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Meeting the Neighbors



Wendy and I were excited for the chance to finally meet more of our neighbors. A block party had been announced for the upcoming weekend, and we were finally settled enough to attend.



We had been in our place over six months, but had been just too busy to go out and actively meet neighbors. We only knew a few: Julia, our next-door neighbor that didn’t seem interested in any other humans; Don, a fellow that I met while trying to find golfing partners. He was nice, reserved and wimpy. His wife, Charity, was rarely around. She had a beautiful face, very petite, and conservatively dressed most of the time. Wendy met a few ladies walking around the block, but most seemed uninterested in meeting new people.



This would be our first chance to meet friends. I was interested because I wanted to see if the often mentioned rumors were true: were there swingers in our neighborhood? When the guys at my new job first found out about where I lived, they joked we must be the newest swingers there. Apparently our neighborhood had a reputation for loose family relationships. Unfortunately, I had met none of those people, although I saw a few women out and about that would definitely be high on my list.



When I told Wendy about it jokingly, she became very interested in the rumors. After a few scotch and tequila nights, we found we were both interested in some “frisky fun.” As much fun as it would be nailing a new woman, I was more interested in watching Wendy with another man. When I shared that with her, she was surprised, but a little nervous about whether she could “do it” while I watched.



We packed up our contribution to the block party pot luck: a pasta salad, and bottles of scotch and tequila, our favorite “looseners.” As we headed down to the designated cul-de-sac, I watched my wife, thinking that if swingers would be attracted to anyone, it would be her. She was wearing shorts to show off her pale freckled legs with a perfect shape. The shorts showed off her nice ass. The pale blouse that she had on perfectly highlighted her curly red hair that framed a beautiful face with sparkling blue eyes. Even after 12 years of marriage, she gave me a chubby.



When we arrived, there were a fair number of people there, but it was clear that they were in groups: the mommies and daddies with their kids, a cluster of quieter couples, drinking water and soda, and another group that laughed a little louder and were not afraid of the alcohol.



We dropped off our donation, which earned a wave from the “drinking group,” it was all beer and a bottle of rum. Our was the only substantial hard liquor, which was quickly "appreciated."



Wendy suggested we try the sober groups first, because she couldn’t last long without a drink in this group of people. We said hello to the mommy and daddy group, who greeted us stiffly. I could see the women giving Wendy the evil eye - probably because they had all fallen into their mommy lives, complete with shapeless clothes and kid-focused conversations.



I tried to strike up conversations with the men, but all they wanted to talk about was their kids’ sports while they drooled over my wife. I didn’t spot a single couple in the group that I would suspect as swingers, and frankly, wouldn’t want to swing with them.



It only took about 15 minutes before Wendy and I split from them and headed to the other couples. As we covered the distance, Wendy said softly, “Let’s not go back to them. Ever.”



I chuckled.



The group of couples drinking water and soda seemed a little more friendly, and were split into the men and women’s groups. Wendy seemed to be welcomed by the women. The guys all wanted to talk about sports after they spent 30 seconds trying to find out where I worked.



A few of them glanced at Wendy from time to time, but there didn’t seem to be any interest in talking about her. While they yammered on about whatever game was coming up, I watched the last group. They were definitely friendly, hands casually touching one another, their body language conveyed trust and comfort. I notice that the sole black man in the entire neighborhood seemed to be the most friendly and outgoing of the group. There was an Indian couple, well at least the husband was Indian. The woman was probably of mixed blood, but amazingly pretty. I was surprised to see Don and Charity with that group. Don was pretty reserved. Charity seemed to let her hair down, probably from the drink. She was laughing loudly and very animated. There were a few others hanging around drinking as well.



When there was a break in the sports talk, I asked casually, “What the deal with that bunch?” nodding subtly to the last group.



The men were careful not to look. “They’re an odd bunch.”



“They seem friendly enough.”



“Friendly is maybe the right word. Watch your wife around Kenny, the black guy. Word is that he has a horse's cock and has nailed several of the wives here,” one man said.



“And how do you know?” I asked, my eyebrow arched to show it was a joke.



He stuttered, “Not
 my
  wife!”



Another guy quickly shot, “As far as you know!” They all chuckled.



The first guy continued, “Rumor is that they are swingers.”



“Well, that doesn’t mean they have the plague. Besides, I golf with Don, and I doubt he knows what a dick is for.”



Two guys chuckled and one of them said, “That might be true.”



I continued, “If he did, he’d keep Charity chained to the bed.”



“Oooh, there’s a thought,” one of them said.



Well, at least they weren’t asexual.



As I watched the group, the black guy, Kenny, caught my eye then headed to the bar table. I saw him pour two drinks and start walking my way.



I said, “I think I’ll check them out.” I turned to the main talker and said, “And I’ll see if he nailed your wife.” They laughed again at that.



I met Kenny halfway to the group, and he held up the drinks, “Are you scotch or tequila?”



“Scotch.”



He handed me a cup and said, “I should have guessed. Tequila is for crazy girls, and you’ve got a redhead, the craziest.” He was very likeable.



“I’m Kenny,” he said.



“They told me.”



He glanced over and asked, “They worried I’ll steal their white women?”



I chuckled, “I told them you’d probably give them back.”



Kenny looked at me with an odd smile and said, “Eventually.” We both laughed.



As we approached the group, one guy who hadn’t noticed our approach was saying, “I bet that new redhead is a good ride.”



Kenny cleared his throat, and the guy turned to see us. He seemed embarrassed, but I quickly said, “As a matter of fact, she
 is
  a good ride.”



The group laughed, Charity the loudest. “I told them you were funny, Greg!” She was drunk, and very much not like the Charity that I knew from our brief past encounters.



Kenny nudged me and said, “Crazy girl drink.”



A pretty brunette with big breasts, stepped up and shook my hand, “I’m Anne. I belong to Kenny.” I would find out later that it was the literal truth.



She continued, “I don’t know if you want to advertise that your hottie is a good ride, or the men will want to take her for a spin.”



The way she looked at me, Kenny’s comment about returning the wives. My stomach jumped as I realized that
 these
  were the swingers. I wanted to let them know I was interested, so I said, “Well, as long as they bring her back with no scratches…”



“And fill up her tank!” cackled Charity. Don looked embarrassed. Charity was definitely a wild girl once the demon juice got into her. I looked at her with fresh eyes, wondering if
 she
  and Don were into swinging? Maybe he just liked to watch. Wow, this was mind-blowing.



Just then, Wendy joined us. Kenny handed her a tequila and said, “I’m Kenny, here’s your crazy girl tequila.”



Wendy gave him a funny look, “As long as it’s not boring. God, please tell me you guys are fun?” She slugged down her tequila, and Charity bounced over - sloshing a generous amount into Wendy’s cup.



Charity held up the bottle as if to cheer, and said, “Here’s to crazy girls!” and drank straight from the bottle. Wendy joined her, draining half of what was in her cup.



Wendy blinked and said, “Whew! I better slow down or the clothes are gonna fly off.”



Kenny looked at her, hungry, I thought, and asked, “Would that be so bad?”



Anne intervened, taking Wendy’s hand, “Honey, it’s not nice to hit on the drunk girls.” She led her away to talk.



Kenny and I and the other guys made small talk for a little while, then noticed that the rest of the neighbors had filtered away. The couples in our group said their goodbyes and also headed away.



Kenny and I were left alone as we watched Anne and Wendy walking our way. I didn’t want to let things drop cold, so I ventured, “Hey, maybe you and Anne and Wendy and I can hook up some time.” I don’t know why I used that phrase, perhaps it was a subconscious voicing of my thoughts.



Kemmy chuckled, “Hook up?” He shook my hand, “Sure. I’m sure the girls will talk and arrange something.”



When Anne and Wendy joined us, Anne gave me a hug, pressing her big breasts against my chest. I watched Wendy and Kenny hug, his big black frame crushing her against him. In my mind, I watched her lean up and kiss him as she spread her legs… I could feel myself getting hard.



***



Wendy and I walked home and talked. She was a little drunk, so a bit more open than usual. “Kenny is pretty handsome, isn’t he?”



“I guess. I’m not really into men, but rumor is that he has a horse cock.”



Wendy giggled, “I think I felt it when we hugged. It felt like a bit more than a neighborly hug.”



“Same with Anne. Those tits are big.”



“What are you thinking?” my wife prompted.



“I am certain they are swingers. Would you be interested if they invited us?”



“Sure. But are you OK that Kenny’s black?” she asked.



I laughed, “Holy fuck! That’s the fantasy! A big black cock impaling my pretty white wife? That would be the best!”



“Well, I think most women think about it, too. Let’s just see how things work out, OK? Let’s see if they really invite us to get together, or if it was a polite brush-off.” I couldn’t tell if she was really interested, or would decide if asked.









Dinner



The week after the picnic, I arrived home to find Wendy excited. “Anne just stopped by to invite us to dinner this Friday at their place!”



“Oh. Did she imply anything was going to happen?” I asked, excited and a little nervous about how things might go.



Wendy grinned, “She said they would like to meet us in a more intimate setting!” She was pacing with excitement. “Do you think this means they want to fuck? I’m not even sure if we want to do this? Do you?”



“I’m not sure it happens that way, but yes, I’m still sure. Really, I mostly want to see you with another guy. Kenny is a bonus: watching his big black cock going into your white body. That would be awesome.”



Wendy bit her lip, “Oooh, maybe. I’ve thought about it a lot.” She looked at me, embarrassed, “I mean, with you, you know. Is that strange?”



I laughed, “No. I hope you’re thinking about it. Don’t worry about me, I want you to enjoy it. I won’t be upset if you throw yourself one hundred percent into it.”



I touched her face gently, “I’ve imagined you kissing him and making out, not just fucking like animals. The kissing and making out actually makes me more jealous, but is extremely exciting. I kinda like the idea of him taking my place for a brief while, as long as I get you back.”



Wendy raised her eyebrows, “Wow. You
 have
  thought about this. What do you mean ‘
 take your place
 ’?”



“You know, you kiss him, wrap your legs around him as you fuck, completely give yourself to him without thinking about me.”



“Wow. I’ll think some more about that, OK. In the meantime, I’ll try to figure out what to wear. I guess lingerie is too informal?” she laughed.



“Maybe for our second date,” I grinned.



***



On Friday, we were dressed and ready 30 minutes early. I suggested we have a drink to calm our nerves, so I had a scotch and I poured Wendy tequila. She looked at me dubiously, “Are you sure? You know too much makes me crazy and horny.”



I laughed,
 “Isn’t
  that what we’re hoping for tonight?”



Wendy finished it quickly, but declined a second one, “If I have another, I might as well go change into lingerie.”



We laughed, then walked the three blocks to their house. I looked at my wife, admiring how pretty she was. She had selected a green sleeveless blouse with a deep cut collar that plunged low enough to show the swell of her modest breasts. The green accented her curly red hair perfectly it was her best color. She had on white loose legged pants that billowed, but hugged her ass tight. I couldn’t detect panty lines, so she was wearing a thong or commando.



I selected my usual boring khakis and button-down shirt. Wendy claimed the pants showed off my ass, but I doubted that was true. I didn’t work out or even do much activity besides golf. Luckily, golf was a common pastime in this neighborhood, and how I made the few friends that I had. Don was the one I was closest to, but he and his wife Charity were a bit too conservative for us.



We approached Kenny and Anne’s place - it was one of the largest houses in our neighborhood. I don’t really know architectural styles, but it had a large wrap-around covered porch, with several rockers and chairs for relaxing. It was one of the rare three-story buildings around.



Anne met us at the door. She wore a pair of tight black pants and a white top with a plunging neckline, accentuating her huge melons. She was definitely advertising her assets. Anne led us past a sitting room to a small barroom, where Kenny was ready with drinks. He was wearing a tight t-shirt that showed off his muscles and tight pants that were definitely selected to show off his bulge. I tried not to stare, but he was almost obscenely visible.



We took seats, Kenny and Anne maneuvering so that I was sitting next to Kenny in matching chairs, with Anne and Wendy together on a sofa. I saw Wendy staring at Kenny’s lap, so I -ventured a glance. His tight pants material hugged his cock, which ran down his leg. It looked like he had a cucumber in his pants! There was no way this was accidental, they intentionally set this up to advertise his meat to my wife.



Anne said, “Great timing, dinner will be ready in about 10 minutes.”



We chatted about the weather, the neighborhood, and our jobs until Anne said, “Time for dinner. Kenny, will you show the guests to their seats? I’ll bring out the food.”



Kenny sat next to Wendy, and I was seated next to Anne. I was nervous about how things might progress, and whether we’d talk about hooking up, or would it just happen naturally? The conversation wasn’t remotely sexual, so I had fleeting moments where I thought we had misread the offer.



During dinner, I noticed Kenny would occasionally touch Wendy’s shoulder while speaking with her, and he patted her leg under the table twice. Anne did the same to me. When we were most of the way through the meal, I watched Wendy reach over and touch Kenny’s leg under the table. I couldn’t see, but from the position of her arm, I was pretty sure that her hand had landed on his cock. Her expression made me certain, and Kenny grinned at her.



By the end of the meal, Wendy had touched him several times, and when Anne got up to refill our glasses, I noticed Wendy’s arm moving in a way that told me she was stroking him, just for a few seconds.



Wendy and I had mentioned how nice the house was a few times, so after dinner, Anne offered a tour. I chanced a glance when Kenny rose, and could see that his cock had grown quite a bit, probably from Wendy’s touch. I couldn’t believe that my wife was that forward, but the drink certainly helped to reduce her inhibitions.



The place was vast, with Kenny’s office on the second floor, and multiple bedrooms, all done up with king-sized beds. Kenny and Anne’s was at the back of the second floor. The third floor contained even more bedrooms, also with king beds. I mentioned it, and Anne said, “We like our family and friends to be comfortable when they stay with us.”



I noticed, as we moved through the house, that Kenny was “guiding” my wife by putting his hand on her ass to move her along. Wendy giggled a few times, and I thought I detected a squeeze or two. His dark skin against her white pants was a preview of what I hoped to see soon.



As we headed back downstairs, Wendy suddenly had an alarmed look on her face, and covered her mouth while she said, “bathroom.” Anne instantly knew, and guided her to the closest one. Shortly after the door shut, we could hear her retching.



Anne said, “Oh no. I hope it wasn’t dinner.”



“I doubt it. Dinner was excellent, and nothing that we don’t normally eat. The rest of us would be sick, too.”



Anne looked to Kenny and said, “Why don’t you clear the table, I’m sure Wendy doesn’t want to emerge to an audience.” I noticed her wink at Kenny, and he quickly headed downstairs. Anne guided me to a nearby bedroom, this time her hand was on my ass as she smiled.



She asked, “I noticed Kenny and Wendy getting a little handsy, are you upset?”



I couldn’t help but smile, “No, it’s fine.” She remained silent, so I filled the space, “It was actually a little exciting.”



Anne smiled, “You’re OK with another man touching your wife?”



“So far,” I said.



Anne took my hand and placed it on her ass, “Kenny’s OK with it, too.” She leaned closer and said, “And I’m OK with you touching me…” There was a brief pause, “anywhere.”



I squeezed her ass and felt a thrill touching another woman, another man’s wife! I thought she might lean in to kiss me, but at that moment the bathroom door opened and Wendy emerged, moving carefully, slowly.



Anne and I met her and she said, “Sorry. I’m a mess. I need to go home.”



Damn, I thought, but I also wanted to take care of Wendy. We all walked downstairs to the front door. “Sorry Anne, that was a splendid dinner.”



Wendy was already through the door and carefully descending the stairs.



Anne said, “I’ll tell Kenny goodbye for you.” I couldn’t help but look at her breasts, which were probably going to be mine tonight. She continued, “Maybe we have a re-do next week?” She gave me an undeniably sexy look as she said, “I hope you both
 come
  next Friday.” There was zero doubt about her meaning.



I replied, “I’d love to eat whatever you have, I’m certain Wendy will be open.” I know she understood. As much as I wanted to continue with her, I turned and hurried to join Wendy, who seemed to be moving better.



We were most of the way home when she finally spoke, “Damn. I fucked that up.”



“What? You were sick. We’ve already got an invitation for next week. Was it the food? Flu? What do you think?”



She turned to me and said, “Nerves. It was horny nerves.” She laughed, “I fucked it up because I was nervous about what happens next.”



I thought for a moment and said, “We can go back…”



“I’ve got barf breath, and got some on my shirt. I need to clean up, brush my teeth.”



“OK, we’ll get you to bed,” I offered.



She turned, her eyes bright, “Only so you can fuck me. I’m so wet, I’m sure I’ve soaked my pants. You need to fuck the shit out of me, OK?”



I chuckled, “Whoa, yes!”



We got her cleaned up, stripped of her top, which had a tiny spatter, and pants, which were indeed soaked in the crotch. She washed her face, brushed her teeth and gargled with mouthwash until she smelled like a spearmint factory.



She turned to me, a fierceness in her eyes and said, “Get that dick out and fuck me hard!”



Apparently I wasn’t fast enough, because her hands were all over me, pulling clothes off whether or not unfastened. She grabbed my erection and said, “Fucking get it in me!” She hadn’t been like this in years.



I pushed into her, feeling her heat engulf me. She was extremely wet, so I slid in with no resistance. “Yes! Fuck me K-, uh Greg!” She was imagining him!



“Close your eyes, imagine I’m Kenny. You can call me Kenny. Be his slut,” I coaxed.



She closed her eyes and wrapped her legs around me, pulling me tight. “Fuck me Kenny! Fuck my slutty pussy! It wants your dick.”



Whoa, this was great. I pumped her as hard as I could, imagining her laying under Kenny, his big black dick stretching her.



Almost immediately, she began an orgasm, “Ungh! Aargh!” I hung on as she bucked and moaned. Her eyes were still closed - she probably imagined Kenny.



After she calmed, I resumed my pace. I could feel my balls tingling as my orgasm rose, and Wendy could sense it. “Yeah, Kenny. Come inside me!”



Damn, I was close; I imagined his shaft throbbing as he got ready to fill her. I grunted and stiffened as I felt my balls exploding, “Yes, Kenny! Pour those black babies into me! Make me a whore for you!”



At the peak of my orgasm, my balls and cock tingling with release, Wendy came again, “Ungh! Aargh!” We rarely came together, and this was intense.



We collapsed next to one another, recovering. After a few minutes, I asked, “Did you put your hand on his cock under the table.”



Wendy giggled, “Yes! It is SO big.” She turned to look at me, “I don’t know if it will fit inside me.”



I chuckled, “I’m sure he’ll help stuff it inside you.”



“I dunno.”



“What? What’s not to know?” I asked. I felt a bit frustrated - was she backing out?



“Fantasy and teasing is one thing. Do you really want me to fuck another man?”



“Yes,” I answered too quickly.



“I’m not sure. It might mess us up.”



“It’s only sex,” I tried.



“Yeah, but still.” She could tell that I was frustrated. “Let’s see how Friday goes. I was pretty damned horny tonight, it’ll probably happen next time, too.”









Swap



We had great sex that week, fantasizing about her fucking Kenny, and twice about me and Anne.



When Friday arrived, we were pretty keyed up.



I dressed as usual, my wardrobe was basically all khakis and either polos or button-down shirts. Wendy was wearing a cute outfit, nothing overly sexual.



When I saw her I said, “That’s pretty. Not exactly ‘
 fuck me
 ’ outfit, though.”



Wendy rolled her eyes, “It’s a ‘
 lets see what happens
 ’ outfit. If it gets hot and heavy, he’ll just have to work for it.”



“OK, then.” I wondered if she was going to chicken out.



We walked to Kenny and Anne’s, and Anne met us at the door. She was wearing another ‘
 show off my tits
 ’ top and skin tight shorts. I wondered if I’d get to see those puppies in the flesh tonight.



She led us in, and it went like the last visit. Kenny was wearing pants that showed off his meat, and we had drinks before dinner. Wendy and I took the same seats as last time, without prompting from Kenny. I noticed him watching, and his smile when Wendy settled next to him. Her hand went immediately to his lap, and she smiled at me as she kept it there.



While Anne brought in the plates, I noticed Kenny’s hand moving gently in Wendy’s lap, while she kept looking forward. Her eyes were a little unfocused, so I assumed he was rubbing her. My cock was rock hard.



After putting out the food, Anne took her seat next to me, and reached over to grab my crotch. When she felt my erection, she turned and smiled at me, “Happy to visit again, I see.”



I looked over, and Wendy was studying her plate while Kenny’s hand was in her lap. Kenny was smiling while he watched Anne and I.



