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      I notice his eyes first.

      Even though our building’s badly lit and my arms ache from all the grocery bags I’m dragging down the hallway, Darryl’s eyes stand out. They remind me of pools of melted chocolate, and they’re just as tempting and seductive.

      Especially when he smiles.

      ‘Hi,’ he says, and holds a hand out. ‘Can I give you a hand with that?’

      ‘Hi.’ I’m smiling too. I can’t help it—I’ve been madly attracted to black men for as long as I can remember, and Darryl’s everything I like about black men and more—creamy dark skin, those chocolate eyes, a shaved head that I can’t help imagining running my fingers over.

      When I pass him the heaviest bag, my hand brushes against his.

      My husband clears his throat, reminding me that he’s there, that I’m married.

      ‘Are you new in the building?’ Phil asks. He’s not black, just like every other man in this town—until today, that is. He’s sexy, for a white man, with amber eyes and reddish stubble, and he knows exactly how turned on I get when I see black men in porn. His bags scrape along the wall as he follows Darryl and I down the hallway to the elevator.

      ‘I moved in three days ago,’ Darryl says. ‘Apartment 308.’

      ‘Three down from us,’ I say, realising he’s in the apartment that stayed vacant for six months. There’s nothing wrong with it—Phil and I toured it one day out of curiosity—it has a similar layout to ours, and the real estate agent explained that the market’s been competitive lately for landlords.

      ‘Nice to meet you, neighbour,’ he says, easing my bag down next to his feet and holding out a giant hand for me to shake as Phil presses the button with the upward-pointing triangle on it. ‘I’m Darryl.’

      ‘Caitlin,’ I reply. His hand’s soft and warm and I can’t help wondering whether the stereotypes are true, and whether hand size might be a reliable indicator of penis size.

      If it is, Darryl’s must be a monster.

      I almost forget Phil’s there again until he shifts his weight and says, ‘I’m Phil. Her husband.’

      The elevator arrives with a ding and we step in, the bags filling all the space on the floor. I can smell Darryl’s cologne—it’s thick and musky, with a hint of masculine tang, and now that we’re facing each other I finally get a good look at him.

      Darryl’s taller than both Phil and I, and his skin looks as soft as suede. There’s a hint of dark stubble on his jawline and his burgundy shirt does little to hide the muscular silhouette beneath it.

      His gaze makes my pussy ache.

      ‘Have you met many people in the building?’ I ask, as the elevator creeps towards our floor.

      ‘Not yet,’ Darryl says, and I can’t help saying, ‘You should come over sometime,’ as the elevator doors slide open. ‘We’re in 302.’

      Darryl flashes that sexy smile again that makes my knees feel weak.

      ‘Three doors up from me,’ he says, his tone slightly amused. ‘I remember.’

      I gather the bags together by their handles while Phil does the same. Darryl carries his bags effortlessly and stops in front of our apartment.

      ‘Three oh two,’ he says, with that sexy grin. ‘Should I leave them here or bring them inside?’

      Phil’s already fishing for his key in his pocket.

      ‘You can come in, if you’d like,’ I say, without even glancing at Phil to see if he’d mind. ‘We’re about to watch the game.’

      Technically, Phil’s about to watch the game and I’m about to log into my favourite porn site, White sluts fucked by black men, but that doesn’t seem like something Darryl needs to know.

      ‘Maybe later,’ Darryl says. ‘I’m working this afternoon.’

      ‘Where do you work?’ It comes out of my mouth before I even think about it—it’s like I’m on autopilot, where my brain’s steering itself.

      Darryl chuckles and places the bags next to the door. ‘You wouldn’t believe me if I told you.’

      ‘Try me.’ I flash him my most playful smile.

      ‘I’m an escort,’ Darryl says, finally making me speechless. ‘Have fun watching the game.’
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        * * *

      

      ‘An escort,’ I say, for at least the fifth time. ‘What do you think that means?’

      Phil’s engrossed in the game and keeps watching it from the couch, both feet planted on the floor while I pace around him.

      ‘I think it means he’s an escort,’ he says simply, but that’s not enough information for me.

      ‘Where do you think he’s from?’ I ask, as Phil’s team takes control of the ball.

      On a normal day, Phil would probably entertain my fantasies, but right now, he’s leaning around me, trying to see the TV. ‘Judging by the gym logo on his bag, I’d say Melbourne,’ he says.

      I check my reflection in the window, brushing strands of hair away from my face. The wind was fierce outside, and it’s made me look like I’ve never owned a hairbrush, but there’s something about my tousled look that’s kind of sexy. My makeup still looks fresh and my tank top’s still sitting exactly where I like it, right on the tan line that curves over my breasts.

      ‘You know what I mean,’ I say. ‘Which country do you think he comes from?’

      Phil shrugs, and I already know I’ve asked the wrong person. His knowledge of geography is so weak that he barely knows the name of our street.

      ‘He’s got a British accent,’ he says, unhelpfully. ‘You’ve got a crush on him, don’t you?’

      ‘No!’ I shoot back, probably too quickly. ‘He was just really nice to us.’

      Phil’s seen my internet history, though—there’s no way I can hide my attraction for too long.

      Thankfully, shouting from the television diverts his attention. He perches on the edge of his seat, his legs quivering as his team takes control of the ball and someone wearing red and black sprints down the field. I edge away and hope that Phil forgets this conversation.

      As if that’s going to happen. At least he’s distracted for now, though, I think, as I pace around the apartment, my cheeks burning every time I think about Darryl.

