhythmically between their bodies. It was clear she was stroking his cock, her arm moving with deliberate intent.

The atmosphere in the club was charged with a raw, uninhibited energy. Sam felt a rush of adrenaline, his senses heightened by the scene unfolding before him. The dance floor was a sea of bodies, moving to the beat, each lost in their own moment of passion. The air was thick with the scent of sweat and desire, the music a relentless pulse that drove them all forward.

That was when it struck Sam—this wasn't just an ordinary nightclub. There was something more, something electric and pulsing beneath the surface. The dim lighting, the thrumming bass, and the palpable sense of anticipation in the air hinted at a different kind of excitement.

"Hey man, didn't you hear me? Do you guys come here often?" The stranger's voice cut through the haze, casual yet charged with an underlying suggestion.

"No... no... uhm, this is our first time here," Sam stammered, trying to shake off the unease creeping up his spine.

"Well, I see your old lady is already getting into the flow of things," the man replied with a knowing smirk.

Sam turned around, his gaze locking onto Amy. His breath caught in his throat. Amy's head was pressed against the black guy's muscular stomach, her legs splayed apart in a way that was both sensual and vulnerable. His thick thigh was firmly lodged between hers, rhythmically rubbing against her pussy through the thin fabric of her dress.

A surge of protectiveness and confusion hit Sam, and he started to rise from his seat. But the black man sitting next to him clamped a strong hand around his arm, jerking him back down with an iron grip.

"Relax, man. Ritchie ain't gonna do anything she doesn't want to be done," the man said, his tone steady and assured.

What the hell was that supposed to mean? Sam's mind raced, caught between the primal urge to defend Amy and the inexplicable allure of the situation unfolding before him.


Chapter 2

Out on the dance floor, Amy's heart was pounding as if it might burst from her chest. She was caught in a whirlwind of sensations and emotions, her mind scrambling to find a way out of the dance. She hadn't even realized how the guy had maneuvered her until his leg was firmly between hers, pressing hard against her cunt with every beat of the music. His hands gripped her hips, guiding her movements in a way that felt both dominant and intoxicating.

A sudden wave of excitement flooded over Amy, a tingling sensation that spread from her core outward. It struck her—she wasn't just dancing with a very black man, but probably everyone could see his thigh rubbing insistently against her cunt. The more she thought about it, the more aroused she became, her breaths coming faster as heat pooled in her belly.

The black man backed away slightly, giving her a moment to catch her breath. He gestured to their left, where a blonde woman was being fingered by her black partner right there on the dance floor. Amy's eyes widened in shock and fascination as she saw the blonde's eyes rolled back in ecstasy, her face a picture of rapture as she was openly masturbated in front of everyone.

No sooner had Amy processed this than her partner pulled her back against his hard body. The unmistakable hardness of his cock pressed insistently into her, just below her breast, sending a jolt of electricity through her. A shiver of anticipation ran down her spine. Was this man going to do the same to her, right here in front of her husband and the entire club?

Ritchie leaned down, his breath hot against her ear, his voice a husky whisper that sent shivers through her. "How many times have you done this before?" he asked softly.

"Done... done what?" Amy stammered, her mind a whirl of conflicting thoughts and sensations.

"Come here to swing with other couples."

"I... we don't... we haven't," she tried to respond, but her words came out jumbled, her coherence shattered as Ritchie pressed his hard cock more firmly against her chest.

"Your first time? Well, I'll be," he murmured, his tone laced with excitement. "Listen, my wife works here as a waitress. In fact, she's the one who was waiting on you two. She gets off in about 30 minutes. This is gonna be great."

"I... we... look, I think you've got us all wrong. We're not here for sex or anything like that," Amy stammered, her voice a mix of confusion and reluctant excitement.

Ritchie smiled, a knowing glint in his eye as he spun them around in a circle. In one smooth motion, he lifted Amy off the floor, her feet dangling as his thick, hard cock pressed against her pussy through the thin fabric of her dress. Instinctively, she threw an arm around his neck to keep her balance. But as the delicious friction of his cock rubbed against her, she found her fingernails digging into his back, a reflexive plea for more.

"Yeah, I kind of figured that when you felt my snake, you'd change your mind," Ritchie murmured, his voice a low, seductive growl.

"Oh please, you have me all wrong... ahhhh, oh darn," she gasped, her protest melting into a moan as her body responded to his touch.

"Darn?" Ritchie chuckled, a deep, resonant sound that vibrated through her. But then he paused, considering. Maybe this little chick wasn't here to get laid tonight. Yet, the way her body was reacting told a different story. His hand roamed down, kneading her ample ass cheeks, feeling the soft, yielding flesh beneath his fingers. His cock throbbed insistently, growing harder with each passing second.

The dance had ended, leaving just two couples still on the floor, their movements filled with a carnal energy that set them apart from the rest of the club. About ten feet away, the blonde and her black partner were engrossed in an intense display of passion. Another black man had joined them, pressing his lips to the blonde's in big, open-mouthed kisses while the man behind her worked more fingers into her slick cunt. The blonde seemed utterly unconcerned about who might be watching, her body writhing in anticipation of the inevitable moment when one of them would bury a thick black dick inside her.

Amy's feet dangled off the floor as Ritchie held her up, his hard cock grinding against her through her now-soaked panties. Her eyes fluttered, overwhelmed by the relentless stimulation. One of Ritchie's arms supported her weight while the fingers of his other hand expertly navigated around the waistband of her cotton panties, seeking entry.

"Oh please, we can't... Oh shit... not out here where everyone can see this..." she whimpered, her voice a breathy mix of desperation and arousal.

Ritchie glanced over and caught his wife's attention. With a nod, he indicated that she should get to work. Gemma's face lit up with a smile as she took in the scene—her husband holding a little white wife who clung to him, eyes glazed with pleasure. Gemma always enjoyed these nights, particularly the prospect of having her turn with a white man. White men were often hesitant with a big black woman like her, and she reveled in the sense of control and power she felt when she had one of them at her mercy, particularly when she was sucking their dick.

"Amy?"

Amy's mind was a million miles away, lost in a fog of pleasure and anticipation as she felt the huge dick rubbing against her cunt. Her legs spread as far as they would go, allowing her to revel in the full sensations it was giving her. Each movement sent ripples of ecstasy through her body, heightening her arousal to an almost unbearable level.

"Amy?" Ritchie's voice broke through the haze, a seductive purr that brought her back to the present moment.

"Uh, yes?" she replied breathlessly, her mind struggling to catch up with her body.

"You ready to get out of here and see what has been poking you in your stomach?" he asked, his tone dripping with confident allure.

"Uh, yes... I mean, no, I... Oh please, I can't do this, I... we're married," she stammered, her voice wavering between desire and guilt.

"Listen, little one, you'll still be married after we do this. The only difference is you'll appreciate a real man's dick after my snake takes care of you," Ritchie murmured, his words sending shivers down her spine.

Amy's body shook with a mix of fear and excitement as she absorbed his words. Her mind was in turmoil, but her body was responding with a primal need she couldn't deny.

Meanwhile, Gemma returned to their table without the coffee, her eyes sparkling with mischievous intent. She jerked her head, signaling for the other black guy to get up. As she leaned forward, her ample breasts purposefully pressed against the table, expanding tantalizingly.

"Hi, sweetie, I'm Gemma," she said with a sultry smile, her voice low and inviting.

"Yes.... uhm hi Gemma."

Sam's mind was a whirlwind of confusion and arousal. He couldn't believe what was happening. This black woman was flaunting her big tits at him while some black guy openly pawed at his wife on the dance floor. He knew better than to make a scene, understanding that it would probably end with him getting his ass kicked. But now, this black woman was leaning over, showing him her cleavage, and grabbing him high on his thigh.

"What the fuck is going on?" Sam thought as she reached even higher, her hand wrapping around his hardening dick.

"What the..." he started but was cut off.

"Ah, I see you're enjoying watching your wife dance with my husband," Gemma said, her voice dripping with seduction.

"Look, I think this is a mist—"

"My, my, not bad for a white boy," she interrupted, squeezing his dick through his slacks. "By the time I'm finished with you, I'll bet I can get it to be six inches."

"Was she mocking him, or what?" he wondered, feeling both embarrassed and aroused.