We stopped with the patty cakes long enough to finish dinner, then I excused myself to use the bathroom. Kenny rose and pulled out Wendy’s chair. I could see that his cock had grown harder and longer from Wendy’s attention.



Anne suggested we retire to the front sitting room.



When I returned from the bathroom, Anne intercepted me and said, “Why don’t we go for a walk? Maybe you could show me your house?” It felt like a signal that it was time to hook up. As we walked out the front door, I glimpsed Wendy and Kenny kissing. I was immediately hard, and my heart hammered as I wondered how far they would go.



Anne took my hand as we walked to our house, chatting about the neighborhood and a few of the neighbors. We were silent for a good part of the walk, as I thought about Wendy and Kenny kissing, wondering how far they’d go. I also glanced over at Anne a few times, wondering what she would be like to kiss, and whether those big breasts were real.



I opened the door for her and we entered, my nerves jangling, wondering what would happen with her, as well as what was happening with Wendy.



As turned back from closing the door, Anne’s lips met mine in an initial sweet kiss. My hand went to the back of her neck, gently pulling her close for another, and this time her tongue snaked into my mouth and mine into hers. We kissed for another full minute, as my other hand went to her hip.



When we broke the kiss, Anne asked, “Did you see Kenny and Wendy going at it when we left?”



“Yes.” I was rock hard, wondering where this would go.



“So fucking hot! I love to watch him take wives.” Anne said, before leaning in for another kiss. My hand moved from her hip up her side, under her shirt, to hold her breast. Her damned bra was so thick, I couldn’t reach her nipple. Anne’s tongue was going wild in my mouth, as she moaned.



After another extended kiss, I asked, “You guys are swingers?”



Anne looked at me with wild eyes, “Something like that.” She asked, “How far do you think your wife will go on the first date?”



“I dunno,” I said, trying to surreptitiously move my hand under her bra.



Anne laughed, then reached up, unfastened her bra, and pulled it through her shirt sleeves. “There, now you can get to second base. Do you think Kenny’s there yet?”



“God, I hope so,” I said as I felt her bare breast, her nipple hard as a rock. Her breast was also hard and lifted, definitely fake, but still so good!”



I felt Anne’s hand on my crotch, rubbing my hardness. “Will she let him? How far did you go on your first date with her?”



“Second base,” I said as I reached for her other breast. She leaned forward, kissing me while she rubbed my erection. We kissed another good long time, then broke off. Anne unbuttoned her blouse, showing off her bare breasts.



“God! They are awesome!” I said before I latched onto a nipple with my mouth. I sucked at her nipple while I massaged her breasts with my hand, causing her to moan.



“I bet Kenny’s sucking your wife’s tits, too! Think he is?”



I managed a muffled “Mmph” with her tit in my mouth.



“Yeah, I hope he is, too. Imagine his big lips sucking at her milky white skin. I bet she’s so wet! If she’s got her hands on him like I do, she’s gonna feel his enormous cock. I bet she won’t be able to resist.”



I pulled up for air, “Enormous cock?”



Anne nodded, “Yeah. Like a porn star big. And all dark and veiny. Think she’s playing with his cock now?”



I was breathing heavily, horny and frustrated and excited. As much as I wanted to lie to get into her pants, I said, “Probably not. She was interested in trying this, but I’m sure she won’t go all the way, as much as I want her to.”



“You want her to? You want her to let Kenny fuck her?”



“Yes,” I admitted.



She laughed, as she pulled her shirt closed, killing my chances at getting further. “You just want to get into my pants.”



“I desperately want to get into your pants! But I also want to see Wendy taking another cock. Now that you’ve told me, I really want to see a big fat cock pushing into her tight pussy.”



Anne finished buttoning her top, and said, “It’s great. I’ve watched Kenny with other women, and it’s amazing to watch his black monster pushing into a white wife. The women have no idea what they’re missing, and they go fucking wild.”



She put her hand on the door and said, “Let’s go back and check on things.” She added, “Maybe you’ll get to see Kenny dicking your wife!” That reduced my disappointment in not bedding Anne. I tried to calm my nerves and disappointment by remembering that we might have another date.



As we walked back, she held my hand and said, “I’ve seen you two taking walks together. You do that every night?”



“Yeah. It helps to connect and decompress before bed. Every night at 9:00, it’s peaceful, and there is something magical about walking in the dark between streetlights.”



Anne said, “That’s sweet.”



We walked for another couple of minutes before Anne said, “Sorry you didn’t score tonight, but I have a feeling you’ll be in my pants before long.” She reached over and patted my groin, “You may not be porn star size, but there’s something to be proud of in there!”



We turned the corner and saw Kenny and Wendy walking towards us. They were holding hands. I was going to release Anne’s, but then figured that we were both making out with the others, so what’s the harm?



As we approached, Wendy looked a little nervous. Anne was the first to say, “Well, funny seeing you here!”



Kenny answered, “Well, Wendy wanted to go home, and I didn’t want her to walk by herself.”



I tested the waters, “Did you kids have fun?”



Kenny laughed, “Oh yeah.”



Wendy simply said, “Yes.” Something was bothering her. I wonder if she was remorseful for making out. Things didn’t look so good for getting into Anne’s pants at the moment.



Anne went to Kenny’s side, and Wendy to mine, taking my hand tentatively.



“See you again soon,” Anne said as we parted, heading back to our respective homes.



I tried to kiss Wendy, but she put up her hand. I wanted until we turned the corner and were out of sight from Kenny and Anne before I asked, “Why no kiss? I saw you kissing Kenny, it’s OK.”



I tried to kiss her again, and she held up her hand. “What? What the fuck?” I asked, exasperated.



Wendy gave me a pleading look and said softly, “I’ve got cum breath! You don’t wanna kiss me.”



All the air left me as I looked at her, stunned. I was shocked and supremely excited at the same time.



“Kiss me anyway,” I said, as I gripped her arm.



“I’ve got cum everywhere,” she pleaded. She pointed to a couple of big stains on the front of her shirt, visible in the streetlight. “He came so much, I couldn’t swallow it all.”



Fuck! Fuck! “Fucking kiss me!” I said as I pulled her close, not tolerating her evasiveness. Our lips met, hers reluctantly and mine insistent. After a moment, she relaxed and my tongue entered her mouth, eager to kiss the lips and tongue that had been sucking another man’s cock - a big, black cock! I was so horny I was certain I would come in my pants.



When we broke the kiss, she was looking at me, a little stunned.



I grinned, “Fuck! You’re fucking amazing, you gorgeous thing!”



She relaxed and took my hand, laughing, “If I knew that was the reaction, I’d suck dick every day.”



“Black dick,” I corrected as we walked towards our home.



“So black,” she breathed. “And big.”



“Tell me”



“I could hardly get my mouth around it.” After a few more steps, she said, “Holy shit! I can’t believe I did that. I just blew our neighbor! Aren’t you mad?”



I chuckled “Holy shit, no! You are fucking amazing! We talked about doing it, but I wasn’t sure you were really going to try.”



“It just sort of happened. We were kissing, then his cock was out, and it was so big and heavy and tasty.” She looked at me and added, “And when he came, it was like a firehose!”



“Did you want to fuck him?” I pressed.



“Yes, and no. I was totally freaked out by what I had done. My pussy is dripping. I wanted to feel that monster inside of me.” She turned to me and said, “Walk faster. I wanna fuck.”



We got home and went at it like teenagers, not even making it to our room. We each had multiple orgasms, and finally collapsed on the sofa, sleeping there until the morning.



***



I woke to Wendy standing over me, a coffee cup and bra in her hand. “This is about 3 cups too large for me. It seems you and Anne had a good time as well. Did you fuck her?”



I grinned, reaching for the cup, which she pulled away, taunting me. “Did you fuck her?”



“No. I only got to second base.” Wendy handed me the cup. I continued, “When I told her I doubted you’d go beyond second base, she cut things off and we went back. Total blue balls.”



“Sorry baby, that you had to settle for me.”



“Stop that!” I swatted at her leg. “Settle? I got to kiss you after you had a big black cock in your mouth and got to fuck you when you were crazy horny. It was great.”



“So what now?” she asked.



“I dunno. I guess they might invite us over again?” I studied her, then asked, “Will you go all the way?”



“I’m not sure. But I guess I’m committed to blowjobs now. Is that OK?”



“Oh, God, yes. I want to see your lips wrapped around his black cock,” I groaned, turned on by the idea.



***



That weekend, we had sex several times, each of us excited by the Friday night festivities, as we called it. We talked about hooking up with Kenny and Anne again, and I shared how I wanted to see her go all the way with him, how sexy she would look as she spread her legs and took that big black cock inside of her.



Rather than push back, or object that Kenny and Anne weren’t swingers, Wendy was more thoughtful. To my mind, it was a matter of ‘when’, not ‘if’.



Monday night we went out for our usual pre-bedtime stroll. We both steered our way past Kenny and Anne’s, mentally reliving the excitement from the weekend. As we passed their house, we heard the front door open, and out stepped the couple. I wasn’t certain, but it was almost like they were waiting for us.



Anne waved, and we waited for them to join us.



“Out for a walk? Nice night for it,” Anne said. “Mind if we join you?”



Wendy answered, “Not at all.”



It happened so subtly that it was over by the time I noticed: Kenny took Wendy’s hand, and Anne took mine. Wendy and I dropped our grip, releasing each other to another partner. We were about 5 steps apart when I realized that Kenny and Wendy were headed the opposite way of Anne and me.



We walked in silence for a bit, then Anne said, “Thought we should give them some time.” My stomach churned and cock hardened as I imagined what they needed time for.



As we walked past our house, I asked, “So where do you want to go?”



Anne looked over at me and winked, “The pork.”



“You mean the park?”



Anne chuckled, “After dark, it’s definitely the pork. More porking than parking going on there.”



The community park was closed after dark, so it was a perfect place to sneak off to, as long as security or the police didn’t catch you.



She opened the gate - apparently we didn’t lock the place, and quietly moved out of the light across the lawn towards a little pavilion that held picnic tables. She steered me to the kids play set - a series of cubes and ladders and slides. It would be a perfect place to ‘pork’, I thought.



As we approached, she shushed me and pointed to the pavilion as we moved behind one of the kids' structures to watch. There were two figures making out in the pavilion, a large man seated on the table and a woman standing in front of him, kissing and groping. It took a moment to recognize my wife and Kenny!



The thought of porking Anne left my brain as I focused on watching my wife make out with Kenny. Anne pulled my hand, putting it under her shirt on her bare breast as she whispered, “Think she’ll go all the way?”



“I dunno, but I hope so,” I answered as I felt Anne’s hand slither into my pants, grasping my hard-on.



Anne giggled softly, “You’re excited,” as she stroked my cock inside my pants. “You want to see Kenny inside your wife.”



I slipped my hand out of her shirt and tried to push it down inside the front of her jeans, but they were so tight. Anne looked at me with a devilish grin and unsnapped her pants, letting my hand slide down, finding her wet slit.



“You’re excited, too.”



We watched as Wendy started pulling down Kenny’s sweatpants, and could see his cock spring free, even at this distance. I could hear Wendy’s giggle as she leaned forward and took him into her mouth. It was very hard to see details, but her head bobbing, and Kenny’s low rumbling voice told the story.



I could feel Anne stroking me, as I fingered her. She was getting wetter.



“She swallows, doesn’t she?” Anne commented, as her hand sped up on my cock.



“She couldn’t swallow all of it last time. She had cum all over her shirt.”



Anne glanced at me, and I added, “It was awesome!”



She turned back, and we watched my wife blowing Kenny as we each rubbed the other faster and harder.



Anne said, “She’s quite a dedicated cocksucker. It sounds like Kenny is enjoying it.” I couldn’t respond, as I felt my balls tingling, ready to release.



Just then, we heard Kenny bellow, “Fuck! Yes!” and watched him grab Wendy’s head with one hand as he reached for his cock with the other, obviously starting to cum. Anne stifled her groan, as she stiffened, then grabbed the play set, trying to keep her balance as her orgasm hit. My hand was trapped between her legs, and I felt a flood of her juices flowing as she orgasmed.



She finally recovered, and I retrieved my hand as she buttoned her jeans. She watched me lick my fingers, “You taste great.” Anne smiled and took my other hand, leading us back out of the park.



I looked for Wendy and Kenny, and they were already leaving out of the opposite entrance, faintly visible in the dark.



We walked back towards Kenny and Anne’s place, as I thought about what had happened. My cock was still painfully hard, but I finally got to see Wendy with another man, even if it was a hundred feet away.



When we were about halfway between their place and our, we saw them walking towards us. Anne paused and turned to me. She smiled and said, “Maybe we could have another walk in the ‘pork?’” She kissed me and said softly, “Hope there is porking the next time,” as she giggled.



We turned back to Wendy and Kenny as they caught up to us. Kenny dropped Wendy’s hand and held his out for Anne, who quickly reclaimed her man. Kenny said, “Nice night. See you later,” as he turned to go.



Only then did I notice Wendy looking at me with a guilty smile. Her face was spattered with cum, and there were streaks of it running down her chest and shirt. There was a big sloppy thread wetting her hair and running down the side of her face.



“Holy shit!” I said. “Did you get any in your mouth?”



Wendy grinned and nodded, “A little. We went to the park, and I blew him on a picnic table. I was shocked when he pulled out and started shooting on my face and chest. It was so demeaning and exciting all at once. I closed my eyes, and he shot jet after jet on me. I wanted to be covered in it!”



I remained quiet about watching them. I wanted to watch them again if it happened, and didn’t want to spook her. I examined her face and the splatter all down her neck and shirt. “You look amazing like that - so sexy and dirty.”



She took my hand and said, “And I wanted people to see when we walked back, but there was no one. Can we walk around the block? I want to do a slut walk, I want someone to see me!”



“I’m so horny, can we go home?”



Wendy turned to me and said, “Around the block, then I’ll fuck your dick off!”



She handed me her phone to take pictures, then we strolled around the block, lingering in the pools of streetlight, but no one was out that late.



When we got home, she made good on the fucking promise. I was so horny and hard, and she was exceptionally rough. I managed to hold off enough to pull out and cum on her face again, as she smiled and begged me to ‘paint her face’ with my cum. This was a new wilder Wendy than I had seen before.



***



We went out again Tuesday, hoping for another “chance encounter” with Kenny and Anne, but it didn’t materialize. We actually felt a little like losers because we walked past their house three times.



I noticed Wendy was wearing a skirt, a little unusual for our walks. I brought it up as we passed their house the first time. “Is the skirt for easy access?”



Wendy smiled and said, “Maybe.”



I handed her a tiny packet of lube I had brought along, “Might want this if he’s as big as you say.”



She chuckled as she tucked it away, “You really want me to do it, don’t you.”



“Oh, God, yes.”



“Any other advice you have for your wife to cheat on you?” she teased.



“I don’t think it’s cheating if I know.” As we continued walking, I said, “Don’t wear panties, either. You can just lift the skirt, and he’s in.”



She gave me a wink, “Already there. The night air feels strange to my naked pussy, but it’s so exciting!”



After aimlessly wandering for nearly an hour, we headed home. Our conversation about Kenny and Wendy had us sufficiently horny that we fucked ourselves to sleep as I described how exciting it would be to see her spreading for him.



***



Wednesday night we headed out for our evening stroll. I noticed Wendy was wearing a skirt again, and I opted to wear sweatpants for easier access with Anne.



As we turned down the sidewalk towards Kenny and Anne’s house, Wendy said, “Yes, I brought the lube.”



I chuckled, “I wasn’t gonna ask.”



“Yes, you were.”



We ran into Kenny and Anne about halfway to their house. They both smiled at us, all of us understanding what was to happen. Anne dropped Kenny’s hand as Wendy did mine. Anne simply said, “Swap?” as she took my hand and Kenny took my wife, we each turned and headed back the way we came.



As we walked, I asked, “Our house? Are they going to yours?”



Anne laughed, “So direct!” She turned and smiled, “The park. Kenny likes an audience.”



“He knows we’re watching?”



“Yeah, but he won’t tell Wendy. There are several lurkers in the park. The pavilion is the center stage. Probably a dozen neighbors have watched me and Kenny fuck there. I’ll show you.”



We made our way to the ‘pork,’ but went around the perimeter. There was a utility shed about 25 feet from the pavilion, and we could see a couple kissing in the shadows. Anne explained, “They’re here most nights. They make out until someone shows up, or they get bored. He likes to watch, and she blows him while he does. They live down on Elm.”



We continued around, and she pointed out a maintenance vehicle parked in the shadows about 50 feet from the pavilion. “The maintenance guy usually lurks in the cab, smoking cigarettes and waiting for someone to show. He whacks off a couple of times in a row - that steering wheel must be pretty sticky by now.”



We circled to the restrooms, the doorways’ black maws facing the table. “Hurry,” she urged, and we hustled into the women’s room, stopping just inside.



Anne whispered, “This is one of the best spots, but you’re trapped until they leave.” I looked up to see Kenny and Wendy walking towards the pavilion table. “You can see them perfectly, but we’re in the shadows, so don’t move or make noises.”



We watched as my wife, and Kenny embraced, kissing each other while their hands roamed. I could feel my hard-on waving free in the loose sweatpants, and slipped my hand into Anne’s pants, digging down until I could feel her wetness.



Her hand slipped into my pants grasping me as she whispered, “You love this, huh?”



I nodded, overwhelmed by watching my wife and feeling Anne’s hand on my cock.



Kenny unfastened Wendy’s top, pushing it open to reveal her breasts. I could hear him say, “Off,” and watched Wendy pull her shirt off, tossing it on the table so that she was topless.



Kenny said something else, and I watched my wife unfasten her skirt and toss it next to her top, leaving her wearing only her walking shoes. Kenny’s cock was already free from his pants, I’m not even sure how.



Anne whispered in my ear, “Watch how she surrenders to him.”



I watched Kenny pull Wendy to him, lifting her by her ass, depositing her on the cold table, a perfect height for his straining member. We watched Wendy tearing a packet, then working her hands up and down the length of his cock. I whispered, “Lube.”



Anne breathed, “Smart girl. She really wants it. See how she spreads her legs for him.” I was mesmerized seeing my wife's pale skin against Kenny’s darkness. It was almost a perfect metaphor for her purity about to be violated.



“Do you enjoy watching her with other men? Is Kenny her first black guy?”



“She’s never done this before. Black or white,” I said. It was hard to talk, my breathing was labored, my heart hammering in my chest. Admitting that this was her first time made the excitement even better.



Ann continued the blow-by-blow, “There it is, he’s pushing inside your wife, claiming her.” We could hear her moan from this distance.



“Hear how she moans? A signal that she wants more.” Anne sounded excited as she whispered, “Here it is! The moment that your wife gets blacked. Another man is claiming Wendy as his own. She’s got his black cock inside of her!”



I watched as Kenny pushed further into my wife, causing her to wail louder, and wrap her legs around him. She was grasping her breasts, tweaking her own nipples as her head slowly thrashed from side to side while she lay back on the table. Kenny continued to work his meat inside of her.



I saw motion, and could see the maintenance man in the truck, his arm moving rapidly as he watched the scene. Risking detection, I peered around and saw the couple beyond the shed openly standing and watching. My wife’s violation was on display for strangers, and all watching as another man took her pussy. There were two more men watching from the playground area. It was hard to determine if they were masturbating, but they were definitely watching the show. My wife was converting to a black man’s slut in front of a half-dozen witnesses. This couldn’t be more perfect, unless I were close up, watching her pussy open for him.



Anne whispered, “I doubt she can take him all, it takes practice, or a huge toy. Does she do that?”



I shook my head.



Anne whispered in awe, “He’s gonna shake her word, honey.” I felt her hand sliding up and down my shaft, but I was so intent on hearing every sound, watching every move, that I wasn’t ready yet to come.



I heard my wife cry out, “Stop! Too much,” and then watched Kenny pump in and out of her, drawing moans and cries of pleasure from her as her head thrashed left and right on the table, her breasts rocking with each thrust. She was grasping at the edges of the table as Kenny held her hips while he plowed away.



It was only a couple of minutes before I heard her telltale orgasm cries, “Ungh! Ungh! Aaarrgh!” her body bucking wildly. Kenny easily kept her pinned to the table. I noticed that the men at the playground had moved closer, as had the couple.



As she recovered, Kenny resumed his fucking, harder this time as Wendy cried out, “Yes! Fuck yes!”



Anne whispered into my ear, “I love watching him do this to wives. You can just tell when he has them converted to black cock.” She licked my ear as she jerked me, “Do you like that? Your wife’s a black cock slut now.”



