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Bored housewife Natalie is in lust with her sexy zumba instructor, Salvatore. The only problem? Salvatore is only interested in men. Which Natalie sees as a challenge - and boldly proclaims that she could satisfy any man just as well as a gay guy could. Salvatore first laughs in her face - but then demands she prove it. So behind her jealous husband's back, she heads down to one of the hottest gay clubs in town; where she and Salvatore will go mouth-to-mouth to satisfy sexy, bisexual stud Bobby.
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Sexual dominant Bruno has his eye on Andre's gorgeous wife, Maria - but in order to get access to her, he first has to totally dominate and break her husband. Which is easy enough, once Bruno gets them both alone in a hotel room. Oozing sexual charisma, he soon has Andre and Maria naked, and on their knees - eagerly servicing him with their lips and tongues. Before the night is through, Bruno will have had the both of them - but first, and most importantly, comes Andre. This straight, and straight-laced husband is about to have everything he thinks he knows about his sexuality challenged; and he'll end the night on his back, getting taken bareback by Maria's handsome lover.

Sissy Gets Shafted: 

Stubborn husband Shawn has pushed his wife Jenny one step too far - and now she's plotting some payback! Luring her husband to the bedroom, she ties him up with the promise of some sexy erotic bondage games - but, instead, breaks out some new toys the moment Shawn's powerless to move. Painting him with lipstick and blush, and dressing him in sexy nylon stockings, Jenny reveals her plan. She's invited two hot, hard black men over to take their pleasure with the both of them. When burly Clyde and well-hung Reggie turn up, Jenny lets them train Shawn in how to suck, lick and service them the way any good little sissy should.


Wife Goes Gay

Chapter One

“Honey, there is no way on God’s green earth that a straight woman can suck cock as well as a gay man.”

So decreed Salvatore Rodríguez – the achingly gay personal trainer of high-maintenance housewife Natalie Stedman-Wright.

They were in the expansive sunroom of Natalie’s large, Long Island mansion – doing stretches on the hardwood floor. Salvatore had just worked the 35-year-old woman into a back-breaking sweat during one of his legendary, one-to-one Zumba lessons, and now she was desperately trying to get her breath back – but only so she could use it to argue with him.

“Hey,” Natalie panted, as Salvatore took one of her meaty thighs in his big, strong hands, and stretched it painfully out behind her. “I don’t mean to boast, but back in my day I was kind of known for my cock-sucking. I’m pretty sure I could out-suck you any day of the week.”

“Oh, don’t worry, Honey,” Sal winked. “You suck alright.”

She tried to slap him, but missed.

“You’re such a bitch,” she growled.

“Takes one to know one, Baby!”

Neither of them could quite remember how this conversation started, but it kind of suited the nature of their relationship. As far as Salvatore was concerned, his client Natalie was just “one of the girls” and in between stretching sessions, he kind of liked to tease her with salacious details of his overactive sex life. 

Natalie, on the other hand, was a caged bird; a tanned, toned, trophy housewife who barely left the house because of her incredibly jealous husband – so she loved to live vicariously through her flamboyantly gay (and completely shameless) personal trainer.

Somewhere along the line, Salvatore had boasted about his encounters on Craigslist – most recently with a frustrated, closeted heterosexual husband.

“Oh, honey,” the beautiful, brown Brazilian man rolled his deep, brown eyes. “You should have fucking seen him. I started blowing him in the motel room, and he looked down at me with such gratitude.” Sal blew on his fingernails and pretended to buff them on the front of his t-shirt. “I mean, I know I give a pretty good blowjob, but this guy made me feel like I was doing him a public service.”

Natalie brushed a curtain of her honey-blonde (originally dirty brown, but bleached and colored to within an inch of its follicles) hair out of her eyes and repeated: “You might think you’re good – but back in my day, the guys on the football team thought I was pretty much legendary at giving head.”

Salvatore, who was stretching out her thighs behind her, gave the housewife a reverberating slap on her meaty backside and laughed deliciously.

“Oh, honey,” he shook his head. “You’re kidding yourself. You can’t suck cock better than a guy who’s got a cock.”

Growling, Natalie pulled away from Salvatore’s firm grip and staggered to her feet. She looked quite magnificent in her sweaty workout clothes – a tall, curvy woman at that beautiful age at which her body starts to look mouth-wateringly ripe (although that appeal was lost on Salvatore.)

“Hey, buddy,” she spat. “I’m serious. I know you like to boast – but I’m pretty sure I could get on my knees and go cock-to-cock with you when it comes to giving head.”

The sad thing was, Natalie meant it – and she was kind of frustrated that she’d never had the chance to prove it; all thanks to her obsessively jealous husband.

Sal laughed that deep, rich, beautiful laugh of his, and gave Natalie a frustratingly platonic embrace. She brushed him off, snorting with outrage (which Sal found even more hilarious.)

“Honey, if your husband would let a heterosexual man within twenty feet of you, I’d prove you wrong,” he boasted. “Blindfold a guy up and you and I make him take the Pepsi Challenge? He’ll choose these lips every day of the week.” To prove it, Sal puckered up his lips and pretended to suck an imaginary cock.

Natalie pouted – half in anger, and half because the thought of tying some guy up and giving him a blindfolded blowjob had just given her a needful throb between her legs. 

If Sal had noticed, he ignored her. He was picking up his towel and rubbing the sweat off his broad, bare chest – the one Natalie stared lustfully at for hours at a time, as they stretched and sweated to salsa and merengue. 

“Same time tomorrow?” Sal asked, scooping up a water and chugging half of it down. Natalie brushed her sweaty hair from her eyes and sighed.

“I guess. But try not so suck any cocks on your way here.”

Sal laughed and winked: “No promises, honey.” 


Chapter Two

Hours later, as she sweated in their basement sauna, Natalie pondered Salvatore’s teasing conversation.

She didn’t know what had annoyed her so much about it – they’d laughed and joked about sexual things before- in fact, pretty much during every Zumba sessions for the last two years. In all that time, the worst thing that Natalie had ever felt before was mild sexual frustration (partly because Sal was an utterly, utterly gorgeous man, who had no personal boundaries and sweat that smelled like aphrodisiac.)

But the cock-sucking comment? That enraged her.

Natalie really didn’t like to boast, but she honestly did think she was a world-class, championship cock-sucker – and if you asked any of her high school boyfriends, they’d probably give her the testimonials to prove it. Perhaps this wasn’t the achievement she should be proudest of, out of all the things she’d done back as Mineola’s wildest wild child, but sometimes it was nice to remember that, at one point in her life, she was known as a sex goddess (rather than the frustrated housewife she felt like today.)

Pouring more water onto the rocks in the sauna, Natalie let out a heavy sigh.

Once again, she wondered whether she’d made the smartest, or the dumbest, decision of her life when she’d married local-boy-made-good Ron Stedman all those years ago. 

Her mom had been so proud when she’d married the formerly nerdy kid from her old high school – the one who’d carved himself a million-dollar income with his vinyl siding business. But the lavish lifestyle had come with a cost Natalie had never anticipated – Ron was obsessively possessive.

Even twelve years after getting married, Ron had never let Natalie forget her reputation as the easiest girl in high school – the one who the football team really had boasted was “pretty legendary at giving head” – and kept her metaphorically, and sometimes literally, caged as a result. 

She guessed that poor old Ron – the former head of the Chess team, the championship Dungeons and Dragons champion, and the man she’d relived of his virginity at the age of twenty five – still felt desperately, miserably sexually inadequate compared to her. 

But he didn’t need to be a dick about it – or still act like marrying her – a “former slut” - was one of most generous and magnanimous things he had ever done. 

But he did, and in addition had pretty much forbidden her from seeing any man he might feel sexually threatened by (which was, if Natalie was honest, pretty-much all of them.)

So the girl who’d once had her pick of all the jocks, bad-boys and occasionally teachers was now stuck in her fairy tale McMansion. She’d traded all those organic orgasms in the back seat of a college kid’s mustang for synthetic ones - supplied by the best sex toys her husband’s money could buy.

Lounging back on the uncomfortable wooden slats of the sauna, the naked housewife imagined how nice it would be if she had been in Salvatore’s place the other night. How excited she’d feel looking up at some frustrated husband, and seeing – how had Sal put it? “Such gratitude.” She knew she’d have been able to do a better job than even Sal could.

With another sigh, Natalie let her legs flop open, and absentmindedly let her fingers creep between them. They traced a path across smooth, tanned skin – skin that thousands of dollars, and the finest dermatologists in Nassau County, had made permanently hairless. 

She closed her eyes and imagined herself in that sleazy motel room, as Salvatore had described it: Some poor, frustrated chump sitting on the edge of the bed with his pants around his ankles, and a thick, throbbing cock pocking up from between his legs.

Natalie imagined what it would be like to kneel between his feet – to breath in that musky, mouth-watering scent of male crotch.

As her fingers slipped between the dewy cleft of her hairless pussy, and she slowly began to rub circles around her clit with her fingertips, Natalie imagined the sensation of engulfing the stranger’s cock in her hot, sucking mouth – of feeling that warm, throbbing hardness against her lips and tongue.

She moaned.

She imagined every detail – of how she’d swirl her tongue around his cockhead, bob her head in delicious rhythm, and cup and cradle his balls in her slender fingers.

But what turned her on – what made her fingers swirl faster and harder around her clit, and made her reach up to squeeze her breast with her other hand – were the sounds she imagined hearing as she did it.

Not the wet slurp of her lips and tongue. Not the heavy, sensuous breathing of the lucky stranger. No, what turned her on most of all would be the words she imagined him murmuring to her:

“That’s so good” and “Jesus, you suck cock so well” and “You’re so fucking sexy.” 

Natalie rubbed faster, as she imagined the praise she’d receive. She slid two fingers inside of her dripping cunt, and rubbed her throbbing clit with the tip of her thumb. As she did so, Natalie squeezed her own nipple hard – so hard it hurt. 

She wanted to feel sexy She wanted to feel desired And when she imagined some stranger telling her how well she sucked dick, Natalie felt her orgasm building.

In her mind, she was imagining the words that she so desperately wanted to hear: 

“This is the best fucking blowjob I’ve ever had… I can’t help it! I’m going to cum… You’re amazing.”

As she imagined some gasping, gracious stranger murmuring that to her, Natalie climaxed; letting out a deep, low, guttural moan and kicking her legs out uncontrollably.

She kept rubbing her clit; prolonging the sensation of orgasm, as she remembered what it was like to have a hot, hard cock explode in her mouth. She came again, and they were the first orgasms she’d had in months that weren’t supplied by her Hitachi Magic Wand.

But even before her body had finished trembling, she was snatched rudely out of her orgasmic bliss by the slam of the front door upstairs, and a shrill, nasal voice screaming: “Honey, I’m hoooome!”

Even in the hot sauna, it was like somebody had doused her in cold water.

Ron was home.


Chapter Three

Freshly showered and wrapped in an Egyptian cotton bathrobe, Natalie padded into the enormous bedroom she shared with her husband Ron.

The lanky, pale man was sitting on the end of the bed, struggling to pull off his shoes. Natalie stood in the doorway for a moment and peered at him uncritically – trying to remember the things that had genuinely attracted her to him (even as her jealous girlfriends had accused her of marrying into money, and being a “golddigger.”)

He was tall, after all. And as pale and thinning as it was, he still had a full head of hair. And for what it was worth (a secret many long-term, virginal nerds hid, Natalie had learned) he had a nice, fat cock.

Ron noticed her and looked up, smiling and adjusting his glasses awkwardly.

“Hi, honey,” he beamed. “How was your day?”

“Oh, fine,” she smiled, peering down at him and feeling a fidgety feeling in her crotch. “Zumba lessons with Salvatore. I ordered new drapes for the bedroom. I…”

Natalie stopped speaking. Her husband was pulling off his pants.

To Ron Stedman, it was a completely boring, automatic manoeuvre. It was the end of another long day at work, and all he was looking forward to doing was slipping into his sweat pants and flopping down in front of the computer for some World of Warcraft.

But for Natalie, it sent her imagination racing.

She waited until Ron had pulled off his pants completely, and was in the process of laboriously hanging them up so they wouldn’t crease.

“Hey,” she suddenly chimed. “Do I give good blowjobs?”

Ron froze, like somebody had just slapped him.

“W-what?”

“Do I give good blowjobs?” Natalie asked again – and this time, as she did it, she shrugged off her robe.

The luxurious Egyptian cotton pooled around her ankles, and she stood there, brazenly, in nothing but a thin layer of baby oil and cocoa butter. Curvaceous, and ripe, and womanly – with heavy, pendulous breasts and hips so curvy that Ferrari would be jealous. 

“Why… I….” Ron froze, standing there in his tighty-whiteys. He adjusted his glasses. “I mean…”

Natalie padded, naked, across the plush bedroom carpeting and wrapped her arms around her husband’s slender shoulders. She kissed him wetly on the mouth, and tasted coffee and gum and what she suspected was teriyaki beefy jerky.

Ron’s tight underpants had started to swell at the front. Natalie reached down and cupped what was inside them – feeling the bulge of his growing hard on.

With a shove, she pushed her husband back – until his knees connected with their bed, and he flopped down into a sitting position. Then, kneeling down in front of him, Natalie hooked her fingers into the waistband of his Haynes underwear and pulled.

Down they came – around his knees, and then down to his ankles.

Sproing! Up popped Ron’s growing erection.

“Oh, Baby,” Natalie looked up at her husband, and licked her lips. “What a nice surprise you brought me back from the office.”

Ron was still stammering – although his throbbing hard-on suggested he was remotely upset by the way his welcome home was progressing.

“So, I’ll ask again,” Natalie asked seductively, cupping his egg-sized balls in one hand. “Do I give good blowjobs?”

“I-I…. I mean… Of course you do, honey,” Ron stammered. “I mean….”

He never got any further than that – because that was the moment Natalie opened her mouth and engulfed his throbbing hard-on. The moment the soft, sucking wetness of her lips and tongues enveloped him, it was all Ron could do to throw his head back and groan in animalistic ecstasy.

Natalie slobbered over Ron’s meaty dick, lovingly tonguing the swollen head of his cock, then sinking her head down to swallow every inch of his impressive shaft – until the tip of his dick nearly tickled her tonsils. When she pulled her head back, it was with a wet-sounding slurp and an impressive vacuum in her mouth cavity that made Ron’s eyes roll up into the back of his head.

With a wet “pop” Natalie let his straining shaft out of her mouth.

“It means a lot to me,” she groaned, “that you think I give good head.” With a wet smack, she kissed the glistening head of his cock. “I mean, back in high school, you know I used to be famous for my blowjobs.”

The moment those words left her mouth, Ron’s hand grabbed a fistful of Natalie’s hair – hard enough to bring tears to her eyes. He wrenched her head back, so he could stare into her big, smoldering blue eyes.

“What the fuck did you just say?”

It was a game he and Natalie had played before; and she was a master at it.

“I said,” she purred, and stretched out her tongue to lick his cock, “that when I was back in high school, I used to be famous for my blowjobs.”

Ron growled – a very guttural sound, totally different to how the nerdy businessman normally sounded. He tightened his grip on her hair.

“Oh, I know,” he hissed. “You sucked a lot of cock in high school, didn’t you?” 

“Oh, fuck yes,” Natalie nodded. She licked her lips seductively.

“I don’t know what I was doing, marrying a slut like you,” Ron sneered. “When we go to the school reunion, it’s like a who’s who of guys who’ve had their dicks in your mouth.”

“Mmmmm, hmmmmm,” Natalie moaned. She couldn’t really talk, because she was slobbering on Ron’s straining cockshaft.

“You’re such a fucking slut,” he hissed – and this time, he yanked Natalie’s hair and pulled her face fully out of his crotch.

Eyes watering, Natalie found herself yanked forward – face-first into the bedspread. She was bent over the bed – knees on the floor, ass in the air and face buried in the expensive European duvet. Ron was clambering onto the floor behind her – kicking open her thighs and jabbing one – no, now two – fingers into her bare and presented cunt.

Natalie moaned.

“Fuuuuck,” Ron growled, spitting into his palm and then using it to slather up his cockshaft. “It drives me so fucking crazy each time you remind me what a whore you were in high school.” He had grabbed the root of his throbbing cock and was aiming it for her cunt – brushing the swollen tip up and down the dewy lips to Natalie’s pussy until it blossomed like an inviting flower. “You are such a fucking…” he thrust his hips forward, and Natalie’s pussy literally swallowed every inch of him. “…slut.”

“Oh, God!” Face buried in the covers, Natalie groaned as she felt herself filled – Ron’s cock sliding inside her like a well-oiled piston.

Grabbing her fleshly hips in his bony fingers, Ron started to thrust – the meaty “smack” of their skin slapping together echoing around the bedroom.

“Oh, you slut,” he groaned. “You whore.” His eyes rolled into the back of his head. “You drive me so fucking crazy.” 

Bent over the side of the bed, Natalie opened her mouth and bit down hard on the bedspread. Her fingers curled around the cotton sheets and squeezed them tight. From this angle, her husband was fucking her deep, and hard, and fast, and it was hitting her right at the exact angle to…

“Oh, fuck,” Ron started groaning. “Oh, shit, you little slut. You’re going to make me…”

His cock throbbed inside of her. Natalie groaned, and thrust her hips back against him, desperate to ride his coat-tails and…

She bit her lip. He dug his fingernails into her hips. Suddenly his cock throbbed and swelled and….

“Oh, Christ!”

Ron spurted deep inside of her, and the moment she felt the heat and wetness, Natalie came too. She shuddered, and groaned, and convulsed as Ron dug his straining cock as deeply into his willing wife as he could and emptied himself inside of her. 

“Oh, God….”

Panting and groaning, Ron flopped back – pulling his softening cock from Natalie’s depths and releasing with it a torrent of creamy cum that ran hotly down her legs. Chest heaving, he collapsed onto the bed beside her.

Natalie turned her face to look at him. She reached over to stroke his face – but with a frown, Ron butted her hand away.

“What’s wrong,” Natalie asked. “Wasn’t that… nice?”

Ron clambered up from the bed.

“You know I don’t like being reminded of…. Of what you used to be like,” he grumbled – which was a line Natalie had heard him use before. 

Ron spun around and marched off towards the bathroom. Natalie slumped off the bed, onto the floor, and watching his tiny little white ass as he walked away.