      What’s wrong with me? I wander into the bathroom and stare at my reflection, half expecting to see my face bright red and flushed, perhaps with I’M HORNY spelled out with flashing neon lights on my forehead. But I look mostly normal, if a little bewildered, and I splash my face with cold water, hoping it will make a difference.

      Breathe, Caitlin, I order myself, and I lean against the cool porcelain and try to get some control over my body.

      But it’s no good. I can’t get Darryl’s sexy smile out of my head, or the warmth from his touch when our hands met.

      All I want is for him to pick me up, throw me on the bed and fuck me.

      The game’s still on when I walk back through the apartment.

      ‘Where are you going?’ Phil asks absently. Someone in his team has the ball again, and they’re rushing down the field.

      ‘To get some air,’ I say, as I rush out the door, not even quite sure where I’m going or what I’m doing. It’s like my body’s making all my decisions for me and my brain isn’t even trying to catch up.

      Even though it’s only three doors down, I’m breathless by the time I reach Darryl’s apartment. He opens the door on my second knock and I fall forward, not expecting him to be so responsive.

      ‘Caitlin!’ he exclaims, his eyes flicking up and down my body, taking in my tight tank top and miniskirt. ‘I wasn’t expecting to see you back here so soon.’

      ‘What can I say?’ I tease. ‘I’m just one of those neighbours who like to make new people feel comfortable.’

      Darryl flashes me that smile again and I feel heat prickle the back of my neck. ‘That’s very sweet of you,’ he says. ‘Would you like a drink? I’m making a Dark and Stormy.’

      His accent makes the drink sound sexy, but then again, with that sultry voice, he’d make ‘tepid water’ sound sexy too.

      ‘Yes please,’ I croak, and perch on one of his kitchen stools while he prepares it.

      His apartment is a mirror image of ours—the same layout but flipped—but it feels completely different. There’s still unpacked boxes stacked in the corner but he’s decorated it well, with deep shades of purple and green and wood stained so dark it gives the place an earthy feel, like we’re nestled in a valley rather than three storeys up in an inner-city building.

      ‘Here you go,’ he says, passing the drink across the counter. I take a sip—it’s refreshing and zesty, the lime making my tongue tingle.

      ‘Thanks,’ I say, as he sits next to me with his own drink. It’s hard to know where to look—his body’s so solid, his cologne’s so sexy, and his knee’s so close to mine that it’s almost overwhelming.

      Can Darryl hear my heart thumping?

      If he can, he doesn’t show it. He sips his drink, super calm, like there isn’t an invisible fireball of energy between us.

      ‘So, how are you liking the building so far?’ I ask, because it’s the only thing I can think of that isn’t Can I hire you as an escort?

      ‘I haven’t really been here long enough to have an opinion,’ Darryl says, as he swirls his drink around in his glass. ‘But you’ve been super nice.’

      I smile. ‘I try.’

      He’s so close I could reach across and touch him, but as much as I want to, I know I shouldn’t. I’m married, he’s a complete stranger and I’m not on the pill—if we started doing anything together, I’m not sure I’d be able to hold myself back.

      ‘So what do you do for fun around here?’ Darryl asks.

      ‘You,’ I immediately say, before I descend into a coughing fit to try to cover it up.

      ‘Me?’ he says, with a cheeky smile.

      I stand up and start babbling, as though the more I speak, the more he might forget what I just said.

      ‘I mean, there’s a bowling alley down on the corner and bars every few feet, and an arcade if you’re into that sort of thing—I am, but I know it’s not everyone’s cup of tea—and it’s not as good as a beach, but you can swim in the lake if you’d rather do something active…’

      I gaze wildly at him, but he hasn’t forgotten, there’s no undoing what I said, and there’s a bulge forming in his pants that I can’t help but glance at.

      It’s huge, alright. Everything I’d always imagined a black man’s cock to be.

      Darryl reaches out and I’m drawn to his hand like it’s a magnet. Our fingers touch and electricity flies through us again, and I melt into his kiss.

      His lips are warm and pillow-soft, and he’s obviously had a lot of practice. I shiver as I wonder what else he might be great at with his mouth.

      Our bodies move together as though we’re communicating with just our energy—there’s no need to say anything as we move together to the bedroom, somehow without bumping into anything, and tumble on the bed.

      Darryl’s already tugging at my tank top and I moan at the sensation of his comforting hot weight on top of me.

      ‘I wanted you since the moment I saw you,’ he whispers into my ear, making the hairs on my neck stand on end.

      ‘I wanted you too,’ I say, as he pulls my tank top over my head with one swift movement, exposing my heaving chest. He grunts with pleasure at the sight of my stiff nipples straining through my black bra and squeezes my breast while gazing straight into my eyes.

      ‘Do you like that?’ he purrs, as he massages it like a stress ball and focuses his thumb and forefinger on my nipple, tweaking it as I gasp and reach for his jeans. I can already feel his massive cock straining through them, its heat burning into my leg.

      I still can’t believe how lucky I am. Darryl’s skin is hot and smooth, like velvet, and I can’t stop touching him. He writhes on top of me, every movement intentional as the muscles in his stomach tighten and release.

      My fingers fumble with the button on his fly, not really getting anywhere. He climbs off to take over and I groan, reaching for him, not wanting him to get up.

      Maybe Darryl’s last career was as a stripper, because that’s what he looks like as he circles his hips and peels his zipper down, exposing the huge bulge that looks like it’s about to burst out of his white underwear.

      Now I’ve got no doubt he used to be a stripper as he turns away from me, his muscular back rippling as he keeps swaying to his own internal rhythm and easing his jeans down his hips, revealing two perfect globes that seem to bulge out from his lower back.