“Yesss,” I whispered as I noticed Anne’s hand on my cock - my balls were getting ready to blow, but I tried to concentrate on Kenny and my wife.



Wendy was reaching her second orgasm, and just as she started coming, Kenny let out a loud growl as he stiffened.



Anne whispered eagerly, “That’s it! Kenny’s filling your bride with his cum! Your pretty little bride is full of black cum! How do you think her daddy would feel, seeing his little girl black bred?”



I couldn’t take it anymore, and groaned myself as I felt my balls erupt, filling my pants with cum and covering Anne’s hand.



Anne withdrew her hand and licked the semen off. “How’s that feel? Seeing your wife converted. You know she will always want Kenny’s big black cock from now on, right?”



“You really think so? It looked like great sex, but do you think she really converted?”



Anne said, “See if she’s in a hurry for your ‘walk’ tomorrow. I’ll bring Kenny out and we’ll see if she doesn’t rush to him.”



“OK, what do you want to bet?”



Anne laughed, “OK, then. Hmm, if she doesn’t rush to him, you get to fuck my ass.” I grinned at the idea. “But, if she rushes to him, you have to
 eat
  my ass.”



I laughed, “OK. But I win either way!”



Anne laughed as well, “So do it.”



I watched Kenny step back from Wendy, who gently rose from the table. She looked around, almost in a daze, and found her skirt and top. I watched her look at the voyeurs - she seemed unconcerned that she was standing naked in front of them. I doubt she noticed the maintenance guy in the truck, but the couple from the shed and the two guys from the playground were only 40 feet from her. The couple quietly clapped, and Wendy nodded to them as she put on her skirt. She waved at the pair of guys as she closed her top and took Kenny’s hand, exiting the park.



Anne and I were about to leave when a woman in a crop top and yoga shorts appeared at the doorway. She was cute, probably 10 years older than me, and she clearly worked out, from the muscles that she was displaying. She looked at Kenny and Wendy walking away, and saw us, then asked, “Did I miss the show?”



Anne chuckled, “Just missed it.”



“Shit!” she said. “I really wanted to get off.”



Anne said, “Don’t worry, there should be a show tomorrow.”



“You’re certain?”



“I guarantee it,” Anne said with confidence. I suddenly recognized her as our neighbor, Julia. She was hotter than I remembered, and I felt a chill run through me, worried about what would happen if she recognized me.



We headed back towards Kenny and Anne’s house. We had lingered too long, and encountered Wendy and Kenny as they were close to our house. Wendy was holding Kenny’s hand a little more possessively than usual, her arm intertwined with his. She seemed in a bit of a daze as we all met.



Kenny released her arm and held it out towards me as he said simply, “I’m done with her.”



Anne took Kenny’s arm and added, “For tonight.”



Kenny chuckled, “For tonight.”



Wendy looked at me sheepishly as I guided her into our house. I didn’t want to let her know we were watching, so I asked, “So? Did you go all the way?”



Wendy looked at me and said, “Yes. His dick is
 so
  big. It wouldn’t all fit. Thanks for the lube, I needed it.”



“Holy shit! You really fucked him?”



“Yeah, I just said I did. You fucked Anne, right?” she asked, still standing in a daze.



“No, just a hand job,” I said.



“What? That bitch.” She looked down at her legs and said, “I’d take care of you, but I’m a mess.” She moved one leg apart from the other and said, “He’s still running down my legs.”



It was more than I could take. I took her arm and hustled her to our sofa, pushing her back onto it. Her skirt rode up, exposing her sex. As I pushed down my sweats, I said, “I want that sloppy pussy right now.”



I stepped between her legs and said, “Spread those legs for me. Spread like you did for Kenny.”



Wendy’s eyes opened wide, she was surprised, and possibly turned on. She quickly parted her legs as wide as she could and said, “Like this?”



I knelt in front of her, aiming my erection for her slit. “Did you spread wide like that for him? For him to take you?”



Wendy finally snapped out of her trance and seemed to be into it, as she said, “Oh, yes, Baby. I spread SO wide for him. I wanted him inside me, filling me.”



I pushed into her, feeling her wetness and warmth. She was definitely sticky down the insides of her legs. “Oh God, I can feel his cum inside you. Did you beg him to cum inside you.”



“Oh, Baby. I begged. I wanted him to fuck me, to breed me. Isn’t that what you wanted? Me to be his little breeding bitch? His big cock was SO deep inside me! I came over and over before he emptied those big black balls inside me. I’m full of his black cum, Baby.”



Holy shit, she knew what to say! I groaned, my orgasm gripping me like never before, as I pumped my kids into her, mixing with Kenny’s. I stayed inside her, willing every last swimmer to invade her cheating vagina.



I pulled out, my cock making a slurping noise as it slid out of her overfull pussy. She was looking at me with a puzzled look.



I said, “Now you have the cum from two men inside of you. How’s it feel?”



Her face transformed to one of surprise as her hand moved to cover her opening. “Amazing. Fucking amazing.”



She sat up, and immediately regretted it as a flood of semen flowed out of her onto the sofa. “Well, gonna need to deep clean this weekend.” She looked up at me and said, “You really
 do
  like that? You like I fucked someone else?”



“Yes, duh. I’ve only told you 100 times.”



“I figured you’d regret it. Or freak out. Or something,” she said, as she used her skirt to wipe up the mess.



“How do
 you
  feel?”



She looked at me and thought, “Used.” She paused and added, “Just used. It is amazing! It was just sex for sex’s sake - fucking to get off. Doing it while married, cheating on you, made it hotter. Doing it in the park was fucking awesome!”



I didn’t let her know I knew about the park. “In the park?” I pretended to be surprised.



“On the table, same as before.” She stood, wiping at the goo running down her legs, then looked up at me and said, “People were watching us! It was a little creepy, but so fucking exciting! I was so intent on feeling him inside me, I didn’t care who was watching.”



She paused, then added, “I
 liked
  that people were watching. Watching me cheat, getting fucked in the park like a slut. I want him to fuck me in the park again!”



I smiled as I led her to the bedroom, “I guess we’ll be doing this again?”



Wendy said, “That bitch better give you more than a hand job!”



***



When I got home Thursday, Wendy was already excited and getting dressed for our adventure. I poured a scotch to soothe my nerves - tonight would be the first night I finally got to fuck Anne.



Wendy joined me in the living room. She was wearing a green dress, an asymmetrical number with one shoulder strap and the other bare. Green always set off her red hair and ivory skin.



“Wow, that’s hot. Isn't it a bit much for our nightly stroll?” She knew exactly what I meant. I could tell from her pointy nipples that she was braless.



She gave a turn and said, “I got it today - I was going for something practical.” She stood smiling in front of me, then reached up and made a small flick at her shoulder strap. The material fell to the floor so fast it looked like a magic trick. She stood naked in front of me, smiling at my surprised expression.



She knelt and pulled it back up, struggling for a moment with the fastener. She grumbled, “It’s designed to take off, not put back on.”



“I like it better off,” I said.



She gave me a smile and said, “And so will Kenny.”



We were nervous and actually got on each other's nerves while we waited for our usual time. I wore basketball shorts and slip-off shoes, which made me look ridiculous. Wendy convinced me it wouldn’t take any longer to pull off sweatpants and sneakers, and I wouldn’t be cold or look so dorky.



We headed out, and as we walked the sidewalk towards Kenny and Anne’s place, I said softly, “I can’t believe I’m bringing you to get fucked.” Wendy chuckled and said, “And I can’t believe you’re gonna fuck another woman.”



As we passed Kenny and Anne’s house, we slowed, thinking that they might join us. We continued past, both a little numb, thinking that maybe we misread the situation. Wendy asked, “Do you think they’re ditching us?”



“After last night’s fucking, there’s no way. Maybe they’re just nervous and late.”



We were about to round the corner to go back when we spotted Kenny, who walked up to us and said, “Good evening.”



“Hey Kenny, no Anne?” I asked.



Kenny smiled and said, “She had to work, sorry. But I’ll take the missus for a spin, if you don’t mind.”



He held out his hand. Wendy looked at me, confusion in her face. It wasn’t what she was expecting. I felt a little thrill, considering just giving her to Kenny with no reciprocity. To take and fuck.



I held her hand out and said, “Sure, take her for a spin.” As he reached his hand forward, I withheld hers. As he looked at me, I smiled and said, “But same rules as my car, bring her back full.”



Wendy gasped, but Kenny laughed, reaching forward and taking her hand. He nodded, “I will top her off. I’ll drop her at your house when I’m done with her.”



I saw Wendy look at me, seeming unsure. Her flared nostrils and rock hard nipples told her genuine feelings.



I watched them walk off towards the park. My wife never looked back at me, just hung onto Kenny’s arm.



I speed-walked the other way to the park, hoping to beat them there. I arrived before they did and did a quick survey of the park. Surprisingly, the same couple were by the shed. I assumed the maintenance guy was lurking in his truck, and there were now three men by the playground. They pretended to talk, but I could see that everyone was watching the pavilion, likely hoping for a show.



I quickly took a space where Anne and I had watched the previous day, in the darkness of the women’s restroom entrance. I could see two figures approaching from a distance, it had to be Kenny and Wendy.



“So, is there going to be a show tonight?” I heard from behind me, causing me to jump.



I turned, and there was Julia, hot as ever, in a tight top and yoga shorts, I imagined that if the lighting were better, I’d be able to see her nipples and camel toe.



“Yes, that’s why I’m here.”



“Where’s your girlfriend? She
 is
  your girlfriend, right?” She pressed.



“It’s kinda complicated.”



“Not that complicated. If you stick your dick into her, she’s your girlfriend,” she said bluntly.



“Well, not yet.”



“Hmm,” she said, as if passing judgement. We both turned to watch Kenny and Wendy approach the pavilion.



“So is Wendy cheating, or is this some kink? At least we know the rumors are true about Kenny’s cock.”



I whirled and looked at her.



She laughed quietly, “Yes, I know you. And her. I’ve lived two doors away for a couple of months. We’re all adults, your wife likes black cock, and so does my husband. So what?”



We turned back to watch Wendy and Kenny kissing. The lurkers moved closer. The three guys and the couple were about 30 feet from the table now. Wendy stepped back from Kenny, and did a slow turn, looking at her audience, then touched her shoulder and the dress vanished to the ground.



“Wow, nice trick,” Julia said.



Kenny stepped forward and grasped her shoulder, turning her as he nudged her towards the table. Wendy fell forward, her naked ass towards Kenny. He growled, “Spread,” as he pushed off his shorts, releasing his erection. Wendy leaned forward on the table, spreading her legs for him.



I watched Kenny grasp Wendy’s hips and push his cock against her. She cried out momentarily, then stifled her cry.



Julia asked, “Anal?”



“I hope not. With no lube, he’ll hurt her.”



I watched as Kenny worked his meat into my wife, moving his hips, pulling her against him, until it appeared he was all the way in. I was rubbing myself through my sweatpants, feeling my raging hard on as I watched my wife getting dicked by him a second time. This time was more animalistic.



Even Julia sensed it. I saw her hand moving inside her pants as she breathed, “He’s breeding her. Tell me she’s not on birth control, that would be amazing. Watching another man breed your wife.”



Julia was rubbing away, and stepped forward, watching my hand. “Pull it out and jerk off.” I must have given her a look, because she added, “Come on, I want to see you shoot your babies onto the ground while another man fills your wife. This is so cool!”



I looked at her and said, “Pull yours out then. I want to watch you rub off.”



We heard Wendy cry out, and both turned to watch her wail and jerk through an orgasm, while Kenny continued to pound her from behind. While we watched, Julia said softly, “You don’t want to see my old kitty, boy. I’ve gotta be 15 years older than you.”



“I do,” I said. “I’ve wanted to since we first moved in. I’ve wanted to nail you since then.”



She looked at me curiously.



 “Yes! Please pull down your pants and let me see.”



She looked dubious. I offered, “If you want, you can jerk my babies onto the ground while we watch Kenny breed my wife.”



Julia’s eyes got wide as she furiously rubbed herself, then suddenly stopped, pushing her pants to her knees. She was unshaved, and her bush was very full, but also wet. Her labia stuck out through the fuzz, engorged by her excitement.



It was like a sexual overload! I pulled my pants down and turned to her, as I stroked my hard-on.



Julia looked down and said, “Wow, you have nothing to be ashamed about.”



“You wanna kill my kids while Wendy gets bred?”



Julia reached for me with her free hand, still rubbing her muff. She started stroking me softly, then sped up the pace, as we watched Kenny thrusting into Wendy. I put my arm around Julia to maintain my balance, and could smell her hair, a faint flowery smell.



She was talking softly, “Come on Kenny, breed her. He’s gonna pump her full of that strong African seed, and we’re going to send yours to a useless death.”



Her hand sped up as Kenny groaned. I could feel my orgasm building as Kenny stiffened, pumping his balls into my wife. Julia took her hand from her pussy and massaged my balls as she continued to stroke me. I groaned softly as the first jet of cum shot across the floor.



Julia said, “That’s it, waste your seed in the dirt while a real man inseminates that pretty wife.” She was definitely into humiliation. She continued to stroke me, milking out more and more as she said, “Yeah, come on. Look at your baby makers dying in the dirt while Kenny’s are hunting your wife’s egg. Are you excited now, knowing he’s trying to knock her up? You want the better man to give her a baby, don’t you? A strong black baby in her belly.”



I was spent, my horniness dissipated as we watched Kenny pull out of Wendy. She finally stood up, her legs wobbly. Kenny pulled her close and kissed her, then pushed her back on the table, face up. He pulled her legs to his shoulders, and I saw he was still stiff!



Julia was back to rubbing herself as she watched Wendy moan when Kenny penetrated her again. The watchers had moved closer, perhaps 15 feet away. Close enough to watch details, far enough not to touch.



Julia absently pulled her hand from her pussy and gave it a shake. Her hand was tired. I took the opportunity to gently touch above her pubes, causing her to give me a sharp look. I said softly, “Let me do some, your hand is tired.”



She looked, considering, and I sweetened the pot, “Just think, all I get is to diddle your pussy while we watch Kenny take my wife and use her. You killed my babies, now make me your human vibrator.”



Julia hissed, “Yes! Do it.”



I needed no other words, as my hand slid down to her wet pubes. It felt funny; I hadn’t touched a hairy pussy since high school. Luckily, the hair didn’t change the way they worked or the sensitive spots. Julia didn’t know that I loved to explore and knew every inch of every girlfriend I’d ever had.



As my fingers traced her labia, I rubbed her clit lightly, teasingly. She drew in breath each time, but was focused on watching Kenny holding Wendy’s legs up, pounding into her. She said, “He’s pushing his cum deeper into her. Holding her legs like that lets all the sperm pool around her cervix. He definitely wants her to get pregnant.”



I rubbed her nub a little harder as I brought my other hand around and inserted two fingers, curling them up to find her g-spot. Julia’s head swiftly turned to me, her mouth open as she felt me hitting her most sensitive spots.



She wanted to talk, but only gurgled as I shifted position and drove my fingers deeper, rubbing her clit faster. Julia put her hands on my shoulders, holding her balance as I lifted her onto the counter and knelt in front of her.



I leaned forward, her musky scent driving me crazy, and ran my tongue up her slit to her nub, sucking at it as she groaned, gurgling again as she tried to form words. I was in full-on assault mode, determined to make her come. I felt her hands push at my forehead weekly as I sucked and bit and licked at her, my fingers playing an electric rhythm on her nerves. She started to stiffen and moan, and suddenly my face was drenched with a water hose of fluids. At first I thought we had broken the plumbing, then I realized the truth: she was a squirter!



It was insanely exciting and gross at the same time. I figured it meant she liked what I was doing, and it was how she orgasmed, so I kept at her, she softly said, “Careful,” before another groan, shudder and deluge across my face. I continued on, earning a third drenching, before she pushed me away and said, “Whoa. No more!”



Just then, Wendy started screaming “Fuck me! Fuck me! Ungh! Aaargh!” as she began orgasming. The creepers were just about to the table and Kenny was still pumping her. The only female, part of the couple by the shed, was closest, her face a foot from Kenny’s huge meat pummeling my wife. She was intently watching his cock go in and out of my wife.



Julia stood, pulling up her yoga pants, which were now soaked, and said, “Sorry, I…” She looked at me sternly and said, “I didn’t expect you to try that.” She reached up and touched my face, and my neck, which were dripping. She traced the line of fluid down my chest and shirt.



“I told you that you didn’t want my old clam,” she said defensively.



I smiled and kissed her forehead, “That was the most amazing thing! I’ll eat that old clam anytime you want, Julia.” She smiled sincerely, then turned quickly to watch as we heard Kenny bellow and stiffen, pumping his cum into my wife again.



He lay panting on her, as her arms were around his neck and legs weakly clamped around his. He stood back and pulled up his pants, saying “Let’s go.”



Wendy, visibly shaken and weak, slid off the table. She stood naked, scanning the ground for her dress. One creeper boldly bent and picked it up for her, handing it to her as she said, “Thanks.”



Kenny watched as she struggled to put on the garment, and did nothing as two of the creepers “helped” her, their hands more on her body than the dress. As Wendy struggled with the clasp, the others grew bold and I watched as four strangers groped her ass, breasts, and put their hands between her legs as she finally locked the clasp. She seemed unaware or uncaring of the groping. She turned and took Kenny’s hand and the helpers backed away - none of the audience were bold enough to cross that line.



I pulled up my pants and turned to Julia, “Thanks for the fun. Let me know if you ever want to give me a shower again, or more.”



Julia smiled and said, “Just showers, no more. Eatin’ ain’t cheatin’ but fucking is.”



“And hand jobs?” I asked playfully.



She smiled cruelly. “That was murder. I loved hearing your children dying in the dirt while your wife was being bred.” She winked, “Hope to see you again.”



I hurried back to the house, eager to see Wendy. I thought my lust would be diminished after the hand job, but it was just as sharp, probably from the oral sex and watching Kenny fuck her again.



I was excited about the fun with Julia, but I was pretty sure she was a little too intense for me. At least I finally got into her pants, I thought with a laugh.



I got home and quickly washed my face, then changed my shirt to get rid of Julia’s fluids. I hurried because I expected them back right after me. After 15 minutes went by, I grabbed my phone to track her location.



I saw a bunch of doorbell camera notices, and also that she was listed at home. As I checked the doorbell camera, the doorbell went off. I rushed to the door, thinking I must have locked it accidentally, and Wendy was locked out.



As I pulled the door open, Kenny was turning away, and Wendy was on her knees on the front mat. Kenny chuckled, “I just topped her off for you,” as he walked away.



I looked down, and Wendy was looking up at me, her face spattered in cum! She gave me a weak smile, “I love when he does that.”



I helped her to her feet. I had to admit that there was something exciting about seeing her coated with another man’s cum. “So, tell me. His house, or the park again.”



She said, “The park. I asked for it. I enjoyed being watched.”



Wendy turned to me and said excitedly, “There were more watchers, and they got SO close.” Her breathing quickened and nostrils flared as she added, “He let them
 touch
  me! It was so dirty and exciting!”



“
 He
  let you? Isn't it your body?”



“You don’t understand. It’s like being under a spell with him. He could do anything to me.”



“Anything?” I wondered how far she would go.



“I dunno,” she looked a little confused. “I mean, it’s hard to describe. I’m just in a total sexual fog, like I'm alone with him in the world.”



“You forgot about me, too?” I asked. I didn’t mean to sound whiney, because I didn’t mean it that way. It was exciting, and scary, and I wanted to see how far she would push limits.



She shrugged apologetically, then said, “We’ll make sure Anne is there next time.”



***



Friday arrived, and I was hoping for an invitation to dinner with Kenny and Anne, so I could watch Wendy closer. I wanted to be
 right there
  to see her taking that black dick.



I got home and Wendy confirmed she hadn’t heard anything either. We finished a light dinner, and she said, “Maybe the park is
 our thing
 . You know, how we hook up?”



“Maybe,” I agreed reluctantly. “I was just hoping to see you and him together.”



Wendy kissed me, “You will, eventually. Let’s just see how this goes, you and Anne and me and Kenny.” She pretended a hard look and said, “And that chick better give you pussy tonight!”



I laughed and said, “No matter how good hers is, it’s not nearly as good as your sloppy seconds.”



My wife smiled and said, “I’m not certain that's true, but I’m all yours after Kenny.”