Sex between them was frequently like this. In the heat of the moment, Ron would start talking about all the things he knew she’d done during her wild and carefree days in high school – his cock swelling until it was painfully hard as he called her names like “slut” and “whore.” But the moment after he came, it was like a switch being flicked; and suddenly he acted like he was ashamed of her, and disgusted by what they’d just done. He was sexually bipolar, and it drove Natalie mad. 


Chapter Four

If Ron had been upset by their hot and heated dirty talk, the next day he acted as if it never happened.

He came down for breakfast and gave his wife a happy kiss on the cheek – grabbing the slice of toast she’d buttered for him, and taking a swig of coffee. He was still chewing when the doorbell chimed and Natalie looked on the security monitor to see Salvatore’s handsome face peering grainily back at her.

“Hey, honey,” her personal trainer cooed. “Ready to get sweaty?”

Natalie buzzed him in – and within seconds, the tall and handsome Brazilian was bounding into the kitchen with all the energy and enthusiasm of a Labrador puppy.

“Ola, Chica!” He gave Natalie a wet and sloppy kiss on the cheek – which got a nasty scowl from Ron in response. But Sal ignored her husband’s expression and instead squeezed the tall man on the bicep, cooing: “Well, hello handsome.”

“I… urrr.” Ron’s cheeks burned red. “Good morning, Salvatore.” Somewhat flustered, he slid off the stool and reached for his briefcase. “Well, I’d better be going.”

“Oh no,” Sal slid in front of Ron and wagged his finger disapprovingly. “Not yet, Chica. I have something to ask you.”

Ron paused – somewhat intimidated by how Sal had invaded his personal space.

“My new boyfriend is DJing tomorrow night at Club Zero. Are you gonna let me take Natalie to see him, or what?”

Ron frowned.

“What? You want to take my wife out to a nightclub? I think that’s kind of inappropriate. I don’t like the thought of those other men…”

“Oh, baby,” Sal rolled his big, brown eyes. “Relax. It’s a gay club. Honey, if any of the men are looking at your wife in there, it’s only ‘cos they’ve got a hard-on for her shoes.”

Ron grumbled in his throat. 

“Well,” he murmured. “I suppose. If it’s that sort of club.” He turned to Natalie. “But make sure you’re back early. I worry about you.”

With that, Ron scooped his briefcase under one arm, side-stepped Salvatore and marched out of the front door. A moment later, they heard the sound of his BMW revving into life.

Salvatore leaned nonchalantly against the kitchen counter.

“The only reason he wants you back nice and early,” he joked, “is because he’s worried you’re gonna get wild and freaky with every man in the club. If I wasn’t so gay it hurt, your husband wouldn’t even let me into this house.” 

Natalie said nothing, because she knew every word Salvatore said was true.

Finally, after grabbing a bottle of water from their enormous, stainless-steel fridge, the housewife asked.

“Okay, Sal – so why are you inviting me to a gay club tomorrow night?”

Salvatore laughed that deliciously wicked laugh of his.

“Because, honey – I’m gonna make every one of your husband’s nightmares come true.”

*              *              *

Twenty minutes later, Sal had stuck some merengue music on the Sonos player, and Natalie was desperately trying to keep up with his gyroscopic hips in the sunroom.

As she danced and sweated, Salvatore outlined his plan – the magnificent bastard wasn’t even out of breath.

“So, honey,” he purred. “I got talking to a couple of friends of mine about our conversation – about who sucks dick better? And you know what; one of my friends actually wants to test that theory.”

Natalie nearly fell on her ass.

“You what?”

“Oh, relax, Chica,” Sal rolled his eyes. “Don’t get your panties in a bunch.” He switched the music down in tempo, and fell in step beside Natalie. Together, they started moving their hips in unison to the music.

“So my friend Bobby – you know him, right? The yoga instructor? – Anyway. Bobby said that if you were so sure you could give a blowjob as good as a gay guy, he’d be willing to let you prove it – tomorrow night.”

Natalie stopped dancing. Angrily, she stomped over to the Sonos and stabbed the STOP button.

“What did you tell him?”

“Oh, come on, girlfriend,” Sal rolled his eyes, putting his hands jauntily on his hips. “Are you seriously telling me you weren’t into what we were talking about yesterday? I thought you’d like the idea.”

“Salvatore Ramone Gustavo Rodríguez!” Natalie only ever used Sal’s full name when she was mad at him. “What have you been telling you friends about me? I’m a married woman!”

“Oh, sure you are, honey,” Sal purred. “But I don’t think that’s the reason you’re pretending to act so upset at the idea.”

“Pretending?” Natalie snapped. “Are you seriously suggesting I’m pretending to be outraged?”

“Hell yes, Chica,” Sal wagged his finger disapprovingly. “You can act all pure and innocent with me, but I know the truth. You’ve told me what you what you used to get up to in high school – and, honey, a slut doesn’t change her stripes.”

Natalie’s eyes widened.

“How dare you!”

Salvatore just laughed – which was an appropriate response. There was pretty much nothing he didn’t dare to do.

“Okay, honey. Relax. It was just a joke with one of my friends. I still want to take you out to the club, though. C’mon – it’d be fun.”

Natalie grumbled: “You are too much, Salvatore.”

“Hardly, baby. The boys all say they can’t get enough of me.” He stepped up to where she was standing – all crossed-arms and angry – and gave her a platonic pat on her curvy, round butt. “Relax, chica. Let’s go out drinking and dancing… And Bobby’ll know we were just joking.”

Natalie’s shoulders slumped a little. She sighed. It would nice to go out. Ron was always too busy to take her anywhere, and these days none of her girlfriends wanted to hang out with her any more; not since she’d ‘sold out’ in their eyes, and married for money.

“Okay, it sounds like fun,” she admitted. “But did you really tell Bobby about our conversation? I don’t want things to be weird.”

Sal rubbed her back, but said nothing. 

Natalie had met Sal’s friend Bobby a couple of times before. He was a tall, tanned, gym-rat with frosted tips and perfect abs. “Why would Bobby be into that anyway,” she asked. “Isn’t he gay?”

“I don’t know,” Sal purred, thick lips curling into a smile. “Ask one of his girlfriends.” He winked. “He’s bisexual, honey. Doubles your chances of getting lucky on a Saturday night.”

Natalie’s lips narrowed.

“Relax,” Sal repeated, yet again. “I’ll just tell Bobby we were joking around. Don’t worry. We’ll have some apple martinis, hit the dance floor, and I promise you won’t have to suck any dick.”

He winked.

“Unless you want to.”


Chapter Five

The next afternoon, Natalie found her head in a whirl.

As a respectable, married housewife, she should have been horrified at Salvatore’s half-joking, half-serious proposition. She also should never have even considered going out with him, even to a supposedly “gay” club. But the truth was, she was starved for friendship and affection; and after weeks cooped up in Ron’s roomy mansion, the thought of hitting a bar and having a few drinks sounded wonderful to her.

And, she was ashamed to admit, she was mildly curious about Bobby.

She remembered him from a few yoga classes she’d taken down at LA Fitness. He was a vegan, she remembered. She also remembered reading somewhere that vegan guy’s sperm tasted delicious, but….

She shook her head. Why was she even thinking such things?

Instead, she stepped into her walk-in wardrobe (one of the perks of marrying a rich husband) and decided what she was going to wear that evening.

In the end, she picked a sequined party dress that barely covered her deliciously round ass, and a pair of matching kitten heels and her favourite Couch clutch. After curling her hair into long, playful curls and putting on some provocative makeup, she peered at herself into the mirror and nodded with approval. She looked great.

Or, so she thought.

An hour later, when Ron finally made it home and stomped through the front door, he took one look at his beautifully made-up wife and gasped: “You look like a whore.”

If there was a single sentence capable of deflating Natalie’s good mood, it was that one.

“You can’t go out like that,” Ron continued. “That dress barely covers your ass! And your makeup makes you look like a prostitute! Get back upstairs and change!”

Natalie burst into tears.

“I’m going to a gay club,” she cried. “What do you think I’m gonna do? Cure them?”

But Ron was remorseless. “Go upstairs and change.” And to reinforce that point, he stepped right up to his wife, grabbed her wrist hard in one hand and thrust the other under the hem of her short dress.

Natalie squealed. This was not how she’d wanted Ron to find out that she was going commando.

“You slut,” he missed. “You’re not even wearing panties.”

Yanking her by her wrist, he pulled her up the stairs, leading her forcefully to the bedroom.

“You look like a whore,” he repeated, throwing her onto the floor. Natalie landed on her knees on the plush carpeting, fat tears rolling down her cheeks. “Do you want all the men out there to look at you and think that?” His voice was angry, but it was accompanied by a “ziiiiping” noise.

Natalie sniffled and looked up – only to see Ron towering over her, unzipping the front of his pants.

“I can’t believe you were going to leave the house dressed like a fucking hooker,” he roared, wrestling his cock out of the confines of his suit pants. To Natalie’s astonishment, her furious husband was sporting an enormous, throbbing erection. “You look like you’re asking to get raped.” And as he said that, he sunk down onto his knees, pushed Natalie onto her back and wrenched apart her thighs.

Natalie’s eyes widened as she felt her angry husband position his hips and press his insistent erection against her bare cunt. Almost instantly, she felt a gush of wetness. She’d never seen him like this before.

“You’re dressed like a horny fucking bitch,” he spat, as he thrust his hips forward and entered her. Natalie grabbed his shoulders and gasped; feeling herself filled by a cock she’d never seen quite so stiff and full before. She grabbed his face and tried to kiss her husband, but he pushed her lips away.

“You’re such a dirty slut,” he panted, thrusting hard and fast and pushing Natalie’s butt across the carpet. “I can’t leave you alone for five minutes without you letting some guy into your panties…” He reached for a big fistful of Natalie’s hair and grabbed it roughly, yanking her head back and arching her back.

Natalie was in agony and ecstasy – her husband pounding her deep and hard, and his bony pubis rubbing insistently against her clit. She was both shocked and aroused; horrified at his words, but inflamed by his intensity and passion. Clinging desperately this back, she bit her teeth into the shoulder of his suit and then moaned: “Fuuuck, I’m cumming.”

“You’re cumming?” Ron thrust harder, and deeper. “You’re enjoying this, you fucking slut? You get off on being fucked on the floor like a dog?” 

“Oh God,” Natalie moaned. “Yes… Just a little more…”

“You’re fucking disgusting,” Ron roared. “You’re nothing but a common little…. Ugh….Ahhhh!”

And then he thrust himself so deeply insider her that it hurt, and Natalie climaxed as she felt his cock throb, and swell, and spurt deep inside her.

She clung to him for a few seconds more, as he finished unloading himself inside of her – and then he collapsed on top of her.

Natalie found herself pinned to the floor – her still-dressed husband panting for breath, lying on top of her like he’d just completed a hundred-meter dash. She stroked his hair softly, and Ron only seemed mildly upset as he batted her hand away.

Still panting, the tall man untangled himself from Natalie’s legs and clambered to his feet. His suit was all crumbled, his softening cock was hanging out of his flies and his tie was half-undone.

He looked down at his panting wife – all sweaty and dishevelled, dress hiked up around her waist.

“Seriously, though,” Ron told her, as he helped her to her feet. “You can’t go out dressed like that.”


Chapter Six

Natalie was enraged.

It wasn’t that she minded him calling her a “slut” and a “whore” all the time – especially not when it led to hot sex, like they’d just had on the bedroom floor. But the moment her husband had blown his load, he went from being all turned on at the thought of her being a whore, to genuinely being disgusted by the idea.

“Can’t you wear something a little less… provocative?” Ron demanded, as the freshly-fucked housewife peeled off her sticky dress and wiped the cum that was dribbling down her thighs. She rolled her eyes.

“Fine then,” she spat, and stomped off, naked, to her wardrobe.

The sequined dress landed in the corner, and she pulled out a pair of hip-hugging jeans instead. She pulled on a basic black bra, and threw a plain white blouse over the top of it. Next, she bundled her long curtain of honey-blond hair into a bun and stole one of her husband’s fedoras to stuff it into.

“There,” she exclaimed, marching back into the bedroom and giving her husband a twirl. “Is this more to your liking?” As far as she was concerned, she was dressed somewhere between a butch lesbian and a teenage boy about to hit the clubs for the first time in his life.

But Ron didn’t seem to catch her sarcasm.

“Oh, yes,” he clapped his hands together. “That’s much more appropriate.” 

Natalie snarled.

She was about to launch into a tirade, but a sudden “Honk!” from outside the bedroom window disturbed her. Crossing the room, she peered out into the driveway and saw a black Cadillac Escalade flashing its lights. Salvatore was here.

“Okay, I guess I’m off then,” Natalie hissed – deliberately not kissing her husband as she stomped past him. But Ron didn’t seem to notice.

“Be good,” he told her. “Be back early. Don’t talk to any strange men.”

As soon as she was halfway down the stairs – out of sight – she turned back and flipped her husband the bird.

*              *              *

Salvatore was not impressed.

“What the fuck are you wearing, honey?” He was standing in her driveway, opening the back door of the Escalade for her. Thumping trance music echoed from within. “You’re dressed like the first boy I ever kissed, back at prom.”

Natalie said nothing. She just clambered into the back of the Cadillac and found it already filled with a number of Salvatore’s good looking – and achingly gay – male friends.

“Here, honey,” one of them – a boy in a tight white t-shirt – offered her a plastic shot glass. “Let’s get this party started.”

Natalie snatched it and drank it down without thinking – the tequila scorched her throat.

“That’s the spirit, honey,” Sal climbed in next to her and thumped the side of the car. The guy driving the Cadillac – Natalie guessed it was a car service – knocked the vehicle in gear and soon they were purring down the highway with the trance music thumping.

“Oh God, I am so mad at him,” Natalie snarled, as she welcomed another shot glass of vodka. “My stupid husband made me dress like this. He wouldn’t let me out of the house in the cute dress I was going to wear.” 

“Oh honey,” one of Sal’s gay friend commiserated. “That’s not right.”

“You gotta shut that down, girl,” warned another.

“Awwwww,” Sal put his arm protectively around Natalie’s shoulders. “It’s okay, honey. I think you look kind cute, dressed as a boy.”

“I am not dressed like a boy,” she growled.

“Honey, where you’re going that could turn out to be a good thing.” 

Natalie ignored that, and took the third shot of tequila that was offered to her. It was already starting to go to her head.

“Grrrr! I’m so mad!”

“Hey, hey,” Sal rubbed her back. “Forget about your stupid husband. We’re gonna have fun tonight, right?” Natalie sniffled and nodded. “Well, let’s change the subject.” Sal looked up to his gay friends and boldly said: “So, you’ll never guess what Natalie here told me. She said she could suck cock better than a gay guy. Is that crazy, or what?”

*              *              *

To Sal’s credit, the cock-sucking conversation turned out to be exactly what Natalie needed to get her mind off her husband.

The gay guys immediately chimed in with their thoughts.

“Oh, honey, no way.”

“I got a blowjob from a girl once,” said the guy in the tight white t-shirt. “It was all teeth. It was horrible.”

“Yeah, no offence – but no chance.” 

Bouyed by alcohol, Natalie sneered: “You guys don’t know what you’re talking about. Back in high school, I used to give legendary blowjobs. Me getting married? Men were openly crying when I took these lips off the market.”

“You’re crazy, girl.”

Sal put his arm back around Natalie’s shoulders and squeezed. “I’ll tell you what – Bobby offered to take the Pepsi Challenge, and little miss sweet and innocent here declined.” He laughed dangerously. “I guess she’s too chicken.”

Natalie pushed his arm off. “I am not chicken,” she spat. “I’m just a married woman. I don’t go around sucking cocks for bets…”

“…any more, that is,” Sal added.

She thumped him in the ribs.

“But the truth is,” she growled, with confidence supplied by Jose Cuervo, “if Sal and I did have a cock-sucking competition, he wouldn’t stand a chance.”

“Oooooh!” The gays chorused. “Bold words!” 

“Yeah,” Natalie nodded, holding up her empty shot glass in the hopes that somebody would refill it. “But don’t get your hopes up. I’m a respectable married woman.”

And even as she downed a forth shot of tequila, that’s exactly what she intended to remain.


Chapter Seven

The music was pounding, and the nightclub was like a sauna.

Out on the dance floor – surrounded by gorgeous, muscular men in tight shirts and t-shirts – Natalie was having the time of her life. She shook her ass, she pumped her fist and for a few sweet hours, she forgot every care in the world. She even forgot how angry she was at her husband (although that pretty dress would have been much cooler than these tight jeans he’d made her wear.)

Towards midnight, she staggered off the dance floor and practically collapsed into the VIP booth that Sal had procured for their little group. She was dripping with sweat – her white blouse was clinging to every curve of her body.

“Hey!” Sal yelled at her over the dance music. He was lounging back with each arm around a young, hunky gay guy he’d apparently just met that evening. “Check out who it is over there.” Pointing his finger, he highlighted a tall, handsome man swaggering back from the bar with his arms full of drinks.

Bobby.

Natalie felt her heart race and her clit throb when she saw him – and tried to pretend that it was just the tequila talking. Bobby was exactly as she remembered him from their yoga lessons – tall, and broad-shouldered, with delicious tan skin and hair and clothes that were more metrosexual than overtly gay. He came swaggering over, dumped the drinks on the table, and immediately came to give Natalie a warm, sweaty hug – and, to her shock, a wet, open-mouthed kiss.

“Hiiiii!” He was obviously a little tipsy, and a lot excited. “So good to see you, Natalie! How are things?”

Natalie opened her mouth to tell him; but by then he’d already turned his attention to Sal. He clearly didn’t care – and the sad thing was that Natalie, who’d cut her teeth dating sexy jerks and bad boys, actually found that kind of a turn on.

She turned her attention to Sal’s other friends and chugged down the Grey Goose and sodas they bought her – before staggering back to her feet and hitting the dancefloor again like a woman possessed. 

Natalie was loving the freedom of the nightclub. Admittedly, it was a sting to her ego to be completely invisible to all the gorgeous (and resolutely homosexual) clubbers around her – but at least at the gay club, she didn’t need to worry about sleazy douchebags grinding up all over her, or trying to slip something in her drink.