      ‘You work out, don’t you,’ I breathe, in what’s probably the most redundant statement of the year, but there’s no blood left in my brain.

      Darryl chuckles. ‘I’ve been known to do kickboxing every now and then,’ and I can already tell he’s downplaying whatever he does to maintain his physique. The man looks like he’s been sculpted—every movement makes a different muscle contract.

      His jeans drop down his strong thighs and he turns again—his underwear’s tight and now that his jeans aren’t obscuring my view, I can see the exact outline of his huge cut cock. It curves slightly to the left and has a massive, mushroom-shaped head that tops off the never-ending shaft.

      I don’t notice that my mouth’s dropped open until I snap it shut. That thing’s a monster, but my pussy throbs, eager to take on the challenge.

      Darryl gazes straight into my eyes as he prowls forward, pushing me back on the bed. I’m expecting him to climb on top of me, but instead he runs his hand down from my collarbone, between my breasts, and down my taut stomach to the waistband of my skirt.

      He tucks a finger under the elastic and pulls it gently. I lift my hips in response and he smiles like he knows I’ll do anything he prompts me to do.

      And I already know I will.

      I arch my back, lifting my ass and thrusting my breasts out, hoping he’ll take the hint to pull my skirt off and fuck me senseless, but instead he pulls his hand away and snakes it up my thigh.

      His face ventures between my legs.

      ‘Would you like me to eat you out?’ he says, his deep voice vibrating through my soul.

      What kind of question is that? I raise my hips higher, hoping that answers his question, because my brain and my mouth have well and truly disconnected.

      Darryl gives a low growl of pleasure and plunges his head beneath my skirt, his tongue quickly finding my swollen clit through my underwear.

      He nuzzles against it as he grabs my waist and pulls me closer.

      It’s almost impossible not to squeal and moan as his tongue flattens over my nub, whirring in a circular motion while I lie back and absorb all the sensations.

      Darryl’s an expert at this, I can tell, and I’m not surprised if women pay him to do this to them.

      You’d think I’d know better than this, but—like I said—at this point, my mouth isn’t connected to my brain.

      ‘Is that what you do for work?’ The words pour out of my mouth before I can stop them and I wince. I’m normally so calm and collected under pressure—I’m an events manager, for God’s sake—but today I feel like it’s my first time in bed.

      ‘Yes it is,’ Darryl says, while still below my skirt, ‘sort of.’

      ‘Sort of?’

      I can feel his hot breath on my clit and I mentally slap myself for keeping his tongue away from it, but I can’t help it—I’m curious.

      ‘Well, yes,’ Darryl says, ‘but it’s not usually this much fun.’ His finger wriggles against my pussy through the fabric. ‘Teasing you is so…’ he pauses as he dives back against my clit, rubbing it for a full minute before resurfacing, ‘Satisfying.’

      I can feel my body reacting to every flick of his tongue, and I know exactly what he means. But, still, I want him to say it.

      ‘How?’

      This time he disappears for a few minutes and I start to wonder whether he’s been trained in deep sea diving.

      ‘You’re so responsive,’ he says, finally, in his smooth deep voice. ‘Every part of your body reacts when I touch it.’

      He’s not wrong—as his fingers brush over my ultra-sensitive thighs, I feel myself shiver involuntarily. It’s like every nerve in my body is primed to feel his touch, and everything he does makes me melt.

      This is everything I’ve ever fantasised about. Especially when his tongue picks up momentum and he slides my panties aside, so he can focus his attention on my naked bulging clit.

      My vision fades as he slides a finger inside me and wriggles it back and forth. His tongue continues at warp speed and I can feel an orgasm building inside me as my fingers curl around the sheets and my heart pounds.

      Darryl responds my squeezing my legs and driving his tongue harder against my clit.

      There’s no way I can hold back now.

      The orgasm crashes over me, making me gasp and writhe as Darryl holds me against his mouth, anchoring me.

      I explode over his mouth and fingers. Pleasure pulses through me and it’s even better than I anticipated—my entire body goes limp as I flop on the bed, savouring the sensations.

      ‘Wow,’ I say, my voice still shaky. ‘Wow.’

      Darryl slowly withdraws his fingers from my sopping wet pussy and emerges from under my skirt, smiling like an idiot.

      ‘You’re so sexy,’ he purrs. ‘I could keep doing that all day.’

      ‘I’d love that,’ I pant, as I move my fingers and toes like it’s the first time I’ve ever used them, marvelling at the tingling sensation that I’m still getting, every time I move.

      Darryl climbs over me, the muscles in his shoulders bulging with every movement as he prowls over my body. I reach down, cupping the giant cock in my palm, feeling its weight and heat.

      I want him inside me.

      I pull his underwear down and his giant cock flops out. It’s as dark as he is, but the head is pink. It looks swollen; like it’s ready to fuck me harder than I’ve ever been fucked before.

      It’s hard to know what stops me. Maybe it’s glimpsing my wedding ring as I run my hand over Darryl’s freshly-shaven cheek. Or maybe it’s hearing one of the doors down the hallway slam.

      But either way, I suddenly realise that what I’m doing is wrong. I’m not on the pill—if I fuck Darryl and get pregnant, how would I ever explain to Phil why our baby has dark skin?

      There aren’t that many black men around here—Phil would instantly know whose baby it was.

      ‘What’s wrong?’ Darryl asks, as I start to back away.

      ‘I’m not on the pill,’ I gasp. ‘I can’t…’

      I can’t stop looking at his giant cock. I want it inside me so badly—I know I’m going to spend the rest of the afternoon hating myself for what I’m about to do.

      Darryl’s smile falls.

      ‘Does that mean…?’