As our walking time approached, I changed into sweats then went downstairs and got a scotch, pouring out a double tequila for Wendy. I knew she was relaxed, even wild, after some tequila.



Wendy came down just before our time, and she was wearing a long belted sweater, the kind that ties around the middle. It covered her down to the knees, showing her bare legs down to sneakers. It was an unusual choice, but no more so than the dress she wore yesterday.



I handed her the tequila, which she sipped, “Trying to get me drunk?”



I grinned, “I want you to be wild.”



She laughed, “I don’t know if it can get wilder than what we’re doing now, but OK.”



“What’s with the sweater, too cold for you?”



“Yeah, that, too.” She unbelted it and opened the flaps, showing that she was stark naked under it.



“Wow.”



“Yeah,” she grinned, clearly excited. “I got naked in the park last time, and it was SO exciting, with everyone watching. This will be quick to remove.” She finished the tequila and said, “I hope there are watchers again tonight!”



As we started the walk, Wendy asked, “What if Anne bails again tonight? Do we, um, do you go home alone? It seems unfair.”



“What do you think?”



My wife turned to look at me and said, “I want you to give me to him.”



“What?”



She became more animated. “Last night, when you handed me to him and said ‘fill her up’ or whatever?” She paused, then said, “It did something. I
 became
  his. My husband had given me to another man, and I was his to use. That’s why I let others touch me. You gave me away to be used.”



She was all worked up, and being open. I could only say, “Wow.”



Wendy met my eyes and said, “Do it again. Give me away. Even if Anne is there.”



As we approached their house, Kenny came out alone again. I could see the outline of his meat swinging in his loose sweatpants as he approached us.



Wendy asked, “Is Anne coming?”



Kenny chuckled, “Not tonight, but
 you
  will be.”



Kenny turned to me and asked, “You gonna give me your wife?” He smiled and said, “I promise to fill her up again.”



Wendy looked at me, and I saw the concern in her face. I wasn’t sure if it was because I would be solo again, or if she was worried that I’d back out.



I held her hand out and said, “Sure, she’s yours. How you brought her back last night was perfect.”



Kenny took her hand and pulled her close for a kiss. I watched their tongues dueling, then he pulled her face close and shoved his tongue into her mouth. It was like he was fucking her mouth with his tongue. His hands were on her ass, holding her close.



When they broke the kiss, he took her hand, looked at me and laughed, “You said she’s mine.”



I watched as they turned and walked away, arm-in-arm. This is not what I expected when I wanted to swing or see Wendy with other people. I expected to be
 right there
 , watching her like she was a porn star. This ‘voyeur from a distance’ wasn’t what I had counted on.



I turned around and headed towards the park, hoping to get the close viewing spot again. I wondered if Julia would be there, and would be frisky for some fun. It was very difficult trying to watch my wife and eat Julia at the same time, so I was hoping for silent viewing time so that I could listen to Wendy orgasming and Kenny’s groans as he pumped her full of cum.



As I breezed past our house, I glanced at the front door out of habit. We never left it open, and rarely had packages delivered this late, but like I said, it was a habit.



No packages, but it took a few steps to process that there was a woman standing at the front door. I stopped and turned, slowly approaching the door. It wasn’t exactly a woman; she looked like a hooker: fishnet stockings, heels. She was wearing a skirt that was barely wider than a belt - I was certain that if I bent to tie my shoes, I could see her whole undercarriage. Her big boobs were on full display, held up by a string bikini top that was barely big enough to cover her nipples. As I got closer, I could see huge hoop earrings glittering as she stepped out of the entrance shadows. She was in the wrong neighborhood, for sure.



As she stepped forward to approach me, I stopped dead in my tracks. It was Anne!



“Holy Shit! Fuck me!” I said when I saw her.



She giggled, saying, “That’s the point.”



“What… What.. are you doing here? I thought Kenny said you weren’t coming.”



She giggled again, “Damn! I hope he’s wrong.” I laughed at how quick she was on the double entendre.



“Your wife made it clear to Kenny that she expected me to quote ‘give up the pussy’ to you pretty damned soon, or Kenny wouldn’t be getting any more of hers,” she said, stepping forward and putting her hand on my arm.



She looked around and said, “Think the neighbors are wondering if you hired some whore because Wendy is fucking Kenny?” She bit her lip mischievously and said, “Maybe you should hand me some money.”



I laughed, excited by how she looked and having her this close. “I’d be happy to, but I doubt you fuck for money.”



Anne gave me an intense look and said, “I
 absolutely
  fuck for money. But Kenny says you get it for free. He said that I should take you ‘around the world’ and leave your balls aching.”



“Holy shit. ‘
 Around the world?
 ’”



Anne tilted her head and said, “Such a baby. It means all my holes: mouth, pussy, ass.”



I was surprised that she was this open, and excited at the possibilities. “I assume, in that order, right?”



Anne gave me a devilish smile, and kissed my lips, “Any order you like. I do ass-to-mouth, pussy-to-mouth, and will even eat your ass. Welcome to the freak train, Greg.”



I put my hand on her ass, as a test, and she didn’t flinch. I guided her into the door and said, “My God, you look hot dressed as a hooker.”



Anne giggled, “Maybe I
 am
  a hooker. You still want me?”



I pulled her close, and we kissed. “I’d want you even more.”



“Oh?”



I searched for the clasp on her skirt, but she pushed my hands away and sat back on the sofa, showing that she had no panties, “Easy access. Why would you want me more?” she persisted.



I leaned down in front of her, which seemed to surprise her, and gave her labia a lick. “All those cocks. All those cocks inside of you - dozens of them.”



“Uh!” She moaned as I continued running my tongue over her, “Yes, all those men! Hundreds of cocks pushed into me, opening me up, sliding in and out, getting ready to cum in me, just a paid-for cunt.”



I slid a finger inside of her, curling to feel her g-spot. She surprised me by gasping and bucking, apparently having an orgasm, “Fuuuuuck!!!” I waited for her to calm down, and resumed, as she said, “Your turn.”



I pulled away in time to say, “Oh no, I’m not done tasting you.” I increased my efforts on her g-spot while I teased her clit, circling with my tongue and occasionally licking it as I rimmed her labia, imagining all the black meat that had spread her while they fucked. I hadn’t even attached her clit with any force, and she began coming again!



I loved the smell and taste of her. Hell, I loved
 any
 pussy, but hers was especially fun. After that orgasm, I went for her clit, sucking it as I slipped a second finger in to help the first on my internal assault. She came again immediately.



I grew obsessed with making her come, and she didn’t protest. I don’t know how long I kept at it, but I know she orgasmed at least eight times. My fingers and tongue were sore, and face coated in her juices when the doorbell went off.



Anne looked up, slightly dazed, then said, “Fuck. It’s them.” She looked at me and said, “And I didn’t give up my pussy!”



I laughed, “Uh, sure you did. Where has my face been this whole time?”



Anne looked dubious, “You’re not trading for my pussy, are you?”



“What do you mean?”



Anne sat up and said, “You just want your wife to be blacked. You get off on giving her away.”



I grinned and said, “Your pussy is a great bonus.”



She persisted, “You’d give her to Kenny even if I wasn’t available, right? You did the other night.”



“Yes,” I answered honestly. “But you’re not backing out, are you?”



“Fuck! The way you eat pussy? I don’t think I’ve
 ever
  had that many orgasms in a row. I’m not sure I can walk straight. Black guys rarely eat pussy.”



At that point, we heard the front door open, so we stood and turned in that direction. Wendy entered the room, her sweater jacket wide open, showing her nakedness. Anne said, “I’d better go,” and took a few wobbly steps towards the door.



Wendy noticed, and cocked an eyebrow, saying “You stud!” as Anne exited. I stepped closer to Wendy and noticed that her face and chest were coated in slime, her hair had a couple of clumps of goop in it and her eyebrows were sticky. She was coated in cum!



“Holy shit!” I said, examining the mess. “How many times did he cum on you?”



Wendy grinned, “None. He let the watchers jerk off on me. It was fucking amazing! I just knelt there, naked, and six or seven, maybe eight guys, stood around me, jerking their dicks. Whenever they got ready to cum, they’d step close and ‘blurp!’ shoot their wad on me. Some guys were good for three or four squirts before they ran out. Feeling their hot cum hit my face was fucking unbelievable!”



She leaned forward and said, “I could feel Kenny’s cum leaking out of me while the others jerked onto me. I nearly passed out from excitement. Wanna lick me clean?”



“Um, no thanks. Sloppy seconds are one thing, but cum eating is a hard no.”



Wendy laughed, then bent over the sofa and said, “Sloppy thirds. Kenny came twice.”



It took me less than two minutes to add my cum to his.



***



We woke up to Wendy's period. It was a little earlier than usual, so ruined our plans for a Saturday night hookup. She was clearly upset, so we went shopping to get her out of her funk.



As we were cruising the aisles at the grocery store, we ran into Anne. She was dressed in a thin t-shirt, braless, with her nipples on display. Her short shorts showed off her legs and nearly bare feet, wearing just flip-flops.



As we approached her, I playfully said, “I think I’ve found what I want for dinner!”



Anne giggled, and Wendy added, “Don’t turn that down, honey. This guy has a magic mouth.”



Anne smiled and said, “I will add that to the top of my list. See you tonight?” she asked.



Wendy grumbled, “Aunt Flow. Maybe Wednesday?”



Anne looked sympathetic. “Get the Depo shot. No babies or periods for three months. Best medical magic ever. Except for vasectomies.” Both women laughed.



“Are you going for a walk tonight?” I boldly asked.



Anne raised an eyebrow, “Really? You told me you preferred to give your wife to Kenny. I’m just something to do while you wait.”



“Um,” I wasn’t sure how to answer that.



She let me off the hook, “I’m working tonight, anyway. See you Wednesday. Maybe dinner on Friday at our place?”



We both jumped, “Sure.”



Anne said, “Remember, Depo shot. No down time.” She leaned closer and whispered loud enough for both of us to hear, “Black dick
 every
  day of the month.”



As she walked away, Wendy looked at me. “I’m going to the gyno on Monday, so you can
 give me to Kenny
  every day.” I couldn’t tell if she was excited or upset.



***



Later that weekend, Wendy cornered me, “Did I understand Anne correctly? Did you tell her you’d rather give me to Kenny than fuck her?”



“Um, well not exactly like that,” I still couldn’t tell if I was getting ambushed. She was pretty casual about it.



“But it’s true, right? If you had a choice, you’d give me to Kenny rather than fuck Anne?”



“Yes,” I said. I felt I had to justify it, “I enjoy getting your sloppy seconds.”



My wife studied me for a bit before she said, “For the record, I
 want
  you to give me to Kenny. I like the girl I become with him - totally uninhibited with sex. I like how he controls me, what he makes me do. I mean, shit! Sex in public. Letting strangers cum all over me.” She leaned closer and said, “Give me to Kenny all you want. I’ll be the perfect slut.”



Well, fuck. There it was. And I was excited.



***



On Monday Wendy arrived home late, and kissed me as she said, “Well, went to the doctor. I can’t believe I didn’t do this earlier.”



“Well?” I asked.



She pointed to her arm, “Once every three months. I’m protected starting tomorrow, and should have no more periods after this one.” She looked at me and said, “You can give me to Kenny every day from now on.”



***



Wednesday night we were both extra horny. We had been forced to abstain because of her period, but I didn’t even jerk off. I wanted my orgasm to be intense, to flood Anne with my pent up semen.



Wendy was wearing her short skirt and top. She had rolled up the waist on the skirt so that it barely covered her pussy - her ass cheeks hung out a little. It was very sexy! I wore loose sweats for quick access. All we could talk about was me giving Wendy to Kenny.



We barely turned the corner on the sidewalk when we ran into Kenny, solo. I was upset, but not overly so, because I figured Anne was lurking somewhere. Kenny smiled, “Well what a surprise! You have something for me?”



Wendy looked at me expectantly, so I replied, “Yes, as a matter of fact. You can have my wife. She’s been out of service for a few days, but I figure you can loosen her up.”



Kenny took her hand and chuckled, “Oh, I’ll definitely loosen her up. I'll bring her back when I’m done with her.”



‘When I’m done with her’
  - I think it was meant to be insulting, but it turned me on immensely. I gave my wife away to be
 blacked
 , as Anne called it. Go on Kenny, stretch her out and fill her up. Make my wife a slut, buddy.



I headed around to the park and paused at our house in case Anne was waiting there. Perhaps she was at the park, she knew where I usually watched. I hurried, to beat Kenny and Wendy, and made it to the restroom viewing area.



I spotted the other lurkers, all waiting for the main show. Ten minutes went by, and no sighting. Twenty passed. I checked and the couple by the shed were busy - she was on her knees sucking her husband or boyfriend off. I watched until he gripped her head, groaning as he shot his load down her throat. They left after that.



After thirty minutes, I knew they would not show up at the park. I headed home, with neither Anne nor a show as reward. I hurried my pace, in case Anne was late and sitting at our house, but there was no one as I approached, then entered our empty house.



I poured myself a scotch and settled in to wait. I had drifted off to sleep, and woke with a start when the door opened. I checked the clock - it was after midnight!



I went to the door to meet her, and was surprised to find her naked!



“Where are your clothes?” I asked.



Her cheeks were flushed, and she was breathing quickly, probably from excitement. “At Kenny’s.”



“You walked her like that?”



“Yes! Well, Kenny walked me,” she said, excitedly.



“Three blocks. You walked three blocks naked?”



Wendy’s eyes were wide, “No. We went the long way, through the park! I’ve been out there for like a half hour! Three of the neighbors saw me and one car swerved and tagged the curb. Fuck! I can’t believe I did that! Fuck!” She was beyond excited.



She seemed finally to focus on me, “Fuck me! Fuck me RIGHT NOW!” she said as she jumped onto the sofa, legs and arms spread for action.



It didn’t take me five minutes to finish.



As we lay there, Wendy said, “I told you, he makes me a different girl.” After a pause, she said, “He said he wants to be our Bull, to own me.”



“Oh? Own you?” My stomach churned at the outrageous request.



“Well, we’d still be married. He’d just have unlimited access to my body.” She took my hand and placed it on her wet pussy, “Just think, black dick every day.” Her eyes met mine, “I’d be a black cock slut just like you want.”



“You’re already a black cock slut,” I chuckled.



“True.”



We washed and headed to bed. I couldn’t get the term “Bull” out of my head, nor forget the way Wendy said “own me.”









Giving Her Away



Thursday was a rainout, so we had to wait until Friday dinner for our next fun.



Friday night I arrived home, eager for our dinner with Kenny and Anne. I hoped that we’d all hook up again, maybe this time I could watch Wendy with Kenny.



When I went to the bedroom to change, Wendy was primping in front of the mirror. She looked so hot! She was wearing a skin-tight red dress and heels. Her lips were painted red and her fingernails as well. She screamed sex.



I walked up behind her and kissed her neck, “God you look hot! Is this new?”



Wendy said, “Yes. I picked it out for Kenny. I mean for tonight.”



I chuckled, “That’s OK if you picked it out for him. Although I don’t think you’ll be wearing it the whole night.”



Wendy giggled and said, “I hope not.” She pulled at the fabric and said, “I wish I had a seamless bra. The straps show right through this and ruin the lines.”



“So don’t wear a bra.”



“Really? I’m not sure,” she kept fussing.



“Baby, you won’t be wearing clothes at some point, a bra won’t make any difference. Plus, it’ll be easier to get naked. Lose the panties, too.” I lied, “I can see the lines from the back.”



She huffed in exasperation, then stripped and took off her panties and bra, pulling on the dress over her naked figure. I had a hard time getting changed with my erection building while I watched her get dressed.



She watched me finish dressing, “I can’t believe we’re doing this.”



“What? Going to dinner.”



She huffed, “Getting dressed up just to fuck.”



“Would you rather just go fuck?”



Wendy looked at me for a moment, then said, “It would be simpler.”



I stopped, guessing at what she was thinking. “You mean it would be simpler if
 you
  just went over to fuck?” She just looked at me, not responding. “Are you thinking about having him bull you?”



“Be my bull,” she corrected. “Like a farm, with cows. I’d be one of his cows and he could just fuck me whenever he wants.”



“Is that what you want?” I asked, my erection annoyingly persistent.



“It’s not what
 I
  want, it should be what
 we
  want,” she said, unconvincingly.



“Would you be able to do that? Just go fuck on demand?”



She answered too quickly, “Yes.”



I finished buttoning my shirt and said, “Let’s see how tonight goes, OK?”



“Sure,” she said. I think she was disappointed that we ended without a resolution.



***



As we walked to Kenny and Anne’s, I watched my wife, screaming red dress and heels. She was excited, I could tell by the hard nipples poking through her dress.



“Hey, do you think we could watch each other tonight?” I asked.



Wendy looked at me and said, “Really?”



“Yeah! It would be amazing to watch you!”



“Watch me fuck another guy? You’d want to see that?” she seemed surprised, even when I’d told her 100 times.



“Yeah, the whole thing. It’d be so sexy, watching you spread your legs for him, kissing him and watching his cock go inside you.”



“Oh, um, OK. I guess we’ll ask and see.”



We walked a little further, and she said, “I just thought you enjoyed knowing that I was making love while you were.”



Making love
 . That hurt my gut.



“No, I really want to watch.”



“OK.” The conversation ended as we turned up Kenny’s walk.



***



Anne answered the door, dressed casually. She saw Wendy and said, “Wow. Kenny’s gonna tear you up, girl.” She turned to me, kissed my cheek and said, “Your wife’s gonna be ruined, Greg.”



I kissed her back and said, “As long as I can watch.”



Anne smiled brightly at my comment and led us inside. Dinner was fairly simple, with Kenny sitting next to Wendy, and I was next to Anne. I could see Wendy’s hands active under the table, and Kenny casually had his arm around her several times, and touched her arm and thighs gently, like they were lovers. I guess they were.



Anne asked Kenny to help her clear the dishes, and they disappeared into the kitchen for a few minutes. It was clearly one of those “we should talk” moves.



While they were gone, I asked Wendy, “How’s it going?”



Wendy’s nipples had been hard and on display all night from excitement. She breathed, “I’m so wet, I'm leaking. Let’s get to the fucking part.”



After a moment, she asked, “Are you ready for Anne?" It was clearly an afterthought. She only wanted Kenny between her legs.



“Actually, I really want to watch you and Kenny,” I said. The conversation stopped there when Kenny and Anne returned.



Anne said, “I think maybe we should retire to the bedroom. What do you think?”



Wendy didn’t hesitate - she took Kenny’s hand, and they headed upstairs. Anne took my arm and held it, saying, “Wait.” It was clear she wanted to talk.



She waited until our spouses were up the stairs, when she said, “I assume you and Wendy talk?”



“Sure. About this? Everything’s cool. I’m gonna get to see her with Kenny, right?”



Anne nodded, “Sure. That’s good that you want to watch. Most husbands get freaked out and bail, or try to get assertive. But that’s not the question.”



“What is?” I felt a little nervous about the direction of this conversion.



“Did Wendy talk about Kenny being her Bull?”



“Yeah. I don’t think we reached an agreement. She wants to, but I’m not sure exactly what it means. It means he gets to fuck her whenever he wants?”



“Not exactly,” Anne answered. “He certainly fucks her whenever he wants.” I grinned at the thought. “It’s because being a Bull means he owns her body. She’s still your love, your wife. Her heart is yours, but you two agree Kenny owns her body and can do anything with her.”



I thought about it as Anne watched me carefully. “Do I get to watch?” I asked.



Anne smiled softly, “Sometimes. Sometimes he’ll take her to bed without you. Often overnight, sometimes for longer. But Kenny likes to assert himself, so you’ll watch them occasionally when he wants you to see that she’s his.”



My stomach lurched, thinking about it. It actually felt exciting to think of her going to his place just to fuck, and coming back used. I looked at Anne, her reddish-blonde curly hair, her nice tits, and those lips. “Is it like swinging? Do I get you?”



Anne laughed lightly, “Sure. I’m free to use when Kenny doesn’t need me. But Kenny is bull to a couple of wives, so their husbands get free use as well. I won’t always be available. Frankly, you’ll be jerking off alone a lot, thinking about her and Kenny, or watching videos of them. He likes to record his whores.”



“Whore. Is that what she is for a Bull?” I asked. What a crude, powerful word.



“Basically. What are you thinking?”



“I love the idea of her taking his big black dick all the time. I’m not so in love with being alone, but I guess she’ll still be getting dicked. And there’s you,” I said, as I put my hand on her hip.



“Free use,” she whispered in my ear.



“So how does this work?” I asked.