But not five minutes after getting down to dancing, suddenly Natalie did feel somebody grinding up on her – and wheeled around to find that Bobby had left the VIP section and was giving her some hot-and-heavy dance moves of his own.

At first she laughed – enjoying the attention, but feeling completely safe and secure in their platonic dancing. Then, however, she turned her back on Bobby and shimmied her curvy ass in his direction and to her surprise, the tall and sexy man grabbed her hips and bump! Pulled her hips straight into his crotch.

Natalie’s eyes widened. She was suddenly grinding her ass against the crotch of a handsome, sexy clubber – and she liked it.

Bobbing her head to the music, Natalie just went with it. She ground and twerked her hips back at Bobby, and let him hold her waist and hump back against her. It felt natural, and sexy, and right.

But then two things happened.

First, Bobby’s hands slid up from her hips, to her waist, to suddenly curl around and cup her breasts through her sweaty blouse. Secondly, Natalie began to feel something hot, hard and insistent grinding against her jean-clad ass – and she was pretty sure it wasn’t Bobby’s cell phone.

A little shocked, Natalie wheeled around and looked up at Bobby, who was grinning lasciviously at her. The next thing she knew, his hands were back around her hips, and he was pulling her body up close to his – so much so that the large bulge in the front of his pants pressed against her stomach.

Natalie didn’t know what to do. She was a married woman. This was wrong.

But as Bobby’s hands moved down from her waist, to cup and squeeze her ass, she always acknowledged that it felt right.

And as if that realization flipped an invisible traffic light above her head from RED to GREEN, Bobby leaned forward and kissed her.

And to her shame, she let him.

*              *              *

For the next two hours, Natalie and Bobby got about as close to having sex on the dance floor as it was possible to get without being arrested.

They made out. He felt her up. She bumped and grinded with him so hard, she was sure the friction would start a fire (or, she feared, he’d cum in his pants.) It was all so intense and erotic that Natalie didn’t even register the passing of time – in fact, the only moment she realized how much time had gone by was when the music stopped and the lights switched on.

“Okay, folks,” the DJ announced over the speakers. “You don’t have to go home – but you can’t stay here. See you next week!”

Exhausted, sweaty and tingling with arousal, Natalie grabbed Bobby by the waist and they stepped off the dance floor to the VIP area, where Sal was already packing it up with his friends.

The big Brazilian came bounding over to them and gave both Natalie and Bobby a warm, sweaty hug – and then, to Natalie’s shock, kissed Bobby wetly on the mouth.

“Well,” Sal purred. “I see you two have already been getting better acquainted.” Natalie’s cheeks burned. Ron would kill her if he knew what she’d been doing. “C’mon, the car service is waiting outside.”

Sal ushered them out of the club and into the chilly evening air. Natalie hadn’t brought a coat, so Bobby wrapped a protective arm around her shoulders and squeezed her to his thick, muscular body. She surrendered – enjoying the feeling of his muscles, and the testosterone-rich smell of his sweat.

Sal ushered them into the car and they all squeezed into the back – Natalie practically sitting on Bobby’s knee. And then, trance music thumping, the Cadillac Escalade rolled off down the street. 

“Let’s go get cheesesteaks,” one of Sal’s gay friends demanded. “I’m fucking starving, man.”

The driver changed course, headed towards the late-night eateries in the bad part of town, and Sal started quizzing Natalie and Bobby.

“I saw you too getting down and dirty on the dance floor,” he teased. “Oh, Natalie – your hubby would fucking freak if he knew.”

Natalie’s cheeks burned. “Don’t remind me.” She looked at her Bulova watch. “Fuck, I’m late as it is. Can you guys drop me home?”

“Oh no, chica,” Sal purred. “You ain’t going home ‘til we settled our little bet from earlier.”

Natalie’s cheeks burned even redder. She looked up at Bobby, who gave her ass a squeeze affectionately.

“Oooooooh!” The rest of Sal’s friends overheard his challenge, and chorused in. “Do it, girl!”

“Woah, woah, woah,” Natalie reluctantly squirmed out of Bobby’s embrace and wagged an angry finger at Salvatore. “You take me home right now, you Brazilian bastard! You know I never agreed to…. to that.”

Sal’s face softened. He turned to his friends.

“It’s okay, guys,” he said soothingly. “Let’s not make Natalie feel bad. She’s not under any pressure. She just came out tonight to have a good time, that was all.”

“Thank you,” Natalie breathed a sigh of relief. 

“After all, you can’t blame her for not wanting to take a bet she knows she’s gonna lose.”

Sal’s friends erupted into howls of laughter and Natalie’s cheeks burned again.

“Hey!” She spat. “Don’t you try any of that reverse psychology on me, Salvatore Ramone Gustavo Rodríguez! I’m going home to my husband.”

At that point, rather infuriatingly, Bobby chose to encircle Natalie’s waist with one hand and start nibbling on her ear. Despite herself, her pussy gushed moisture. At the same time, Sal leaned forward and whispered: “It’s 2am, chica. When you get home, you know your hubby’s gonna think you were off sucking cock anyway. If you’re gonna get blamed, why not do something worth getting blamed for?”

Natalie opened her mouth to argue, but Bobby chose that exact second to move his mouth from her earlobes to her neck – and she shuddered and moaned in pleasure instead.

Sal smiled devilishly. He knew he’d got her.

“Okay, boys,” he cat-called. “You heard the bet! Chica here thinks she can suck cock better than a gay guy. Who here thinks she’s full of shit?”

“Sal,” Natalie moaned, as Bobby started massaging her breasts through her blouse. “I’m not going to do this…”

“Oh, c’mon,” Sal insisted. “Honey, you know you want to.” And to reinforce that point, Bobby took one of Natalie’s hands and placed it between his legs – where she felt a thick, firm and throbbing hardness through the thin material of his pants. Her clit throbbed.

“I’ll tell you what, chica,” Sal promised. “You win, and I’ll give you free Zumba lessons for a year.” 

“A-and… And what if I win?” Natalie was finding it difficult to concentrate. Bobby’s fingers were pinching her nipple through her clothes.

“Well then, I get the satisfaction of knowing I was right all along,” he winked. “I don’t need anything more than that.”

Bobby decided at that point to lick a hot, wet line all the way up the side of Natalie’s throat, and her resistance faded.

“Fine,” she moaned, turning her head to kiss Bobby on the mouth. “But I hope you’re ready to lose, Salvatore.”


Chapter Eight

Cheesesteaks were procured, and the car service driver was offered a large tip – and the promise of a free show – to find a deserted area for them to pull into. He eventually located a deserted parking lot on the outskirts of town, and the Cadillac Escalade was pulled to a halt.

The crowd clambered out – a crowd of gorgeous, muscular men in tight t-shirts, and a curvy, thirty-something woman in a fedora.

Sal took charge.

“Okay, Bobby. You sit up here.” He opened the trunk of the Escalade and patted a spot on the tailgate. “Pull down your pants first.”

“Wait, what about a blindfold?” Natalie demanded – still kind of incredulous that she was even going to do this.

“Here,” one of Sal’s friends was pulling off his tight, black t-shirt. “Use this.”

Sal grabbed the shirt. “Ew, it’s all sweaty, man.” But nevertheless, he folded it into a thick, black band and stood behind Bobby – wrapping the shirt over his eyes and tying it tightly behind his head.

“Can you see?”

“Nope.”

“You sure?”

“Yep.”

Stepping around the front of Bobby, Sal pulled back his hand and pretended to throw a punch into the young man’s face. When he didn’t flinch, the Brazilian nodded in satisfaction.

“Okay!” Sal clapped his hands. “Take off those pants, baby!”

There were cat-calls and hoots from Sal’s friends, as they gathered in a semi-circle and watched Bobby unbuckle his pants. They came pooling down around his ankles, closely followed by his boxer shorts.

There were more cat-calls as the contents of Bobby’s shorts were revealed – a thick, swinging cock that fell half-way to his knee.

“Woah, baby!”

“Okay, up onto the tailgate, baby!” Sal demanded – and as Bobby clambered onto the back of the Escalade – legs hanging off the edge – Sal turned to address the crowd.

“Okay, people. Here’s the rules.” The crowd cheered. “We toss a coin to see who goes first – and nobody say nothing to let Bobby know who wins. He’s not allowed to touch us – keep your hands behind you at all times.”

“You got it, Sal.”

“Then me and chica here? We each get three minutes, swapping places ‘til he picks a winner, or he comes. You dig?”

From the hoots and hollers, it was apparent that the crowd did indeed “dig.”

“Okay, let’s do this.”

Sal turned to Natalie and blew her a kiss. 

“Prepare to lose, chica.”

“Blow me,” Natalie pouted.

“Oh, you wish you could blow me.”

One of Sal’s friends had grabbed a quarter and demanded: “Heads or tails?”

It seemed appropriate, given the circumstances, so Natalie chose: “Heads.”

Sal’s friend flipped the coin, and it glinted in the streetlights as it spun in the air. Finally, with a slap, it landed on the back of the guy’s hand and he covered it with his palm.

Sal and Natalie peered down expectantly as he pulled his hand away.

“Tails it is!”

Sal stuck his tongue out at Natalie, and got to work.

*              *              *

The beautiful Brazilian stepped softly up to where Bobby was sitting – bare-assed and blindfolded on the tailgate of the Cadillac. With one hand, he pushed Bobby back, so the yoga instructor was leaning on his hands and his bare crotch was fully exposed. Then, Sal placed his hands on Bobby’s thighs.

His fingers curled around the shaft of Bobby’s half-hard cock, and it started to swell immediately. With his other hand, Sal massaged Bobby’s balls. Stroking and kneading his cock and testicles soon had Bobby rising to erection; and as his dick reared to attention, Sal opened his mouth and engulfed the head of his impressive dick.

The cat calls and howls of the assembled crowd fell silent. Natalie looked left and right, and realized that every single one of Sal’s gay friends was watching, enraptured. They all had noticeable bulges in the front of their pants – whether from imagining being the recipient, or the provider, she wasn’t sure.

Bobby’s head lolled back and he groaned softly, as wet sucking noises echoed throughout the parking lot. 

“Ohhh, God…”

Just as he was really getting into it, and Sal’s head was bobbing up and down rhythmically in Bobby’s lap, there was a loud chirp from somebody’s cell phone.

“Three minutes are up,” one of Sal’s friends snapped. “Swap places!”

Natalie’s knees wobbled as Sal pulled away. Bobby’s straining cock slithered wetly from his mouth, and as Sal turned to walk away, he wiped his glistening lips with the back of his hand.

Fuck, Natalie thought. She couldn’t believe she was doing this. This was madness. This was…

But her legs moved regardless – leading her towards the back of the Cadillac.

A moment later she stood there, between Bobby’s knees, looking down at the straining cock sticking up from between Bobby’s well-muscled thighs.

It was beautiful. Big, and thick, and shiny with Sal’s saliva. 

“Tick tock,” one of Sal’s friends cat-called. “Clock’s ticking.”

Pushing the nervousness from the back of her mind, Natalie reached down and wrapped her fingers around Bobby’s spit-slick shaft – and the handsome young man groaned as she did so.

Just like Sal, she massaged his balls with the fingers of one hand – but softly, and smoothly, like the was juggling bird’s eggs. Opening her mouth wide, she engulfed the straining head of Bobby’s erection and tried to ignore the weird, wet feeling as she tasted Sal’s saliva, slathered all over it.

Bobby’s cock was a thing of beauty – warm and smooth and hard. She sucked it once, swallowing his shaft almost to the balls – until his throbbing cockhead teased her tonsils. Then she pulled back with a wet sluuuurp and started swirling her tongue around his cock head.

Cock sucking, she soon realized, was a lot like riding a bike. Within minutes, she was back in the same smooth, practiced rhythm of high school; and Bobby’s groans and moans demonstrated how much he was enjoying it.

She licked. She slurped. She sucked and she tongued. She turned her mouth into a wet, warm, writhing heaven. Her fingers caressed his balls, and two fingers of her other hand stroked the shaft of Bobby’s spit-slathered cock in time to the rhythmic movements of her mouth.

“Oooooh, God,” Bobby groaned – and she tasted the first, teasing tang of pre-cum. She sucked eagerly. “Oh, fuuuck,” Bobby moaned, and lifted his hips to thrust his cock even deeper into his mouth. Natalie squeezed his balls gently, and swirled her tongue around the head of his dick – feeling it swell, and throb, and…

“I’m cumming!”

Suddenly, Natalie’s mouth was flooded. Bobby’s cock throbbed, and he spurted hotness across her tongue. It was all Natalie could do to clamp her lips tightly around his straining shaft and swallow each hot, salty jet as it emerged. She squeezed his balls, and sucked him tightly, nursing each drop as she eagerly gulped it down.

“Oh, God,” he jerked his hips, thrusting deeper into her mouth. “I’m my fucking GOD.”

Eventually, the spurts subsided – and Natalie removed her mouth with a wet-sounding slurp. She stepped back, as Bobby flopped back into the trunk of the Cadillac.

Stepping away, Natalie heard the sound of clapping. Licking her salty lips, she saw Salvatore applauding her performance, but with a frown on his face. The big, handsome Brazilian stepped up to her and hissed: “What? You didn’t leave any for me, chica?”

Natalie emitted a spermy burp, and covering her mouth, hissed back: “I think I proved my point. Can I go home now?”

Sal wagged his finger at her disapprovingly. “Hey, this game ain’t over yet. You might have got the pop-shot, but let’s ask Bobby which brand he prefers.”

Meanwhile, on the tailgate of the Cadillac, Bobby was laughing as he pulled up his pants. He tore off his blindfold and blinked as the streetlights blinded him. The assembled crowd of Sal’s friends whooped and hollered and high-fived him.

“Hey, hey, hey!” Sal’s raised voice grabbed their attention. “It’s time for the moment of truth, friends.” The big Brazillian grabbed one of his friend’s half-eaten cheesesteak subs and thrust it in Bobby’s face, as if it was a microphone. “What’s the verdict, honey? Which pair of lips did the tricks?”

Bobby laughed self-consciously, and looked back and forth between Sal and Natalie. She was standing there, arms folded tightly across her chest, somewhat nervous about what had just happened. As their eyes met, Bobby smiled at her; and Natalie was ashamed to admit she felt a gush of emotion in return.

“Wow, Sal,” Bobby laughed, as he slid off the tailgate onto the asphalt. “Man, both of you can suck cock. I’m surprised I lasted as long as I did.” He looked nervously to Natalie again, and their eye contact lingered a second more than was strictly necessary. “But if I had to choose one – you know, from a technical perspective…” He paused. “I-I … I guess I’d go with whoever was going down on me first.”


Chapter Nine

The crowd roared in approval, exchanging high-fives with Sal. 

“Told you, babe,” one of his friends purred, glaring at Natalie with a sneer.

“Yeah, chica,” said another. “You got to have a cock to know how to suck one.”

And Natalie? Her stomach flipped and her hands balled into fists.

It wasn’t just so much the humiliation of “losing” the challenge – although personally, she thought Bobby was nuts. She was the one who earned his salty load down her throat, so she couldn’t understand why he’d think Sal’s blowjob had been ‘technically better.’ 

What got her was the attitude of the gay guys, as they laughed and joked and cat-called in her direction. Normally she loved hanging out with Sal and his gay friends – but today they were showing their true colors. When it came down to it, they had the potential to be just as sexist and douchey as the straight guys; only she wasn’t normally the target of their scorn.

Sal looked over and saw the pissy expression on Natalie’s face. He slunk on over, and gave her a warm, sweaty hug – murmuring: “Hey, chica. Don’t take it so personal.” He pulled back, and looked into her narrow, angry eyes. “It was just a bit of fun, ‘kay? You had fun, right?”

Natalie snorted.

“Can you just take me home now? Ron’s going to give me enough shit as it is.” She wriggled out of Sal’s tight grip. 

“Oh, c’mon, honey? You just mad you lost?” 

“Fuck off.”

Sal laughed somewhat nervously. “Okay, okay, chica. Keep your panties on.” He turned to his assembled friends. “Okay, guys. Time to wrap it up. Princess needs to get back to her castle before she turns into a pumpkin.”

They laughed and jeered at her, so Natalie crossed her arms even tighter.

A few moments later, they were clambering back into the Cadillac Escalade. Natalie made it a point to sit as far away from Bobby as she could – and was frustrated that the handsome guy kept looking in her direction – trying to catch her eye with a big, goofy look on his face (the kind of goofy look most guys get after a blowjob.) 

She pointedly ignored the conversation, too – which didn’t turn out to be a problem, as most of Sal’s friends were talking as if she wasn’t even there.

“As if a girl could suck cock like a guy could.”

“I dunno what she was thinking.”

“Dream on, honey.”

By the time they reached Natalie’s enormous house, the conversation had moved onto when most of the guys in the back of the Escalade had actually got their first blowjob – and they ranged from Christian summer camp to freshman year at college (plus a few stories involving priests or sports coaches that the authorities should probably be informed about.)

But Natalie didn’t care. As the car pulled to a halt, she clambered awkwardly over the cat-calling gays and tried to leave.

A hot, heavy hand landed on her wrist as she slid out of the door. Snapping her neck around, Natalie’s narrow eyes met Bobby’s.

He actually looked kind of sweet, as he leaned over to her.

“H-hey,” he stammered – no longer the cool, cocky jerk she’d made out with at the gay club. “Can I, like, get your number or something?”

Natalie rolled her eyes. She pointed at Salvatore.

“I think he’s the one you want the number from,” she hissed, and pulled her hand free.

A moment later, the Cadillac purred off down the road – Bobby’s sad face peering out of the rear window at her. Snorting, Natalie crossed her arms, stomped up the driveway and let herself in.

*              *              *

The house was dark and still. Kicking off her heels, Natalie crept upstairs to their enormous master bedroom and found it similarly bathed in darkness. The only sign of life was a lump beneath the bedspread – a snoring, slumbering Ron.

She breathed a sigh of relief. A quick glimpse at her watch revealed that it was nearly 4am – and if Ron had been awake, he’d have been asking her some very awkward questions right then. But as she unbuttoned her blouse and wriggled out of her jeans, she realized that for the first time in her marriage, she actually deserved them.