      I force my eyes to close—maybe I’ll have more self-control if I can’t see his throbbing cock or sexy body.

      ‘I should go,’ I say, and tear back down the hallway, knowing that as soon as I get home, I’m going to climb on top of Phil and fuck him until we’ve both come at least three times.
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        * * *

      

      Phil looks stunned when I burst through the door and climb on top of him. The football’s over but he’s still in front of the TV, watching the commentators’ autopsy of the game.

      ‘What’s gotten into you?’ he asks, but I can already feel his cock stiffening beneath me.

      ‘I just visited our neighbour.’ I can’t help myself—I’m an awful liar, so it feels easier to just tell the truth. Luckily, I’ve got the best husband in the entire world who’s more than willing to indulge my fantasies. His strong hands support me as I grind my pussy against his cock.

      ‘Whoa,’ he exclaims, as he grabs my ass and his fingers dip into my wetness. ‘It’s like a flood down here.’

      ‘I know,’ I say with a naughty smile. ‘I’m so horny—’

      Phil doesn’t need a second invitation. Maybe we’re not as romantic as we were when we first got married, but we’re every bit as passionate. He yanks his pants down while I’m still on top of him and his cock’s right there, not as big as Darryl’s but still a very decent size and everything I need right now. Too impatient for foreplay, too impatient to even pull my underwear off, I yank my panties to the side, mount his cock and sink over it, letting it impale me.

      I breathe a sigh of relief as my body tells me I’ve given it exactly what it needed.

      I’ve got one knee each side of Phil’s body and use my legs to propel me up and down as Phil squeezes my ass.

      His cock tunnels through me, probing the depths of my pussy, making me even wetter, massaging my insides.

      ‘Were you thinking about fucking him?’ Phil growls into my neck as he gyrates beneath me, probing further into my eager depths.

      ‘Yes,’ I admit, although I’m pretty sure my body has already given my desire away. ‘I wanted to fuck him just like this.’

      ‘Well, why didn’t you?’ Phil asks, and I’m so surprised by the question that I stop moving completely.

      ‘What?’

      He’s deadly serious—he gazes at me, his hazel eyes barely blinking.

      ‘I know you’ve always wanted to fuck a black man.’ He moves his hips slightly, circling his cock inside me. ‘And honestly, I’ve always wanted to watch you do it.’

      I’m already squealing. How has my husband kept this hidden for so long?

      ‘You’re the absolute best,’ I exclaim, and hug him as tightly as I can. ‘There’s just one problem—he probably thinks I’m not interested, since I just ran out on him.’

      ‘Leave that up to me,’ Phil says with a wink as he picks up his phone. ‘Maybe we’ll need the services of a certain escort.’
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        * * *

      

      Phil made the booking for the next Friday under a fake name and used a fake address, but I can’t help wondering whether Darryl recognised Phil’s voice when he called.

      Every time I pass Darryl in the hallway, our eyes meet and I feel the familiar throb of desire that instantly forms in my pussy.

      ‘Hi Caitlin,’ he says, in that smooth-as-caramel voice, and I have to stand alone in the elevator for a few minutes to compose myself before I have the strength to walk down the corridor to our apartment.

      I’m not even sure I can wait a week.

      I’m distracted at work, and keep making the kind of mistakes I might have made in my first week.

      ‘What’s up with you today?’ Kat asks, as I drop my stapler for the eighteenth time.

      ‘Nothing,’ I mumble, because I can’t exactly tell her I’m distracted by fantasies of fucking a huge black man, can I?

      Maybe if I hadn’t seen his cock I’d be less scattered, I think, as I absently run my hand over a dress in a shop not far from where I work. But I know that’s not true—even if I hadn’t seen and touched his rod-like member, I’d still be too turned on to concentrate.

      When did this attraction even start, I wonder? Growing up in an ultra-white neighbourhood, it wasn’t like I’d seen an attractive teacher or fireman that got my attention, so maybe it was something I’d seen on TV.

      Or maybe it’s just how I am.

      The dress is a sexy one—blood red, with a long slit that starts at the waist, flimsy spaghetti straps and the tiniest triangles of fabric to cover my breasts.

      ‘How much is this?’ I ask the sales girl, already knowing that whatever it is, I’m getting it.

      ‘A hundred,’ the girl says, without looking up from the box she’s tearing open behind the counter. ‘No, wait,’ she says, as she readjusts her glasses and finally looks at me. ‘It’s fifty percent off. On sale as of today.’

      It feels like fate.

      ‘I’ll take it.’
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        * * *

      

      Phil gives a low whistle when he opens the bedroom door and sees me standing next to the bed, wearing the dress. I’ve put extra effort into my hair and makeup and, as I slip my feet into a pair of gold heels, I feel like a model.

      Judging by the way Phil’s eyes bulge out of his head, I must look like one too.

      ‘Why don’t you dress up like that for me,’ he teases, and I blush as I stutter, trying to come up with an answer, but Phil smiles.

      ‘Nah, I get it,’ he says. ‘I was just having fun with you.’

      For at least the twentieth time this week, I’m overcome with a rush of love for my husband.

      ‘Maybe I want to fuck you right now, before we go,’ I say, sidling up to him to plant a sultry kiss on his lips.

      Phil returns my kiss, his stubble brushing over my skin as our tongues wrestle. But then he pulls himself away.

      ‘We have to go,’ he says, ‘I’ve booked Darryl for seven and it’s already quarter to.’

      I know I should be patient, but after waiting so long to make this happen, I feel like I’m about to explode with desire.

      ‘Drive fast,’ I urge, and Phil chuckles as he lets me out the door in front of him, so he can give me a playful slap on my ass.