"Just wait till your little wifey sees what Ritchie is packing. He always gets a diamond cutter when he gets a new white wife." She laughed, her eyes gleaming with mischief. "And when your wife sees that ten-inch diamond cutter, her knees will turn to jelly."

"What the fuck... uhm, we're married, uhm... Gemma," he stammered, feeling completely out of his depth.

Gemma laughed, feeling Sam's dick start to pulsate. "Baby, we're all married, but that doesn't mean we don't like sex."

As she said this, Sam felt himself cum, making a mess of his shorts and slacks. His face flushed with embarrassment and confusion.

"Awww, don't worry baby, Gemma will get it back hard again real quick," she cooed, her hand gently stroking him through the wet fabric.

"Are you two having fun?" The voice cut through Sam's haze of shame and arousal. He looked up to see Amy and the black guy, Ritchie, standing there, watching Gemma inspect his wet pants.

"Uhmmm..." Sam struggled to find words, his mind a chaotic mix of thoughts and emotions.

"Hey, it's all right, man. I've been playing with your little lady here, so it all evens out," Ritchie said with a chuckle, his grip on Amy's hand firm and possessive.

Amy couldn't tear her eyes away from Gemma's hand on her husband's dick. The sight of another woman pleasuring Sam right there in the club was surreal, a mix of shock and arousal coursing through her. They had never ventured into anything like this before, and now they were deep in uncharted territory.

Ritchie tugged gently, guiding Amy towards the exit. He glanced over his shoulder, giving Gemma a look she knew all too well. Five years in prison had taught Ritchie to take what he wanted without hesitation, and no one dared to say no to him.

The walk across the street to the motel was silent, Amy's mind spinning like a top as she tried to process what was happening. Did she want this? Could she stop it if she didn't? Behind them, Sam walked with rose-colored cheeks, the evidence of his climax still staining his pants, a public testament to his mixed feelings of shame and arousal.

Ritchie opened the motel door for Amy, his large frame blocking out the light. Too confused to say no, she walked past him, feeling one of his big hands encompass a cheek of her ass. The touch was forceful, claiming. Ritchie was a man who took what he wanted.

Gemma followed close behind, already unbuttoning her waitress shirt. Her nipples jutted out, hard with anticipation, making the fabric of her shirt stick out obscenely. She was ready, eager, her eyes locked on Sam with a predatory gleam.

Once they were all inside, Ritchie shut the door and locked it with a decisive click. The room was dimly lit, casting shadows that danced on the walls, heightening the sense of intimacy and danger.

"Amy, you go over there and sit on the bed," Ritchie commanded, his voice leaving no room for argument. "Gemma and your husband can go to the couch."

Amy's head dropped a little as she went and sat down on the bed. The sheets were rumpled, and the unmistakable scent of sex lingered in the air, adding to the heady mix of anticipation and trepidation.

Sam hesitantly sat down on the couch, his mind a whirl of conflicting emotions. Before he knew it, Gemma was already tugging at his pants. In one swift motion, both his pants and shorts were off, revealing the sticky evidence of his earlier climax, the cum spread across his upper thigh.

When Gemma saw the cum, her eyes lit up with a hungry gleam. There were rumors about her, whispers that the reason her tits were so big was because she loved cum—everyone's cum. As she leaned over to lick his thigh, Sam's eyes shot up, distracted by his wife's voice.

"Oh my God! That's way too big. It will kill me!" Amy exclaimed, her voice a mix of awe and apprehension.

Sam turned to look and saw Amy's clothes were already off, her naked body illuminated by the dim light. She was staring in amazement at the man in front of her. Ritchie had stripped down, revealing a muscular frame that spoke of years of hard work and strength. His enormous, erect cock jutted out, seemingly impossible in size.

"Uhmm... mphfff..." was all Sam heard as he saw Ritchie pull Amy's face onto his dick, her mouth stretching wide to accommodate him. The sight was both shocking and arousing, a mix of emotions he couldn't quite process.


Chapter 3

Sam started to say something, a protest forming on his lips, but it was cut off by the sensation of Gemma's teeth nibbling on the head of his dick. The sharp pleasure made him gasp, his body reacting despite the turmoil in his mind.

"Relax, baby," Gemma purred, her voice low and soothing as she licked and nibbled. "Let's make this night unforgettable."

Gemma looked up at Sam, her eyes filled with a mix of dominance and desire as she gently chewed on the head of his dick, bringing it back to life. "You remember to pay attention to me," she purred, her voice sending shivers down his spine.

"My God," Sam thought, awestruck. "She has all of my dick in her mouth." Amy had never done that for him. The sensation was overwhelming, making his thoughts scatter as pleasure took over.

A small gagging sound from the bed drew his attention. Ritchie now had both hands on Amy's head, guiding her rhythm as she sucked him. His fingers intertwined in her hair, controlling her movements with practiced ease.

Not to be outdone, Gemma had Sam's dick back up to about five inches. She snaked her fingers under his ass, playing with his asshole. The unexpected touch sent a jolt of pleasure through him, making him harder. Gemma smiled to herself, realizing just how easily she could manipulate this white man.

"Okay, enough of this," Ritchie said, his voice a low growl. "You can swallow my cum later tonight. Right now, I want to feel that little white cunt of yours wrapped around my cock."

Amy leaned back, her breath coming in short, excited gasps. Ritchie grabbed her behind the knees, lifting her legs into the air with ease. He moved forward, and without any preliminaries, the head of his big dick pressed against her moistening cunt.

With a gentle shove, Ritchie pushed about two inches into Amy, causing her to grimace and bite her lip. The rapid pace of events left her no time to voice her concerns about protection; she wasn't on any contraceptive, and the thought flickered in her mind but was quickly overshadowed by the immediate sensations.

The second shove was less gentle, pushing another two or three inches inside her. Ritchie leaned forward, his face just inches from hers. Amy looked up into his dark eyes and saw a primal intensity there, a beastly hunger that made her heart race with both fear and excitement. She just hoped that this massive black man wasn't going to harm her after taking what he wanted.

Another push, and her eyes shot open wide. "Oh my God, Sam had never been that deep before!" she thought, her body reacting to the unfamiliar sensation of being filled so completely.

Ritchie smirked, seeing the amazement in her eyes. He knew he was giving this white wife feelings she had never experienced before. Slowly, he began to pull out, feeling her cunt's muscles almost clinging to him, reluctant to let him go. Then, with a powerful shove, he drove back in, making her let out a short scream.

Ritchie's mouth covered her pouty lips, muffling her scream as his tongue delved into her mouth, asserting his dominance. Amy's body responded instinctively, her hips rising to meet his thrusts despite the mixture of pain and pleasure coursing through her. She felt utterly consumed by him, her thoughts scattered as she surrendered to the overwhelming sensations.

Amy's legs involuntarily wrapped around Ritchie's neck as he started the rhythmic, powerful movements of fucking her. Each thrust was deliberate and forceful, making her gasp and moan in pleasure. Ritchie savored the feeling of her tight pussy gripping his cock, relishing in the control he had over her body. There was something uniquely satisfying about fucking a new white woman, especially a married one, and Amy's responsiveness only heightened his enjoyment.

Ritchie looked down at Amy, her eyes glazed with a mix of pain and pleasure. He loved this moment, the point where he broke through their initial resistance and showed them the kind of intense, merciless pleasure he could deliver. He leaned in, his lips brushing her ear. "You love this, don't you? Taking my big black cock, being fucked like never before."

Meanwhile, on the couch, Gemma had taken all of Sam's five inches into her mouth, her lips stretched around him as she worked him expertly. Five inches was nothing compared to Ritchie, who could stretch her throat to its limits, but she enjoyed the power she held over Sam. She now had her middle finger deep in his ass, and he was panting heavily, his breaths coming in ragged gasps.

She could have sworn he had cum again when she tightened her throat muscles around his dick head, but she wasn't going to be denied. Gemma was determined to make him fuck her until he couldn't anymore, pushing him to his limits and beyond. She enjoyed the challenge, the way his body responded to her every touch.

On the bed, the sounds of grunts and moans filled the room as Ritchie pounded Amy into the mattress. Each thrust was deep and relentless, and Amy's cries of pleasure mixed with his grunts of exertion. Her tight pussy clenched around him, and he knew that no one had ever fucked her this deep before.