The sheer magnitude of what she’d just done hit her like a slap in the face. She’d just spent the evening making out with another guy. She’d taken part in a blowjob competition in a dingy parking lot at three in the morning – and the fact that she’d lost infuriated her. And, worst of all, she was coming home to her loyal, hardworking husband with the taste of another man’s sperm in her mouth.

Involuntarily, Natalie’s pussy started to throb.

Naked, the curvy housewife stood at the bottom of the bed, and lifted the covers. 

Rons pale, white feet were exposed. 

She ducked her head under the duvet – and like some kind of shark, started swimming up, under the covers.

Her hands stroked Ron’s limp thighs. Underneath the covers – her head making a little tent in the middle of the bed – she encountered his crotch.

His pale, limp penis was nestled in his pubic hair like a sleeping, baby bird. Natalie’s fingers gently lifted the head, and the started stroking the shaft and fondling Ron’s balls. Her husband squirmed in his sleep, even as his cock started to engorge with blood – rising like an angry rooster.

When he was half erect, she opened her mouth and engulfed him. Moments later, as her tongue swirled and her fingers massaged his balls, Ron’s cock grew to full hardness. It filled her mouth uncomfortably – and Natalie could still taste the musty tang of her own pussy; which he’d fucked just hours earlier.

Once Ron’s cock was hard and straining, covered with a glistening sheen of saliva, Natalie clambered up to her knees and straddled her husband’s hips. The covers flopped back – and she saw Ron’s face peering up at her; his eyes bleary. Still half asleep, the tall man groaned as Natalie grabbed the root of his cock and aimed it for her dripping cunt – lowering her weight and skewering herself effortlessly on his hardness. He slid inside of her like a hot knife into butter.

“Ohhhh, God!” Ron threw his head back and groaned.

Natalie ignored him. Instead, she placed her hands on Ron’s chest and used them as leverage to grind her hips into his crotch. She rode her horny husband like he was a rodeo-pony – controlling every movement, so his long, thick cock rubbed exactly where she needed it to, and his bony hips provided exactly the right pressure and friction on her clit.

As she fucked him, Natalie remembered that evening – the wild and wicked sensation of kissing another man. The guilty thrill of sucking a near-stranger’s penis. The involuntary throb between her legs as she earned herself a hot, salty mouthful of cum. 

As a married woman, she felt ashamed and dirty. As a former slut, she felt thrilled and validated. The only thing bothering her was how Bobby, after he’d just blown his load in her sweetly sucking mouth, had then gone on to declare Salvatore as the “better” cocksucker.

“I’ll show him,” she groaned to herself, as she rode Ron’s straining cock to climax. “I’ll show…. Aaaaah!” She came; a shuddering, smoldering, body-rocking detonation and rolled from her hips to every other part of her body like a sexual tsunami.

And Ron, fortunately, wasn’t far behind. As Natalie lost herself in climax, he jerked his hips upwards blindly – stabbing himself into his wife’s depths, until her tightness and wetness tipped him over the edge and he, too, detonated like a fire hose. Natalie shuddered at the feeling of his cock swelling and spurting inside of her.

Moments later, she flopped down into the bed, and snuggled next to her panting, half-asleep husband.

“Wow,” Ron murmured, as she placed her head on his bony chest. “That was amazing.”

Natalie smiled sleepily. Bobby might not be appreciative it, but it was clear she still had it.

“W-what time is it?” Ron murmured, with a yawn.

“Midnight,” Natalie lied – and before Ron could bother to check his watch or alarm clock, he was snoring deeply again.

Finally satisfied, Natalie snuggled closer to her sleeping husband and closed her eyes.

Within seconds, she was out.


Chapter Ten

The next morning, Ron was in a suspiciously cheery mood.

“Good morning, sweetheart,” he kissed a hung over Natalie on the cheek, as she was cutting a banana on the kitchen island. “Thank you for last night.”

Natalie felt a little thrill as she remembered, and smiled. “No, thank you, honey.”

“Did you have a good night?” Ron was asking at the same time he sipped his coffee, and leafed through the mail – suggesting he really wasn’t that bothered by the answer. Which as it turned out, was fairly convenient because Natalie was in no mood to share it with him. The sheer magnitude of what she’d done the previous evening still remained to be processed.

A little more leisurely than normal, Ron chowed through his toast and drank his orange juice, before giving Natalie another quick kiss on the cheek and strolling out of the front door. She was actually relieved to hear the rev of his BMW and the sound of tires on the driveway, and she watched him drive away out of the kitchen window with a smile.

Today, she realized, was going to be a tough day.

The first order of business was to call Salvatore and cancel her Zumba lessons. She loved the exotic, hip-gyrating workout and had been incredibly fond of her sexy Brazilian instructor – but after he’d coerced her into what had happened the previous night (and would probably tease her about mercilessly) she realized she needed him gone. 

Last night, the housewife promised herself, had been an aberration. Her days of hooking up in nightclubs, and sucking guys off in the back of their cars, had ended in high school. She needed to focus on Ron – and, more importantly, focus on making sure she never did anything else that he’d divorce her for if he found out.

Mind set on her new course of action, Natalie reached for her cell phone – and it started to ring.

She snatched it up and stared at the number. It was a 631 number – Suffolk County – but she didn’t recognize it. 

For a moment, her finger hovered over the “dismiss call” icon. She imagined it was just going to be a sales call, or some other bullshit. Cablevision had a sales office in Suffolk County and back when she and Ron had switched to Verizon, they used to get a dozen phone calls from sales reps a week.

But something inside of her made her move her thumb an inch to the left and hit “accept call” instead.

“Hello?”

The voice was instantly familiar, and hit her in the solar plexus and the crotch at the same time.

“Hi. Is that Natalie?”

“Bobby?” The housewife’s eyes narrowed. “Is that you?”

“Yeah,” he admitted over the crackling phone line – almost sounding ashamed. “Sal gave me your number. I hope you don’t mind me calling you.”

Natalie pursed her lips. “Listen, I don’t think we’ve got anything we need to talk…”

Bobby interrupted her: “I need to see you.”

“What?”

“I need to see you, Natalie.” 

“Woah, Bobby,” almost instinctively, Natalie looked up and around. She knew Ron was out of the house – but she almost felt like he’d somehow know that a guy she’d been inappropriate with was suddenly calling her out of the blue. “I don’t think that’s appropriate.”

“I need to talk to you, okay?” Insisted Bobby. “Listen, how about the Starbucks on Route 110, in an hour?”

Natalie’s instinct was to say no – to hang up and pretend she’d never got the call in the first place. But the way Bobby had taken charge – setting a time and a place, without asking her first – triggered that button which had seen her get down and dirty with so many bad boys back in high school.

Almost without thinking about it, she nodded: “Okay.”

*              *              *

An hour later, in a pretty sundress and shades, Natalie guided her Buick Enclave to a halt outside the familiar green and brown décor of her nearby Starbucks. She grabbed her clutch and slid off the leather seat onto the asphalt – part of brain still urging her to get back in the car, turn around and never look back.

But as if on autopilot, her feet stepped one in front of the other towards the entrance – and a moment later, she was pushing open the door and breathing in the scent of ground coffee beans and steamed milk.

Bobby was already there – sitting in a corner nursing some frothy concoction and another mug which he offered hopefully to her as she approached.

“Chai tea latte,” he explained – and Natalie blinked. That was her favourite. “Sal told me,” Bobby explained, seeing the puzzled expression on her face.

She didn’t sit down. Natalie just stood there, towering over the seated Bobby, and demanded: “What do you want?”

Bobby’s eyes widened. “I-I… I thought we could… You know? Hang out.”

“Hang out?” Natalie rolled her eyes. Realizing her exasperation had attracted the attention of a few other patrons, she slumped down into the seat opposite the handsome yoga instructor, leaned forward and hissed: “I’m a married woman, Bobby.” She crossed her arms tightly. “Listen, last night was fun and all, but that was a mistake. I love my husband. I don’t want to do anything that would hurt him.” After a moment or too, she added: “Again.”

And then, with a sniff, she hissed: “Besides. Not that it matters, but last night proved you’d be happier hanging out with Salvatore than me.”

Bobby’s eyes widened: “Oh, woah. That.”

“Yes, that,” Natalie snorted. “You don’t tell a girl she’s a second-stringer in the blowjob leagues, and then invite her out for coffee the next day.” She rolled her eyes. “What the fuck is wrong with you?”

Bobby raised his hands defensively.

“Hey, listen, about that,” he stammered. “Look, last night…. When you guys were…” Bobby blushed. Natalie couldn’t help herself – she actually thought it was cute. “When you were going down on me, I could tell it was him who went first, y’know? Salvatore. He’s got big hands and stubble and I could smell his aftershave.”

Natalie’s eyes narrowed.

“So?”

“Well, I had to say that he was better, didn’t I? I was surrounded by all those guys and they’d have beat my ass if I told them a girl gave me a better blowjob than a guy could.”

“Wait,” Natalie blinked. “You mean you lied?” 

“Well, yeah,” Bobby nodded. He leaned forward, and this time Natalie didn’t flinch away. “Honey, when you went down on me last night? Oh. My. God. You were fucking incredible.” He paused, looking up shyly with a puppy-dog expression. “You are incredible.”

Now it was Natalie’s turn to blush. She actually felt like he meant it. 

Bobby didn’t realize that, so he continued: “When I felt your lips on my cock… Oh, man. They were so smooth, and so soft. And your tongue, and your fingers.” He looked up, eyes growing wide. “I mean, you made me cum in, like, no time. I couldn’t help it.” Bobby reached over and touched Natalie’s hand. “You were amazing.”

For a moment, Natalie just stared into Bobby’s eyes – suddenly feeling validated after all her rage and frustration from the previous night. It wasn’t just that he’d admitted she gave a better blowjob – although that was kind of nice. It was that all the chemistry they’d had – the dancing, and the making out, and the lingering eye contact. It had meant something.

But then she remembered Sal’s mocking tone, and the crowd of his gay friends laughing at her. She snatched her hand away from Bobby’s.

“Hey!” Natalie snapped. “If it really meant something to you, you should have fucking said so. I don’t appreciate you making me feel bad just for the approval of your friends.”

“I know, I know,” Bobby held up his hands. “It was an asshole move. I’m sorry.” He reached out to touch Natalie’s hand again. She pulled away.

“I’ll tell you what, Bobby-boy. If you really mean that, why don’t you call Sal up and tell him the truth? I mean, he’s not performing in front of his douchey friends now, at least.” She glowered at him. “You owe me that much. I can forgive much anything, except you letting that Brazilian bastard be such an insufferable jerk about it.”

“Ah,” Bobby’s forehead scrunched up. “Hey, listen, I dunno about that…”

Natalie slapped her hand on the table-top – enough to spill some of their drinks, and get a few anxious head-turns from the people sitting around them.

“Then what the fuck did you invite me here for, Bobby? To have a coffee with you and play all nice?”

“I-I thought we could… Y’know? Maybe do a little something like we did last night?”

Natalie rolled her eyes. “Jesus fucking Christ, Bobby, are you really that clueless?” When his silence suggested he was, she explained: “You don’t insult a girl’s cock-sucking skills and then expect to get a repeat performance. Are you really that dumb?”

Bobby’s mouth opened and closed like a fish.

Natalie felt a surge of adrenalin. She leaned forward and grabbed the back of Bobby’s head – pulling it forward until their foreheads matched.

“I’ll tell you what, handsome,” she hissed. “You call Sal up right this second and tell him that I gave a better blowjob than he did, and I’ll drag you out to the back seat of my car and give you another one – right here, right now.”

Bobby’s eyes grew wide. He snatched his cell phone off the table top and started dialling.


Chapter Eleven

Natalie swung open the back seat of her Buick Enclave and shoved Bobby inside.

“Scooch back,” she snapped, climbing in after him and shutting the door behind her with a clunk. “Now lie back – I don’t want anybody looking in to see you.”

Bobby was like an obedient robot, and he did exactly what she programmed him too. Sliding his ass over the leather seats, he flopped back until he was practically lying down, and with his head squished up against the opposite door, watched Natalie squeeze herself between his knees.

She grabbed his belt buckle and started working on it.

“So what did he say when you told him?” Natalie demanded, as she pulled open his fly and started pulling Bobby’s shorts down. “Was he pissed?”

“He told me to fuck off,” Bobby stammered. 

Natalie smiled. That sounded like the reaction she’d expect from Sal.

Satisfied, Natalie yanked down Bobby’s shorts, down around his knees. He helpfully lifted up his butt to help.

Out flopped his magnificent, half-hard cock. It looked even better in the daylight – nestled between Bobby’s tanned, powerful thighs and at the base of his taut, washboard stomach.

Without another word, Natalie got to work.

With the fingers of her right hand, she cradled his balls. With her other, she started stroking his shaft to full hardness. As she did so, Natalie softly blew on his crotch, and the sensation made Bobby throw his head back and groan in pleasure.

“Tell me I’m the best,” Natalie insisted, stroking his straining shaft – now beautifully thick, and full, and throbbing. “Tell me I’m the best you’ve ever had.”

“Oh, fuck, yes,” Bobby groaned. “You’re amazing. You’re…”

He never got any further than that. Natalie had just engulfed the head of his throbbing dick with her warm, wet, open mouth – and the sensation meant that the next few sounds out of Bobby’s mouth were unintelligible groans of pleasure.

Natalie sucked Bobby’s cock like she was a porn star – and at that second, that was exactly what she felt like. Her lips created exquisite suction. Her tongue teased and tormented. Saliva drooled down Natalie’s chin and pooled around Bobby’s balls as she slowly caressed and kneaded them in her palm. The sound of wet, insistent sucking echoed around the car.

“Oh, fuuuuck,” Bobby groaned. “Oh, Jesus. That is so fucking good.”

Bobby reached down and wrapped lengths of Natalie’s long, blond hair in his fingers – guiding her head up and down as it bobbed in his lap. She was driving him wild – so many sensations, all at once; like a wet, slurping, sucking, teasing, kneading dream that made a tingling sensation inexorably build inside his balls.

The final tipping point came when Natalie smeared her index finger in the warm, wet pools of saliva drooling down Bobby’s balls; and then slid her finger lower. The a moment, she stroked his taut little taint – and then he fingers slipped between the firm, muscular cheeks of Bobby’s backside and pressed against the wrinkled knot of his tight little asshole.

“Oh my God,” Bobby groaned. “Oh my…” Natalie pushed, and his asshole surrendered. With a whoot of surprise and pleasure, Bobby felt her finger sink two knuckles deep into his tight asshole, and the moment her fingertip stroked his prostate, he exploded in her mouth.

Hot, salty spurts flooded her cheeks and tongue, and Natalie swallowed. She gulped down his creamy load, and eagerly stroked his cock and fingers his ass, desperate for more. Only when his cock had surrendered the last jet of fluid, and Bobby’s hips had stopped blindly thrusting upwards, did she stop sucking.

With a sluuurp, Natalie let Bobby’s dick slither from her lips.

She looked up, wiping her puffy, glistening lips.

“Better or worse than last night?” She purred.

Bobby mumbled something unintelligible.

“Well,” the curvy housewife purred. “If that’s all you’ve got to say for yourself – pull your pants up and get the fuck out. I’ve got places to be.”

A few moments later, Natalie made good on that warning. Standing in the parking lot of Starbucks, belt still unbuckled and flies hanging open, Bobby stood there dumbly – and watched Natalie zoom away in her Buick.

*              *              *

“I thought I’d find you here.”

Natalie was clambering out of her Enclave, parked on the driveway of her mansion. Also parked there was Salvatore’s Scion coupe; and the handsome Brazilian was sitting on the hood with his arms crossed – face a mask of irritation.

“Oh, chica, I bet you feel so fucking proud of yourself.”

Natalie’s lips curled. For the first time in a long time, she actually did.

“You want to come in for a drink?”

There was a swagger to Natalie’s walk as she climbed the steps and unlocked the front door. Salvatore followed her, into the roomy, empty expanse of the beautiful house she shared with Ron. 

With a smug smile on her face, Natalie didn’t look back. She just strode purposefully into the kitchen and assumed – correctly – that Salvatore would follow her. From the cupboard, she pulled two enormous Pier One wine glasses. Swinging open the giant, stainless-steel refrigerator, she pulled out an already-opened bottle of Santa Margherita.

The Pinot Grigio glugged as she emptied the bottle between the two glasses.

Then, and only then, did she wheel around to smile at Salvatore.

“I believe you owe me a year’s free Zumba lessons,” she glowered. 

Sal smiled thinly. “Okay, chica,” he nodded. “I guess you got me there.” He accepted the glass Natalie offered, and chinked it with her. For a moment, they were both silent as they swallowed cool drafts of the crisp, cold wine –staring deeply into each other’s eyes.

Finally, smacking his lips, Salvatore placed the half-empty glass on the granite counter and asked: “So, you gonna see him again?”

Natalie said nothing. It’s something she’d been trying very, very hard not to think about all the way back from seeing Bobby at Starbucks. She’d originally pegged her drunken exploits as just a one-time foible – a mistake she’d never repeat, and hoped Ron would never found out about.

But now the truth had come out, and she’d suddenly felt validated and desired by the handsome Bobby, everything felt different.

It was new, and exciting, and thrilling.

And it was the sort of thing that could totally, irrevocably, destroy her marriage.

For a moment she peered around the big, empty house she shared with Ron – and considered how much this life of luxury had cost her. The loneliness. The isolation. The feeling that Ron sometimes valued her more as one of his beautiful possessions – like his BMW, or his Rolex watch – than as a real person, or his wife.

Natalie’s lips curled.

“When are you heading back to the gay club?” 

“Next Friday, chica. You in?”

She drained her glass of Pinot and smacked her lips. 

“I’m in,” Natalie purred.

For the first time, Salvatore’s smile widened, and she could tell he was genuinely happy to hear the news. She herself felt butterflies in her stomach as she thought about it – about how she’d have to lie to her husband again, and about how many more times she’d be faced with the temptation of another man – and how many times she’d give in.

Turning around, Natalie headed back to the fridge to look for a second bottle of wine.

Her back was turned to Salvatore as he spoke to her.

“So Bobby told me that blowjob you gave him was pretty amazing. I think he even used the word ‘legendary’ once or twice.”

Wrestling with a corkscrew, Natalie smiled: “I told you, Sal.”