      ‘Is there any other way to drive?’ he asks.

      My eyes keep darting up and down the hallway as we walk, looking for Darryl. Which is absurd—we’re meeting him at a nearby hotel, and he’s probably already there, getting everything set up.

      But I can’t help it. My eyes sweep as far as my peripheral vision will allow until the elevator doors have completely closed.

      ‘You’re not nervous, are you?’ Phil asks, and as much as I’d like to pretend I’m completely calm, there’s no way I can deny the butterflies that are multiplying in my stomach.

      ‘Wouldn’t you be nervous, if you were finally fulfilling a lifelong dream?’ I point out, and Phil shrugs.

      ‘Well, I kinda am. I’ve been fantasising about seeing a black guy fuck you ever since you first told me about your attraction to them.’

      ‘Since before we got married,’ I say, still not quite believing him.

      Phil nods. ‘Since Mercy’s twenty-first, when you drank too many bourbons and spilled all your darkest secrets,’ he says, putting extra emphasis on the word darkest.

      ‘No way,’ I exclaim as the doors slide open and we step out into the underground carpark. ‘Why didn’t you ever make it happen?’

      ‘How would I?’ Phil asks, as the car unlocks with its familiar double beep. ‘This is the first black man we’ve met. And besides,’ he adds, as I smooth my dress over my legs, ‘I wanted to make sure you were ready.’

      My heart swells again with love for Phil. Even if we never do anything like this again, I’m so glad I’ll be able to fuck Darryl today, and not just with Phil’s blessing but with him watching.

      It’s almost too good to be true.

      Part of me expects something to go wrong, or for Phil to circle the block, pull back into our building and shout, ‘Just kidding!’ But as promised, we drive to the hotel and Phil leaves his keys with the valet. He leads me past the reception desk and as we travel up the elevator, my heart thumps.

      I’m so exited!

      Phil squeezes my hand and I squeeze his back. All I can see in my mind is Darryl’s massive cock and the knowledge that it will soon be inside me is making me want to fuck Phil right here, right now.

      The elevator doors slide open and I grin like an idiot as I step out.

      Darryl’s escort name is Xavier, we learned from the website we booked him through, and he opens the door on the second knock. His face bursts into a smile as soon as he sees us, and I’m relieved there’s no awkwardness between us at all.

      ‘Come on in,’ he says in his silky voice, stepping back to let us through. ‘I’d introduce myself, but I think you already know who I am.’

      The room’s massive and must have cost a fortune. There’s a giant bed in the middle of the room, surrounded by huge windows with a view of the entire city, and mirrors along the wall. There’s sultry music playing in the background and it makes the whole thing feel like a movie set.

      My heart’s beating so loud now I feel like it’s about to burst out of my chest.

      ‘What happens now?’ I ask, as I run my fingers over one of the straps on my dress.

      Darryl smiles. ‘Anything you want. Would you like a drink?’

      It seems like a good way to break the ice, so I nod and glance at Phil, to check whether he still looks like he’s happy to be here. To my relief, he’s smiling, and that makes me feel better.

      Darryl’s dressed as impeccably as always, this time in a long-sleeved emerald-coloured shirt and trousers that stretch over his strong ass as he crouches to pull glasses out of a low cupboard.

      ‘What’s your preference?’ he asks, as he swings the fridge door open to reveal an impressive collection that surely went beyond what the hotel must have provided.

      ‘Water, please,’ I say, not wanting to spoil the moment by doing anything embarrassing.

      Darryl fills our glasses to the brim while Phil and I sit on the cream-coloured leather couch. When I cross my legs, the split in my dress lines up with my knee and the fabric falls either side of it.

      It looks sexy.

      Sure enough, Phil’s already noticed it and I can see the hunger in his eyes. Darryl’s harder to read, but when he carries the three glasses towards us, I can already see the bulge forming in his pants.

      The reality of the situation washes over me again—right now, I’m in the company of two sexy men who can’t wait to fuck me.

      All we need to wait for is someone to make the first move.

      Darryl sits next to me, perching on the armrest, and his hand brushes mine again as he passes the glass to me.

      ‘Cheers,’ he says, in that impossibly sexy accent, and we clink our glasses together. I’m glad I’ve got something to do with my hands as the guys both turn to me, looking at me expectantly.

      I’m the centre of attention—exactly where I want to be.

      ‘I hope you don’t mind us booking you,’ I say to Darryl, but from the glance he exchanges with Phil I’m starting to think this was less secret than Phil had let me think it was.

      ‘Oh, you don’t have to worry about that,’ Darryl says with a chuckle, as he runs his hand along my arm. ‘Of course I don’t mind, especially not after we did the other day.’

      Heat rises to my cheeks as something in my chest lurches—I still haven’t told Phil about what Darryl and I did in his apartment. But another glance at Phil tells me that’s not much of a secret either.

      ‘It’s okay,’ Phil says. ‘I know everything.’ He readjusts his pose on the couch, getting comfortable. ‘Hell, I knew from the moment you saw him in the lobby.’

      Part of me is annoyed that my husband knows me even better than I know myself, but then again, wasn’t that why I married him?

      I lean over and kiss him, unable to hold back any longer. His hand finds my collarbone and slides over my shoulder, pulling me close so my breasts press against him. I hear ice clinking in Darryl’s glass as I slide my hand over Phil’s thigh and squeeze his muscles.

      That’s when I feel Darryl’s hand on my back, gently stroking downwards from my shoulder.

      It spurs me on, and I kiss Phil more passionately, adjusting my position on the couch so I’m almost on his lap.