Ritchie grinned to himself, entertained by the thought of his seed possibly taking root in Amy. The idea of breeding her was a heady one. As he felt his orgasm building, he pushed her knees back against her breasts and gave a powerful thrust, impaling her with his full length.

Amy's mind was a whirlwind of sensations and conflicting emotions. The sheer size of Ritchie's cock was unlike anything she had ever experienced, bringing waves of pleasure that made her gasp and moan. The realization hit her that she had never asked for a condom, and the risk of pregnancy flashed through her mind, but it was quickly overshadowed by the overwhelming physical sensations.

Ritchie's movements became more urgent as he neared his climax. With each thrust, Amy felt him go deeper, filling her completely. Her body responded with involuntary pleasure despite her initial reservations. The sheer intensity of the experience left her breathless, and she couldn't deny the powerful connection that had formed between them at that moment.

As Ritchie released, Amy felt the warmth of his cum filling her, a series of powerful spasms that seemed to go on forever. The idea of carrying his child, as fleeting and unsettling as it was, crossed her mind. She imagined a baby nursing at her breast, a mix of fear and strange excitement coursing through her. The thought was quickly pushed aside as she focused on the intense sensations in her body.

Ritchie sighed in satisfaction and rolled onto his back, pulling Amy with him so she was now on top. His softening cock remained inside her, and she could feel her muscles instinctively holding him in place. He smiled, thinking that she might come back for more in the future, seeking the same intense experience.

Amy lay on top of him, still trembling from the encounter. She felt his cum trickling out of her, mingling with her own arousal. Her mind raced as she tried to process the events of the night.

Sam watched as his wife lay on top of Ritchie, kissing his chest in a gesture of appreciation. He knew it wasn't over yet. Amy's actions showed she wasn't ready to part from the intense connection she had experienced. As he leaned back into the couch, he felt Gemma's hand reaching for his still-hard dick, her intent clear. Despite having cum twice that evening, Sam saw the determination in her eyes—she wanted to get fucked and wouldn't take no for an answer.

Gemma straddled him, her warm body pressing against his as she guided him inside her. Sam groaned, surprised at his body's ability to respond. Gemma's movements were urgent and demanding, and he found himself lost in the rhythm, their bodies moving together in a frenzied dance of desire.

It was 3:30 in the morning when Amy and Sam stumbled across the street to where their car was parked. As Sam got behind the wheel, he glanced at his wife. Amy's legs were splayed open, revealing the marks of their wild night. A couple of purple bruises adorned her neck—hickeys left by the massive black man who had dominated her.

Amy was far from asleep. She stared out into space, lost in the memories of the hours of intense fucking she had just experienced. The ecstasy she had reached was beyond anything she had ever imagined. She tried to count the days since her last period, but her thoughts were too jumbled, overwhelmed by the emotions and sensations still coursing through her body.

Neither of them spoke on the drive home, but the silence was heavy with unspoken thoughts. Words had been said during their encounter, words that lingered in their minds.

Amy had confessed her love for Ritchie several times in the throes of passion. The intensity of the moment had made her say things she never thought she would. She also couldn't shake the thought that if she had conceived, she would raise any child that resulted from this night. The idea of carrying Ritchie's baby filled her with a strange mix of fear and exhilaration.

Sam vividly remembered the night before, watching as Ritchie pounded Amy hard. He had been so overwhelmed by the sight that he had taken his dick out of Gemma and jacked himself to a dry cum. That black bitch had drained him so thoroughly that he couldn't even produce anymore. The memory of Gemma telling him that next time she was going to fuck him with her strap-on sent a shiver down his spine, the thought exciting him immensely, especially after how her finger had made him feel.

The morning was quiet as they got up. Amy fixed coffee and was preparing bacon and eggs when Sam entered the kitchen. He nuzzled her neck where the hickeys were clearly visible and greeted her with a soft "Good morning."

Amy placed the coffee in front of him and sat down, looking at him intently for a moment. Sam couldn't decipher what was on her mind, but fear crept in—was she going to ask for a divorce?

"Sam?" she said, her voice tentative.

He held his breath, bracing himself for the worst.

"Sam, about last night. I'm sorry, baby, but when that guy pushed that big dick into my stomach, I just had to see if it was really real."

Sam remained silent, his mind racing, unsure of how to respond.

"I see that black woman made you cum several times. Did you enjoy it?" Amy asked, her voice laced with a mix of curiosity and underlying tension.

Sam knew that any response to that question could land him in trouble, so he simply nodded.

Amy pulled a piece of paper out of her apron and threw it on the table. "That's from Ritchie. He expects me to call him today with an answer."

Sam's forehead scrunched up in confusion. "What do you mean by that?"

"Sam... he wants me to come by the club early tonight. He said that Gemma doesn't have to work and that he wants to show me off on the dance floor tonight. He told me not to wear a bra or panties. What should I do?"

Sam started to speak, but Amy interrupted, her voice soft and hesitant. "And he said that Gemma is going to use you tonight, whatever the heck that is supposed to mean."

Chills ran through Sam as he realized exactly what that meant. The memory of Gemma's promise and her finger inside him the previous night flashed through his mind.

As he got up from the breakfast table, he looked at his wife of 20 years, his eyes filled with a mixture of concern and uncertainty. "Are you wanting a divorce?" he asked, his voice barely above a whisper.

"My God, Sam, how could you say such a thing? We have kids... we love... well, at least I love you. What did that woman do to your mind?"

Sam took a deep breath, choosing his words carefully. "Amy, she has a strap-on, and I think she wants to fuck me."




There it had been said.......

Amy picked up the piece of paper and looked into her husband's eyes.

"What time shall I tell him we'll be there?"................


Chapter 4

Sam was taken aback by the quickness in Amy's tone. It was clear that his wife had been well satisfied the previous night, and her demeanor suggested that she might be craving more of that big black dick. The memory of Gemma's promise to use a strap-on on him the next time they met still rang in his ears. While he had enjoyed the way Gemma had played with his dick, bringing him to climax multiple times, he wasn't gay, and the idea of a dildo up his ass was unsettling.

"Sam?" Amy's voice broke through his thoughts.

He tried to quickly think of a reason not to answer, but he could see the lust beginning to creep back into her eyes. He had seen that look last night when she had been fucked so hard that she had lain limply on top of Ritchie, showering his chest with kisses of gratitude. Now, he wondered if Amy was starting to fall for the guy.

"Sam?" she repeated, her voice more insistent.

She had assured him that she didn't want a divorce, but the look on her face told him she wanted more of that huge black dick. That realization scared Sam even more than the thought of Gemma using a strap-on on him.

"Well?" Amy pressed.

"I thought we usually go to a movie on Saturday nights?" Sam said, trying to steer the conversation back to familiar territory.

"What the fu... Look, if you don't want to go, then just say so." Amy's tone was sharp, a clear challenge.

Sam knew she was testing him now, and he measured his words carefully. "Amy, I'm okay with going back there tonight, but I don't want you to get hurt or anything. And he didn't use any protection."

"Sam! I don't remember seeing you use a condom when Gemma climbed on top of you last night!"

"Baby, I'm just worried for you..." The words felt hollow as he spoke them, and he knew she could see right through his attempt at concern.

"You're worried for me? Bullshit! The best fucking I've ever had, and now you want to stop?" Those words burned in his ears. "The best fucking she had ever had?"

She stormed out of the kitchen and went upstairs. Sam knew she was pissed, and it was true what she had said. She had been fucked every which way but sideways, and he had been envious of how Ritchie had managed to stay hard so many times.

He hesitated momentarily, looking at the piece of paper with Ritchie's number on it. For a moment more, he did nothing, and then he picked it up and went to the phone and dialed the number.

"Hello?"

Sam was surprised that Gemma had answered the phone, expecting Ritchie's deep, booming voice instead.

"Uhmmm, hi Gemma, this is Sa... Sam," he stammered, caught off guard.

"Well, hi there, sweetie. How is my big, handsome white boy today?" Gemma's playful tone and compliment lifted his spirits, a smile spreading across his face. She sure knew how to make him feel like a man.

"We were thinking of coming over to see you guys tonight. When would be a convenient time?"