Anne said, “If you’re really sure, then we can do it tonight. Wendy is excited, she just wanted you to be on board. When we go upstairs, you just give your wife to Kenny. I’ll walk you through it. Once you say that she’s his… she’s his. They’ll take it seriously, and you can only have her when Kenny isn’t using her.” She looked me in the eye, “Yes, using her. Your wife will be a set of holes for him, but they are his holes. Are you still OK?”



“And you’re free to use?”



Anne giggled, “All holes, all the time. Unless I’m busy.”



***



Anne led him to their bedroom, where Kenny sat on the bed, stark naked, and Wendy, also naked, was kneeling on the floor, sucking Kenny’s cock. I stopped short, stunned and excited by the scene. There was my wife, white as snow, Kenny’s big dark cock slipped into her mouth, which was stretched wide around his enormous girth. Her diamond ring, the symbol of our marriage, sparked on her hand, pressed against another man’s cock. I could feel my erection straining with excitement.



It was a minute before Wendy noticed us. She pulled Kenny's cock from her mouth and held it up, saying, “See what I mean?” Now that it was free from her mouth, I could see that it was probably ten inches long, definitely as wide as her arm, with a flared head at the top. Kenny was shaved, which probably contributed to the visual size of him.



Anne said softly, “He’s ready.”



Wendy looked at her and said, “Really? Oh, thank you for talking to him.”



Anne said, “He made his own mind up.”



My stomach rolled, realizing that Wendy wanted this so much that she enlisted Anne to help convince me.



Kenny stood, his monster meat waving, and told Wendy, “Get on the bed.”



My wife scrambled up and lay back, her legs spread and ready. I loved seeing her tight white ass, but it looked even more amazing compared to Kenny’s black skin.



I looked to Anne, and she said, “Go spread your wife’s legs for him. Hold them open so Kenny has access to your wife’s most private area.”



“Should I get undressed?”



“No, clothes are fine. This is for her and him,” Anne said, as she walked towards the bed. She intercepted me before I got to the bed and whispered into my ear. “Hold her legs wide, and tell Kenny that your wife’s body is his, that you give her to him to use. She’ll be his once he claims her with his cum.”



This felt weird, but I was so high on sexual excitement that I moved like in a trance. I climbed onto the bed while both Kenny and my wife watched. As I reached for her ankle, Wendy said softly, “I’m ready, baby.”



I took one ankle, then the other, as she lifted her legs to help me, and held them wide and back. Her pussy was open, labia slightly parted to show the wet pinkness inside.



I felt a little sick as I addressed Kenny, “Here she is. I freely give you Wendy to use whenever you like. You can be her Bull, own her body and use her hard.” I wasn’t sure of the words, but Kenny gave me a huge predatory smile.



He looked down at my wife and asked, “Do you agree? Do you want to be owned by me?”



Wendy was panting, almost like she was about to orgasm. She said, “Yes, please. Own me.”



Kenny leaned forward, pushing his cockhead against her opening as he said, “Now to seal the deal.”



I watched my wife’s pussy lips part to take in the flared head of his black meat. This was just like the porn movies, only more exciting because it was in real life, with my actual wife.



I watched, mesmerized, as his veiny meat pushed into her slowly, inch by inch. Her labia parted and eventually stretched tight, admitting his dark invader. Kenny paused and looked at me, “See how she wants it? This girl was made for black cock.”



“Oh God, she is,” I breathed.



As he continued to work his monster into her, Wendy moaned and bucked slightly. Inch by inch slid into her. As he hit some resistance, I asked, “Can you get that whole thing inside her?”



Kenny looked up, a cruel smile on his face, “Not yet. But she’ll change to take it. I’ll rearrange her. She’ll never be the same.”



My cock twitched at the idea, and my stomach churned thinking about him “rearranging” her insides.



He stopped with a couple more inches to go, then said, “Here we go, baby.” as he started thrusting into her. He pulled out, then pushed in, each time stopping two inches shy, obviously he was hitting the back of her vagina.



Wendy whimpered and moaned, begging him, “Yes.” “Fuck me” “Deeper” “Oh God, Kenny, Pleeease!”



It only took a couple of minutes for her to orgasm, a screaming, moaning show that nearly made me come. I had to release her ankles; she was thrashing so wildly. As she recovered, she wrapped her legs around Kenny’s thighs, working to pull him inside of her. Her arms went around his neck and she kissed him. It was a passionate, lip crushing, tongue thrusting kiss. That was more obscene than watching them fuck.



I stepped back, my part complete, and watched as Kenny thrust into her. I thought he might break the bed with the force of fucking. Wendy moaned, “Take me Kenny. Take me!” They kissed again, and it was all I could do not to come. “Make me yours, own me, Kenny.” She never even looked at me.



After another couple of minutes, Kenny quickened his pace, grunting and swearing loudly before he stiffened, his ass cheeks gently pulsing, as he filled my wife with his cum. Wendy started orgasming as soon as Kenny did. Their combined orgasm was something to watch - Kenny filling my wife, and her eagerly accepting his seed. It was better, more raw, than any of my fantasies.



When they finished, basking in the afterglow, Kenny said, “I own you now, you’re marked with my seed.”



Wendy kissed him and said, “You do.”



Kenny turned to me and said, “Your wife is mine now. You can go.”



I was stunned to be dismissed like this. I realized this is what giving her away meant. Anne grabbed my arm and pulled me out of the room. “Let’s go to your place and give them space.”



I followed her out of the house and down the street to my house, my brain still stunned from what had happened. I wanted to go back and watch it again. I wanted to see Wendy impaled and pumped full of cum again and again.



When we arrived at our house, Anne led me up to the bedroom and immediately started stripping. “Come on, big boy. Time for the grudge fuck.”



She helped peel my clothing off as she taunted me, telling me how my wife was Kenny’s little whore for the night, and that I should use her like Kenny was using my wife.



Between her dirty taunting talk, and the memories of Kenny’s enormous dick spreading and creaming my wife, I was only intent on one thing - getting off and fucking the brains out of Anne. My normal care for my partner’s needs had disappeared, replaced by pure animal lust.



I don’t remember a lot from that night, but I fell asleep satisfied, holding Anne tight to me, trying to ignore that Wendy was still with Kenny.



***



The next morning, I woke up to an empty bed. Anne was gone, but Wendy was still with Kenny! I was at first a little concerned, then became supremely horny, imagining that she had slept in his bed, and he probably fucked her all night, and was possibly fucking her this morning. She was being the slut that I dreamed of!



I went downstairs to get coffee and found Anne in the kitchen. She was sitting naked at the table, sipping coffee.



“Wow, what a great breakfast treat!” I said, as she turned to watch me.



“Am I a treat?” she laughed.



“Get on the table and see how fast I eat your treat, gorgeous.”



She giggled and moved onto the table, spreading her legs. Her shaved pussy, with those hanging labia, was staring me in the face as I took the seat she had just vacated.



“You sure you want to go down on that? I’ve had miles of black cock in there,” she still seemed to think it mattered.



I laughed as I gave her fold a lick, “I want to go down on you
 because
  you’ve had miles of black cock inside you. I love imagining your pretty pussy wrapped around black meat, pumping you hard.”



She moaned as my tongue slid inside of her, then out and circled her clit. “Um, you want to eat all that black cum out of me?”



I pulled back and looked at her, “No, not really. I just love the way your pussy looks and tastes. I love knowing you’ve been taking a huge black cock inside of you.”



I resumed feasting on her pussy. She tasted different from Wendy, but still intoxicating. I loved the way she moaned whenever I licked her just the right way. As I slid a finger inside of her to stroke her g-spot, she gasped, “Dozens. Dozens of black cocks! Kenny shares me with his friends!”



I pulled back again, but kept my finger inside of her, wiggling and stroking the rough spot inside her where her g-spot was. I loved seeing her eyes roll or hear her gasp, when I got it right.



“Kenny shares you?”



She bit her lip, “Kenny doesn’t care who else is using the pussies he owns, as long as he is the Alpha.”



“He owns?” I asked. I had a sinking feeling in my stomach as I thought about last night.



“Yeah,” Anne said, as she tried to hump against my hand. “He owns a few white wives. Your wife included, now. No more talking until you get me off!”



That was good. I didn’t know what to say, anyway. I thought about Kenny “owning” my wife, and what that would mean. I fingered and licked Anne to an orgasm, and was so turned on by her screams, that I kept at it, bringing her to another, then a third. She lay panting on the table as I went and made coffee.



When I turned back to her, she was watching me, a satisfied smile on her face. I sat back in her seat, and placed my coffee to the side, then leaned forward and kissed her pussy flaps, “I love your pussy.”



She said softly, “Some guys call it roast beef and won’t go down on me.”



I chuckled, “They don’t know what they’re missing. You are beautiful.”



“I guess you’re gonna love your wife when Kenny brings her back. That pussy will have some major black miles in it,” she said, her legs still spread for me.



I laughed, “God, I hope so.” I looked at her inviting sex, “I’d go down on you some more, but I’ve gotta save my tongue for her.”



“Mmm, do it some more. She won’t be back until tomorrow, maybe.”



“What?” I was surprised, and got excited.



“Kenny keeps his newly owned wives for the first weekend at least, to break them in.”



“Oh?”



Anne grew a smile and said, “He’ll be popping blue pills, not because he needs them, but so he can stay hard all weekend. Wendy will have his cock inside of her nearly every minute of this weekend. She won’t be the same after he’s done training her.”



As I processed things, she said, “Now get over here and go down on me.” She grinned and said, “You make me come like that again, and I may never leave. I’ll give up my black only vow for you, Mr. Magic Tongue.”



I wasn’t lying about loving that floppy pussy. I made it my mission to make her come, and she tasted so good as her fluids gushed each time. I imagined all the black penises that had stretched her and knew that one of them was doing the same to my wife. It was all I could do to keep from orgasming myself as I hung on to Anne while she screamed and bucked. I got her off at least three times, the last run was a very long orgasm, or multiples crashing into one another.



Finally she pushed me away, “No! No more! Oh dear God, please, please!”



I crawled up to her face, my cheeks and lips coated with her juices, and kissed her. “You OK?”



She was panting as she looked at me, “Oh dear God. You with your tongue is like Kenny with his cock. There is no stopping either of you.”



“Kenny’s like that?” I asked, thinking about Wendy.



Anne knew. She looked at me and said, “He’s ruining your wife, you know. That enormous cock is stretching her, rearranging her insides.” She saw how hard my erection was and started stroking it.



As she crawled on top of me, straddling my hard-on, she said, “And he never pulls out. Your little bride probably has eight loads of Kenny’s sperm inside of her now.” I felt her warmth engulf me as she lowered onto my throbbing cock. “She’ll have so much cum inside her she’ll squelch when she sits down.”



I felt Anne’s hot insides gripping me as she slid completely down. “Oh, fuck! Don’t pull out, OK?”



I nodded as she started riding me. She leaned down and kissed me as I felt her breasts against my chest. I gripped her firm ass, holding her as she rose and settled repeatedly on my stiff dick. I could smell her tasty pussy as she began leaking on me while her breathing quickened, ready for another orgasm.



She broke our kiss and whispered into my ear, “The last white guy inside me was my husband! This feels SO dirty!”



“Kenny’s not your husband? I asked, trying to hold off on the orgasm that was ready to hit me.



“No,” she hissed into my ear, “I’m still married, but not to Kenny. Kenny owns me like he owns your wife.” She couldn’t hold off anymore, and started moaning, then screaming as her body bucked and convulsed.



“
 Like he owns your wife,
 ” drove me over the edge, and I hung on to Anne while my balls pumped out what felt like a gallon of cum into her. I felt some animalistic revenge - filling his wife with jizz while he drowned mine with his. Holy shit, this was some
 other
  guy’s wife I was soiling!



She collapsed onto me and we lay there recovering. Eventually, I asked, “So where’s your husband?”



“I dunno,” she said. “We started like you and Wendy. You know, tried swinging, but ended up in a threesome, well more like my husband watched while Kenny fucked the shit out of me. After that, he didn’t want to do it anymore, but I kept seeing Kenny. Eventually he caught me and Kenny and a couple of Kenny’s friends going at it, then stormed out.”



She laughed, “It was one of my best orgasms, my husband watching me with two black cocks fucking me. I didn’t care about him anymore, I just wanted to be dicked.”



“Yeah,” she continued, “I’m probably a terrible person, but my husband started it. Anyway, it all worked out.”



“So now you live with Kenny?” I prompted.



“Yeah. He likes variety, and I help him. Our kinks work together - he likes married white women, and I enjoy seeing them ruined. Most are cheating on their husbands, but some, like you and Wendy, are voyeur, or cuckold, or hotwife couples.”



She looked at me and said matter-of-factly, “So Kenny keeps me around, and I feed him a steady diet of slut wives to ruin.”



I kissed her and said, “You’re perfect.”



She seemed surprised, “Really?”



I kissed her again, and said, “You’re gorgeous, and your pussy is so delicious, and used!”



She laughed as we got off the table. “You’re so different. The other husbands are crying, or begging to see their wives, or talking about how they can’t wait to eat Kenny’s cum out of their slut wives. You act like I’m a new girlfriend and seem OK with your wife being fucked to death by a big black dick, treated like a whore.”



I took my seat and sipped my coffee, then asked, “If Kenny returns her on Sunday, will you stay until then?”



As she tried to take a seat, I patted the table in front of me. “Sit here, I want easy access to that awesome snapper.”



Anne giggled, “OK. Well, normally I’d go back to watch the destruction. He always wants them alone so he can convert them, but I like to watch.” She tilted her head a little and said, “But I think I’d like to stay here with you until he brings her back, OK?”









Bull



Wendy returned late Sunday night, her hair a tangled mess, makeup gone, and dress wrinkled and stained. She was barefoot, and definitely seemed… different.



She walked into the living room and said, “Hey, hubby!” in a taunting, sexy voice. She’d never called me that before.



“I’m back from getting blacked! Did you miss me? Did that slut Anne suck the memory of me outta your balls?”



I was shocked. This was nothing like her. “I...”



“That’s OK,” she said as she sauntered over to stand in front of me. “There’s no way whatever you did can compete with the dicking that Kenny gave me. Pull your cock out, I want you to see something.”



I was sitting in my boxers, so my growing hard on was easily released. I wondered if she would compare us, or try to humiliate me.



She held out a crusty part of her dress and said, “We used my new dress to clean any cum that leaked out of me.” She smiled and said, “And there was a lot.”



She turned to display all the many spatters and stains on her dress. “See? Decorated with billions of Kenny’s kids.”



When she finished her turn and faced me, she pulled off her dress and said, “And there are billions more
 inside
  me.”



As she climbed onto the sofa, her knees on either side of me, ready to sit on my enraged cock, she said, “He came a lot, and was hard all weekend.” She put her arms around my neck and spoke into my ear, “Does that turn you on? Knowing that we were fucking all weekend. I hardly slept and the only thing I had to eat or drink was cum. I was a total black cock slut, just like you wanted.”



She lowered down onto me, and I felt her warm pussy sliding over my cock. It may have been my imagination, but she felt looser, and was definitely soaked. “Oh, wow!” she moaned, “You feel so different! It actually feels kinda good, not getting stuffed full of dick.”



She leaned back as she began to gently ride me, “Can you feel his cum inside me? He filled me just before I walked home. You’re fucking his babies deeper inside me, hubby.”



She kissed me, and I could feel my balls boiling, ready to orgasm. She said into my ear, “I hope you like it, I’ll be doing this a lot.”



She could tell from my breathing that I was ready to come, so she rode me faster, “That’s it, Greg, come for me! Fill me up! I want two men’s cum in my whore pussy. Do it!”



As I felt myself release, Wendy started screaming through an orgasm as well. I hung on to her, feeling her gripping and releasing my cock as I spurted into her. It was one of the best orgasms I could remember.



We clung to one another until we recovered, then she gently rose off of me as she slipped a hand over her opening, catching the liquids. She held her wet hand up with a smile and said, “Wow. Cum from two men inside me! Now I know why girls like gangbangs!” I felt my cock twitch as I realized that her wedding ring was now coated with cum from Kenny and me.



We went upstairs and showered together while she described all the things that she and Kenny did together. By the time we got to bed, I was hard and ready. She told me she was worn out and needed to sleep. Before I could object, she was already out cold.



***



Our life definitely changed after that. Wendy started dressing sexier, going shopping with Anne to pick out clothing that barely covered her. She wore it all the time after work, and all weekend. She drew stares from the men and women, but didn’t seem to care. Wendy was summoned to Kenny’s nearly every night, and insisted that I walk her over to present her to our “Bull.”



I felt certain that any of the neighbors that watched for a little while could figure out what was going on - I was giving my wife to the black man. Unfortunately, Anne was not available very often, so I usually went home and jerked off. Wendy stayed over most of the nights, or returned home in the middle of the night, sometimes clothed, sometimes not.



I mentioned it would be fun to watch her and Kenny again some time, and I guess she mentioned it to him. The next night, the doorbell rang, and when I answered it, Kenny was standing there.



“Hi Kenny,” I said, wondering what debauchery was about to happen.



“Get my slut,” he said as he walked in.



“Wendy!” I called, “Kenny’s here.”



We walked into the living room as I asked, “Want something to drink?”



He ignored me, looking at the stairs and the kitchen doorway, waiting for Wendy. She rushed in from the kitchen, her eyes bright and a big smile on her face. “Hey, Baby!” she said as she greeted him with a kiss. I felt a stab of jealousy, then realized this is exactly what I wanted.



Kenny said, “Strip. Bend over the chair.”



Wendy paused for just a second, “Oh!” then peeled off her clothes and bent over as Kenny dropped his pants.



“Come here,” he said to me. I slowly approached, “You wanted to watch us fuck, so here it is.” I watched from a foot away as he pressed his massive cockhead past Wendy’s pussy lips and inside her. He grabbed her hips as he pushed his entire length into her.



“See? She can take it all now. I told you I’d change her. She’s no longer yours, she’s just my slut, my whore to use.”



“Isn’t that right, Wendy?” he asked.



“Yes,” my wife moaned. “Just your whore.”



Kenny looked at me and said, “Give me her wedding ring,” as he continued to pump his meat into Wendy. I paused only a moment, then moved in front of her, watching her face displaying her pleasure, her eyes rolling with each thrust. I took her hand and slipped off the ring as she watched me, a smile on her face.



I returned to Kenny’s side, watching the white froth form around his cock as Wendy screamed out her first orgasm. Kenny held out his hand, and I placed her ring there, wondering what he was doing.



He said simply, “Yours, too.”



I felt there was some symbolism going on, and was intrigued as I wrestled mine off and placed it next to Wendy’s in his palm.



Kenny went back to fucking Wendy harder, working towards his own orgasm. I watched as her pussy lips clung to his thick meat, as if it didn’t want him to pull out. Wendy continued her moans of pleasure as the black man pumped into her.



Before long, Kenny groaned, his ass twitching as he pumped my wife full of semen. Rather than remain inside of her, he pulled out his meat before he was finished, and held it with his left hand, letting it drool cum onto our rings in the palm of his other hand. He then took both rings and pushed them into Wendy’s gaping pussy.



He made sure I was watching as he placed his cock back into her and pushed slowly, driving our rings deep inside of Wendy. As he bottomed out, he said, “There. The symbols of your union are smothered in my cum, just like your relationship. Your marriage comes second to my needs. You wife is my whore to use when and how I like, and you are in it with her. Keep her healthy and available, and I’ll keep sending her back. Any static, and I keep her, got it?”



“Uh,” I started, unsure how to answer that.



“Say yes, dammit!” Wendy moaned from her prone position. “Yes, we agree! You own me, Kenny! Fucking cum on our rings whenever you like! Come in me whenever you like!”



“Yes,” I mumbled, trying to figure this game out.



He said, “I don’t fuck on demand. When I want you to see my whore being fucked, I’ll arrange it. But she’s my cunt now, you gave her to me. I call the shots.”



I tried to break the tension, “I hope most of them are inside of her,” I chuckled.



“They probably will be, but the little slut likes her face painted, too.”



He looked at Wendy’s drooling pussy and said, “She says you like sloppy seconds. Here you go, hot from my balls.” He pulled up his pants and left.



Wendy started to get up, and I slapped her ass, “Stay. I want that sloppy pussy!”



She was so wet and loose; it was perfect! I tried to last as long as possible, but only made it about 5 minutes before I was bathing our rings in more cum.