      Darryl reaches around my waist and places his hand on my taut stomach, acting as a counterweight, pulling me back while I’m sliding forwards, while he kisses my neck.

      My body knows what to do now, and it takes charge. I fall into the familiar rhythm of kissing and sucking and nibbling, all the while hyper-aware of Darryl’s touch, Darryl’s lips, Darryl’s breath stirring the hairs next to my ear.

      It’s pure heaven.

      With both of them touching me at the same time, I can’t help but feel completely comfortable. Every inch of my body wants to be caressed by them, and they both seem completely happy to oblige. Four hands work their way over my skin and while one hand squeezes my breast, another works its way inside the slit in my skirt, nudging its way between my thighs.

      It makes me want more.

      Every ounce of nervousness has melted away and now I feel like I’m being completely swept away by the moment, completely absorbed in the sensations I’m feeling.

      A hand strokes my pussy through my panties and I look down to see Darryl’s arm on my lap, his hand buried between my legs.

      Phil’s watching Darryl’s hand too, and when our eyes meet, his are blazing with desire.

      I haven’t seen him that horny since our wedding night.

      Darryl keeps stroking my pussy and with one expert movement, pulls my panties to one side so he can slide a giant finger into my wetness.

      I’m so turned on that it goes in easily, and he bends and straightens his finger, massaging me from the inside.

      ‘Do you like that?’ he purrs, and I respond by arching my back to let him in deeper, thrusting my breasts out and letting the straps on my dress slide down my shoulders.

      Phil kisses me and I reach for his cock, squeezing it through his pants. It’s as rock hard as I expect, and I feel a thrill of excitement as I realise it’s about to be inside me.

      Strong hands squeeze my breasts, peeling my dress off, and I’m so caught up in the moment I’m not even sure whose hands they are. It’s like Phil and Darryl are working as a team and they’re not two separate people anymore but just a collection of hands, tongues and cocks, all there for my pleasure.

      The finger inside me probes deeper, making squelching sounds, and I feel another—Phil’s?—whirring on my clit.

      Normally, it would take more than this to make me come, but there’s nothing normal about what we’re doing. Every hypersensitive nerve in my body is primed to lead to the biggest orgasm of my life.

      I lean forward, lifting my hips so I can feel Darryl’s massive erection pressing against my ass crack and I slide myself against it, all the while imagining how it will feel to have him enter me.

      The guys know how close I am and Phil’s eyes gleam as they both put a hundred percent of their effort into getting me there. I’m breathing faster now, my chest heaving as they both kiss me, their lips exploring my neck and breasts and collarbone.

      The first orgasm crashes over me, so powerful it makes me gasp and writhe, turning me into a puddle of pleasure between them. I flop against Darryl as my vision fades and my muscles lose all strength, and my pussy clamps around his fingers, throbbing around them.

      ‘I think she likes it,’ he teases, as he strokes my back and gives me time to regather myself.

      ‘Of course I do,’ I pant, and let my eyes fall closed as he gently withdraws his finger and wipes it on his shirt. ‘This is the best day of my life.’

      ‘And we’re only getting warmed up,’ Phil says, as he unzips his jeans, the sound of the zipper sliding down fitting perfectly into the moment.

      And then I hear Darryl’s unzipping behind me. I fall back into the couch, my dress askew, and reach out to grab both cocks at once, one with each hand, sliding my hands up and down their veined shafts.

      Phil groans and Darryl’s eyes light up with a new kind of fire, and I know I’ve got both these men exactly where I want them.

      Now that I’m sure I’ve got their full attention, I stand up and do a strip tease, swaying my hips to the music that swells out from the stereo in the corner. I pull my dress down a fraction and lift the skirt as I shimmy around in a circle and wonder whether my wetness has seeped through my panties.

      There’s only one way to find out—I stand up and bend over, facing away from them, and pull my panties to the side to give them both an uninterrupted view of my swollen pussy and gushing slit.

      I can hear their appreciation as I reach my other hand between my legs and spread my lips wide, showing them what they’re about to get a taste of.

      Suddenly, I feel a hand stroking my thigh, and another one running down my back. They’re both behind me, nudging my fingers away, keen to feel my slick pussy for themselves.

      Sure enough, I feel two fingers probing their way inside me, which are soon replaced by a tongue. When I look between my legs, I can see Darryl kneeling behind me, holding my ankle with one hand as he laps eagerly at my pussy and strokes his cock with his spare hand.

      Phil, meanwhile, takes a step back to watch us, while he strokes his own cock and grins as I grab my own breast.

      ‘Do you like that?’ he asks, as I moan and nod, squeezing my boob as though it’s a stress ball while Darryl peels my panties off, easing them down my thighs, barely missing a second of licking.

      He reaches under me and plays with my clit again, making my back arch and my thighs quiver.

      ‘What do you think?’ I ask Phil. ‘Should he fuck me?’

      Phil’s nod is so enthusiastic his head looks like it’s about to snap off.

      ‘I want to see it more than anything,’ he says, and Darryl responds by crouching behind me and rubbing the tip of his giant cock over my slit. Even the mushroomy head feels so big and full that I’m not sure how I’m going to take his whole shaft.

      ‘It’s not going to hurt much, is it?’ I ask, as Darryl presses it against my opening and leans forward, increasing the pressure. Phil’s cock would already be inside me by now but Darryl’s is still straining to even enter me.

      ‘Maybe for a second,’ Darryl says, honestly. ‘But I’ve never had any complaints so far… and I’ve had a lot of practice.’

      That makes me feel better, even as I feel a slight sting as his giant cock stretches me enough for the head to pop inside me.