On the other end of the line, a slight sneer crossed Gemma's face. Yep, just like some of those other white men they had hooked up with before. Give them a blow job, and they think they're God's gift to black women.

"Listen, how about coming directly to our house tonight, say around 8, instead of the club? I'm not working tonight, and we have plenty to drink and smoke over here."

"Uhmmm, okay, but where do you guys live?" Sam asked, a bit surprised by the change in plans.

Gemma gave him directions that were not too far from the club and told him they would leave a porch light on.

"Do we need to bring anything, like wine or whatever?" Sam offered, trying to be polite.

"No, sweet buns. You just bring your wifey along and make sure that you come too. I'm looking forward to you and me having a good time," Gemma replied, her voice dripping with suggestive sweetness.

Sam hesitated for a moment. "Listen, Gemma, about what you said last night..."

"What's that?" Sam asked, his curiosity piqued.

"About wanting to fuck me with a strap-on. I'm not really into that shit," he clarified, his tone a bit defensive.

Gemma laughed, choosing her words carefully so as not to scare him away. "You just bring that lovely white body over here, and you and I will have a lot of fun. Just one thing, though..."

"Yes?" Sam replied, a bit apprehensive.

"I expect you to be ready, so if Ritchie offers you one of those little purple pills, I expect you to take it," Gemma said matter-of-factly.

"Huh?"

"Viagra, dummy! LOL, if we're going to have fun, it will be for the whole evening. You never taken Viagra before?"

"I know what it is, but no, I've never had to need to take it," Sam admitted.

"Tonight, you will. See you guys at 8!" And just like that, she abruptly hung up.

Sam looked at the phone, trying to process what had just happened. He knew that Gemma was going to be the one running the show between the two of them. As he started up the stairs, his dick was already starting to harden in anticipation.

Sam knocked on the bedroom door. "Baby?"

"What?" Amy's voice was still tinged with irritation.

"Look, I called and talked to Gemma and told her we would be there at 8 tonight."

Amy unlocked the door and let him in.

"I'm sorry, Sam. I got a little carried away. I know you had a lot of fun last night, and I just want some of that, too," Amy said, her voice softening with regret.

"No, I'm sorry, sweetheart. I should have never questioned your loyalty," Sam replied, giving her a reassuring hug.

As Sam went out to the garage to get the lawn mower and cut the grass, Amy's stomach was doing butterflies. "Oh my God," she thought, "I'm going to get some more of that wonderful black dick tonight."

The day seemed to drag by slowly. Both of them took long, hot baths to relax and prepare. Amy, for the first time, carefully shaved her cunt. Ritchie had mentioned how he liked his women to be bald down there, and she wanted to make sure to please him.

Sam, on the other hand, had strange thoughts going through his head. The part about Gemma wanting to fuck him kept reappearing, and every time he thought about it, his dick would firm up. When Amy went downstairs, he went into the bathroom cupboard and rummaged around until he found the box of Ducolax, the stool softener. He put it back and closed the mirror, then looked at himself, wondering what the fuck he was thinking.

Sam opened the mirror again and picked up the box to read the directions. "WTF," he thought, staring at it in confusion. He had no idea what to expect from the night ahead but wanted to be prepared for anything. As he took one of the pills, he quickly took a drink of water, closed the mirror, and looked at himself again. He shook his head slightly, then went downstairs to see if Amy wanted to grab a quick bite to eat.

As it turned out, neither of them were particularly hungry. They both had other thoughts occupying their minds, making the idea of going out for dinner seem less appealing.

On their way to Gemma and Ritchie's house, Amy and Sam did not talk or look at each other. Each wondered what they were getting into and secretly hoped the other would stop this nonsense.

As Sam pulled into the driveway of the run-down house, he finally looked over at Amy.

"Baby..." he began, his voice hesitant.

"Don't stop it now, Sam. We've come this far, and my stomach is tied up in knots. If we turn around now, I think I will just crawl into a corner and die," Amy interrupted, her voice trembling with both fear and excitement.

He could see that she had unbuttoned a couple of the top buttons on her blouse, revealing her small, firm breasts. Her nipples were so hard they looked like erasers trying to poke holes in the material. Her breathing was rapid, and he could see the moisture appearing on her upper lip. "My God," he thought, "she looks so desirable tonight."

They held hands as they walked up to the door, Amy's grip so tight that Sam's hand was turning white. When Ritchie opened the door, they were surprised to see him wearing a bathrobe, a prominent bulge beneath it indicating that he was already starting to get hard.

As Sam walked past him, Ritchie reached out for Amy and pulled her into a tight embrace. "I'm sure glad you decided to come over tonight, sweetie. I promise you, you're going to be wet all night." With that, he tilted her head up and gave her a hard French kiss. It completely caught her by surprise, and her legs felt like they were going to give out, but his strong arms held her steady, pressing her into his erect dick.

She could now tell that, indeed, his dick was already hard, and she started to swoon when he pushed it hard into her midsection.

"Well, I see they aren't wasting any time, are they?" Sam remarked, feeling a mix of nervousness and excitement.

Gemma appeared behind Ritchie, her eyes gleaming with anticipation. "Come on, Ritchie, we've got all evening to fuck. How about we have some wine and some of those sweet-smelling cigarettes you picked up today?"

Ritchie shot Gemma a non-friendly look, but he knew she was right. They would have their fun with this white couple, so there was no sense in rushing it.


 Chapter 5

As Sam and Amy started to sit on the couch, Ritchie steered Sam over to where Gemma was sitting. "Why don't you go sit with her, Sam, while I get the smokes out. Baby, get the wine." It was not a question but an order, and Gemma knew it.

The chatter had been a little on the nervous side coming from the white couple, but as soon as the wine was being downed and Ritchie was passing the cigarette around, the room got a little quieter. The tension started to ease, replaced by a growing sense of anticipation.

Amy had already taken a couple of hits off the cigarette, and it hit her harder than she had thought it would. "This is pretty good shit, hon. You get this from the club?" she asked, her words slurring slightly as the effects took hold.

Again, Ritchie shot her a dirty look, and she fell silent. He slid up next to Amy, and for a second, she got nervous. But when he bent down and started kissing her again, Amy's initial hesitation melted away. Her arms, which had been tensely at her sides, relaxed and wrapped around his neck, pulling him closer as she began to French kiss him back with growing enthusiasm.

"Yep, that's Ritchie for ya. He sees something he likes, and he just can't wait," Gemma said with a chuckle.

Sam looked nervously over at his wife, now in the embrace of the huge black man. Ritchie's hands roamed over Amy's body with possessive ease, making Sam's stomach churn with a mix of jealousy and excitement. He felt Gemma nudging him, bringing him back to the moment.

"Here, sweetie, let's get you primed up," she said, holding out a Viagra pill.

Sam looked down at her hand, then back up at her. "Go on, it will make your dick hard for hours," Gemma encouraged.

He downed the pill and took a big drink from his wine glass, feeling the warmth of the alcohol spread through his body. Gemma's hand was already starting to massage his dick, her touch firm and experienced.

"It takes a little stimulation to make that pill work on ya, baby," she said with a playful smile.

As she squeezed his dick, he could feel the blood start to rush to his groin. "Fuck," he thought, "I'll show her how good of a fuck I can throw."

On the couch, Ritchie had unbuttoned the last buttons on Amy's blouse and was pulling it off her shoulders. Her small, firm breasts were exposed, nipples hard and eager. Ritchie bent down to take one of her nipples into his mouth, sucking and teasing it with his tongue.

Amy gasped, her body arching towards him. She looked down in awe as Ritchie's massive black dick emerged from the bathrobe. "Son of a bitch, this guy has a big dick," she thought, a mix of fear and excitement coursing through her.

Ritchie looked up at her with a smirk, reading the awe in her eyes. "You ready for this, sweetie?" he asked, his voice a deep rumble.

Just a day ago, Amy would never have thought in such explicit language, but the word "dick" didn't seem so foreign to her now. The raw, primal desire coursing through her veins made her feel a sense of liberation. She didn't need to be told to reach for it; her hand instinctively sought the throbbing heat of Ritchie's cock. As her fingers wrapped around it, she was taken aback by its searing warmth, almost as if it could scorch her delicate hand.