Sharing



One Friday I arrived home from work, wondering what fun the weekend had in store for us. When I arrived home, Wendy was dressed in what could be best described as hooker clothes. She had an extremely short skirt, a bikini top with triangles that barely covered her nipples, fishnet stockings that ran up above her knee, and tall plastic platform shoes, exactly like strippers wear. I noticed she had on large hoop earrings and bright red lipstick.



Wow, this was gonna be a great roleplay night! “Working?” I laughed, as I pulled her close.



She smiled and said, “Going to Kenny’s,” as she wriggled out of my grip.



“Oh,” I said, a little deflated. I guess it would be another chance to see her being stretched by his enormous cock. It wasn’t as great as getting laid, but it was high on my list of favorites. “I’ll get changed. I guess I’m watching?”



Wendy looked at me nervously, “Not tonight, no. He’s invited some friends over.” She left the remaining explanation hanging.



“Are you going to…” I started.



Wendy raised what little there was of the skirt to show her shaved pussy and lack of panties. “Easy access.”



“He’s just giving you… You’re gonna fuck?” I tried to get a full sentence out but my brain wouldn’t cooperate.



“Yeah,” she breathed. “He didn’t say exactly, but he said he wanted me to have some fun with his friends.”



“And you’re gonna do it?”



She said timidly, “I have to. He’s my bull.” As I objected, she cut me off, “I want to.” She leaned towards me and looked me in the eye with an intensity that I hadn’t seen in a while. “I’m nervous and a little scared, but I really want to do this.” She looked from eye to eye as she said, “Two strangers. Two cocks I won’t see until I’m committed. In my mouth,” she kissed me. “In my pussy. Two men I’ve never met pumping their sperm into my womb as I beg them to fuck me!”



She was nearly hyperventilating from excitement. She gave me a sexy look as she added, “And I’ll come back to you after two black strangers fuck me until their balls are empty.”



She headed for the door, then I asked, “What if he’s got a dozen guys there to pull a train on you?”



My wife turned to me and said, “If my bull says so, then I will.” She stared at me, measuring my response.



I simply said, “Good girl,” and watched her walk to the unknown. I looked out the window as she made her way down the street. My stomach fluttered as I thought about what the other neighbors would say, about my black cock slut wife, and her wimp husband who let her be Kenny’s cum sponge.



***



No matter how I tried to distract myself, I couldn’t stop thinking about Wendy at Kenny’s, particularly him “giving her” to his friends! Around 9:00 I took a walk around the neighborhood, knowing full well it was to see if I could glimpse my wife at Kenny’s.



It was a cool night, just cool enough to help my raging hard-on to soften and cool off my heated temperament. I walked past Kenny’s, keeping to the opposite side of the street. There was some deep thrumming music emanating from his place, and I saw that there were three cars, besides Kenny’s, parked in the driveway and street. I couldn’t see anything through the windows, but didn’t want to be obvious. I made a couple of passes by, and was considering crossing the street to get closer when I heard, “You know Kenny?”



I turned to find a tall, gorgeous woman with dark eyes smiling at me. She had olive-colored skin, and nice B-cup breasts. For a cool night, she was wearing a short skirt, showing off her long legs. I had seen her around the neighborhood but never talked. In fact, I was nervous to approach her; I was always awkward with beautiful women.



“Yeah, um. We met him a little while ago.” I couldn’t stop staring at her.



She nodded, then said, “I’m Maya. I think we’ll be friends.”



“Oh, OK.” I wondered how she could reach that judgement so soon.



She nodded towards Kenny’s, “Looks like he’s having some friends over.”



“Yeah.”



“Is your wife over there? Did he invite her to meet his friends?” Maya asked.



I turned, feeling an icy chill at her words. She saw my expression and could tell that I had no way of answering.



She laughed lightly, “It’s OK. I saw her walking over earlier. You’ve given her to him, right?”



My mouth just opened, then closed. How could she guess?



She smiled sweetly and said, “I remember when my husband gave me to him. It was thrilling, for both of us. My husband likes to watch, and Kenny’s huge cock feels SO good.”



I was breathing heavily, panting from excitement and nerves. “You’re?”



She stepped forward and brushed her hair back, revealing a QR code on the back of her neck. “Owned,” she finished the sentence.



She examined my face and said, “Your wife will get one, too eventually. There are two other couples that Kenny owns in this neighborhood. We stick together. The other neighbors don’t understand.”



“Owned,” I said.



Maya’s eyes flashed, “Yes. Doesn’t it make you hard? Fuck! It’s amazing.”



She looked over at Kenny’s and said, “Is this the first time meeting his friends?”



I said, “Yes. I don't know when she’ll be back.”



“Not for a few days,” said Maya, shocking me. “Tonight, they’ll just pass her around, probably doing her in the guest room.”



I watched her as she stared at Kenny’s house, apparently reliving some memories as she talked. “Then, tomorrow he’ll have different friends over, and she’ll blow them while they watch some sports. She’ll get used to being groped and being watched.”



Maya’s breath quickened, and I watched her reach under her skirt to touch herself. Her nipples were rock hard as she said, “Tomorrow night more friends will join them and there will be a straight-up gang-bang on the pool table. She’ll be overflowing with cum at the end.”



She returned to the present and looked at me as she finished, “Then Kenny will send her home with one of his friends and she’ll be his whore for Sunday.”



She said ominously, “Your wife will be changed after a dozen guys use her for the weekend. Be prepared for her to be… different.”



It had become a little colder, and I looked at her outfit, and remembered her words. “Are you going over there?”



She grinned and said, “I
 was
 . Until I realized it was a ‘meet my friends’ weekend.”



“To hook up with Kenny?”



“Yeah,” she said absently. “My husband likes it when I sleep over and come home used and sticky. And of course, Kenny owns me.”



She examined me as I stared at her. “You’re disgusted, aren’t you? You didn’t expect it to be this way?” She paused for a moment, then asked, “OK, What are you thinking?”



“I think you’re amazingly hot. Even more so because you’ve had a mile of black dick inside you,” I answered. My filters were all gone at this point.



Maya laughed, “Oh! You’re perfect.” She stopped and stared at me for a moment, then reached for my hand. “Fuck me. Take me home and fuck the shit out of me. My husband won’t know who’s cum he’s eating and I’m so goddamned horny! Let’s go!”



She took my hand, and I led her back to our house. When we entered the house, I asked if she’d like a drink.



She gave me a funny look, “Um, OK. You don’t have to drug me, I’m a sure thing.”



I laughed, “I’m not gonna drug you. I just thought you’d like a drink. White wine? Red? Tequila? Scotch?”



Maya said, “White, please.”



She followed me to the kitchen, then the bar, as I opened a cold bottle and poured it into a stemless glass, then poured a scotch for myself. I saw her watching me, and asked, “What?”



“Well, usually it’s ‘off with the clothes and in with the dick’ when I get to dates’ houses.”



I smiled, “Well, I’m not usual. And besides, someone as beautiful as you should be enjoyed slowly. Have a seat on the sofa.” I think she blushed, but it was hard to tell. When she took her seat, I could see that she was wearing nothing under her skirt. Even though she was shaved, her pussy lips were dark and exotic.



“Are you still ‘
 so goddamned horny
 ’?” I asked, with a smile. She sipped her wine and giggled, “Yes, but it can wait.”



I put down my scotch and knelt in front of her, “It doesn’t have to,” I smiled as I looked under her skirt.



“You don’t have to do that,” she said dismissively.



I gave her a huge smile as I pushed her skirt up and lowered my face to her labia, nuzzling her legs apart. “I want to.” As I took my first lick, she moaned. “I’ve only been with white girls. Your pussy is gorgeous!” I ran my tongue up and down her slit, lending gently on her clit as I moved my hand up to push a finger inside of her.



“Oh! Oh!” she moaned, “No one says that.”



I slid a second finger inside of her and rotated my wrist so that I could curl my finger tips up inside her. I found her g-spot immediately as I circled her clit with my tongue. She exploded, screaming and bucking, flailing like I stabbed her in the spine. I felt cold liquid cover my back as she dropped her wine on me. She let loose a keening wail as she vibrated, little tiny tremors and muscle spasms gripping her. I hung on until she finished, then sat back, smiling.



She looked down at me and said, “Holy fuck.”



“You dropped your wine.”



She parroted, “I dropped my wine. Holy fuck.”



I rose, and she said, “Where are you going?”



“Get you more wine. We’ll be here for a while.” I took her glass to the bar and refilled it, grabbing a towel for the wine that missed me. I handed her the glass and knelt back down in front of her. I chuckled, “I’m used to getting squirted in the face, not the back.”



“What are you doing?” she asked as she took a sip of the wine.



“Round Two.”



“No, I can’t go more than one. Thanks though,” she said.



I grinned, “Challenge accepted. Better put down your wine.”



It took almost 10 minutes, but I was rewarded by another screaming orgasm. She had finished her wine by the time I got her off. I continued working on her and extended that orgasm almost 10 minutes before my fingers and tongue grew sore.



I grabbed my scotch and took a seat next to her panting body. She looked over at me and said, “You drugged me. You had to. I’ve never... I didn’t think... What the holy fuck is with you?”



I kissed her cheek and said softly, “It’s my favorite thing. And you are so gorgeous.”



Maya giggled, “Definitely drugged! No man enjoys doing that.”



I said gently, “No man you’ve met yet. I am sure there are plenty of us out there, but I’m glad you haven’t met them before. More wine?”



“Don’t you want to fuck?”



“Eventually, but I enjoy being next to you like this.” It was true. She was so damned gorgeous and exotic. Those eyes…



“OK, more wine.”



I filled her glass and returned to find her stark naked on the sofa. Her skin was a beautiful olive all over, except for the tattoo on her neck. Her long black hair fell over her shoulders, but thankfully didn’t cover those beautiful dark brown nipples.



“Wow,” I said as I handed her the wine.



“You’re overdressed.”



I stripped and couldn’t hide my erection.



Maya smiled and said, “Nice. That’s a nice dick. I can’t wait to feel it inside me.”



I was going to take a seat, but couldn’t hold off anymore. “I can’t wait either, let’s go upstairs.”



Maya spread her legs and said, “Let’s pound one out right now. Your balls have to be blue by now.”



I took her hand as I laughed, “Damn. You’re hot to trot, even after all those orgasms. Let’s go upstairs. I told you that a beauty like you has to be enjoyed slowly.”



She stood and was almost eye-to-eye with me. She leaned forward and gave me a deep kiss. Our tongues wrestled for a while before we broke the kiss. Maya smiled and said, “If Kenny didn’t own me, I’d be asking for you to own me.”



I chuckled as we headed upstairs, “I’m taken, sorry.”



Maya laughed loudly, “No you aren’t! Your wife is begin gang-fucked by a dozen or more black cocks right now. You are completely free.”



My cock twitched at the thought. It also reminded me that Maya was a cum dump as well. All romantic ideas fled, and I just wanted to be inside of her, where dozens or even hundreds of men had already been.



I took her into our bed, as I looked at our wedding picture. Despite being supremely horny, I took it slow and soft with her. Maya responded to my touches, and kisses, and caresses. She felt so warm and loose as I entered her; she had definitely been used hard. I coaxed another orgasm out of her before I peaked, holding her softly while I groaned and shot my pent-up semen into her. I then kissed her and held her face while she looked at me in wonder.



“What?” I asked.



“We made love. That wasn’t fucking, that was sweet love sex. It was amazing.”



“Come on, sometimes its gotta be slow and sweet like that,” I pressed.



“Never. Bent over a table, face-fucked in an alley, sometimes in a bed, but usually with my ankles at my ears while I’m pounded like meat. I’m basically a rental fuck-toy.”



“Your husband?”



She snorted, “Useless. I mean, really useless. You’ll see. No lovemaking there.”



I pulled her close and said, “Well, you know where to come when you want it. Can we sleep together like this?”



“Oh, God, please!”



I turned out the light.



The next morning, Maya was up and showering before me. I made coffee, and she was still in the shower, so I slipped in next to her. “Good morning gorgeous.”



She smiled softly and said, “Stop flattering me, you already got pussy.”



“It’s not flattery if it’s true.” I ran my hand across her cheek, down her shoulder and to her breast, cupping the perfect flesh. “You ARE gorgeous.”



I lowered myself to my knees and said, “Morning orgasm?”



Maya said, “Really?”



A few minutes later, I thought she would shatter the glass with her screams.



When I rose to kiss her, she grabbed my face and said, “You can’t be real!”



I felt pretty damned good about myself as we finished showering and dried off. When she saw the coffee, she lifted the cup and said in her best Ricardo Montalban accent, “Welcome to Fantasy Island.” She put down the cup, “Fuck,” as she shook her head.



I put my hand on her ass and asked, “Bed?”



Maya regarded me and said, “My husband is a cuckold. He loves to be humiliated and likes to eat Kenny’s cum out of me.”



I waited for a question or direction from her.



She paused then said, “How’d you like to fuck me at my place in front of my husband and watch him eat your cum out of me?”



It was a weird but exciting idea. I wanted to negotiate. “Can I stay all day? In bed with you all day? He can clean up as much as we make.”



Maya’s eyebrows raised, “I guess so. He does whatever I tell him. I have a couple of dates after dinner though.”



“And I want you to walk there as my girl, hand-in-hand.” She looked surprised, so I added, “I want the neighbors to know I bagged the prettiest girl in the neighborhood.”



Her face lit up like I had just given her a puppy. “Really? Prettiest?” I suspected that because she wasn’t typical white-girl pretty, that she didn’t get compliments like that much.



I reached for clothes and said, “Come on, let’s show the neighborhood and your husband that you’re my girl.”



We arrived at Maya’s house, hand-in-hand. I felt so dirty and powerful at the same time - openly flaunting my relationship with this gorgeous woman while my wife was at another man’s house, being used like a whore.





As we stepped onto the porch, a small dark-skinned Indian man opened the door to greet us. He glanced at me with some suspicion and confusion, as Maya introduced me. “Rakesh, my love - this is Greg. He is my new lover.”



I watched Rakesh’s eyebrows raise in surprise.



Maya continued, “He is a much better man than you, and pleases me in ways you cannot. I spent the night in his arms, my love, and I expect you to clean up after him like you do with Master Kenny.”



Rakesh looked like he was going to say something, but Maya’s voice took on a slightly commanding tune. “Greg agreed to come to our house and make love to me in our bed, so that you could have a fresh breakfast. I expect you to thank him for giving me something you cannot.”



Rakesh bowed his head slightly and said, “Welcome Greg. My house is your house.” He looked at Maya and said more softly, “My wife is your whore.”



“Very good, my love,” Maya said as she kissed him gently.



We all stepped inside, and Maya said, “Well, Greg. Our house is yours, I am yours, and Rakesh is yours. What would you like to do?”



This was weird but extremely exciting and made me feel so powerful. It was clear from their exchange on the porch that Rakesh enjoyed being humiliated.



I said, “Rakesh, why don’t you undress your wife for me, and tell me all about her best parts.”



Rakesh looked nervously at his wife, then stepped close and gently unbuttoned her blouse, revealing her bare breasts underneath. Maya shrugged her shirt off, letting it fall to the ground.



“She, she had nice breasts. They are small but well formed,” he said nervously, looking between Maya and me.



“Just a sec,” I interrupted, stepping close to Maya. I reached out and touched one of her dark nipples, causing it to crinkle and grow hard. “Look at these. She has beautiful breasts. They are the perfect size, and her nipples are the definition of sexy.” I looked Maya in the eyes, seeing her excitement at the compliments. “God gave her the most perfect breasts I’ve ever seen.” I leaned forward and sucked on her nipple, causing her to moan. I continued until it was rock hard in my mouth, making eye contact with Rakesh. I felt a rush as this man watched me sucking his wife’s tit. “They taste great as well.”



Rakesh quickly said, “Yes, yes. I meant they are perfect breasts.”



I turned to Maya and moved my hand to her mouth, saying, “You forgot about this angel face.” I loved the way she lit up. “Those eyes, that perfect skin and gorgeous smile, those lips…”



Maya giggled at my excessive compliments.



I leaned forward and kissed her deeply, as she returned the kiss, her tongue snaking into my mouth. I could hear Rakesh whimper at the sight of his wife making out with me.



As we broke the kiss, I said to Rakesh, “Those lips are great for kissing. And for sucking my cock. They feel so good as she swallows my dick, Rakesh. Wouldn't you like to see your wife sucking my penis?”



Rakesh whimpered, about to say something, when Maya interrupted. “He doesn’t know how that would feel, lover. Rakesh has a thumb, not a proper penis. Show him, Rakesh.”



Rakesh protested, “Maya…”



Maya’s voice hardened, “Show him! Show him why you’re not a real man, or you won’t get to watch us make love. Now!”



Rakesh wouldn’t meet my eyes, but slogged down his pants, hunched over, clearly not happy with the exposure.



As Rakesh stood up, I saw he was shaved, and his dick stuck out maybe 2 inches, over a small set of balls, his scrotum tight against his body. I realized it might be shyness or the chill, then Maya said, “That’s Rakesh’s erection. You can’t even see it when he’s soft. Now you know why he’s not a real man.”



“He’s hard?” I asked, not even addressing the man.



Maya laughed, “Yeah, look.” I watched as she reached over and gently grasped his nub with a finger and thumb, giving a pull. Rakesh immediately moaned, and a brief spurt of liquid sprang forth from the tiny penis. Maya said, “See? He’s not even a minute man. Maybe a ten second man? How can I breed with that?”



I saw a tear roll down Rakesh’s cheek, but he continued to stand as Maya had ordered. It was hard to tell if Maya enjoyed being mean to him, or if she was doing it because he liked it.



Maya suddenly smiled. “That’s it, Rakesh, my love! I should breed with Greg.” I was as surprised as Rakesh, whose eyes grew wide at her statement.



“I know we wanted Kenny to put a baby inside me, but how about Greg?”



Rakesh said softly, “You wanted it.” It was clearly a protest, but the weakest I could imagine.



Maya leaned towards her husband and asked, “So, do you think we should have a white baby or a black one?” Rakesh moaned, whether from defeat or excitement, I couldn’t tell.



Maya continued, “You know, my love - A white baby would look more like it got my father’s genes. A black baby would look like… well, it would be obvious that it’s not yours, and that a black man bred me.”



She smiled and stepped towards me, moving her hand around my waist. This was strange, but exciting. I could tell that she enjoyed torturing her cuckold husband. “Just imagine my belly growing with this man’s baby. A constant reminder that you’re not man enough. Would that be exciting, my love?”



Rakesh moaned and whimpered, and we watched while he touched himself, causing a sharp groan and another squirt.



Maya laughed, “See! He likes that!” She turned and nuzzled my neck, causing my already aching erection to strain further. “Let’s go into the marital bed and make love, Greg.” She took my hand and led the way, saying “Rakesh has only every seen men fuck me like meat, not make love like you do to me.” She met my eyes and said, “He may die of excitement.”







When we entered the bedroom, an exotically decorated space with a large four-poster bed, Maya turned to me and kissed me, her tongue entering my mouth. I felt her hands on my belt and pants button, and helped her unfasten them while we kissed.



She whispered in my ear, “How would you feel seeing your wife making love with Kenny rather than being fucked like meat? Think about it for a second.”



I tried to imagine it, as Maya pulled away, and knelt down, pulling off my pants and boxers, releasing my erection. Rakesh whimpered as he saw my cock, just inches from his wife’s face.



Maya leaned forward and kissed it, then turned to Rakesh and said, “See, my love - a real penis. A real man to make love with me.”



I heard a strange strangling sound come from Rakesh as he took a seat on a chair in the corner.



When Maya raised back up, she kissed me again, as she stroked my hard-on. She asked me softly, “So how would you feel?”



I was honest, “Fucking is one thing. Making love would make me insanely jealous, probably out of my mind.”



Maya moved her face in front of mine, giving me another tender kiss, and said quietly, “I want to do that to Rakesh, give him exquisite torture that he’s never felt before. Make love to me like last night, OK?”



I smiled and said, “I prefer that, so yes, definitely.”



She then gave me a funny look, “Rakesh likes to clean up afterwards, but I think he has other desires. How do you feel about another man touching you? With his mouth, I mean.”



That was a weird request, but nothing about this weekend was NOT weird. I thought about it, and saw a positive side, “I’d be open to trying it. But you have to promise to sleep in my bed with me tonight. I want to feel you next to me and wake up to your face.” I kissed her neck and felt her shiver.



“Well, that’s a sweet offer, but I have a couple of, um, dates tonight.”



“Come to me after,” I urged, my lust raging.



“It’ll be late. I’ll probably be a mess.” I couldn't tell if she was stalling or truly worried that I’d reject her.