“Well then, before we talk about the Zumba lessons, or going out to the club next week, there’s one more thing we’ve got to settle.”

And then Natalie’s eyes widened.

From behind her, she heard the sound of an unbuckling belt, and the familiar ziiip of flies being pulled down.

With a yelp, Natalie spun around – and found Salvatore wrestling his half-hard cock out of his pants. It was like a beautiful, brown log – as thick and as succulent as the kielbasa she saw hanging in the window of the Polish deli across the street.

“After everything you got Bobby to tell me,” Sal purred, stroking his thickening shaft as he stared lustfully as Natalie, “I figured I had to find out for myself if you really do suck cock as well as a gay guy.”

Natalie’s eyes widened. For a moment, her mouth hung open – as if she was about to protest. But then, lips curling at the edges, she carefully put the wine bottle down on the kitchen counter, and sunk to her knees.

She shuffled forward, until she was kneeling directly in front of Salvatore, and took his thick, heavy, throbbing cock in her small hands.

The beautiful housewife looked up – deeply and soulfully into Salvatore’s big, brown eyes.

“Prepare to have your mind blown,” she warned, and opened her mouth wide to prove it.

The End


Bisexual Threesome

Chapter One

I’ll always remember the second night I met Maria.

Our first encounter had been so incredible that I knew I had to see her again. With those big blue eyes, and those delicious lips of hers, she was one of the most beautiful women I’d ever seen. And the way she’d submitted to me – so easily and readily – was like catnip to my perversities. 

She was perfection. And I wanted to ruin her in the best ways possible.

But the problem with women like Maria is that they’re married – and husbands are rarely as thrilled about me dominating their wives as you might think they would be. 

I could tell that first night that Andre would be a problem. I remember throwing Maria’s panties above the bar, to leave them hanging from the antlers of a giant, stuffed moose head. I’d promised the room full of dirty, horny bikers that the first one of them to give me those panties back, the next time we visited to bar, would get to fuck Maria. 

Andre’s eyes had flashed with both lust and disgust at the idea.

The problem was; he was conflicted.

Day to day, Andre was the breadwinner. The ‘man of the house.’ He expected to be treated with the sort of respect due to a guy in traditional, patriarchal society.

But that was also not who Andre really was. He was just playing a role that society had thrust upon him; and becoming increasingly unhappy at having to do so.

No, I’d seen the true Andre that first night together – when he’d knelt on the gravel in the parking lot of that biker bar, and sucked my cock until it was hard and wet, ready to slide into his wife’s eager pussy, just inches from his face.

Andre was a submissive little bisexual cocksucker, and he was just too chickenshit to embrace it.

I had plans for him, of course. I’d arranged to Maria to meet up with her old lover in Las Vegas later that month; and Andre would be playing a starring role in that particular encounter. But before breaking him, I had to soften him up a little – and that would take some subtlety.

Fortunately, I had just the plan in mind.

*              *              *

Our second date was simple and straightforward. I’d booked us a hotel room downtown in Phoenix, and knew that Andre would be bringing Maria along thinking it was ‘just’ going to be another threesome.

But I already had plans for him.

Growing up in Germany, I’d been raised around horses. We break them in a much more civilized way than they do in America – jumping on top and thrashing them around until they can’t take any more.

No, in Germany, we break our animals with mind games.

And that was the same thing I had in store for Andre and Maria.

At a little past seven, there was a knock on the door of the luxurious hotel suite. I answered it in my robe and pajamas; swinging open the door to find Andre and Maria standing there nervously.

They looked nice. Maria was in one of her signature floral dresses, while Andre was in a dress shirt, with a fedora cocked over one eye.

He looked okay, even with the fedora. Fedoras are normally neckbeard couture for anybody other than Indiana Jones or Frank Sinatra.

I beckoned them in, shaking Andre’s hand and then curling my hands around Maria’s waist, to drag her into my arms and kiss her hotly on the lips.

Andre looked appalled – making a ‘hurumph’ noise which I gleefully ignored.

I clung to Maria just a second longer than was appropriate, and then patted her on the ass as our lips parted. Then, with the taste of her still on my lips, I flung shut the hotel suite door and walked over to the drinks cabinet calmly.

“What’ll it be?” I asked, already mixing a dirty martini for Maria. Andre didn’t answer fast enough, so I popped the top from a bottle of Heineken and passed it over.


Chapter Three

For a moment we stood there in silence, almost awkwardly. It was typical of these sort of situations – nobody quite knew how to begin.

I certainly had a few ideas. Maria looked absolutely ravishing, standing there in her light and pretty dress. My mouth watered at the thought of seeing her naked.

“S-so, Bruno,” Andre eventually uttered. I turned to him with an easy smile. “A-about last time…” He looked embarrassed. “Things… Well, things kind of went a lot further than I’d expected.”

Our first encounter had very strict rules laid out beforehand. No kissing, and any sexual contact between myself and Maria was supposed to happen with Andre’s approval, and a condom.

But instead, I’d kissed Maria like a lover in front of him, and then fucked her bareback in the parking lot. To push things further, we’d had Andre on his knees in the gravel; first sucking my cock, and then eating my cum from his wife’s hot, eager cunt.

“T-that wasn’t supposed to happen like that,” he explained, as if reading my mind.

I poured myself a Bluecoat and tonic, and sipped it curiously, while listening to him.

“I-I’m not actually bisexual,” Andre stammered. “T-that was all…” He shuffled his feet awkwardly. “Things just kind of spiralled out of control.” He looked me in the eye. “I-I don’t want anything like that to happen this time.”

I laughed.

Taking a step closer to Andre, I calmly swatted the beer out of his hand. The bottle bounced across the room, spewing an arc of foam as it went.

Andre look stunned, and took a nervous step back.

“Look at me, Andre,” I grinned wolfishly. “I’m not stupid.”

“I…” Andre stammered. “I never said you were…”

“I saw the look on your face that night. I saw the hard-on poking out the front of your pants. You were fucking loving it.” And then I took another menacing step forward. “And if you didn’t love it, why would you come back to me now?”

I sneered at him, and then span to the left, and wrapped my arms around Maria’s waist. I kissed her wetly on the mouth.

Then, lips glistening with the taste of her, I turned to Andre and growled: “I know what your problem is, Andre – and I’m here to fix it.” My hand slid down Maria’s back, to squeeze her ass through her dress. “You’re feeling conflicted. You’re trying to assert yourself, because you felt like you lost control that night.”

And then I turned to him, and slapped him hard across the cheek.

Andre staggered back, clutching his ringing law.

“Well, that’s exactly what you wanted,” I hissed. “And that’s exactly why you came back here tonight.” Reluctantly letting Maria go, I crossed the room, grabbed Andre’s shirt and then roughly pushed him back.

He staggered backwards, collided with the bed, and then fell onto the mattress with his arms outstretched.

“Andre Stone,” I hissed at him, as he lay helpless on the bed. “Tonight, you’re not going to get what you asked for. You’re going to get what you crave.” And then Maria stepped to my side, and I curled my arm around her waist. “And if you’re smart enough to just surrender into it, this will be the most memorable night of your life.”

Andre looked up, eyes wide.

And I could see the fight had gone from them already.

His little show of resistance had been just that – a show. He was acting like a woman – more like a woman that Maria did, in fact. He’d presented me with what Pick Up Artists describe as a ‘shit test’ – a challenge to see whether or not I’d put up with his shit. 

The answer was: “No.” Which was exactly what he’d wanted.

I left Andre lying on the bed, and turned to look into Maria’s deep, blue eyes.

“I’m so happy to see you again,” I told her, as I pulled her into a tight embrace and kissed her passionately.

Maria’s lips were soft, and eager. She kissed like no other woman I’d ever met before. 

I felt her melt in my arms, and immediately grew hard beneath my robe.

Grinning, I pulled my lips from hers, and turned to Andre – who was watching us nervously.

“Get the fuck over here,” I ordered. “And make yourself useful.”


Chapter Four

Andre clambered off the bed.

“First, get undressed,” I ordered – and as Andre peeled off his shirt and pants, I turned my attention back to Maria.

She looked up at me with her sexy blue eyes. Her mouth was open a little – eager for another kiss. She squirmed in my arms – and I knew she was probably getting as wet as I was getting hard.

I kissed her again, and then turned back to Andre.

He was standing there in just his socks now – a reasonably proportioned guy, but a long way from my lean, muscular form. I could see instantly why he felt threatened by me.

But that was part of the appeal of this situation – and I could tell as much, because Andre’s cock was already hard, swinging between his legs.

“Get on your knees,” I ordered. “And crawl on over here.”

Andre obeyed – and as he shuffled across the carpet, I turned to Maria and kissed her again.

As we made out, I reached up to slip the straps from Maria’s slender shoulders. Immediately, her dress slid down off her lean, sexy body – revealing her small, perfect breasts.

Her dress pooled around her ankles, and she stood there in just her panties.

“Andre,” I ordered, looking down at her husband – crouched on the ground beside us like an obedient lap dog. “Take off her panties…” He reached up with trembling fingers, so I grinned and hissed: “No. With your teeth.”

Andre flashed a smile, and bared his teeth. As he lifted himself up on his knees, I turned to Maria and kissed her.

She was an amazing kisser. Her lips were soft, and warm and wet, and I couldn’t wait to feel them on other parts of my body later.

My hands slid around to stroke the lean, warm skin of her bare back, and I felt my cock throb as she shuddered and moaned into my mouth. Andre was tugging her panties down with his teeth, and Maria shivered at the sensation.

Moments later, she stepped out of them, and Andre sat back, the panties hanging from his teeth like a dog with a chew toy. I laughed as I glanced down at him.

“Come on, boy,” I grinned. “It’s time for you to eat.”

And as I said that, I lowered Maria to the bed.

She lay on her back, legs hanging off the edge of the bed. With a nod of my head, I ordered Andre to crawl between them, and spread her thighs.

“Make her cum,” I ordered, and Andre obediently nodded. A moment later, Maria groaned and arched her back as she felt her husband’s warm, wet mouth on her bare pussy.

I lay down on the bed alongside Maria, and leaned over to kiss her. My hands explored her body – cupping her breast, and pinching her nipples between finger and thumb. My lips explored hers, and my cock throbbed as I felt her tongue brush against mine.

“Oh, God,” Maria groaned, as she lay there. She was the recipient of two men’s rapt attention, and she was loving it.

I grinned, and stroked her hair as I gazed into her big, blue eyes.

“I want to see you cum,” I murmured, and Maria smiled as she looked back up at me.

One of her hands idly pressed itself against my crotch, and her fingers curled around my erection, through the silky material of my robe.

“Not yet,” I told her, but I made no effort to move her hand away.

Maria giggled, and then craned her neck to kiss me again. I eagerly gave her what she wanted, even as the room echoed with the slurping and sucking of Andre; eagerly feasting between his wife’s open legs.


Chapter Five

Soon, Maria’s breath became ragged in my mouth.

I pulled my lips away, and gazed lovingly into her eyes. One of her hands found mine, and she squeezed it hard.

“I want to see you cum,” I repeated, as Maria began moaning, and squirming on the bed. “I want to look deep into those beautiful eyes the moment you explode.”

“Unnngh,” she groaned, squeezing my hand harder. “Oh, Bruno…”

Between her legs, Andre licked, and slurped, and sucked. I looked down, smiling with satisfaction, and then stretched out one of my bare feet, towards his ass.

“Make her feel good, Andre,” I demanded, pressing my big toe between his cheeks. Andre whimpered into Maria’s pussy. “Make her feel really good.”

And so Andre obediently snuffled, and slurped, and licked faster, and Maria groaned and clung to my hand as he drove her closer and closer to climax.

“Oh, fuck, Bruno,” Maria gasped, looking into my eyes. “Oh, God, I wish it was you down there.” She stole a kiss from me. “I wish you were inside me right now.”

I grinned wickedly.

“All in good time, darling,” I promised her, and kissed her passionately as she groaned and gasped into my mouth.

“Unnngh,” her body starting shuddering. “Oh, God.” I pulled my mouth away, and locked my gaze with hers. Looking deep into Maria’s eyes, I squeezed her hand as she came.

Maria arched her back, and cried out, and shuddered as an orgasm washed over her.

“Keep licking, dammit,” I kicked Andre in the ass as he sucked and slurped, and his relentless licking drove Maria to another climax. She cried out, and gazed into my eyes with absolute openness and abandon. It was the most beautiful thing I’d ever seen in my life.

And then she collapsed onto the bed, gasping for breath.

I kissed her, and then reached down to ruffle Andre’s hair, as if he was an obedient pet dog.

“Good boy,” I told him, as he lifted his head from between Maria’s legs. His lips and chin were glistening with her wetness.

“Oh, God,” Maria gasped, looking up at me. She opened her eyes and tried to embrace me. “Please… I need to feel you inside me.”

“All in good time,” I promised her. “You have to earn that.” And then I turned to Andre, still kneeling on the floor. “You too. You have to earn the pleasure of seeing me fuck your wife.”

And then I stood up, and turned to face them both.

I was looking resplendent in my silk robe, but it was looking a little ridiculous with my erection tenting out the front of it.

Holding out my arms, I addressed Maria and Andre forcefully.

“Undress me.”


Chapter Six

There was no hesitation.

Andre and Maria quickly clambered to their feet, and they approached me, naked and eager.

With trembling fingers, Andre undid the belt of my robe and opened it – gasping as he looked down and saw my throbbing erection swing free.

Maria, meanwhile, was slipping the robe from my shoulders – letting it fall to the floor around my ankles. I stood there, absolutely naked, and she kissed my shoulders, and pecs.

Grinning, I stepped back – sitting down in the big, luxurious armchair in the corner. 

Reaching for my strategically-placed drink, I looked up at the husband and wife and demanded: “On your knees.”

Maria and Andre exchanged nervous glances. Then they got onto their hands and knees on the luxurious carpet.

I sat there, sipping my drink, with my erection throbbing between my legs.

“You know what to do,” I told them – and they instinctively did.

Crawling forward, Maria and Andre approached me. I moment later, I felt Maria’s hands on my thigh, and her hair brush my lap. Andre’s fingers slid up my inner thigh too, and brushed my balls.

I groaned, as husband and wife descended on my straining cock.

Maria was the first to suck it – opening her mouth and engulfing the head of my cock between her delicious lips. 

I groaned, and threw back my head as I felt her tongue swirl around the head of my shaft.

Andre, meanwhile, kissed my lower stomach, and then my inner thighs. Finally, I felt his tongue slather my balls with saliva, stretching out to lick the tender spot underneath, and then eagerly suck one and then the other into his mouth.

It was amazing. To feel husband and wife worshipping my cock and balls was up there on the best and most exciting sexual experiences of my life.

And it just got hotter. At one point, Maria released my cock from her mouth, so she could lick the shaft and kiss my stomach. And when she turned back, it was Andre sucking on my swollen shaft. She joined in two; and I looked down to find them French kissing each other; my cock sandwiched between their lips.

I thought for a moment I might cum right then and there; spurting my hot cum over both their eager faces… But I had plans for the pair of them, and as much as I would have loved to see them plastered with my cum, that would have to wait.

“Maria,” I ordered, and she looked up eagerly – her lips swollen and her chin glistening with saliva. “Come up here. I want to be inside you.”

Grinning, Maria rose, and clambered into my lap.

As she straddled me, I turned to Andre, and ordered: “Grab my cock. I want you to put me inside her.” I licked my lips eagerly. “I want you to put my cock inside your wife.”


Chapter Seven

To his credit, Andre didn’t even hesitate.

I groaned as I felt his fingers curl around my cock. Then I moaned as he wrangled my shaft into position, and it nuzzled between the lips of Maria’s wet and eager pussy.

I looked up, into her eyes, as she lowered herself down onto me.

“Oh, fuuuuck,” I groaned.

Maria’s pussy felt amazing. She was so hot. So tight. As her pussy eagerly accepted inch after inch of me, I moaned at the amazing sensation, and kissed her wetly on the mouth.

A moment later, she nestled in my lap; my cock fully buried inside of her.

And then Maria began to rock back and forth in my lap.

Fuck me, it was delicious. The sensation of my cock moving inside her was like nothing I’d ever experienced before. I knew it would take every ounce of willpower I had not to spurt inside her; to fill her with my churning load.

Maria groaned in my ear, and crushed my face between her breasts. She squirmed in my lap, and I knew she was feeling good.

“How does it feel, Andre?” Tearing my face from her breasts, I looked up into the face of Maria’s husband. “How does it feel to watch another man fuck your wife?”

Andre’s face was a mask – but the hard-on poking out between his legs indicated that he was as turned on by this as I was.

“Hey,” I demanded, reaching around to cup Maria’s ass cheeks in my hands, “kiss your husband.” And so Maria did. Stretching her neck, she turned to Andre, and he kissed her passionately.

I buried my head between Maria’s breasts again, and nibbled on one of her beautiful nipples. She groaned into Andre’s mouth.

Cupping her ass in my hands, I ground Maria back and forth in my lap – moving my big cock in and out of her. She was gasping and groaning now, kissing her husband sloppily on the mouth, as I nuzzled her breasts in my mouth.

After a few moments we switched, and Maria turned to kiss me instead. Her mouth was wet with Andre’s saliva, and her kisses were frantic. I could tell she was on the brink of orgasm.

“You’re such a beautiful little slut,” I moaned in her ear, as she rode me. “God, I can’t wait to see you cum on my cock. I want to see the look on your husband’s face as I make you cum.”

“Huuungh,” Maria groaned.

I turned to look at Andre, who was standing there with his cock sticking out from between his legs like a flagpole.

“Are you ready?” I asked him. “Are you ready to see your wife cum on my cock?” I kissed her hotly. “She’s such a beautiful little slut, Andre. Oh, I’m going to do amazing things with her.”

I could feel Maria’s body shudder, and her pussy tighten. 

“I’m going to turn her into a wanton little bitch,” I told Andre, “and I’m going to make you watch her do everything she’d never do with you.”

And then I turned and looked deep into Maria’s eyes as she rode me.

She was moaning now, biting her lip, reading to explode.

“Are you ready, my sexy little slut?” I breathed hotly into her ear. “Oh, my God, you’re going to be a sexual work of art, my little minx. I’m going to make you do such beautiful, such perverted things.” 

“Oh, God,” Maria groaned, wrapping her arms around my shoulders.