A moment of hesitation crossed her mind, but Ritchie's deep, rumbling laugh dispelled any doubts. "Don't you worry your pretty little head, sweetie," he teased, his voice a blend of amusement and raw desire. "It won't bite... much."

With a casual shrug, his robe slipped off his broad shoulders, revealing the full extent of his powerful physique. Amy's breath hitched as she took in the sight of his muscular form, his dark skin glistening under the dim light. He was imposing, towering over her with a presence that made her shiver. The sheer size of his cock, standing almost upright, sent a thrill of anticipation through her.

Ritchie effortlessly lifted her petite frame, his strong arms cradling her as if she weighed nothing. He swung her around so that she was sitting with her back to him, facing Sam and Gemma. Her heart raced as he positioned her, lowering her slowly onto his thick, throbbing shaft. The initial stretch made her wince, her cunt still tender from the previous night's passions.

But the pain was interwoven with pleasure, a delicious mix that made her gasp. She instinctively spread her legs wider, inviting more of his monstrous cock to fill her. "Oh fuck... Oh, Jesus," she moaned, her voice a blend of desperation and ecstasy. "It's so big. Go easy, please... No, no... don't stop, put it in further!"

Ritchie grinned to himself, a self-assured smirk that spoke volumes. He knew that this little white cunt was his now, claimed in a way that transcended mere possession. If he wanted to steal her from her husband, he sensed it would require only minimal effort. This woman craved his black dick, and he was more than willing to oblige. He had taken a Viagra about thirty minutes ago, ensuring he was primed and ready for the next two or three hours. A few more pills lay on the coffee table, just in case.

Sam watched with a mixture of emotions as his wife was impaled on Ritchie's substantial length. His gaze traveled down, noting the smoothness where Amy's bush had once been. The sight of Ritchie's dick disappearing entirely into his wife's cunt was both a shocking and erotic revelation. Ritchie's hands were not idle; he pinched her nipples hard, but Amy was so lost in her erotic haze that she didn't even register the pain.

For Sam, watching his wife taken so completely by this powerful black man was a painful yet strangely compelling sight. It hurt to see Amy so thoroughly dominated, yet he couldn't deny the undeniable truth—Ritchie was a massive stud who could satisfy his wife in ways he never could. The raw, primal connection between them was impossible to ignore.

Amy's moans filled the room, a testament to the pleasure coursing through her. Each thrust from Ritchie sent waves of ecstasy crashing over her, driving her deeper into a state of bliss. Her body responded eagerly, hips moving in rhythm with his, seeking more of the pleasure only he could provide.

"Oh God, Ritchie," she panted, her voice breathy and desperate. "Don't stop. Please, don't stop."

Even as Gemma was again biting the head of his dick to get his attention, Sam couldn't quite believe that all of that massive dick was buried in his wife's cunt.

"Hey you," she said as she took the white dick out of her mouth, "I'm over here!"

Sam looked down at his saliva-covered dick, marveling at how hard it was. The throbbing in the head was almost painful, the blood pounding with an intensity he had never felt before. His eyes darted back to his wife, Amy, and a pang of concern hit him. She appeared to have passed out, her head lolling to one side, her arms hanging limply at her sides.

He opened his mouth to speak, but the words caught in his throat. Ritchie's sneer silenced him. The powerful black man had positioned Amy in such a way that her husband had a front-row seat to the spectacle. Ritchie could tell that her body had gone limp, but this wasn't new to him. He'd seen it before with other white wives, knowing they would soon come around and scream for him to fuck them harder. They all did.

Gemma, standing nearby, watched Sam with growing frustration. All he seemed capable of doing was gawking at his wife being ravished. She had intended to wait, to hold back her own desires until later, but patience was no longer an option. A defiant spark lit in her eyes as she decided to take matters into her own hands.

Her middle finger found his asshole, and with Sam being so aroused from the Viagra and the sight of his wife being fucked by that massive black guy, her finger slid in up to the middle knuckle with ease. The initial intrusion brought a mix of discomfort and unexpected pleasure, causing Sam to gasp softly.

His eyes flickered back to Amy, who seemed to stir, her eyelids fluttering open as she looked over at him. Relief washed over him. "Thank God, she's alright," he thought, his heart calming slightly.

Gemma's eyes gleamed with a mixture of mischief and determination. She pushed her finger deeper, the sensation sending a jolt through Sam's body. The blend of pain and pleasure was intense, almost overwhelming. He looked down at Gemma, meeting her gaze.

"You know... it feels good, but it hurts a little bit, too," he admitted, his voice shaky but honest.

Gemma's smile widened to a confident and almost predatory expression. She was starting to exert her will over him, taking control in a way that sent a shiver of anticipation through Sam. Her other hand trailed over his chest, nails lightly scraping his skin, adding to the sensory overload.

"Lift your left leg up a little."

"For what?" Sam's voice was tinged with confusion and a hint of apprehension.

"Just do it, dammit!" Gemma's tone brooked no argument.

He hesitated but complied, raising his leg slightly. The movement exposed him further, and he felt a second finger begin to press against his asshole. A grimace crossed his face, and he started to protest the new invasion.

"Gemma, I don't want this..."

Her smile shifted into a leer, a wicked gleam in her eyes. "This is gonna hurt unless you relax that butt of yours!"

"Gemma, I don't want—" His protest was cut short by a sharp gasp as the second finger pushed all the way in. The sensation was intense, a mix of discomfort and a strange, burgeoning pleasure. He bit down on his lip, trying to endure the initial pain.

Gemma's fingers moved with deliberate slowness at first, then gradually picked up a rhythm. For a couple of minutes, she finger-fucked him, her movements steady and insistent. Sam's body began to respond, and his sphincter muscle gradually relaxed under the persistent pressure.

As he started to loosen, the pain dulled, and a surprising wave of pleasure began to spread through him. Gemma's smile returned, softer now, as she felt him relax. She twirled her fingers inside him, the sensation sending electric jolts through his body.

"Is that starting to feel good, baby?" she asked, her voice dripping with satisfaction.

Sam just nodded his head, his teeth clenched tightly together. There was no doubt in his mind that she was going to fuck him tonight. He found that if he relaxed his asshole, it didn't hurt as much. In fact, he was surprised to find that it was starting to feel good.

Without warning, Gemma pulled both fingers out of his asshole, leaving him with an odd mix of relief and disappointment. She turned around, casually lighting another joint. Taking a couple of hits, she then offered it to Sam. He shook his head, but her insistent gaze made him reconsider.

As he took a big drag and held the smoke in his lungs, his head started to feel light, a pleasant buzz spreading through his body. His eyes wandered, and he noticed that her bathrobe was now in a pile beside the chair. Gemma was standing up, working with some straps that were going around her waist and hips. He realized she must have put on a strap-on harness.

He opened his mouth to protest, to say that he wasn't ready, but Gemma silenced him with a look that brooked no argument. "Take another hit," she commanded softly. Obediently, he took another deep drag from the joint, the smoky haze dulling his inhibitions further.

As he exhaled, she turned around, giving him his first full view of the dildo. It was massive, at least seven inches long and thick, designed to intimidate and arouse. His eyes widened at the sight, a mixture of awe and trepidation flooding him.

As Gemma tightened the straps, a mischievous look crossed her face. She turned to Sam, her voice commanding and firm. "Okay, get down there on your hands and knees."

Sam's eyes widened in protest. "No, Gemma, please..."

"Come on, Sam, don't be a pussy. You're gonna love this!" she insisted, her tone brooking no argument.

On the couch, Ritchie started to laugh, the sound deep and resonant as he watched the slender white husband reluctantly comply, getting down on his hands and knees. Amy's eyes grew as big as silver dollars, a mix of shock and disbelief washing over her. She couldn't believe what she was seeing—Ritchie's wife was about to fuck her husband. Surely Ritchie wouldn't allow this, she thought. But his laughter told her otherwise.

Gemma scooted up behind Sam, her movements purposeful and assured. She squeezed a generous amount of KY jelly onto her hands, spreading it over the black phallus attached to the strap-on. The sight was both intimidating and strangely arousing. As she moved closer, Sam felt the cold, slick surface of the dildo press against his asshole, causing him to instinctively tighten up.