“I know what you’ll be doing, and it’s OK. I’ll leave my door unlocked, and you just crawl in bed with me.” I gave her a deep tongue kiss, then said, “We can cuddle, or make love, or fuck like rabbits. Whatever you want.”



Maya smiled and said, “OK, if you know what you’ll be getting.”



I nipped her neck and said, “A gorgeous, slutty girl, fresh from sex with strangers. It’ll be perfect, especially if you’re a mess. That will be SO sexy.”



Maya smiled brightly as she looked into my eyes. I could get lost in those brown eyes. For a moment, my mind swirled as the realization hit me I had this exotic beauty in my arms, naked, waiting to make love. I said softly, “This is a dream. You are a dream.” It felt sappy as the word escaped my lips.



Maya kissed me gently, then said softly, “Make love to me, and make it Rakesh’s nightmare.”



I kissed her face, then down her neck, through her bosoms, pausing to suck at her nipples, then down her belly to her skirt, which I gently removed, exposing her pussy as she wasn’t wearing panties. I then kissed down her legs, causing her to giggle and shiver.



When I reached her toes, I stood, and pulled her close to me, my erection pressing between her legs. I gently laid her in the bed, then kissed down her body again, causing her to moan as I reached sensitive areas that were rarely touched.



When I couldn’t resist anymore, I licked at her labia. She was panting and when my tongue circled her clit; she cried out and grabbed my head, exploding with her first orgasm.



After she recovered, I kissed around her body again, feeling her tremble at the gentle unfamiliar sensation. I realised she was right - Kenny and his friend merely used her as a set of holes, they never really made love to her like this.



When she was close to the edge, I met Rakesh’s eyes as I entered his wife, who immediately pulled me tight as she orgasmed again. I could see tears forming in Rakesh’s eyes as I softly made his wife come again.



I rolled onto my back, pulling Maya with me, still impaled on my erection and let my hands roam over her body, teasing her nerves as she gently humped onto my cock. We kissed as I touched her, causing her to moan even more. I looked over and saw the tears flowing down her husband’s face. Rather than pity, I felt an amazing power, and was determined to make Maya come again and again.



I held off on my orgasm for what seemed like forever, as Maya came three more times, finally collapsing against me as she sobbed, “Oh my God. I never want to stop. I didn’t think it was possible to come like this, to feel like this.”



She lifted her head and kissed me, then said, “This has got to be love.”



I think she forgot about Rakesh, but his sob reminded her. She looked over at him and said sweetly, “Sorry, my love. You could never make me feel like this. I am definitely having this man’s baby when we decide to begin a family.”



She then looked into my face and said, “Please?”



I put my hands on her ass, feeling the soft skin and taut muscles, and knew I would.



Before I could respond, Maya’s expression turned to one of surprise. “You haven’t come yet?!”



“No, I…”



She cut me off as she humped me, saying, “Come already. This isn’t fair. Come inside me, lover!” She leaned forward and said urgently, “Breed me in front of my husband! Fucking fill me with your babies!”



That did it. Her dirty words unleashed the orgasm that I’d been holding off on for all morning. I pulled her ass tight to me, fingers gripping her cheeks, as my balls unleashed a load into her. It felt like I was spurting forever.



I was paralyzed by the feeling of my nuts churning and cock spewing inside of Maya. Her face broke into a huge smile as she said, “You’re shooting inside me! I swear I can feel it! Oh!”



I could feel our juices squelching out of her and running down my shaft and coating my balls. As I regained my senses, I heard Maya say, “Rakesh, it’s… Oh!”



At that exact moment, I felt his presence between our legs, and his tongue on my shaft, licking up to Maya’s impaled pussy. I echoed Maya, “Oh!”



Maya had a bemused expression on her face as her husband continued licking the both of us. “This is new.” She looked at me and said, “Are you OK?”



The feeling was fantastic. Knowing a man was doing it was very weird, but I had a prize in mind. I grinned at Maya and said, “I will get you in my bed tonight, so yes.”



We lay there together, feeling her husband licking us clean. He eventually pushed Maya off of my cock, sucking the cum out of her pussy, licking down to her ass. He then turned his attention to me, licking and sucking my shaft to get everything, then licking and sucking my balls and even under them to my ass-crack.



The feeling was unusual and the act so dirty, that I had another erection, and was considering another round with Maya. She was watching Rakesh, encouraging him, “Yes, my love. Clean it all up. Fill your stomach with my lover’s babies. Be a good husband.”



When I thought he had finished, I felt his mouth again on my hard cock. Maya’s eyes were wide as she watched, then said to me, “You still OK?”



I nodded, a little freaked out, but the feeling was good.



“You want more, my love?” Maya asked. There was a muffled noise from her husband, and I think he nodded his head.



Maya looked at me in amazement and asked softly, “Can you come again? Will you…” she motioned towards Rakesh. Her face grew determined as she said, “Feed him your babies.” She leaned over me and sucked my nipple, which made my cock twitch in Rakesh’s mouth. I closed my eyes and concentrated, thinking about how I was about to come in both of them. I would
 own
  them, fucking cumming inside both! It only took a few minutes of thinking about it before…



“Ungh!” I groaned as I felt my balls release into Rakesh’s mouth. I felt him sucking for all he was worth, gulping down every sperm cell as Maya laughed in some weird delirious state.



When I was completely drained and limp, Rakesh quietly returned to his chair. Maya was laying next to me, looking into my eyes. “Well, more than you bargained for, huh?”



I kissed her face, “You in my bed tonight? I got exactly what I bargained for.”



Maya laughed, then wrapped herself around me. We kissed each other’s necks, and explored each other's bodies with our hands, while her husband silently watched from his chair.



As she ran her finger around my nipple she said, “I never knew Rakesh was a cocksucker until today. Was he good?” She acted like he wasn’t even in the room.



“Yeah, he was surprisingly good. He got me started when he stuck his tongue in my ass while he cleaned me after we made love.” Rakesh adjusted himself in his seat.



“What was so good?” Maya pushed. Despite cuckolding her husband, she wanted him involved. I felt my cock stirring, from the combination of Maya’s touches and the conversation about Rakesh.



“I guess it was the experience,” I explained. “Kissing you, holding you, while he sucked on me, ready to swallow my load. I knew once I unloaded, he would be marked as my cum receptacle, the same as you.”



Maya moaned as I said the words. Her eyes twinkled as she said, “I’m
 everyone’s
  cum receptacle, Love. As long as they pay.”



She then turned to Rakesh, finally acknowledging that he was in the room. “You hear that, my love? You’re Greg’s cum receptacle now. When you performed clean up, you were a cum sponge, but now you take it directly from the pipe, huh? A real cocksucker. Do you enjoy having my lover’s sperm swimming in your stomach?”



“Maya, love…” he whined.



Maya turned stern, “Answer the question, Rakesh.”



There was a pause, then he said softly, “Yes, Love. I enjoy his sperm in my stomach.”



“Make us something for lunch, Rakesh,” she ordered, before turning back to me.



***



We spent the day in bed, then in the shower. We cuddled together all around the house, watching movies while laying on the couch together while Rakesh waited on us hand and foot.



Finally, after dinner, Maya grabbed her bag and handed me my clothes. “Let’s go to your place now.” She nipped my ear and said softly, “I want to make love again, in your bed this time.”



As we headed out the door, Rakesh said, “I’ll wait for you, my love.”



Maya kissed his forehead and said, “I’ll be staying the night, making love with Greg. Clean the house while I’m gone.” I heard a strangled groan from Rakesh as she shut the door.



As we walked from their door, I asked, “OK, what’s the deal? Why did you marry a guy with almost no penis?”



Maya looked at me and said, “He’s sweet. And a good provider.” Her tone changed a bit as she said, “And it was an arranged marriage. Unfortunately dick size isn’t considered.”



As we walked down the street to our house, we passed Kenny’s. The drive was full of cars, as was the front lawn. There were cars parked down the street. Music was thumping from inside the house, as black guys smoked and drank on the porch.



Maya said, “Well, the gang-bang is starting early, I guess.” She paused and nodded to the cars and ruckus on the porch. “They’re all here for your wife, you know. Every one of these guys is gonna empty their balls into one of her orifices.”



I looked at the guys, imagining each pumping sweet Wendy, grunting as their sticky semen filled her. I had almost forgotten about her while I was with Maya. Almost. Now the memories and realization that she was about to be, or already was, getting gang banged by all these black guys overwhelmed me.



She looked again, examining the scene, as she said, “She must be something, for Kenny to invite this many guys.” She turned to me and said, “I only had eight, this must be twice as many. Your wife is gonna be a mess when they are done with her.”



“I guess she’ll be there all night?”



“No. They’ll all get a turn or two, then Kenny will send her off with one of them. Give them permission to do anything to her, and she’ll have to prove her status as his whore by letting them. I hope she doesn’t get one of the extreme ones. Kenny is usually good about it.”



“Extreme ones?”



Maya touched my shoulder, “Don’t worry, not violent. She might get her first fist-fucking, or they might put her on a corner to work as a hooker for $2 a pop, or it might just be to take her home and fuck her all night.”



Maya took my hand and steered me towards our house. “Don’t worry, you can’t do anything about it, anyway. Kenny owns her now.”



I felt a chill run through me.
 Owns her now
 . It was terrifying and exciting. I couldn’t wait to see what they did to her.



***



Maya headed out to her “dates,” while I waited for her, wondering who and where she was fucking. I pondered a long-term relationship with her, which I think she'll be amenable to. I realized I had a “type,” not blondes or brunettes, but sluts. I loved sluts.



I waited up as long as I could, but drifted off until I felt Maya crawl into bed with me. She smelled of cum and perfume, and I wondered how many cocks she had sucked as I kissed her.



Maya spent the night, and we made love as intensely and gently as we had while Rakesh watched. When I woke in the morning, Maya already had a cup of coffee ready.



As she handed it to me, she said, “I wonder where your wife will wake up, and how she’ll adjust.”



“You mean, naked in some stranger’s bed?”



Maya took a sip and said, “In some stranger’s bed. Or in a club, cum leaking out of all her holes.” She raised an eyebrow and said, “Or naked in an alley, newspaper as a blanket, caked in piss and semen. That’s how $2 whores wake up.”



I knew she said it to shock me. I laughed, “That’s not realistic.”



Maya nodded once slowly, “Charity. Her ‘date’ sold her on a corner for the night - $5 any hole. They were lined up for her, one after another.. She thinks it was nearly 30 guys because he kept her until dawn. She woke up and her date was gone. Luckily the first cop that spotted her gave her a ride home in exchange for a blowjob.”



“Wow. And she left? Or stayed with Kenny? Or what?”



Maya said, “Stayed. I think it broke her. She is the most twisted sex freak I’ve met. She could be a beauty queen, so you’d never know it.”



“Wait.
 Charity
 . Charity from our neighborhood? Married to Don? He’s my golfing buddy.”



Maya looked at me and said, “You’d never know, would you? She looks like she should attend tea parties, but she could run the devil’s whorehouse and make up new kinks. When everyone fears a job, Kenny sends Charity.”



“Don’s wife? Really?”



Maya chuckled, “Uh, Don has some secrets too, let’s say. You’ll see in time.”



Her phone buzzed, and she looked at it. “Hmm, outcall in an hour.” She kissed my lips tenderly, “Wish I could stay and shower with you, but I gotta get dressed. This one likes me in a sari, even though it’s off within 5 minutes.” As she pulled on her clothes, she said, “Shitty part is that I’ve gotta clean the thing every time.” She kissed my forehead as she smiled, “Good news is that he cums bucket loads. Rakesh will be happy.”



As she headed out the door, she said, “Oh, if your wife doesn’t come back by bedtime, call me. I’d love to spend another night with you.”



***



A couple of hours after dinner, Wendy still hadn’t come home. I was both worried for her safety and excited that she might still be fucking other guys. I looked at Maya’s number on my phone a few times, thinking that I’d like to make Rakesh watch us again and have her in my bed afterwards.



Before I could decide to dial, the door opened, and Wendy walked in. She was wearing only an oversized t-shirt, from what I could see. Her nipples were hard and visible, and her face and shirt were spattered with what I assumed was cum.



“Hi Baby,” I said as I pulled her close, carefully checking her out. She really was only wearing a t-shirt. Her hair had streaks of dried cum in it. She had hickeys and slight bruises on her arms and legs.



She was quiet, so I asked, “Are you OK? I guess it was more than a couple of friends.”



Wendy was in a bit of a daze. She continued to stay leaning against me, “More. Maybe a dozen, maybe more?”



I listened, processing the news that she had just fucked a dozen strangers.



She continued, “There was at least one cock inside me all weekend.” She stood back and looked at me, “Then he sent me with one of his friends. I don’t even know the guy’s name. He took me to his place and shared me with his friends all day today.” She took a breath, “I didn’t know who I was with, didn’t know where I was, and just passed around between strange black men who used me as a cum receptacle.”



I leaned forward to hug her when she said, “It was amazing.” She met my eyes and said, “I know it sounds sick, but I want to do it every weekend. So raw and scary, just fucking with no idea of time or place. All I thought about was getting them off.”



Her words were thrilling and scary at the same time. I kissed her lips, knowing that she had sucked a dozen cocks with them. I asked, “Can I have sloppy twentieths now?”



She looked at me wearily and asked, “You still want me?”



“Always,” I said, giving her another kiss.



She peeled off the t-shirt, revealing more love marks covering her, “Come on, everyone else in town has fucked me. You might as well have some.”



I took her right there on the sofa. She smelled of cum and sweat and smoke, which made it even more exciting. She didn’t really react, just laying there letting me fuck her squishy loose pussy. That made me even more turned on - she had given all her energy to other men, and was just a receptacle now. It only took a few minutes before I was adding my cum to the gallons she had already taken.



***



Over the next few weeks, I brought her to Kenny’s house most nights. Sometimes she stayed over, sometimes he dropped her off, a few times I retrieved her naked from the park, covered in the cum of admirers.



I reclaimed her every time, often feeling her loose cum-filled pussy, but always staking her as mine afterwards. Kenny might own her as her bull, but I was keeping husband rights.



One day, Wendy informed me we were invited to a party at Kenny’s. She smiled and said, “I am sure you’ll get to see me passed to his friends. I know you’ve wanted to watch, so now you can. Try not to get jealous or blow a fuse, OK? His friends are pretty rough.”



I promised, and soon Friday was on us. Wendy dressed in her hooker-best, and I kept my usual khaki and button-down look.









Sold



As Wendy and I approached Kenny’s house, Maya and Rakesh were also walking up. Maya’s face lit up, and she quickened her pace to catch us. She said, “Hey, Greg,” in a sexy voice as her hand went around my neck and her lips crushed against mine. I could feel her tongue pressing, and parted my lips to let her in. My hand naturally moved to her lower back as my other moved to the back of her head, completing the embrace. It was an extremely intimate “Hello.” I could see Rakesh watching, his face a combination of jealousy and excitement.



We finally broke the kiss, and I awkwardly turned to introduce her. “Wendy, this is Maya. She and Rakesh live down the block. We met a couple of weeks ago when you were at Kenny’s.”



Wendy smiled and said, “Nice to meet you, Maya, Rakesh. See you inside.” It was a functional hello, devoid of actual emotion.



She held me back for a moment until they were out of earshot, then gave me an intense stare. “You met her?” She nodded towards Maya, “That wasn’t a ‘hey neighbor’ greeting. That was a ‘he rocked my world’ greeting.”



I looked at her and couldn’t help but grin. “It was the weekend you met Kenny’s friends. The weekend dozens of men filled you with gallons of cum. I was lonely and horny.”



“So you banged her?” My wife asked.



I nodded.



Her eyes narrowed. “You don’t bang a whore and get a greeting like that. What really happened?”



I admitted, “Well, we hooked up, then, um, she ended up spending the weekend. In bed. In our bed.”



She looked at me critically and said, “There’s something I’m missing, clearly. You impress a woman who has a dozen dicks a week? You have to show me what you did.”



I laughed, “OK. I wish I could see what you did with Kenny’s friends.”



Wendy pulled me towards Kenny’s, as she said, “You will. It is all on video.” I could tell from her demeanor that this wasn’t over. I was surprised at her reaction- I knew I should have told her, but how could she be mad after she slept with a dozen other guys that same weekend?



The party appeared to be going strong. There was music playing, there guys on the porch smoking and drinking. I saw them staring at Wendy as we headed up the porch and into the house. I wondered if Kenny would share Wendy with any of them, and if I’d get to watch.



We opened the front door and found Anne waiting for us. Anne hugged me, then Wendy and said, “Let’s get you a drink and mingle.” She winked at Wendy and said, “I bet you’ll recognize some of Kenny’s friends.”



Wendy laughed, “Only if their pants are off.” I was surprised at how casual she was about her sexual escapades. The weekend with Kenny definitely transformed her.



As we headed back to the kitchen bar, we passed a sitting room where a bunch of guys were clustered around a brunette that was on her knees, blowing one man. Others had their cocks out waiting their turn.



I spotted Maya being led up the stairs by a large black guy, Rakesh trailing. Maya poured us drinks and as she handed them to us, Wendy asked, “Is Kenny busy?”



Anne smiled and said, “He’ll make time for you. He’s in his office, come with me.” Anne addressed me, “There are girls upstairs, take any you want. There will definitely be a line.”



My stomach churned as I asked, “Will Wendy be in one of them?”



Maya smiled, shrugged and led my wife away. I tried to wander, but the place was packed. I was the only white guy there and definitely felt out of place. A few of the men looked at me and laughed. They probably knew that my wife was one of the entertainers.



I went upstairs, but all the doors were closed. Even though there were sounds of sex coming from a couple, I couldn’t figure out whether or not I was supposed to enter. I headed back downstairs, hoping I could catch Maya or Anne and ask how things worked. I also hoped that Wendy would soon be in one of the rooms, so I could watch her get blacked.



I made my way back to the sitting room where the brunette was still servicing the men. I watched, waiting for an open seat, thinking that I’d dip my toe in this one.



I stood in the room's corner watching the brunette blowing one man after the other. She would spend several minutes, bobbing and sucking, playing with their black balls until the man would grunt, or yell, or just groan. Her actions would slow as she sucked down his seed then cleaned any that had dripped down his dick. She would then crawl to the next man and repeat it. The woman must have amazing jaw strength. I chuckled thinking that she probably had lots of practice. I wondered where her husband was, and when I’d get to watch Wendy in action.



Finally, I felt a presence next to me, and turned to find Kenny. He had a drink in hand and smiled as he said, “Donna’s amazing, isn’t she?” I nodded in agreement, wondering where Wendy was, and if she was already hooking up.



Kenny continued, “She’s a regular sperm Hoover. That is the best mouth I’ve ever felt, you should try her.” He laughed like there was some joke I wasn’t getting.



“Really?” I asked. I was hard as hell, and might try it after Wendy was busy.



“Sure, the whores are for you, too.” He looked me in the eye as he said, “Just like your wife is for anyone.”



I grinned and nodded, my stomach flopping as I eagerly expected Wendy to be filled with black dick.



Kenny nodded his head and said, “Let’s go talk for a moment, OK?”



I followed him upstairs, past a room where Maya was getting fucked doggy style while Rakesh stood in the corner. Kenny saw me look and said, “some boys like fucking the wives in front of hubby. Rakesh is a good cleanup man,” he chuckled. We passed another room with a closed door, but there were obvious sounds of sex coming from within.



He led me into his office, small but very well appointed. Dark wood, beautiful desk. Shelves loaded with books and photos. One shelf held bottles of scotch. There was a large monitor on one wall. The photos drew my attention. They were all of white women fucking or sucking black guys. I recognized Maya, her long lean body and breasts on display as she was sitting on a big black pole. Another was of Anne sucking a cock, looking into the camera.



Kenny saw me looking as he took his seat and said, “Nothing hotter than a white woman getting blacked, huh?”



It felt a little strange having a conversation that started this way, but I answered, “Yeah. It's pretty hot.”



Kenny studied me for a moment, then asked, “You know what this is, right?”



“A party to share our wives?”



“Well, kinda. Maya and a couple of the other wives work for me.” He adjusted his position slightly, “Well, they belong to me. Their husbands take care of them at home, but I sell them to men to fuck. They’re hookers, whores.”



I paused, processing this direct confirmation. I knew Maya was for sale, from her barcode. I guessed she worked for him.



“Wendy?”



Kenny sat and smiled, “I’m Wendy’s bull, so I was just gonna pass her around to my boys. I knew you were OK with it when she met my friends,” he used air quotes.