“This is just the beginning,” I promised her. “You’re going to prove yourself to me. From now on, this tight little pussy and that wet little mouth of yours belong to me – and I’m going to give them to who I please, when I please.”

Maria gasped.

“That’s right. You’re mine to give away. I’m going to have you fucked, and eaten, and spanked, and beaten, and I’m going to make you cum so many times you won’t even know what day it is.”

“Oh, fuuuck,” Maria groaned.

“And I’m going to make Andre watch. I’m going to make him look into your eyes as I give you to other men. I’m going to make him stand there and watch as you cum for them, like you could never cum for him.”

“Ohhhh. Bruno… I’m so close.”

“You’re my little whore, Maria. And I love you.”

And then she came.

Crying out, Maria climaxed in my lap. Her whole body shuddered, and she flailed, and I had to practically hold her down as I kept thrusting upwards, inside of her.

Part of me wanted to surrender, and cum too. I wanted to explode inside of her. I wanted to flood her with hot spurts, and mark my territory – to demonstrate to her husband, right then and there, that his beautiful wife really belonged to me.

But I had other plans; and tonight, I needed to make sure I covered all my bases.

Eventually, Maria collapsed across me in the chair, gasping for breath. I brushed her hair from her eyes, and kissed her passionately.

“Oh, God, please,” she begged. “Bruno. Throw me on the bed. Fuck me.”

I kissed her again.

“It’s not your turn,” I told her, and then lifted her from my lap.

My rock-hard cock slid from inside her, and sproinged upright – splattering us with her wetness. I stood there, magnificently naked, and unashamedly hard, as Maria landed on her unsteady feet in front of me.

I turned to Andre, and grinned.

“It’s time for you to learn your place, now.”

Chapter Eight

With both hands, I pushed Andre hard in the chest.

Stunned, he staggered back – again, catching his legs against the bed, and tumbling onto his back on the covers.

I was looming over him in an instant – grabbing his ankles and hoisting them up high into the air.

“W-wait!” Andre twisted and flailed about, but with his legs hoisted in the air, there was nothing he could do. I used my superior strength to pin him down on the bed, and bend his knees back until they were crushed to his chest.

His bare ass hung out over the edge of the bed, his erection poking up between his legs.

“Maria!” I snapped.

Andre’s wife scurried over to me, looking up eagerly with her sexy blue eyes.

“Get on your knees, pet,” I ordered, twisting my hips to present my raging hard-on to her. It was glistening with her wetness. “Get me good and wet.”

Maria’s eyes flashed with alarm, but she didn’t hesitate. Dropping to her knees, she grabbed my hips, opened her mouth and engulfed my throbbing cock.

Fuuuuck. It was heavenly. Looking down I saw her beautiful eyes staring up at me, and her full, sexy lips wrapped around my cock. The fact that she was tasting herself on my cock was so fucking sexy. I loved it. 

Part of me wanted to spurt in her sweetly sucking mouth. To watch her eagerly swallow my load. But I had another reason for her sucking my cock – and that pleasure would have to wait.

Turning to Andre, I looked down at him with a smile.

“Maria told me all about your fantasies,” I grinned. “How you fantasized about getting fucked. Well, today’s your lucky day.” I hooked both his ankles in one arm, and used the other to reach across the bed. I’d strategically placed a tub of coconut oil there earlier.

Passing it to Maria, I ordered: “Grease him up.”

She released my cock from her mouth, saliva dribbling down her chin. With a wicked glint in her eyes, she did as she was told – scooping a lump of coconut oil from the jar, and smearing it between Andre’s ass cheeks. The creamy white paste melted almost immediately in contact with Andre’s flesh; gleaming and oily.

“Huuungh,” he threw his head back and groaned, as Maria pressed her fingers against his tightly-clenched ass, greasing him up.

I lowered myself to my knees, throwing his ankles over my shoulders. My cock was directly level with his ass.

“Be careful what you wish for, Andre,” I grinned, as Maria turned and slathered my own cock in coconut oil. Her fingers felt heavenly on my straining shaft, as she rubbed it up and down with oil until my cock was gleaming.

Once I was dripping, I shuffled forward. Maria herself curled her fingers around my cock, and aimed it between the cheeks of Andre’s ass. She had a wicked glint in her eye as she nuzzled the head against the wrinkled knot of his asshole.

“Oh, fuck,” Andre whimpered.

I grinned, and thrust my hips forward.


Chapter Nine

Andre’s virginal ass resisted for just a second. He cried out as he felt the relentless pressure of my cock pressing against his backside.

But then the coconut oil did its work, and his tightly clenched little asshole opened up like a blossoming flower.

My cock sunk past the ring of resistance, sliding an inch deep inside him.

“Fuuuuck!” Andre arched his back and clawed at the bed sheets. He wailed as I pushed further forward – sinking my cock inch after inch into his tight little ass.

“Wow,” I groaned, watching my thick cock slide between his cheeks. “You’re so fucking tight.” I looked up, into his conflicted eyes. “I can’t believe I’m busting your cherry, Andre. Taking your anal virginity.”

“Huuungh,” his fingers balled fistfuls of cotton into them, as he clawed at the sheets.

Soon I was balls deep inside him, buried to the hilt. His ass was exquisitely tight, and the way he squirmed and groaned in humiliation and discomfort was turning me on.

“Maria,” I ordered, spreading Andre’s legs, an ankle in each hand. “Get on the bed.” 

She nodded, eagerly clambering onto the covers. 

“Sit on his face,” I ordered. “Suck his cock.”

She obeyed instantly.

I watched in excitement as Maria straddled Andre’s face, and lowered her delicious pussy onto his mouth. She moaned as she felt him instinctively open his mouth, and start feasting on her tingling, freshly-fucked pussy.

And then she turned to Andre’s cock, bobbing up and down in front of her face. Each time I thrust inside Andre’s tight little ass, his cock bounced up and down.

Maria looked up at me with her beautiful, blue eyes. Then she curled her fingers around Andre’s shaft, and lowered her head, and I heard him utter a muffled groan as she wrapped her lips around his cock.

Wow. It was amazing.

I was fucking Andre’s virginal ass in earnest now – really pounding him, in and out like a jackhammer. He was exquisitely tight, and the fact that I was reaming him out was a huge turn on.

But so was the fact that Maria was pinning him to the bed, sucking and slurping on his straining cock, even as she ground her cunt on his face.

Andre was reduced to worthless fuckmeat then and there. Perhaps we should have just left his cock untouched – let him spurt uselessly onto his stomach as my cock pressed against his prostate on each inward stroke.

But I wanted more. I wanted to possess Maria, as well as ruin him. So I stroked her hair, and looked down at her beautiful face as she bobbed her head, and swirled her tongue around her husband’s straining cock.

“He’s going to cum in your mouth,” I told her, as I fucked her husband. “He’s going to spurt in your mouth and I want you to swallow it down like a good little slut.”

“Mmmmphh,” Maria nodded, slurping and sucking, until saliva drooled down her chin.

“Good little pet,” I stroked her hair.

She was gasping and groaning now, and I knew Andre’s lips and tongue were bringing her close to climax. I hoped I could time it perfectly – and as my own orgasm began to loom, I had a feeling I would.

“Oh, fuck,” Maria pulled her mouth away, strings of saliva stretching from her lips to Andre’s cock. “Oh, fuck, I’m going to cu….”

Slap! My hand left a ringing imprint on her cheek.

“Suck his cock,” I ordered. Stunned, she obeyed instantly, bobbing her head up and down, and eagerly swallowing Andre’s entire length.

“Mmmph,” she groaned. “Mmmmmph!” And then she let out a muffled cry, and clenched her thighs together, and damn-near suffocated Andre as she came loudly and wetly on his face.

Just the sight of that was enough to tip me over the edge. After what had seemed like an eternity on the brink of orgasm – spoiled by all these incredible sexual experiences – I finally surrendered and decided to mark Andre’s virginal territory as my own.

Thrusting as deeply into his ass as I could, I exploded inside of him.

“Mmmmphh!” Andre flailed underneath Maria, and waggled his legs in my arms as he felt his ass flooded with hot, scalding spurts of my cum. 

As I emptied my balls into his ass, I knew each powerful spurt was hitting him right on the prostate; and that was enough to trigger his own orgasm. Whether it was voluntary or not, I didn’t know – but Andre’s balls tightened, and his cock throbbed, and a moment later Maria’s cheeks bulged as he spurted his salty load across her tongue.

I watched with a grin as Andre’s beautiful wife struggled to gulp down each spurt. Fuck, it was sexy. She almost couldn’t contain it all, and cum dribbled down her cheek as she gasped for a breath of air.

Finally, I was drained. Gasping for breath, my heart racing, I slumped back and my softening cock slithered from Andre’s ass with a wet-sounding ‘schlurp.’ 

A deluge of cum followed, running down the crack of his ass.

Giggling, Maria rolled off her husband, and sat up. She looked fucking magnificent – glistening with sweat, and with cum and saliva gleaming on her lips and chin.

And Andre?

He looked practically dead. We had to check he was still breathing.

But he was. Lying crushed on the bed, face wet with Maria’s juices, and ass throbbing and dribbling my cum, Andre looked like he’d been fucked half to death, and loved every second of it.

And that wasn’t so far from the truth.

Staggering to my feet, I looked at the conquered couple – a very satisfied husband and wife.

Right at that moment, I knew I had them. Maria because of her sexual curiosity, and her vivacious appetite for erotic adventures. 

And Andre? Because we’d just given him the best fuck of his life.

I now owned his ass; and he could still feel my stamp of ownership dribbling out of him.

The End


Sissy Gets Shafted

Chapter One

“Baby, I want to tie you up.”

In all the years Shawn had been married to Katie, that was the first time he’d ever heard her say that – and what made it even more surprising was that he’d thought his gorgeous wife was mad at him.

They were lying in bed on a Thursday night, watching TV in sullen silence. Shawn figured he was in the doghouse after the night before – when, during sex, he’d made a number of very serious mistakes.

First had been while they were making out – when he’d sunk his teeth just a little too hard into his wife’s neck and left a big, obvious hickey on her throat.

“You asshole!” Jenny had screamed. “I have a job interview tomorrow! How do you think it’s going to look when I walk into that office with a fucking love bite on my neck? Like some kind of horny fucking teenager?”

“Woah, babe, I’m sorry,” Shawn rolled his eyes. “I was just, y’know, trying to show you how sexy I think you are.” And then he said the words that he’d later come to regret. “It was a misunderstanding, okay?”

But then he crossed the line more seriously, when they were in the midst of some hot and heavy doggy-style sex.

Shawn had looked down at his big dick sliding in and out of Jenny’s delicious pussy, and grew fixated on the tight little pink knot of her asshole. He and Jenny had enjoyed anal sex many times before – maybe tonight was the night for some more.

“Owwwwww!” Jenny was not impressed when Shawn pulled his cock from her pussy on the outward stroke and aimed it an inch higher on the way back in. “Owwww! That’s the wrong hole, you idiot!”

A sensible man would have apologized, but Shawn just kept pushing – ignoring Jenny’s wail of discomfort and forcing her tight little ass open. She’d get into it, he figured. She loved anal.

But his predicition didn’t come true. 

“Ow! Ow! Stop!”

By the time Shawn realized that Jenny was not going to change her mind half way through, and that anal really was off the cards that night, it was too late. 

His cock was already half way in her tight little tush, and he knew the moment he removed it, she’d likely whip around, slap him in the face and send him to sleep on the couch faster than he could pull his boxer shorts back on.

So Shawn did the unthinkable – he just kept going.

Gripping Jenny’s hips, he kept thrusting; the slickness of her wet pussy on his cock giving him just enough lubrication to squeeze himself into her tight ass.

“Ow! Get it out!”

Shawn ignored her cries, and kept thrusting desperately; driving himself to climax. When he finally let Jenny go, he knew their sexy time would be over – so he was going to make sure she didn’t send him away with blue balls.

“Oh, I’m cumming,” Shawn groaned, as he continued pounding Jenny’s plundered ass. He held onto her like she was a scrawling wildcat, until his cock finally popped from her tight tush and he spurted hot, wet jets all over her round ass.

Slap!

As soon as he’d let go of her, Jenny walloped him.

“You fucking asshole,” she screamed, clutching her tortured rump. “I said no! What part of no did you not understand?”

“It was a misunderstanding,” Shawn repeated.

The idiot.

As a result, Shawn had slept on the couch for the rest of the night – and the next day, in addition to a sore bottom, Jenny had been forced to wear a scarf around her neck to cover the hickey he’d given her. 

From the silent treatment she’d given him on when she’d got home, it was obvious she hadn’t forgiven him for either transgressions.

Or, at least, he thought she hadn’t forgiven him.

But just as The Daily Show was ending, Jenny rolled over in bed, looked Shawn deep in his eyes and murmured: “I want to tie you up.”

Shawn blinked.

“You what?”

Jenny shuffled over on the bed, until she was half-lying on his chest. She kissed Shawn wetly on the mouth, looked him in the eye again and murmured: “I want to tie you up.”

Shawn grinned.

“Woah, babe. I thought you were mad at me.”

“Mad?” She kissed him again. “How can I stay mad at you, baby?” And then she bit her lip, in that adorable way which instantly got Shawn’s dick as hard as a crow bar.

“So,” Jenny asked, in her cutest baby-girl voice. “Can I tie you up?”

Shawn laughed a little nervously.

“You’ve never asked to do that before.”

“Awww,” Jenny bit her lip again, and looked downwards in a mock display of innocence. “I was just wanting to tie my big, strong man up so I can ride him like a rodeo pony.”

Shawn’s eyes grew wide.

“I like the sound of that, baby.”

“So…” She started sliding her body over his, kissing him lightly on the lips. “Can I do it? Can I, honey?”

Shawn laughed.

“Sure! But where are you going to…”

Click!

Seemingly from nowhere, Jenny had produced a pair of handcuffs. In a single, fluid motion she clamped them over Shawn’s wrists and then connected them to the bedpost.

“Woah!” Shawn’s eyes grew wide. “Where were you hiding those?”

Click!

“Same place I was hiding these, baby.” With a triumphant grin, Jenny chained Shawn’s other wrist to the opposite bed post with a second pair of handcuffs.

“Wow,” a little awkwardly, Shawn rattled the handcuffs. “W-where you planning this, baby?”

Jenny laughed, and climbed up onto her knees.

“You bet I was, baby,” she grinned, and then she grabbed the waistband of Shawn’s sweatpants and pulled them down.

Shawn laughed a little nervously, as his wife wrenched off his pants and threw them over her shoulder. He was now lying on the bed wearing only a t-shirt – naked from the waist down.

“Here,” Jenny purred, picking up one of the pillows. “Put this under your butt.”

“W-what’s going on?” Shawn laughed nervously.

“Just lift your ass, baby,” Jenny blew him a kiss. “It’ll make it easier for me to kiss it.”

Shawn grinned.

Lifting his backside, he let Jenny slide one of the pillows under it – and then he found himself lying awkwardly and uncomfortably with his ass in the air and the blood rushing to his head.

“What are you doing?” Jenny had suddenly grabbed one of Shawn’s ankles, and tugged it hard. He struggled as she wrapped it in rope or something and strapped his ankle firmly to the bedrail.

“O-ow,” Shawn struggled. “Babe, that’s not comfortable.” His legs were spread uncomfortably wide now, and he was self-conscious about his naked cock and balls being so prominently on display.

“Relax, baby,” Jenny purred, and she bent her head to give Shawn’s flaccid cock a gentle kiss. It throbbed at the soft touch of her lips. “You’re going to love this.”

Shawn threw his head back as Jenny kissed his cock once, twice and then a third time. Despite the uncomfortable situation, it started to fill with blood.

“That’s my baby,” Jenny purred. “Now just stay put.”

Shawn laughed and rattled the handcuffs.

“Like I could do anything else!”

Meanwhile, Jenny rolled to the other side of the bed, grabbed Shawn’s other ankle and yanked his legs apart further.

“Oh, man!” Shawn struggled to stop her strapping his other leg down, but it was impossible to stop her.

A moment later, he was totally helpless – tied in a giant “x” shape on the bed, with a pillow under his backside lifting his hips – and, by extension, his bare cock and balls – up into the air.

“That’s good, baby,” Jenny clambered up onto her knees again, and viewed her handiwork. “That’s just how I want you.”

“O-okay,” Shawn sounded nervous. “Now what?”

“Now what?” Jenny grinned. “Now, how about this?”

And she slid off the bed and walked to the wardrobe.

Shawn turned his head to watch her; powerless to move.

Jenny was wearing a ratty old t-shirt and sweat pants – she same sort of thing as Shawn wore to bed. However, as Shawn watched, she pulled the t-shirt off, over her head, and let her big, beautiful breasts swing free.

“I’m liking the look of this,” Shawn grinned.

Jenny ignored him, and pulled down her sweatpants; until she was deliciously naked.

Then, swinging open the wardrobe door, she reached inside.

“I’ve been saving these for a special occasion,” she grinned, as she pulled out a Victoria’s Secret bag. “But I guess today is as good as any.”

And then, eyes wide, Shawn watched her change.

From the bag, she pulled out a sexy black teddy negligee, and sheer black stockings with bows at the toy. Slowly – teasingly – she dressed in them, and then did a little twirl to show off to Shawn.

“W-wow,” he murmured appreciatively. “You look gorgeous.”

“I know I do,” she winked. Then she crossed to the other side of the room, and Shawn had to flop his head to the other side to be able to watch her.

“What are you doing?”

“Making myself beautiful,” Jenny said cheerfully – sitting down in front of her mirror and pulling out her makeup case.

Before she opened it, though, she reached for her phone and quickly tapped out a text message.

“Who are you texting?” Shawn demanded.

Jenny turned to him and narrowed her eyes.

“None of your business,” she growled, before hitting send and smiling mischievously. Then she turned back to her dresser and started applying her makeup.

Shawn struggled against the handcuffs and ties. He was increasingly uncomfortable – stretched out on the bed like it was a rack, with his crotch jutting obscenely up into the air.

“I thought we were going to fool around,” he complained. “Let me out of here if you’re just going to do your makeup.”

“Sssh,” Jenny span in her cheer and hissed. “This is all for your benefit, so be a good boy and shut up.”