      ‘Damn, you’re tight,’ Darryl moans, as he holds my hips and moves slightly, making me gasp. Sure enough, after a few seconds of pain, my body adjusts, and he slides in a tiny bit further.

      ‘That’s all of it, right?’ I ask, but Phil shakes his head. His eyes are wide, like he’s afraid to blink, like he’ll miss something amazing if he does.

      ‘He’s not even half in yet,’ he says. ‘Jeez, Cait, this is the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.’

      I can’t help smiling. Knowing that this is turning my husband on almost as much as me is making this even hotter. Especially as Darryl’s cock keeps sliding inside me, expanding me until I feel like I’m about to burst.

      After fucking my husband and nobody else for so long, having a strange cock inside me feels like I’m trying a new food for the first time in years—it’s strange and unfamiliar but incredible at the same time, and I know I’m about to be hit with a burst of sweetness.

      And Darryl, despite all his experience, seems to feel the same way. I can feel his cock pulsing inside me, like it’s begging him to tunnel into me hard, but he’s holding off, wanting to enjoy this moment for as long as he possibly can.

      His cock is wider at the base, and as it slides in as far as it will go, it stretches me even further, and I’m on the verge of crying out when I feel his strong pelvis against my ass and realise he’s all the way inside me.

      I blink. I can’t believe I’ve taken such a huge black cock!

      From the look on Phil’s face, I can tell he can’t believe it either.

      My pussy grips tight around Darryl’s shaft as he slowly withdraws it and then plunges it back inside me again. My mouth forms a wide O as my body readjusts to him entering me and I feel myself pulling back, impaling myself on his monster cock.

      This makes him moan and move faster, thrusting into me so hard I feel like he’s expanding through my entire body. My tits bounce and my voice cuts in and out as I moan without even realising I’m doing it.

      ‘Wow,’ I whimper, as his fat cock strikes my cervix, sending me into spasms of pleasure.

      And that’s not all he’s planning. He grabs my hips and flips me over so I’m on my back, and can see both Darryl and Phil as Darryl drives his cock back inside me again, thrusting with his powerful legs. I lift my own legs and put my ankles on his shoulders—Darryl’s completely in control now, my body at his mercy.

      His dark skin shimmers with perspiration as he grins and fucks me harder, taking advantage of my position to ram his cock all the way inside me.

      Phil’s still watching, stroking his cock faster now, pumping his fist up and down the same way he does when we’re alone, and when I look at him, he mouths I love you.

      It’s a combination of everything that pushes me over the edge again. The sight of Darryl’s imposing black body with its perfectly sculpted muscles that are all moving for me. The sensation of his giant black cock thrusting inside me. Seeing my own swollen clit that Darryl reaches out and touches. Feeling his cock stiffen inside me, knowing he’s about to explode with pleasure.

      And of course, seeing Phil getting off on watching me fuck another man, and knowing he’s loves me more than even I thought possible.

      It starts as a pulsing sensation in my abdomen and radiates out, taking every part of my body with it, flowing all the way through to my fingertips.

      I gasp and grab Darryl, pulling him even further inside me, even as my cervix refuses to budge. My pussy clamps down, struggling to contract around his giant cock, trying to hold it within me even though it feels like it has its own centre of gravity.

      Luckily, Darryl’s on the verge of coming too, and my orgasm sets him off. He arches his back and grits his teeth, the whites flashing in his eyes as he shudders inside me, spurting hot ropes of his seed into my belly until my spasming pussy has milked him dry.

      He flops on top of me, his hands planted either side of my breasts on the carpet, the muscles in his shoulders bulging as he struggles to support his weight.

      ‘Oh, Caitlin,’ he pants, in that sexy British accent. ‘I was going to pull out, it just felt so good…’

      I suddenly remember I’m not on the pill and glance at Phil, expecting him to be horrified. But to my surprise, he looks just as turned on as I am.

      ‘Good,’ he says. ‘It means she’s nice and lubricated.’

      I can’t believe my husband’s about to fuck me while I’m still filled with another man’s cum, but there’s no stopping either of us now.

      As Darryl slowly eases out of me, Phil moves along to take his place. I can feel Darryl’s cum seeping out of me, dripping down my perineum, pooling in my ass, but Phil doesn’t seem to mind.

      He sinks into my wet cunt, holding his cock at the base as he slides in, and then fucks me faster than I’ve ever seen him move. It’s like he thinks this is a dream and he wants to fuck me as hard as he can before he wakes up.

      But this isn’t a dream.

      It’s real, and it’s the best sex I’ve ever had. Phil rams into me so hard and fast I feel like I’m about to black out, but then I feel something unexpected.

      It seems that Darryl isn’t finished with me yet.

      He reaches below my ass and strokes a huge finger up and down my ass crack, spreading the cum that Phil’s displaced over my asshole, dipping his finger the tiniest bit inside each time.

      It’s a shock at first, but it doesn’t take me long to get used to it, even as he wriggles it in up to the first knuckle.

      ‘Have you ever taken it in the ass before?’ he asks, his posh accent at odds with the naughty glimmer in his eyes.

      ‘Yes,’ I squeak, ‘but nothing anywhere near as big as you.’

      Darryl grins. ‘There’s a first time for everything… right?’

      I gasp as I realise he’s serious. His cock’s fully hard again, and he jiggles it as he speaks. ‘Do you think you can take it?’

      At any other time, I would have said no. But today, I’m so wildly turned on, so ready for more, that all I can do is nod.

      Phil’s eyes expand again and I can see him thinking, Are you crazy?

      Maybe I am.