"Now, if you tighten up, this will hurt! Just pretend that you're going to take a shit, and it will help," Gemma instructed, her voice a mix of authority and encouragement.

Sam didn't believe her, but Gemma remained patient, waiting until his asshole stopped puckering before giving a slight push. The head of the dildo popped in with a sudden jolt.

"Oh fuck..." Sam gasped, his body tensing involuntarily.

"Be still!" Gemma commanded firmly, her tone leaving no room for disobedience.

She waited, watching as his muscles slowly adjusted and the initial clutching at the dildo eased. Once she saw that he had relaxed enough, she pushed forward, inching the first couple of inches into him. The stretch was intense, but Sam's body began to accommodate the intrusion.

Sam's head dropped down in submission, his breath coming in ragged gasps. Gemma grabbed his hips, holding him steady as she started to slowly bugger him. The searing pain began to subside, replaced by a numbing sensation that spread through his lower body. He could feel a strange, burgeoning pleasure beneath the discomfort, but he wasn't about to admit it aloud.

Gemma maintained a steady rhythm, her movements controlled and deliberate. Each thrust was measured, giving Sam time to adjust and respond. The initial pain dulled further, allowing the unexpected pleasure to come forward. Sam's breaths turned into soft moans, his body gradually relaxing into the motion.

"SON OF A BITCH!" Amy cried out, her body convulsing as she experienced her first orgasm of the night. Ritchie hadn't come yet, but his dick was so hard from watching his wife fuck Sam that he doubted he would any time soon. With ease, he lifted Amy up and set her back on the couch. She slumped into a heap, feeling her cum seep out between her legs and onto the fabric of the couch.

Ritchie walked over to his wife, wanting a closer look at what she was doing to Sam. Gemma was taking long, slow strokes, almost pulling all the way out before pushing her body hard against Sam's ass cheeks.

"Damn woman, you're doing a pretty good job fucking this sissy," Ritchie said with a chuckle.

After watching her for a minute, an idea suddenly struck him. He moved to the front of Sam, bending down so that his dick was at the same height as Sam's face. A grin spread across his face as he grabbed his dick and slapped Sam's cheeks with it.

"Come on, Sam, open up," Ritchie commanded.

Sam's eyes widened, staring at the wet black dick that had just been inside his wife. He shook his head, but the defiance quickly melted away under Ritchie's commanding presence. His mouth opened, and he took the black knob in, his lips stretching around its girth.

The taste of his wife's juices mixed with Ritchie's precum filled his mouth, a potent reminder of everything that had transpired. Ritchie's hand gripped the back of Sam's head, guiding him further onto his cock.

"Good boy, Sam," Ritchie murmured, his voice thick with satisfaction. "Suck it nice and deep."

Sam's tongue swirled around the head of Ritchie's cock, the taste and the act sending conflicting waves of shame and arousal through him. Gemma's thrusts continued, her rhythm steady and unyielding, driving him closer to another climax.

"WATCH the fucking teeth!"

On the couch, Amy sat in a daze, watching the black couple sodomize and face fuck her husband. A wave of revulsion mingled with unexpected arousal washed over her, sending her spiraling into another orgasm. She shuddered, caught in the conflicting emotions of the moment.

Later that night, after Gemma had pulled out, she had offered Sam's ass to her husband. Ritchie, however, had lost interest in Sam and turned his attention back to Amy. With a predatory grin, the black couple both focused their efforts on the white wife. They took turns face-fucking her while the other plunged into her cunt. When Ritchie finally took her asshole, Amy was beyond caring. The numerous orgasms had left her in a state of perpetual need, her body craving more with each passing second.

Sam didn't try to stop it; instead, he lay on the floor, trying to recuperate from the relentless fucking Gemma had given him. He watched through half-lidded eyes as his wife was ravished, feeling a strange mix of relief and resignation.

By midnight, the black couple had done everything they wanted. They looked down at the exhausted pair, satisfied smirks on their faces. "Get dressed," Ritchie commanded, his voice leaving no room for argument.

It hurt when Sam tried to sit down in the car; every movement was a reminder of the intense session. But he knew there was no other way to get home. Amy, on the other hand, wasn't feeling much pain. Her cunt had been battered so thoroughly that any discomfort from being sodomized had long faded. A slight smile played on her lips as she looked out the window during the drive home. It had hurt, but without a doubt, it had been the best sex she had ever experienced.

She glanced at her husband, seeing the pain etched on his face. Yet, she also knew he hadn't fought when the black couple had doubled up on him. He was truly a cuckold now, she realized, and if she wanted this to happen again, he wouldn't object much.

Not tomorrow night, she thought, but next weekend for sure...


Chapter 6 

The phone rang, and Gemma picked it up, her voice smooth and calm. "Hello?"

"Hi, Gemma, it's Amy. Is Ritchie there?"

"Hang on," she replied, passing the phone to her husband.

"Hey, sweet cheeks. I'm glad you called. I was just thinking of you," Ritchie said, his tone warm and inviting.

"Ritchie, may we come over this weekend sometime?"

Ritchie smiled to himself, knowing this one had an itch between her legs that needed scratching. "Well, sure, Amy. How about 9 on Saturday evening? I've got some running around to do on Friday night, and on Saturday, some of my buddies will be here. But I see no reason you can't join us... Hang on a second, Gemma wants something."

"Yeah, yeah, I know," Gemma chimed in, leaning close to the receiver. "She said to be sure and bring Sam along. I think she has plans for him again."

"Uhmm, what about your company? I mean, how is that going to work out?" Amy asked with a hint of hesitation in her voice.

Ritchie laughed, a deep, reassuring sound. "You don't need to worry about them. That will be all taken care of."

And before she could reply, he had hung up, leaving Amy with a mix of anticipation and curiosity.

Amy looked at the phone for a second, then shrugged her shoulders. Her mind quickly drifted back to thoughts of Ritchie's big dick and the way he seemed to control everything. The idea of his buddies being there gave her a moment's pause, wondering if the action would take place in another room or right in front of them. But those thoughts were quickly overshadowed by the memory of his huge cock filling her up.

When Sam came home, Amy wasted no time hitting him with the news before he even had a chance to pull off his shoes. "Baby, I talked with Ritchie, and he wants us to come over at 9 on Saturday."

Sam hesitated, thinking they might take a break from visiting Gemma and Ritchie's house for another bout of intense sex. "Uhmm, okay... I just thought maybe we were going to go slow with this stuff."

Amy had planned this little talk for the past hour, preparing herself for any reply he might come up with. She fibbed a little, knowing it would push the right buttons. "Gemma said to bring your butt over because she has special plans for you."

Immediately, Sam's asshole puckered up slightly at the thought. "And I suppose that Ritchie wants some more of that 'special lovin', as he calls it."

"Sam, don't start! We talked about this the other night. It turned you on to see him take me and also to have me watch as Gemma did you."

Sam's jaw tightened, but he knew that Amy could see how docile he had become when Gemma had fucked him. The truth was, the experience had ignited something deep within him, something he was both drawn to and conflicted about.

"Sam?" She started to smile at him.

"Remember how you told me that when she fucked you, it kind of turned you on? Well, it turned me on, too! To see those black hands of hers pulling your hips back while she worked that strap-on on you was really exciting. In fact, I thought that Ritchie was going to take a turn at you, too. Baby, I've been dying to ask you... When he pushed that black dick into your mouth, and you started sucking on it, was that your first time?"

"AMY!"

"I thought we were going to be truthful with each other? The way you sucked him, it looked like perhaps you had done that before."

"When I was in high school, a buddy of mine and me...."

He let it drop, but he could see that she wasn't going to.

"We messed around twice. He had me suck him when we were in the showers, and later that night, when his folks weren't home, he called me, and I went over there, and I sucked him again. That's all.... just twice!"

Amy smiled. The once subdued, mousy housewife was starting to open up, and dirty thoughts were going through her mind. "Did you swallow?"

Sam just nodded his head and pretended to pick up the newspaper.

"So when Ritchie pushed that dick of his against your lips, I noticed that you didn't fight it any."

"Sam?"

He tried to focus on the words in the newspaper, hoping she would drop the subject.

"Sam? Did you like it when he did that to you?"

"Who?"

"Ritchie, silly."