“For my benefit?” Shawn jerked his crotch up and down. “If you want to benefit me, I’ve got something more useful that you can do with your lips than apply lipstick to them.”

Jenny rolled her eyes, and turned back to the mirror.

For the next few minutes, she carefully applied her makeup – eyeliner, and lipstick and foundation – until when she looked around, even Shawn gasped.

“You look beautiful,” he told her.

Jenny smiled.

Still smiling, the lingerie-clad wife crawled onto the bed between Shawn’s spread legs. She knelt down between them and her hands stroked Shawn’s thighs.

He grinned, and his flaccid cock gave a little throb.

“Awwww,” Jenny reached up and started to stroke his soft dick. “Was this poor little thing feeling all lonely?”

“It’s not so little,” Shawn reminded her – but she ignored him.

“Was it needing a little love and attention?” Her fingertips traced a path up and down his flaccid cock, and it shifted and swelled as blood began to race into it. 

“Poor baby,” Jenny leaned down and gave Shawn’s growing cock a little peck. It swelled almost instantly, and started to lift up from where it was lying limply on Shawn’s stomach. Jenny grinned at the reaction, and curled her fingers around it to start stroking his growing hard-on.

“Oh, yeah,” Shawn threw back his head. “That’s the stuff.” And then he moaned in pleasure as he felt Jenny’s wet, sucking lips envelope his cock. Looking up, he saw her eagerly swallow his shaft up to the balls, and then felt the unbelievable intensity of her tongue swirling around the head of his swollen cock.

“Mmmmm,” eventually, licking her lips, Jenny pulled her mouth away from his cock. “Was that worth waiting for, baby?”

“Oh, fuck yes,” Shawn nodded.

“Well, lie back – I’ve got a surprise for you.” And with that, she clambered up onto her knees, and straddled Shawn’s hips.

Reaching between her legs, she aimed his hard cock for the entrance to her pussy. She wasn’t wearing panties underneath the sexy black teddy, so there was nothing separating his hard shaft from her soft, dewy pussy lips. The moment they touched, both Shawn and Jenny moaned in pleasure.

Jenny slid the head of Shawn’s cock between her pussy lips, and ran the head of his dick up and down between them until he was wet enough for her to sink down onto his hardness.

Her pussy opened like a flower, accepting each and every inch as she lowered herself onto his big cock. Within seconds, Shawn was buried to the balls inside his sexy wife; and she started rocking back and forth in his lap.

“Oh, my God,” Shawn moaned. “That’s so fucking sexy.”

“Yeah,” Jenny bit her lip, and laid her hands flat against Shawn’s chest so she could ride him hard and deep and fast. “I was so turned on at the thought of riding you, like you were a helpless little show pony.”

Shawn was so turned on, he didn’t even mind the “little pony” reference.

“Oh, God,” Jenny moaned, as she ground her ass into Shawn’s lap. “This feels so good.” She looked down at her tied-up husband and purred: “This will really get me in the mood.”

“Mood?” Shawn groaned. “What mood?”

“Well,” Jenny purred, as she continued to ride Shawn’s straining cock. “You know how you always wanted a threesome, baby?”

Shawn’s eyes widened.

“Yeah,” he nodded, imagining his wife was about to launch into some sexy dirty talk while she rode him.

“Well,” Jenny groaned, “I arranged something even better.” 

“W-what?” Shawn looked up at his wife, but she was too busy concentrating on her own pleasure to pay much attention.

“Y-yeah,” Jenny groaned, as she worked her body on top of Shawn’s hard cock. “T-they should be here in a couple of minutes. In fact…”

And saying that, reluctantly, Jenny lifted herself off Shawn’s straining cock.

A moment later she was sitting on the bed – and Shawn was left still tied to the mattress – hips stuck in the hair and his straining erection pointed angrily up at the ceiling fan hanging above his head.

“Aww, baby,” Jenny mewed, stroking Shawn’s straining cock, which was still glistening with her juices. “Did you want to blow a big, fat load in my pussy?”

“Y-yes,” Shawn nodded desperately.

“Awww,” his wife turned to him and wagged her finger disapprovingly. “You don’t get to do that… yet.” And as she said that, she reached behind her, and pulled out a black rubber band from underneath the mattress.

“W-what’s that?” Shawn’s eyes grew wide as he watched Jenny stretch the band wide, and lower it over his straining erection, right underneath the balls.

With a snap! she released it, and the black band snapped shut around the base of Shawn’s cock.

“Mmmm,” Jenny lowered her head, and started sucking Shawn’s cock again. He groaned at the sensation. After a couple of seconds of delicious sucking, Jenny looked up and purred: “That band is just there to keep you nice and hard, baby. Look, it even has a vibrator built in.” And reaching under Shawn’s balls, she pressed a nub on the rubber band and it started vibrating with a low-pitched buzz.

“Oh, fuck,” Shawn squirmed against his bonds. The vibrations were driving him crazy. Along with the constricting black band, they were making his cock swollen, veiny and harder than it ever had been in his life.

“Mmmmm,” Jenny crawled over in the bed, until she was crouched over Shawn’s face. “You’ll need that big, hard cock for when the doorbell rings.”

“D-doorbell? Listen, who did you invite?” Shawn tried to lift his head up. His mind was racing – was Jenny serious? Did she really invite somebody over to fulfil all those dirty fantasies they’d both talked about during sex?

Jenny bit her lip, putting on an adorable expression of guilt and arousal.

“Who do you think it’s going to be, baby? Our friend Lynn? That girl Melanie? You know they’re both horny little bitches… I could have clicked my fingers and they’d have been in this bed.”

Shawn grinned. Lynn and Melanie were divorced friends of Jenny – neither as attractive as Jenny was, but both hot enough to make the potential of a threesome exciting.

Jenny saw the excitement in his eyes. She leaned forward and kissed Shawn wetly on the mouth – using her other hand to stroke his massively engorged, veiny cock with the other.

Ding dong!

The doorbell chimed. 

“Oooh!” Jenny’s eyes lit up. “That’ll be them.” She slid off the bed. “Don’t go anywhere!”

Shawn rolled his eyes and made the chains to the handcuffs rattle: “As if!”

A moment later, Jenny was out of the bedroom and Shawn was left alone – tied up and helpless.

His mind raced.

Why had Jenny invited over? Curvy Lynn, with her sexy eyes? Or thin and wiry Melanie, who had a tight little ass that Shawn had been longing to squeeze for as long as he’d known her?

It never once occurred to Shawn to wonder why Jenny was suddenly making his fantasies come true with the promise of a threesome – especially after his behavior the night before. He was just excited at the prospect.

Or, at least, he was until the bedroom door swung open.

“Hi, baby,” Jenny padded back in, in her sexy negligee. “Did you miss me?” She turned around and beckoned in two strangers. “These are the guests I was telling you about.”

It wasn’t Lynn. It wasn’t Melanie.

Instead, swaggering through the bedroom door came two big, hulking black men.

Shawn’s eyes grew wide.

“What the fuck?”

They looked like football players, or body builders. Both hulking, six-and-a-half feet tall and with skin the color of rich, dark chocolate.

“Honey, this is Clyde,” Jenny indicated the taller of the two big, black men, “and this is Raymond. I met them at the gym.” She winked playfully. “Handsome fellas, aren’t they?”

“What the fuck?” Shawn repeated, and struggled against the handcuffs tying him to the bed. “Who the fuck are these two assclowns?” He turned to the one called Clyde and roared: “Get the fuck outta here!”

“Awww,” Jenny pouted. “I thought you’d be excited, baby. You always said you wanted a threesome.” She turned, stood on tip toes and gave Clyde a kiss on his thick lips. “Instead, you get a foursome, you lucky dog.” As she said that, she kissed Raymond on the lips as well.”

“Get these fuckers out of my house!” Shawn yelled. “When I get loose I’m gonna…”

“Uh oh,” Jenny shook her head. “Such a temper.” She turned to Cylde. “Can you do anything about that?”

The intimidating man called Clyde smiled; which resembled the look a hungry Rottweiler gives a porkchop.

“Sure thing, honey.” And with two strides, he’d crossed the room.

“Get the fuck away frouuuumppph!” Shawn’s angry screaming was suddenly muffled by Clyde’s big, calloused hand clamping across the white man’s mouth.

“Ah, that’s better,” Jenny breathed. She padded over to where Shawn was lying, and looked in her husband’s confused and frightened eyes and he lay struggling on the bed.

“Honey, you wanted a threesome… Well, here it is.” She winked. “You should be careful what you wish for.”

Shawn’s eyes grew wide.

“Go on,” Jenny saw the comprehension on her husband’s face, and turned to Clyde. “Take your hand away.”

The big black man nodded, and lifted his palm.

Shawn gasped for air, then turned desperately to Jenny and stammered: “B-but when I said threesome I meant with another girl.”

“Really?” Jenny purred.

“YES!” Shawn wailed.

“Awwww,” Jenny smiled, stroking his chin. “I guess this was a misunderstanding.”

Misunderstanding?

Shawn’s face drained of color. He suddenly realized what was going on. This was Jenny’s revenge for the night before – for his “misunderstanding”.

“K-Jenny,” he stammered. “Jenny, baby. We don’t have to do this, okay? I don’t want to do this. Stop, okay?”

Jenny leaned over, until she was close enough to Shawn’s face to kiss him. But she didn’t.

“Do you remember when I said ‘stop’ last night?” She asked. “What did you do?”

Shawn’s stomach flipped. He remembered what he’d done when he’d pressed his dick into Jenny’s ass the night before, and she’d demanded he stop. He’d carried on regardless.

And, suddenly, he realized that Jenny was going to do exactly the same thing.

“So are you going to be a good boy?” Jenny asked, giving Clyde a signal to hold his palm over her husband’s mouth again. “Or do I need to get the ball gag out from under the bed?”

Shawn shook his head desperately.

“Good,” Jenny smiled, stroking his cheek.

She turned to Clyde and Raymond.

“Boys, before we begin – I want to make sure my worthless spouse here knows his place.” She crossed the room to her dresser, and picked up the makeup case she had used earlier. 

Carrying it over to the bed, she started selecting items from it.

“Last night, my husband had the audacity to stick it in my ass without permission. I guess he thought he was the “big man” and all that.” She pulled out a lipstick, and twisted the end until the tip appeared. “Well, now I have two real “big men” in the room, and my little Shawn needs to learn his place.”

Shawn’s eyes widened as Jenny leaned over him with the lipstick.

“Now, pucker up.”

“The fuck I will!” Shawn hissed – or, at least, he did; until Clyde stepped over, grabbed his chin and squeezed.

Lips trapped in a pout, Shawn was powerless to prevent Jenny smearing them with lipstick.

“This is my favorite shade,” she winked at Clyde. “Shawn calls it my ‘cocksucking lipstick.’” She bent her head and kissed her husband’s cheek. “I guess he’ll find out for himself now, won’t he.”

She straightened up, and peered down at her helpless husband.

“One more detail,” she decided – and crossing back to the other side of the room, she opened up the wardrobe and reached inside.

“Help me with his legs, Raymond.”

The big, black man nodded – and Jenny stepped over to the bed and revealed what she’d pulled from the wardrobe: A pair of black, nylon stockings.

“You won’t feel like such a big man with these pretty stockings on, will you?” Jenny asked, untying one of Shawn’s legs.

He tried to kick free as soon as the rope loosened – but Raymond grabbed his ankle in one hand and held it firm.

That allowed Jenny to slip the stocking over his toes, and then unroll it inch by inch up his hairy leg; until the elastic snapped shut mid-way up his thigh.

A moment later, she was tying his leg back down.

“Let’s do the other side, shall we?”

It didn’t take long. Within minutes, Shawn was tied up securely again – only this time his naked legs were wrapped in black nylon stockings.

“Awwww,” Jenny purred, running her hand up Shawn’s stocking-clad leg. “What a pretty little bitch you make.” She stroked his straining cock; still standing to attention thanks to the vibrating cock ring. “And what a big, beautiful cock you have.”

She bent her head to kiss it.

“I hope it’s going to stay big and hard through the whole show.” And then, with a devilish wink at her husband, Jenny hissed: “Now lie back and watch.”

And with that, Jenny stepped back and turned to Clyde and Raymond.

“So, my beautiful boys. My handsome hubby here is now kind of a captive audience. Let’s give him a show, yes?”

And with that, she stood up on tiptoes and pressed her lips hard against Raymond’s mouth.

The big black guy responded by sweeping Jenny up in his arms and kissing her passionately back. Meanwhile, Cylde stepped up behind her and wrapped his arms around her waist – bending her head to kiss her throat.

“Mmmm,” Sandwiched between the two men, Jenny’s voice was muffled. “This is nice.”

Shawn watched with horror as these two huge guys mauled and made out with his wife – kissing her neck, and shoving their tongue down her throat. Clyde pawed at her big, round breasts through her sheer black negligee. Meanwhile, Raymond stuck his fingers under the hem of her negligee and Jenny moaned in pleasure as they pressed against her pussy.

“Mmmm,” Jenny reluctantly pulled her mouth away from Raymond’s, and licked her lips. “You’re a good kisser.” She looked over her shoulder. “That cocksucker there? He doesn’t even bother making out with me anymore.”

“Dayum,” Raymond had a deep, low, gravelly voice. “That’s a crying shame. You kiss beautifully – and every time you kiss me, it makes me think of all the other things your lips must feel good doing.”

“Yum,” Jenny blushed. Then she turned to Shawn and said: “Where you listening to that? He’s smooth, that Raymond. Did you see what he did? That’s how you get a girl to want to give you a blowjob – not beg for it half way through a football game.”

Shawn’s cheeks burned.

“Tell you what, baby,” Jenny turned back to Raymond. “How about we show my husband just what sort of results a smooth tongue will get you.”

Giving Shawn another teasing glance, Jenny slid onto her knees in front of Raymond and started unbuckling his pants.

Shawn watched, horrified, as his wife opened up the big, black man’s Dickie jeans and reached her tiny hand inside.

“Oh, wow!” Her eyes widened. “Guess what I’ve found in here!” And from his open pants, she wrestled an enormous, half-hard black cock.

Shawn gulped. It was huge – easily twice as long and thick as his not-unimpressive dick; and it clearly wasn’t even hard yet.

“Oh, baby,” Jenny was cooing, holding the heavy cock in one hand, and stroking it like it was a puppy with the other. “I can barely fit my hands around it.” She turned to look up at Shawn. “Isn’t this a big, beautiful cock, baby?”

Clyde was unbuckling his own pants.

“If you think that’s impressive, honey,” he growled, his voice just as deep and threatening as Raymond’s, “get a load of this.”

And from his pants he pulled out his own immense cock – swinging it too and fro like it was a mahogany baseball bat.

“Mmmm,” still kneeling down, Jenny reached over to stroke Clyde’s huge cock. “Look at this big, beautiful dicks.” Again, she turned to Shawn. “When you dreamed of a threesome, I bet you didn’t think I’d be having it with two big, beautiful cocks like this, eh?”

Turning back to Raymond, Jenny started pulling down his open pants – helping the big, black man step out of them until he was naked from the waist down.

“Ohh,” Jenny moaned, lifting her hand to caress Raymond’s heavy, avocado-sized balls. “Look at these.” She gazed up into the handsome black man’s eyes. “Are these big, beautiful balls full of cum for me?”

“Damn right, baby,” Raymond nodded.

“Mmmm,” Jenny bent her head and started licking – running her tongue all the way across Raymond’s balls, and then up his massive shaft until her little pink tongue was swirling around the swollen head of his immense cock.

Raymond groaned in pleasure, and stroked Jenny’s hair.

“Aww, shit,” Clyde dropped his pants, and kicked them aside. Then he tore off his t-shirt and stood, hulking and naked, over Shawn’s wife. “Can I get in on that?”

With a wet-sounding “pop” Jenny let the head of Raymond’s dick burst from between her lips, and turned to Clyde. His huge, hard cock was bobbing up and down in front of her face.

“Why, of course you can, honey,” she winked, and reached out to start stroking his huge, black shaft.

On the bed, Shawn watched with a mixture of horror and arousal as his sexy wife knelt in front of these two huge men and lovingly worshipped their cocks with her mouth.

The wet sound of slurping echoed through the room, as Jenny sucked Clyde’s cock and stroked Raymond’s shaft, then swapped positions to lick and slurp on Ray’s impressive dick and slather her saliva up and down the thick root of Clyde’s cock with her hand.

“Man,” Raymond looked up. “Your wife sucks cock like a fucking champ.”

“Yeah, dawg,” Clyde nodded, stroking Jenny’s hair as her head bobbed up and down on his straining shaft. “If I’d known she could do this, I’d have cornered her in the locker room at the gym a long time ago.”

With another wet “pop” Jenny released Clyde’s dick from her mouth. 

“Well, what’s stopping you, honey?” She purred, gazing up at him lovingly. “I’m all yours from now on.” She turned to her husband. “You don’t mind that, baby, do you? If I get down on my knees for this handsome stud whenever he needs his big, beautiful dick sucked?”

When Shawn failed to respond, Jenny just smiled.

She pushed the two men back and clambered to her feet.

“Okay, boys,” the beautiful wife moaned, stepping over to the bed. “You’ve had your fun. Now it’s my turn.” And with that, she bent over the bed and offered up her curvy ass – barely covered by the thin material of her negligee.

Looking over her shoulder at the two hard, hung men standing behind her, Jenny called: “C’mon. This tight little cooch isn’t going to fuck itself.” She wiggled her butt invitingly at them.

Shawn’s eyes widened.

“Oh, God, no!”

Jenny was bent over the bed, with her face just a foot away from his. She leaned in closer, and murmured: “What’s wrong, baby? You don’t want them to stick it in my hot, wet hole?” She wiggled her butt again. “Well, I didn’t want you to stick it in my ass last night – and look how that turned out.”

As she said that, Raymond walked up behind the bent-over housewife and lifted up the short hem of her negligee; baring her beautiful, round backside. With one hand, he spread the cheeks of her ass. With the other, he gripped the base of his big, black cock and aimed it between her cheeks.

“Mmmm,” Jenny rolled her eyes and bit her lip. “He’s pressing it right up against my pussy.” She narrowed her eyes, and looked as Shawn sexily. “I’m so wet, baby. I think he’s going to… Oh, fuck!”