      I manoeuvre myself so one hip’s tilted up and somehow, clumsily, roll over Phil while he’s still inside me, exposing my lubricated ass to Darryl.

      ‘I’ll go slow,’ he promises, but I already know it’s going to be a tight squeeze, if I can even fit him in at all. My pussy’s one thing, but my ass? Even as he fingers it, probing the first inch with his finger, I can feel it clenching involuntarily, as if it knows what it’s in for and refuses to participate.

      That’s before I feel Darryl’s tongue probing my puckered entrance. I freeze, Phil’s cock still inside me—it’s the first time anyone’s ever licked me there, and it feels like nothing I’ve ever done before.

      But Darryl’s good at it, and patient, and I slowly feel myself opening up to him.

      This isn’t so bad, I think, as his tongue works its way inside me.

      ‘Are you okay?’ Phil asks, his breath hot on my cheek.

      I nod. ‘Just give me a moment…’

      Sure enough, my body relaxes, and it starts to feel nice. Really nice. The combination of Darryl’s tongue and Phil’s cock inside me at the same time is even better than everything else we’ve done so far. I begin to ride Phil again, arching my back and tilting my ass back to drive myself deeper down on Darryl’s tongue.

      He responds by licking faster and tunneling his tongue further inside my ass.

      And then, finally, when I can feel another orgasm forming, he pulls away.

      ‘What are you doing?’ I shout. ‘I was so close!’

      Darryl rubs his hand up and down his cock and kneels so I can feel its heat on my butt cheek.

      ‘Don’t you want more?’ he asks, and rubs it up and down my crack.

      ‘Yes…’ I admit, too turned on to say anything else, even though I still don’t think he’ll be able to fit inside my ass, especially with Phil still fucking my pussy.

      Darryl smiles that I’ll make it work smile, the one that makes me melt, and nudges the head of his cock between my ass cheeks, lining it up with my saliva and cum-covered hole.

      ‘Like this?’ he rasps, and my vision swims out of focus as he presses it against my clenched sphincter.

      ‘Yes,’ I pant, as he increases the pressure, straining his cock against my ass.

      When his mushroom head pops inside me, I yelp with surprise.

      ‘Did I hurt you?’ he asks, and stops moving entirely.

      ‘No,’ I say, pushing my ass back to encourage him to go further. ‘I just wasn’t expecting it to go inside me so quickly.’

      Darryl keeps sliding inside me, super slowly, like he’s afraid of hurting me.

      Phil, meanwhile, has frozen beneath me, and I can feel his heart hammering against my chest. He’s watching me, his amber eyes burrowing into mine while Darryl’s cock continues to burrow into my ass.

      ‘I can feel him,’ Phil pants. ‘I can feel his cock inside you.’

      I smile. I can feel them both too, separated by such a thin membrane it feels like they’re sliding against each other, fucking each other as much as they’re fucking me.

      ‘It’s amazing, isn’t it,’ I purr, and Phil nods.

      Their cocks move faster. Neither of them has as much control over their movements as they did when they were fucking me individually, but this is a thousand times better. Despite their short thrusts, knowing they’re both inside me at once almost turns me on as much as the sensations themselves.

      ‘I’m gonna come again,’ I pant, and they both speed up their movements, trying to fuck me harder as I grind my body over both of them, no longer caring about either of their pleasure.

      This moment is all about me.

      I grunt and yelp as my body spasms around them both, milking their cocks until they both explode inside me at the same time. Tidal waves of bliss roll over me and I feel like I’m floating, my body only anchored by those two cocks that shudder inside me as both of them empty their loads.

      I tremble as I come back to reality, my lips finding Phil’s, and his kiss is exactly what I need right now.

      Both guys’ cocks soften inside me and I gasp as they fall out of my ass and pussy, followed by a rush of hot cum that runs down my thighs as I kneel and blink repeatedly, trying to bring my heart rate down.

      ‘Wow,’ is all I can say right now. ‘Wow.’

      ‘A hundred percent,’ Phil says, as he squeezes a pearl of cum out from the tip of his cock.

      Darryl leans back on his hands, his chest heaving as though he’s just finished a long sprint. His cock’s softening too, but it’s still bigger than most fully-hard cocks I’ve seen.

      ‘Wanna do this again?’ he asks, and I’m about to blurt out ‘yes’ when I remember Phil.

      ‘Yes,’ Phil says, when I finally meet his eyes. ‘Yes we would.’
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        * * *

      

      The rest of the night might have been awkward with anyone else, but with Darryl, it felt natural. Like we’d known him our entire lives. We talked for ages and then drove home, Phil and I both feeling like we’d experienced something life-changing.

      And I suppose we had.

      True to his word, Darryl met us again and again, at first in the hotel and then in our apartment.

      When I realise I’m pregnant, I’m not sure who to tell first—I’m not even sure who the father might be.

      I tell Phil first, and my heart thumps the entire time. Will he be angry? But to my delight, he pulls me into his arms.

      ‘I love you, Caitlin,’ he says, ‘and I always have. I don’t care if this baby comes out black or white or green with orange polka-dots, nothing will ever change that.’

      ‘Really?’ I exclaim, and I know from Phil’s excited expression that he’s telling the truth.

      To my relief, Darryl has a similar reaction when I venture down to his apartment and tell him as my hands shake.

      My heart swells with pleasure, knowing that everything will be fine no matter what.

      ‘You know what,’ I say, an idea forming on my tongue as I say it. ‘I think we should all celebrate.’ I reach forward and grab his cock through his pants, closing my fist around it, hoping he’ll know what I mean.

      Darryl smiles.

      ‘I think we should.’
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      These twenty ladies are about to have all their fertile dreams come true!
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