Sam nodded his head again, a silent acknowledgment of Amy's question. As she turned to go into the kitchen to fix dinner, a knowing smile spread across her face. "Yes," she thought, "this was going to work out okay."

Later that evening, Sam found himself standing nervously at a different doorway. He rang the doorbell, his heart pounding in his chest. From behind the door, he could hear several voices, and a wave of anxiety washed over him. He wasn't sure he wanted to find out who was there. As he hesitated, pulling back slightly, the door swung open.

There stood Gemma, dressed in an outfit that left little to the imagination. Her tee shirt stopped just below the globes of her big breasts, leaving no doubt that she wasn't wearing a bra. The hiphuggers she wore were so tight that the outline of her camel toe was unmistakable, almost making it look as though she wore nothing below.

"SWEETIE!" she exclaimed, her voice full of excitement as she grabbed his hand and dragged him into the room. Amy followed closely behind, a satisfied smile playing on her lips.

There were four guys in the room, including Ritchie, and they all fell silent, their eyes locking onto the mousy woman who followed Sam through the door.

"Hey, there's the little woman I was telling you guys about. Amy, get that luscious body of yours over here!" Ritchie called out, his voice loud and commanding.

Sam felt a tug as Gemma dragged him toward the kitchen, her grip firm and insistent. Amy, who had been left standing in the doorway, took a deep breath and walked over to where Ritchie was lounging on the couch, her heart pounding in her chest.

"Ray, where's your fucking manners? Get up and let the little lady sit here beside me!" Ritchie barked at an older black man with a few missing teeth. Ray looked Amy up and down a couple of times before getting up and moving to another chair.

Ritchie reached out, grabbing Amy's hand and pulling her down onto his lap. Without warning, he leaned in and gave her a deep, fervent kiss, his tongue invading her mouth. Amy instinctively pushed against him but then paused, realizing that Ritchie seemed to be the one in charge, as usual. She relaxed slightly, her body submitting to the unexpected intimacy.

As his tongue explored her mouth, a couple of the guys started hooting and making off-color remarks.

"Man, she sure looks like she's ready."

"Yep, Ritchie said she was easy."

Amy heard the remarks, but her attention was quickly diverted as Ritchie tugged at her shorts, the fabric sliding down her legs along with her cotton panties. The cool air hit her skin, making her shiver.

All of a sudden, she felt another pair of hands on her, fondling her ass cheeks. She gasped, her body tensing at the unexpected touch. The room seemed to close in around her, the heat of several bodies pressing close, the scent of sweat and cologne mingling in the air.

"Geez, are they gonna be here when Ritchie fucks her?" Amy wondered, her thoughts racing. Ritchie drew back from the kiss, sensing her stiffness, and fixed her with his steely gaze. "Listen... these are my homies, so treat them with respect!"

Amy nodded, the realization sinking in that these guys would be involved tonight. Her heart raced, but she tried to steady herself, accepting the reality of the situation.

In the kitchen, Gemma had already taken charge. "Sam, get out of those clothes. I want to look at the white dick that belongs to me now."

Sam hesitated, a protest forming on his lips, but he reached for his belt buckle. "Gemma, what about those guys out there?"

Gemma's eyes gleamed with mischief. "Okay, this is the way it's going to be, sweetie. You're going to get buck naked and then get on your knees and show my pussy the loving it deserves. If you do a good job, then I'm going to drain you of your first cum. Your cum is so fucking sweet; I've been dreaming about tasting it all day."

"But what about those guys out there, with Amy?" Sam's voice wavered with concern.

"You just worry about yourself, baby child. They will take care of Amy."

"You mean they are all going to fuck her?"

"Geez, you're so naive. You guys came here for sex, right?" She didn't wait for him to respond. "Well, you're both going to get plenty of that tonight. But before they get a hold of you, I want that cum of yours, and then I want to sample that fine ass of yours again."

Sam's head dropped a little when he realized she wanted to fuck him again. He couldn't deny the mix of emotions swirling inside him—anxiety, arousal, fear, and a strange thrill.

"Sam, you worry too fucking much!" Gemma's voice snapped him back to the present. "Amy will be fine. She's gonna get more black dick than she can handle, and as far as that goes, so are you."

There it was. She had just told him that those guys out there were going to maybe fuck him too. His dick started to give him away, rising involuntarily at the thought.

Gemma smiled, a predatory glint in her eyes, as she pulled off her tee and shucked her hiphuggers. She stood before him, completely naked, her confidence radiating off her. Yes, everyone was going to have a good time tonight. She knew that Sam might end up exhausted and spent on the floor after everyone was done with him, but Gemma knew that tonight she was going to have that little bitch between her legs, showing her what real woman-to-woman loving was all about.

In the living room, Ritchie wasted no time. Within a minute, he had pulled his pants off and had Amy sitting on his dick. There had been no preliminary fondling or anything gentle. He simply lowered her onto his dick with her back to him and then pushed her forward so the first of the other three massive black guys could take a turn at her mouth.

Amy knew better than to object. She opened her mouth and started sucking, the taste of the first guy's cock filling her senses. He quickly got hard, his member growing and thickening as she worked. Once he was good and hard, he took over, grabbing her head and starting to fuck her mouth with deep, steady thrusts.

Between her gags and desperate gasps for air, the guy managed to get into her throat partway. As tears welled up in her eyes, snot began to trickle from her nose. The first massive black guy, his muscles taut with desire, thrust forward hard, pulling her face firmly into his abdomen. His cock plunged deep into her throat, and he held it there for what felt like an eternity. Amy's vision started to blur, the edges darkening as she teetered on the edge of consciousness.

"HEY, fucker... let's not kill her, okay!" another voice barked.

Ray pulled back just in time, his third volley of cum landing in her mouth as she gasped for air, desperate for relief. She coughed and sputtered, trying to catch her breath, the taste of him lingering on her tongue.

Meanwhile, Ritchie was buried to the hilt inside her, but he remained patient, knowing his time would come. He had agreed to share her for the first round, but soon, they would have to take turns with Gemma and the white husband.

Sam's introduction to her pussy lips was cut short as Gemma, her eyes burning with impatience, couldn't wait to claim him. She craved him before any of Ritchie's buddies could stake their claim.

"Stay on your knees," she commanded, her voice dripping with authority. She grabbed the strap-on from the kitchen table, her movements confident and practiced. She stepped into it, the harness snug against her hips, tightening it with an expert's touch.

"Okay, lover," she purred, holding the bottle of KY in one hand. "Let me put some lube on this, and then I'm gonna make you feel real good."

With a couple of generous dollops on the dildo, she gripped his hips firmly. Without a hint of hesitation, she pushed about three inches into him, eliciting a deep groan. The initial intrusion was intense, her hips moving with a steady rhythm as she began to find her pace. The room was filled with the sounds of flesh meeting flesh, mingling with the symphony of moans and gasps.

Sam took a deep breath as the dildo pressed deeper into his asshole. He felt his cock start to soften, but the black Amazon riding him didn't seem to mind. She was a woman who took what she wanted without hesitation, much like Ritchie. Gemma leaned forward over Sam's back, her breath hot against his ear as she whispered, "Does it feel good, baby?"

Sam nodded, concentrating on keeping his anal muscles relaxed. From experience, he knew it would hurt less if he didn't clench. Gradually, the tingling sensation began to return, just like it had the previous weekend. This black woman definitely knew how to fuck a man, her movements precise and commanding.

Meanwhile, Ray had pulled out of her mouth, only to be replaced by another cock within minutes. This one was about the same size but uncut, his foreskin completely covering the head. "Put your tongue under the foreskin, girl," he instructed. It took her just a second to realize what he wanted. She grasped his dick at the base, pushing her tongue between the foreskin and the head, exploring the sensitive area.

"Oh yeah, now that's what I'm talking about," he moaned, fingers tangling in her hair to control the rhythm. "Man, Ritchie, you sure as fuck were right. This bitch can suck dick with the best of them!"

Ray, meanwhile, was stroking his cock, squeezing out the last drops of cum as he wandered into the kitchen. There, the sight of Gemma fucking the white husband immediately caught his attention.

"Hey, Gemma, I see you're one of the guys now," Ray teased as he watched her dominate Sam.