As she said that, Raymond thrust his hips forward, and Jenny’s pussy obediently welcomed his thick, hard shaft.

“Oh, he’s gonna slide right in,” the beautiful housewife finished her sentence, balling her hands into fists as she was stretched and filled from behind. “Wow, baby. This feels so good.”

“Aww, shit,” Raymond grabbed a fistful of Jenny’s hair and wrenched her head back. “You’re so fucking tight.”

“Oh, yeah,” Jenny half closed her eyes in pleasure, as Raymond’s big, thick dick sunk to the hilt, perfectly positioned to massage her g-spot. “That’s the spot.” 

Raymond began to thrust, and the bed creaked as it was rocked back and forth by the motion of the black man’s hips.

“Oh, this is bliss,” Jenny groaned. Pulling her hair from Raymond’s grip, she looked across the bed at Shawn – who was still lying there, helpless. “He’s fucking me so good, baby.” 

“Yo,” it was Clyde, standing behind them both, rubbing his straining shaft. “What about me?”

“Get up onto the bed,” Jenny demanded, as she was thoroughly fucked from behind. “Up here – straddle this fucker’s face.”

Shawn watched with horror as the hulking black man crossed around to the other side of the bed and then clambered onto it – making the whole thing rock as he did so.

Then Clyde shuffled forward, and actually straddled Shawn’s face!

Shawn threw his head back as he found himself trapped there with a meaty, brown thigh either side of his head. Staring up, all he could see was a dangling pair of big, hairy balls and the round globes of Clyde’s ass.

“That’s right,” from this angle, Jenny could lean forward and wrap Clyde’s hard cock between her lips. “Mmmmmph!” 

Suddenly, Jenny was getting spit-roasted – fucked from behind by Raymond’s monstrous cock, and skewered from the front by Clyde’s equally impressive shaft.

And Shawn? He had a worm’s eye view of all this – pinned to the bed underneath Clyde, watching the big man’s balls swing back and forth as he fucked Jenny’s mouth.

“Mmmmm,” with a wet ‘smack’ Jenny pulled Clyde’s cock from her mouth. “Hey, Shawn – lick his balls.”

“W-what?” Came the muffled reply, followed by “Owww!”

Jenny was twisting one of his nipples.

“I said lick his balls,” she growled. “Lick them good, or I’m going to tear this right off.”

Wincing in pain, Shawn did as he was told – sticking out his tongue and encountering the wrinkled, musky skin of Clyde’s balls as they swung too and fro.

“Aww, yeah,” Cylde grinned, as he felt the delicious, wet sensation. “That’s the stuff, white boy.” He bent his knees a little, lowering his balls into Shawn’s mouth. “Clean ‘em good.”

Jenny got back to sucking and slurping on Clyde’s swollen cock, and for a few moments there was no sound in the room except for the creak of the bedsprings and the wet, slurping noise of sex.

It was Clyde who broke the silence.

“Aww, shit,” he groaned, looking down as Jenny slavishly worshipped his cock with her lips and tongue. “I’m gonna cum, baby.” 

She pulled her mouth away.

“Back up,” Jenny ordered. “Aim it at his mouth.” And as Clyde shuffled back, Jenny grabbed her husband’s face and wrenched his mouth open. “That’s what we put the lipstick on for, baby.”

Shawn struggled against the handcuffs, and arched his back trying to break free, but he couldn’t. He was powerless to prevent Clyde aiming the head of his cock into his mouth, and jerk his long shaft off wildly.

“Suck it,” Jenny ordered, twisting Shawn’s nipple again. “Fucking suck it. You’re wearing my ‘cocksucking’ lipstick, so suck some fucking cock!”

And, eyes watering in pain, Shawn did as he was told. He opened his mouth and let Clyde sink his cock between his lipstick-smeared lips.

“Suck it,” Jenny ordered. “Swirl your tongue around it.” 

Moaning, Shawn obeyed – overwhelmed with the heat and hardness and musky taste flooding his nostrils. It got worse when Clyde actively began fucking his mouth – sinking his cock deeper and deeper into Shawn’s wetly sucking mouth until…

“Awww, here it comes, white boy!”

Shawn’s eyes widened. His mouth was suddenly flooded with hot spurts of salty cum; one after the other, until his cheeks bulged.

“Swallow it!” Jenny ordered. “Fucking swallow it!”

And rather than choke to death on another man’s cum, Shawn did as he was told; gulping down the strings of salty cum until Clyde’s cock finally stopped spurting and the panting black man pulled it from Shawn’s mouth.

Shawn hacked and coughed – cum and saliva running down his chin.

“Awww,” Jenny leaned over and kissed him on his mouth – enjoying the taste of Clyde’s cum on her husband’s lips. “You did good. Did you like it?”

Shawn couldn’t even speak – but that wasn’t an issue. Jenny had stopped listening.

She was looking over her shoulder, at Raymond as he slid his big cock in and out of her tight pussy.

“Ooooh, I just felt that throb,” she purred. “Are you gonna cum, baby?”

“I’m about to bust my nut in you so deep,” Raymond grinned. “How do you like the sound of that?”

Jenny grinned, and turned back to Shawn.

Gripping her husband’s chin, she forced him to turn his head and face her.

“Did you hear that?” She purred. “That big, beautiful black stud is about to blow his load deep inside me.” She bit her lip. “I stopped taking the pill when you had your vasectomy, remember?” She giggled. “Do you think he’s going to knock me up with a beautiful brown baby.”

Shawn whimpered.

“Awww, it’s okay,” Jenny purred. “I have a plan.” She looked over her shoulder. “I have a play, Raymond honey. You cum in me good and deep.”

Shuddering in pleasure, she turned back to Shawn.

“Aww, baby, he’s in me so deep. It feels so good.” She winked. “I just know I’m going to cum the moment he…”

And he did.

“Awwww, shit!” Raymond threw his head back and howled. “I’m cumming in you, you sexy slut.” And then he thrust himself as deeply into Jenny as he could, and flooded her with cum.

“Oh, fuck yes!” Jenny threw her head back and howled in pleasure. Each powerful spurt of cum seemed to be landing on her g-spot – pushing it like it was a big, fleshy button marked: ‘Orgasm.’

And orgasm she did; wailing in pleasure as she was fucked and bred like a bitch in heat.

Shawn watched, horrified and horny, as his wife took the potent seed of a big, black stranger deep into her fertile pussy – and apparently loved every second of it.

Eventually, she came back to reality – turning her head to watch a sweaty and exhausted Raymond pull his massive cock from her wet, tight depths with a delicious-sounding ‘slurrrp.’

“Ooooh,” Jenny bit her lip guility. “I’m really squishy down there.” She snaked a hand under her body, and clamped it between her legs. “Oh, shit,” she giggled. “It’s all leaking out.”

And then, to Shawn’s horror, Jenny started climbing up onto the bed.

“Open up, honey,” she ordered, as she straddled his head. “I don’t want to get any on the covers.”

Shawn, pinned to the bed, could only watch as his wife’s thighs settled on either side of his head, and her pink, freshly-fucked pussy was positioned directly above him.

His eyes widened.

Her beautiful cunt was pink and puffy – reamed to within an inch of its life by Raymond’s big, fat cock. But worse, it was drooling thick, pearlescent cum – strands and strings of which glooped down onto Shawn’s chin and into his open mouth.

“Open wide, baby,” Jenny lowered her hips/

“Mmmmmphhh!” Shawn moaned, as she sunk her pussy directly onto his mouth. “Mmmmph!”

“Oh, yeah,” Jenny wiggled her bottom, settling into place as she felt Shawn’s lips and tongue begin to work on her pussy. “That’s the stuff.” She schooched forward just enough to let Shawn breath, and then relaxed her muscles; flooding his mouth with the big, hot load Raymond had pumped into her just moments before.

“Mmmmph!”

“That’s it, baby,” Jenny groaned, as she felt his tongue flutter against her clitoris. “Suck it all out! You don’t want me to get pregnant, do you?” 

She was pretty sure eating the cum out of a freshly-fucked pussy was not an effective form of birth control – but at that exact second, she couldn’t give a fuck.

What she did care about, though – as her husband licked and sucked on her cum-filled pussy – was Shawn’s cock bobbing up and down in front of her face.

They were basically sixty-nining now – and that put her mouth directly level with his distended, veiny and purple cock – swollen to twice its size by the rubber strap she had wrapped around the base of it.

“Mmmm,” Jenny licked her lips. “I think you’ve deserved this.” And she gripped the base of Shawn’s cock and opened her mouth; swallowing his shaft between her lips.

“Mmmmmpoogh!” Shawn’s whole body convulsed in pleasure as he felt Jenny’s lips and tongue on his straining cock. “Mmpgh!”

Jenny sucked and slurped on Shawn’s cock, while he feasted on her pussy. Raymond and Clyde just watched, entranced. 

“That’s fucking hot,” Raymond eventually admitted – stroking his flaccid cock as it grew harder and thicker.

“Dayum,” Clyde nodded, also sporting the start of a fresh erection. “I think I’m ready for round two.”

Jenny heard this.

With a “schlurp” she pulled Shawn’s cock from her mouth.

“There’s lube on the counter there,” she indicated.

“Lube?” 

“Yeah,” the wicked wife grinned. “You’re going to need it.” And as she said that, she reached between Shawn’s stocking-clad thighs and pressed a finger against his wrinkled brown asshole.

“Mmmmmmmph!” Shawn convulsed on the bed, but was powerless to throw Jenny off, or prevent her from fingering his ass. “Mmmmph!”

“Last night,” Jenny purred, as she watched her finger sink up to the first knuckle in Shawn’s asshole, “my charming hubby thought it was acceptable to just stick it in my ass.” 

She turned to Clyde and Raymond with a wicked smirk.

“I think it’s only fair I return the favor.”

Clyde laughed wickedly.

“Fuck yeah!” He was already grabbing the lube from the side of the dresser, and slathering up his enormous cock. “You know, if there’s one thing I like to do it’s fuck a sissy little white boy’s ass and show him who’s boss.”

Shawn was powerless to say anything, with Jenny’s cum-filled pussy plastered over his mouth, but he could hear every word – and he did not like the sound of it.

“Mmmmph!” The chains of the handcuffs rattled. The whole bed shook as he tried to throw his wife off and escape.

But he couldn’t.

“Hehehe,” Clyde slathered his enormous, hard cock in lube and clambered onto the bed. “I’m gonna enjoy this.” He shuffled into position between Shawn’s spread legs, running his hands up and down the scratchy nylon stockings he was wearing. “I even bust my nut one time already, which means I’m going to last a long time.”

And with that, he nuzzled his cock between the cheeks of Shawn’s ass and pushed.

“Mmmmmph!” Shawn’s muffled cries sent delicious vibrations through Jenny’s pussy. “Mmmmmmphh!”

“Aww, yeah.” For a moment, Clyde thought Shawn’s tight, virginal ass wouldn’t open up for him – but as he increased the pressure, and the lube covering his dick did its work, Shawn’s tight little butthole finally surrendered.

With an inaudible ‘pop’ Clyde’s swollen dickhead burst past the ring of resistance; and then sunk slowly and inexorably deeper and deeper into Shawn’s ass.

“Mmmmmph! Mmmmmmmph!” The muffled cries were incoherent, as Shawn wailed and moaned between Jenny’s thighs. “Mmmmmph!”

“Here,” the gorgeous wife smirked. “This will shut him up.” And she opened her mouth and started sucking Shawn’s swollen, distended cock again.

Clyde was balls-deep inside Shawn’s ass now. 

“Man, this shit is tight,” he grinned, before starting to fuck him properly. With wet slurping noises, he pumped his enormous dick in and out of Shawn’s defenseless asshole; reaming the husband out mercilessly.

Jenny pulled her mouth from Shawn’s straining cock and turned to Raymond, who was standing there, watching, with a huge erection.

“Tell you what, sexy,” she winked. “Why don’t you lube yourself up and show me some of what Clyde’s giving my husband?” She wiggled her bottom for emphasis. “Show my sissy spouse what he’s missing out on.”

Raymond flashed his teeth – he didn’t need to be told twice.

Grabbing the bottle of lube, he started slathering up his own enormous cock, until it was glistening with a wet, slick sheen and as hard and unyielding as a foot of African hardwood.

Clambering onto the bed, Raymond shuffled forward and swung one knee over the top of Shawn’s head – until he was straddling the helpless white husband and positioning himself behind Jenny’s round, inviting ass.

His balls rested on Shawn’s forehead.

With a ‘pop’ Jenny pulled Shawn’s cock from her mouth. She looked over her shoulder at the handsome black man positioning himself behind her.

“C’mon, big boy,” Jenny purred. “Stick that big, beautiful cock in my ass.” 

“With pleasure,” Raymond grinned; and used hand to part her cheeks, and the other to nudge the tip of his dick against her tight, pink asshole.

“Uuungh,” Jenny bit her bottom lip, and pushed her ass backwards, onto Raymond’s deliciously hard cock. “C-can you see that honey? What it looks like having a real man knocking at your back door?”

And pinned beneath his wife, Shawn could see exactly that.

In fact, he was getting an uncomfortably close view of Raymond’s huge dick as it pressed against his wife’s puckered pink asshole – and then finally ‘popped’ past the ring of resistance and slid inexorably inside.

“Ohhhh!” Jenny arched her back as she felt herself skewered. “Oh, my God, that’s so fucking big.” She gripped Shawn’s balls and squeezed them, hard, as Raymond continued to slide his cock inch by delicious inch up her ass.

Finally, he was in all the way – buried to the hilt. Shawn knew that better than anybody; because he could see it just an inch away. Directly above him, he had a real-life close-up of Raymond’s immense dick stretching his wife’s ass open.

“Mmmm,” Jenny wiggled her skewered bottom appreciatively. “Fuck my ass, Raymond.” And so he began to. Sliding his big dick in and out of Jenny’s tight ass, he fucked her deep, and slow, and hard.

And, at the same time, Clyde continued to fuck Shawn’s tight, virginal ass – reaming him out mercilessly. By this stage, the discomfort had gone, and Shawn was finding that each inward stroke of Clyde’s impossibly huge dick seemed to land right on his prostate; goading him closer and closer to climax.

Which was inevitable anyway, with Shawn’s wife eagerly sucking and licking his impossibly swollen cock.

There were no words from that point on – just the creaking of the bed springs and the wet sounds of four bodies interconnected in wet, sticky, sex. Heady moans, soft grunts and heavy breathing as Shawn and Jenny were each fucked in the ass by these two big, black studs.

Jenny was the first to cum.

“Lick my clit,” she ordered, grinding her pussy onto Shawn’s face. “Come on, baby. Make me cum! I want to cum so bad with a big, black cock up my ass!” And beneath her, Shawn did as he was told – licking and sucking and swirling his tongue around Jenny’s throbbing clit until her whole body convulsed.

“I’m cumming,” she cried, squeezing Shawn’s cock in one hand. “Oh, God, I’m fucking cumming!”

And lying beneath her, Shawn got a face full of wetness as his wife squirted all over him.

“Awww, shit,” Raymond groaned, as he felt Jenny’s ass tighten and pulsate as she climaxed. “That’s so fucking good!” And with that, he sunk himself as deeply into her pliant ass as he could, and groaned as his balls started emptying.

“Aiieeee!” Jenny bit her bottom lip as she felt each throb and swell of Raymond’s cock, and the intense sensation of her ass being flooded with hot wetness. Involuntarily, she came again – flooding Shawn’s face for a second time.

Clyde, still fucking Shawn’s tight ass, watched this with a smile.

“Damn, that’s hot,” he purred. “Reckon I’m going to bust my nut too, watching that.” And then, with a groan, he dug his cock as deeply into Shawn’s backside as he could, and exploded.

“Mmmmmmph!” Still pinned to the bed by his wife’s hips, Shawn could do nothing but mumble – but even though it was muffled, there was no confusion as to what he was trying to say.

“Awww, can you feel it, honey?” Jenny purred, stroking Shawn’s cock. “Can you feel Clyde filling you sissy ass with cum?” She opened her mouth and enveloped Shawn’s straining cock; swirling her tongue around the head.

Shawn squeezed his eyes shut. In his backside, he could feel each swell and throb of Clyde’s cock as it spurted cum inside him. Each powerful jet seemed to land on his prostate – and that, combined with Jenny’s sweetly sucking mouth, tipped him over the edge.

After being teased and tormented for hours, Shawn came. It was the most devastatingly intense orgasm of his life. It felt like he was erupting like a fire hose – directly into Jenny’s mouth, where she sucked and gulped and swallowed each salty spurt.

Eventually, completely drained, Shawn collapsed onto the bed.

All four of them were exhausted. Sweaty, sticky and gasping for breath.

“Aww, man,” Clyde groaned, as he pulled his softening dick from Shawn’s defiled ass. “That was intense.” He watched in satisfaction as cum gushed from Shawn’s backside.

Raymond pulled his cock from Jenny’s asshole with a ‘schlurp’ and a similar deluge of cum splattered Shawn’s face. But Jenny’s husband was too limp to even react. He just lay there, in a daze, as Jenny clambered off him and slowly untied his stocking-clad legs.

With a ‘snap’ she pulled the black rubber band off the base of his cock, and his veiny purple hard-on slowly deflated.

“Man,” the beautiful wife purred, standing side-by-side with her black lovers and gazing approvingly at her limp, almost lifeless husband. “You boys did good work.” She shuddered, as an orgasmic aftershock trembled through her body. “I think you’re going to have to come back again soon.”

Clyde pulled her into an embrace, and pressed his lips against hers.

“Are you kidding me? I’m going to see you at the gym tomorrow.”

“Yeah,” Raymond squeezed her tits through her black negligee. “You promised earlier you’d drop on your knees whenever we asked…” He scratched his enormous balls. “And I can ask quite a lot, you dig?”

Jenny giggled, and turned to her exhausted, limp and freshly-fucked husband.

“I did say that, didn’t I?” She admitted. And when Shawn turned his head to look at her, with a mixture of love and lust in his eyes, she realized he was okay with it too.

Jenny bit her bottom lip, and reached over to squeeze Raymond’s tight ass.

“It’s the new world order, boys,” she giggled. “I think it might take my sissy husband a little while to get used to it – but a few more sessions like this, and I think I’ll have him well-trained.”

The End
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