"Fuck off, Ray. Ritchie said this one is mine until I'm done with him!" Gemma snapped back, her tone leaving no room for argument.

"Hey, no problem. Just complimenting you on the fine fucking you're doing!"

Gemma ignored him, her focus entirely on setting a natural rhythm as she fucked Sam's ass. Each thrust was precise, her grip on his hips firm and controlling. The power she felt, the raw eroticism of having complete control over him, sent waves of arousal through her. She knew it wouldn't be long before she would be squirting from the sheer intensity of it all.

A nasty smile spread across her face as she continued, slowly leaning forward. When her face was close to Sam's neck, she knew exactly what she wanted to do. Her lips locked onto the side of his neck, and she started sucking hard on the flesh, determined to leave a mark. She wanted his wife to see who he belonged to and know who had claimed him.

As she sucked up the blood through his skin, she could hear Amy coughing in the background. Right on schedule, she thought. The second guy must have unloaded into the little white cunt's mouth. Soon, all three of them would have emptied their loads in her mouth, and then they would come looking for her and Sam.

Ritchie had shared Gemma with his buddies many times, and she secretly relished it, finding a thrilling satisfaction in having more than just his dick.

"OH FUCK...!" she cried out.

Gemma's head snapped up, droplets of her sweat splattering across Sam's back as she drove the strap-on hard into his ass. A powerful squirt of cum hit the backside of the strap-on as she experienced her first release. The little hairs on the back of her neck stood on end, a reminder that she had once again dominated this white guy, marking him as her own.

As she pulled out of him, the kitchen door swung open again. Minor stumbled in, stroking the mess he had on his dick. Evidently, Amy had not been ordered to clean him up, and it quickly became clear why. Minor walked up to Sam, who was breathing hard from the intense fucking he had just received and grabbed the white husband by his hair, rubbing his dick over Sam's lips.

"Come on, boy, open up and clean the mess your wife left!"

Sam didn't hesitate when the black dick was pushed against his lips. He opened his mouth, allowing about four inches of wet, slimy cock to invade his mouth. On the other end, he felt someone's hands pull his hips back up, so he was again on all fours. Ray looked down at the gaping hole that Gemma had just exited from and pushed forward, his dick meeting no resistance as he plunged in all the way to his balls.

"Oh fuck, yeah... he almost feels like a bitch!" Ray groaned, the pleasure evident in his voice.

Gemma, meanwhile, was taking off her strap-on, knowing that pretty soon, someone would want to fuck her. It didn't matter anymore; she had just had one of the strongest orgasms she'd experienced in quite some time. She stretched, her body still tingling from the intensity of it all, and watched the scene unfolding before her with a satisfied smile.

As she walked into the living room, carrying the strap-on in one hand, Gemma's eyes lit up at the sight of Amy being mouth fucked. A smile spread across her face, knowing that by the time they were done, that little white cunt would do anything they commanded.

Ritchie unloaded deep into Amy's pussy just as the last guy was shooting his load down her throat. Amy was still coughing from the intense throat fucking, but no one paid any attention. She was merely a white cunt to be used for their pleasure. What Amy and Sam didn't know was that Ritchie's buddies had each paid $50 for a chance to use the white couple. The money was now in Ritchie's pocket, and the evening was considered a favor to his three friends, wrapped in an evening of indulgence and carnal delight.

As Amy lay on the couch, breathing hard and trying to recover, the two massive black guys who had just used her were heading toward the kitchen. Amy suspected they were going to work Sam over next, but at this point, she was beyond caring. Her mind was spinning with the raw intensity of what had just happened.

Meanwhile, Gemma had other plans. She pulled Amy's face towards the black flesh of her own cunt, a predatory gleam in her eyes. Amy's thoughts were clouded, but one thing kept circling in her mind: these black guys sure knew how to deliver the goods. Each time they had hooked up with Gemma and Ritchie, the fucking seemed to get better and better. And what made it even more exhilarating was the fact that there had been no drinking or pot smoking; it was pure, unadulterated eroticism.

Amy didn't need any encouragement to stick her tongue between Gemma's slick, black cunt lips. Those lips were coated with wetness, which Amy soon realized was Gemma's cum. The taste was sweet and intense, and there was plenty to lick up. Gemma moaned above her, her hands tangled in Amy's hair as she ground her hips against her face.

In the kitchen, the scene was equally intense. The two men had already descended upon Sam. Minor had his cock in Sam's mouth while Ray was busy driving into him from behind. The room was filled with the sounds of their combined pleasure, a chorus of moans, grunts, and the rhythmic slap of flesh meeting flesh.

Gemma looked over at Amy, her eyes dark with satisfaction as she watched her lick up every drop of cum. "Good girl," she purred, pressing her hips forward. "Make sure you get every bit."

Amy's tongue moved eagerly, lapping up Gemma's juices, her mind a haze of lust and submission. She could feel the heat radiating from Gemma's body, the powerful muscles beneath her skin, and it only drove her deeper into her task.

In the kitchen, Ray's pace quickened as he neared his own climax. "Fuck, he feels so good," Ray groaned, his grip tightening on Sam's hips. Minor's thrusts became more erratic, signaling he was close, too.

Back in the living room, Gemma's orgasm was building again, the combination of Amy's talented tongue and the sight of her complete submission pushing her over the edge. She threw her head back, a cry of ecstasy escaping her lips as she came, her juices flooding Amy's mouth.

"That's it," she whispered breathlessly, her body trembling with the aftershocks of her release. "You belong to us now."

Amy and Sam were left in a daze, their bodies used and exhausted, but their minds electrified by the sheer intensity of their experience. The night had been a whirlwind of lust and domination, pushing them to new heights of pleasure and submission. And as they lay there, spent and satisfied, they both knew that this was only the beginning.
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Acceptance: A Cuckold Husband Accepts His Fate

Six months ago, I never would have believed this was even possible. Sure, I could have believed my wife would cheat, not that I thought it was likely, but sure, why not. A drunken mistake, a handsome younger man seducing her on a night out, anything is possible. Well, almost anything.

The one thing I wouldn't have thought was possible was this: the fact I'm now sitting here listening to her tell me all about it and enjoying every second of it. How she enjoyed sucking a much bigger cock. How he made her cum like never before. How she was his little slut and let him do things to her she never let me do.

This is my journey into acceptance.

Taken by a Bull: A bull takes more than her boyfriend bargained for

How do I even begin to tell my story? How can I explain the last six months to anyone that wasn't there? How do I explain the fact six months ago, I was a normal guy with a girlfriend, getting in the car to go to one of her friend's weddings, but now I'm in a hotel room with her and her bull, and as his powerful hand spanks my ass there's only one thing more humiliating than the pain of being spanked by her bull.

The fact my face is pressed down into the puddle of cum I just made on the bed.

I don't think you'll ever get it, probably because I can't explain it. But as I slowly suck his big thick cock into my mouth, I can feel myself getting hard again. Not because I like sucking cock, that's not it at all. If it was just me and him in the room, I wouldn't be sucking his dick, let alone getting hard.

No, the reason I'm getting hard again is simple. Lucy is looking down at me, smiling. She's laughing at the fact I just embarrassed myself and came everywhere as he spanked my ass.

And now she's laughing at the fact I'm wearing her lipstick, sucking her lover's big hard cock only a few feet in front of her.

But that was just the start. As I was soon to find out, Lucy had a real sadistic streak to her. The more she humiliated me, the more she got off. Like when she left me standing in the hotel corridor in her underwear while she closed the door and let me listen to him make her scream, or when she first slid the butt plug into my tight little hole.

She loved seeing me get Taken by her Bull. And my little cock couldn't hide it. For some strange reason, I loved it too.

Big Black Betrayal: A White Husband's Worst Nightmare

If you asked any white man what his biggest fear was, he'd tell you something, and whatever he told you, it would be a lie. If you had asked Scott, he would have told you all sorts of things, but not the truth.

The truth is Scott's biggest fear has just come true. His pretty wife, Jennifer, laid on her back with some black guy's massive cock inside her.

That's Scott's deepest, darkest fear. That his average white penis can't compete with the big black cock that's currently stretching his wife out.

Actually, wait. That would be his second worst fear. The worst is it happening behind his back.

This is the story of Jennifer's Big Black Betrayal.
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