He shifted subjects and asked, “Did you guys just fight or something?”



I got a little sick feeling in my stomach, and asked, “Where’s Wendy?”



Kenny smiled, “Don’t worry, she’s safe. A couple of my boys are keeping her busy.” He picked up a remote and switched on the monitor. The view was of Maya getting railed, taken from a camera mounted somewhere in the room. “You’ve fucked that one,” he said simply as he changed channels.



The monitor showed another bedroom, a woman on her hands and knees between two black men. One was fucking her from behind, doggy style, while the other held her face as he fucked her mouth and throat. “Recognize her?”



It took a second, but then I realized it was Wendy! She was taking cock from two men at this very moment and it was on the big screen!



“Fuck! Wow!”



“Yeah, she loves two dicks. I’ll leave it on, maybe they’ll switch and take her pussy and ass at the same time. She makes quite a racket,” Kenny laughed.



I continued watching my wife being double-stuffed by two strangers and heard Kenny explain, “I keep videos to make sure the girls are safe, and for the husbands.”



“What?” I said, tearing my eyes away from the scene, but listening to the faint groaning and moaning.



Kenny smiled, “Videos. I make videos for the husbands. You’ll get this one later. I have lots from the weekend your wife met my friends,” he used air quotes again. “You might be surprised at what she did.”



“So, did you guys fight?” he asked again.



“No. Well, she seemed miffed that I slept with Maya.”



Kenny chuckled, “Yeah. I heard about that. I don’t know what you did, brother, but you’ve been the talk of the whores. You packing a footlong cock or something? Can you lick your eyebrows?”



I grinned, “I’m just nice to her.”



Kenny clearly didn’t believe me, “Whatever. Keep your secret. But the whores wanna know. Especially Charity the freak. That girl will do anything, and I think you’re on her list,” he chuckled.



“Anyway, Wendy wants in. She told me tonight that she wants me to sell her pussy around town. She wants to be in the stable,” he used air quotes again. That was an annoying mannerism.



I stopped and tried to process this. Wendy wanted to be a hooker. I could tell she liked the no-commitment sex. I knew she liked the black guys. I liked she had become a slut, but this was pretty far.



“What did you tell her?”



“I told her yes. That milky white skin? The niggas gonna eat her up.” His words made my skin crawl, and I felt ice in my stomach.



“So I need to approve?”



Kenny leaned forward and said, “Fuck no. I need to know if she’s living here or with you. Her cunt is mine to sell now, boy. You don’t have any say in that. Just wanna know if you’re keeping the whore or if I am.”



“Oh,” I was stunned. I guess shock kept me from fully understanding, as I shifted into logistics. “So how’s this work? How does it pay and stuff?”



Kenny sat back, “OK. I guess that means you’re keeping her.”



I nodded, waiting for details.



“She lives with you, as your wife. You do all that family shit. You see Maya and Rakesh, Charity and Don, and June and Jerry? They’re all my whores. Anne’s husband couldn’t take it so she moved in here. She acts like my wife, but she’s just another cunt to sell.” He was watching me to see how I reacted.



He leaned forward again to emphasize his words, “Wendy is my business asset. When she gets a call, she goes wherever I send her. Do not meddle with the business, or there will be broken bones and blood, got it?”



It was the first threat, and I understood. So far it sounded like I’d have a slut wife that was forced to be a slut as a job. I nodded to let him know I understood.



“Really know it, boy. I don’t care when it is. If it’s your anniversary, someone else is getting that anniversary pussy. If it’s Christmas, she’s unloading someone else’s sack. Valentine’s day? She giving it to someone else. Got it?”



I nodded again.



“Questions?”



“Pay?”



Kenny laughed. “I get the cash, she gets all the cum she can eat. There’s no pay. She was giving it for free, now I get the money. No different from when I was her Bull. I’ll cover the weekly testing and quarterly birth control. No pregnant whores here. I give them a clothing and food allowance.”



For some reason, those details made me excited. Realizing that she could get pregnant, that she was really doing this.



“OK, OK. How busy will she be? Will I see her a lot, a little?”



Kenny chuckled, “She’s new meat, so will be pretty busy. If you’re worried about getting laid, you have access to any of the whores for free, as long as I’m not working them. You get dibs over their husbands, but the same goes for Wendy. Rakesh wants her, or Don wants her, she goes with them, got it?” There was still an edge of threat in his demeanor.



“Does that happen often?”



Kenny eased, sensing that I was committed. “I won’t lie. She’s pretty, and the other husbands having first choice? Doesn’t matter how busy I keep her, you probably won’t see her much the first few months. At least not at night.”



He studied me for a minute, and I thought. The noise on the monitor increased, and we turned to watch the guy behind Wendy pumping furiously, then stiffen as he started pumping his cum into my wife.



Kenny said softly, “I love this part - wives getting seeded. So much for those wedding vows. By the way, this is her first whore gig. Those guys paid to pound her pussy.”



We watched the guy step back, his long wet cock pulling out of my wife, as the guy fucking her face moved to take his spot. Kenny asked, “Well? You want one last night? I can send her home.”



I said, “Nope. Start selling her tonight. As many men as you can book.”



Kenny’s eyebrows raised, “OK. The other whores are yours, if you want. Probably be awhile before you see yours.”



“Send the videos,” I said as I stood. “And give me the numbers of the other women.”



Kenny laughed.









Charity and Donna



After I exited Kenny’s office, I stood for a few minutes, thinking about what had just happened. My wife was a whore. Men would pay for sex with her. Dozens of black cocks pumping her holes. I should be sick, but I was excited. My cock was hard as I imagined all the scenarios.



I strolled down the hall, pausing at the open door where Maya was, and watched Rakesh eagerly lapping between her legs while she sucked another man. The sexual energy in this place was overwhelming, and I thought I might come in my pants before I scored any sex. Maya was working, so there was none to have there. Maybe I’d go down and test Donna’s sucking skills. I needed to freshen my drink, anyway.



As I stood at the bar pouring out a scotch, a pretty blonde sauntered up to me. It took a moment to realize that it was Charity! She was the same 5’2” pretty faced girl, but now topless, displaying tattoos that I never knew she had. She had a pair of very heavy gauge golden rings piercing her nipples. Her tattoos weren’t pretty designs like I would expect, just large garish words “Fuck me” over one breast, and “Hurt me” over the other. Just above her panties was another phrase “Cum in me.” Her hair was pulled up, exposing a QR Code like Maya’s.



“Holy shit,” was all I could manage.



Charity laughed, her voice still the high pitched little girl voice that she rarely used, staying quiet around Don all the time we were together. “Shocked? Not the pretty little wifey anymore? Excited? Revolted?”



“Holy shit, you are awesome!” I kept staring at her heavy piercings. I had begged Wendy to get pierced but she would never do it.



Charity said, “Go ahead, touch them.”



As my hand moved towards them, she said more softly, “Pull them if you want. I like it. Rip them off my fucking chest, baby.”



I lifted one with the tip of my finger, and she moaned, “More.” I then grasped both the rings, lifting her breasts by them and she shuddered, “Yes, that’s it.”



I released them, “Sorry. That’s… unbelievable.” I touched her tattoos and said, “You’re unbelievably sexy.”



Charity said, “I’m a dirty fucking whore. And proud of it.” She leaned on the bar, making sure I could see her tattoos and tits, and said, “Pour me a tequila, and you might get lucky.”



I handed her the shot glass, and she gulped it down, slapping the glass down “Another.”



As I poured another, Charity said, “So, welcome to the club. I hear your wife is now part of the stable. Kenny owns another whore.”



I handed her the glass, “Word travels fast.”



Charity slugged back the drink and said, “Yeah, well I had a gang-bang scheduled tonight, but he just gave it to her.” My face must have registered surprise, “Yeah, her cunt’s gonna get a workout tonight. And you owe me.”



“What?”



Charity put her hand on my chest and leaned her nearly naked body against me as she put her lips to my ear, “Maya said you are the most amazing thing. I want some of that.”



I was surprised, and a little excited, “I don’t think I’m anything special.”



Charity licked my ear, which made my erection press painfully against my pants. “She said you make love like nothing she’s had. Slow, sweet, tender love. I want that.”



I turned my face, so that we were eye to eye, then leaned forward and kissed her lips. I knew they had probably been sucking a cock before me, which made it even more exciting. I moved my hand to the back of her neck, and felt her lean towards me, giving a soft moan. Her tongue slipped into my mouth, and I slid mine into hers, she tasted faintly of tequila, and probably cum.



When we broke the kiss, I kissed all over her face: her cheeks, forehead, jawline, and nuzzled against her neck, causing her to moan gently. When I finished my circuit of her face, I pulled back slightly to look at her.



Charity was staring at me like she’d been sapped. Her face slack, just staring with her mouth ajar. Her breathing was quick, excited.



“You OK, beautiful?”



She finally let out a little gasp, “Oh my fucking God. I don’t think I’ve ever been kissed like that.” She took a breath and said, “Even after you know what I am?”



“A gorgeous woman?” I offered a little laugh in my voice. I wanted her SO badly right then.



She replied sharply, “Yeah, a gorgeous woman who’s fucked a thousand black dicks and swallowed gallons of cum. Been an alley cum dump for dozens of strangers. Been tied to a bench and gang fucked for a weekend. You kissed that kind of beautiful girl,” she said. It was almost like she wanted to push me away.



I chuckled and leaned forward, kissing her lips gently again, “A gorgeous woman.”



Charity said, “Look, I have a pair of tricks right now, then I’m free to go. Don’t go anywhere. I want you to take me to your home and make love to me.” She emphasized, “Now. Tonight.”



I laughed, “Why would I go anywhere with that offer in hand?”



“That slut Maya will want you,” she warned. “You’re mine tonight!”



“What about that slut Donna,” I laughed.



Charity looked surprised, then grinned. “You don’t know?”



“Know what?”



She laughed, “Donna. Donna is Don. He’s a sissy.”



“Your husband?”



“Yeah, he makes a pretty good girl, but only two holes.” She was clearly excited, “God, this will be great. Go in the party room and have a seat, pull out your dick and he’ll take care of you.”



“That would be weird.” I was still processing that Don was a sissy. He was a good enough one that I didn’t even notice.



Charity said, “He’ll love it. We go to bars together sometimes, and he’s sucked off friends that didn’t know it was him. Be sure to call him Donna.” She leaned forward and said, “Every man, I mean
 every
  man, says that he gives the best head they’ve ever had. Don’t miss out on it. I’ll meet you there after I service my tricks.”



She looked ready to go, so I asked, “Um, can I scan your barcode?”



Charity looked at me, “OK, but you don’t pay, you know.”



I grinned, “If it’s like Maya’s, the site has pictures and videos, too. I really want to see yours.”



Charity turned to let me scan it, saying, “It’s pretty extreme, I think. Kenny changes them from time to time.”



As her page loaded, I said, “Extreme is perfect.” I kissed her neck and said, “I can’t wait to take you home, gorgeous.”



Charity breathed, “Fuck!” as she headed off upstairs.



***



I headed to the party room, curiosity fueling my actions. I didn’t really want a blowjob from Don, but had to see him again. I couldn’t believe it was really him.



I watched “Donna” throating a big black dick, her tongue slipping out and licking his balls while all the way down. Wow! I don’t think I’d seen that in porn movies. I watched as she would suck and throat him, then lift his shaft and suck and lick his balls, her tongue slithered past to tickle their taint. It never took over ten minutes to get any guy off. Donna would crawl to the next and immediately begin servicing them, as they called her “slut” and “whore,” treating her like crap. I couldn’t understand why men would do that, and why women would put up with it.



As I watched Donna/Don work her magic, I remembered Rakesh sucking my jizz while Maya watched. I remembered how powerful that felt, cumming inside her husband after I’d fucked her. It felt like I “owned” them both.



I took a seat and pulled out my stiff rod, ignoring the other guys, thinking how I would be better able to perform with Charity if I’d already cum. I was so hot for her; I was certain I’d ejaculate immediately when I got her home. I chucked, so this is for Charity. I thought it was great that Don would drain my nuts so I could better fuck his wife!



While I waited my turn, I scanned through Charity’s pages. Kenny charged twice as much for her as Maya - I wondered if that was a point of friction. I was mesmerized by the content. Charity’s tattoos were highlighted, and I worried at the “hurt me” one. All the images were of her and black guys. She was blowing them, eye contact with the camera, Fucking them, riding them, some DP closeups of her stretched holes while she smiled. There was a darker section, she was chained to some sort of breeding bench while a line of men stood behind her. She was suspended in a sex swing while three guys penetrated her at the same time. There was so much content, and she was doing things I never imagined!



I was snapped out of my daydream by the feeling of a mouth on my cock. I looked down, and Donna was busily sucking on me. She looked up at my face and froze for a moment, before smiling and continuing. I could hardly tell it was my golfing buddy through the makeup and wig. I stopped trying - insanity was down that path - and instead concentrated on the pretty slut sucking my life out through my dick.



I didn’t last long; it was definitely the best blowjob I’d ever had. No teeth, throating me all the way, and that tongue that licked my balls and taint. I involuntarily gripped her head as I jerked and bucked, shooting spurt after spurt of jizz down her throat. I let go when the intensity passed, and she continued suckling me until I was empty. Our eyes met for one last time as she winked before moving to the next.



Holy shit, life had become weird fast, I thought.



I had just tucked myself back into my pants and was ready to resume looking at Charity’s site, when I felt a tap on my shoulder. It was Charity, and she was dressed in her usual conservative outfit. She giggled and said, “Best blowjob ever, right?”



“Yes,” I agreed as I rose. I couldn't believe this was the same woman I met earlier - no piercings or tattoos were visible, except for the barcode on her neck. She had left her hair up.



She took my hand and said, “Bye, Donna,” as she waved, letting her husband know she was leaving with me. Oddly, Don seemed more interested in the dick in his mouth than his wife’s destination.



As we exited onto the porch, the cool night air felt refreshing, washing away the smell of sex and the feeling of lust that had been so overwhelming inside. Charity was holding my hand as we walked down to the sidewalk.



I paused, and she turned to me. I placed my hand gently behind her head and leaned down to kiss her lips gently. The kiss slowly became more intense as she pulled against me, cooing softly.



When we broke the kiss, Charity said, “You wanna hurry back to your place and strip me?”



I smiled and said, “Let’s take our time. I dearly want to see your gorgeous body covered in metal and ink, but I also want to take our time. Let the neighbors see me walking with the prettiest girl in town.”



Charity’s eye grew a little watery as she said softly, “Oh fuck.” We turned, holding hands, and walked slowly towards my house. Charity softly repeated “Oh fuck.” a few more times during the walk.



As we approached the house, I asked softly, “Is everything OK? Why the ‘oh fucks’?”



Charity said, “Sorry, I just can’t believe it.” She looked up at me, and her eyes were still moist. “I thought raw dog brutal fucking was the best feeling. I didn’t know about this!”



When we got to my house, I passed it, continuing along, feeling her hand in mine.



“Where are we going? That’s your house,” she said, looking up at me.



“I want another lap around the block. Show my girl off.”



She stifled a sob and pulled my arm tight to her as we walked. When we circled back around to my house, I opened the door for her, which seemed to surprise her.



After I closed the door, I asked, “Want a drink?”



She smiled and said, “How about bedtime?”



I led her to our bedroom, where we undressed each other. She had more vulgar tattoos on her back and ass, “Pass me around” “Cream my cunt” “rip my ass open” and a few others. I played with her nipple rings a bit, amazed at the size and heft of them.



Finally, she spread her legs open and said, “Let’s do it!”



I chuckled, and kissed her shoulder, then kissed my way down her body, causing her to laugh when I hit ticklish spots. I kissed her toes and feet, and made my way back up her legs, eventually kissing her labia, which were also pierced. She moaned at the feeling, so I continued to lick and kiss her until she exploded in orgasm.



I waited for her to recover, then continued, bringing her to two more orgasms before she begged, “I want you inside me!”



I was about ready to burst, so happily complied. She felt wonderfully warm and moist. There was no real friction, which was exciting to me, as I imagined all the men she had fucked left her loose like that.



She expected a fast pounding like all the other men had given her, so was surprised when we moved slowly, my hands on her back and ass. She orgasmed again, and her face was beautiful in its torment. Charity opened her eyes after and saw me looking.



I answered her question before she asked it. “You look beautiful when you come.” She smiled and gripped me tighter. Eventually, I couldn’t hold off anymore, and cried out, filling her with what felt like a gallon of cum. We lay together, me still inside her, as I recovered.



I kissed her gently again, and she said, “Goddamned Maya. She was right. You are unbelievable.”



Her face changed a little, and she said, “I’m a terrible person.”



I laughed, “Why?”



“Your wife. She’s doing the gang-bang that I was supposed to do.”



“So? She’s probably loving it.” I countered. I felt myself getting hard again, imagining all the black cocks that were penetrating my wife tonight.



Charity said, “It’s not a vanilla gang-bang. These guys are some of Kenny’s rougher friends. She’s being treated like a human cum sponge. Two and three at a time. She’ll be covered in cum and bruises in the morning. I’m used to it, and even
 my
  hips are bruised after one of these.”



I stared, imagining the men brutally fucking her. God help me, I was excited.



Charity said, “And I get you.” She kissed my face.



I pushed my hard cock against her hip and said, “And you can have more.”



We made love again, then drifted off.



***



I woke first, and made coffee, then sat on the bed and watched her sleeping. I pulled the sheets back to examine her piercings again, and was amazed that she’d tattoo such vulgar things on herself. Then I remembered Maya mentioning that she was “broken” by her first group experience. I wondered if it was really true.



She woke up and said, “Why are you staring at me? It’s creepy.”



I handed her a coffee and said, “It’s not creepy. You get tattooed and pierced like that, you
 want
  people to look.”



She chuckled, “Busted.” She took a sip of the coffee and said, “You made me coffee, too?”



“Two cups. Means one’s for you, gorgeous.”



“You keep calling me gorgeous, I’m gonna believe it,” she smiled.



“Believe it. You are unspeakably gorgeous. Don is a lucky guy.”



Charity laughed, “Don doesn’t touch me. He’s the biggest cock slut out of all of us.” She looked at me and said, “Kenny sells his ass, too. There are black guys who like to fuck white sissies, I guess.”



“Don doesn’t touch you? Holy shit. I’ll do it anytime you like. You really are gorgeous.”



Charity reached over and grabbed my cock. “Should I call or text?”



“I’ll leave the door unlocked, you just visit whenever you want. It would be my dream job, to be your sex slave.”



Charity leaned forward and kissed my hardening penis, “I just want you to make love like that again.”



I put my cup down and said, “OK, how about now?”



Charity put hers down and said, “Yes! But I have to leave at noon, sorry.”



“Booked? Well come back after, sloppy seconds is fine for me.”



Charity laughed, “More like sloppy twenty seconds. I've got a trainal at a black frat.” She crawled against me.



“Trainal?”



She giggled, “Something we made up. Anal train equals trainal.” She saw my face, “Yeah, what you think. Guy’s line up and buttfuck me. For hours. It’s great, actually. Their cum becomes lube after the first couple, and I just zone out while I get a huge sperm enema.”



“Fuck.”



“Too gross?” she asked as she kissed my nipple.



“Too amazing. Come to me afterwards.”



We made love while I imagined her face down over a table or sofa, a line of hard dicks fucking her butthole. I wished I could be there watching her face as she took one after the other.



We showered together afterwards, and I finally asked something that was on my mind.



“Maya said one of Kenny’s friends sold you in an alley for $5 and thirty guys fucked you. Is that true?”



“Yes,” she answered flatly.



“How did you manage 30 guys in a night?”



Charity looked at me defiantly and said, “When you’re in an alley, they just want to unload into you and go. That’s like 10 minutes, tops - less for most. One after another, no foreplay, no negotiation. They lined up and all I had to do was open my mouth, or ass, or pussy. 10 minutes each, 30 guys, less than five hours. I peed right there in the alley in front of them when I had to go.”



“Holy shit, that’s amazing.”



Charity said, “His friend left $220 in my purse, so it was 44 guys.”



My mouth hung open.



Charity laughed a little crazily and said, “I want to do it again, see if I can break that record. I was in a zone. All I thought about was getting them to cum.”



Wow. Such a twisted person wrapped in a beautiful body.



Charity headed off, and I cleaned up a bit, wondering when Wendy would return.



***



I spent the afternoon scrolling through Charity’s profile pages. I was so turned on by her depravity. She definitely excelled at the group bang. She also apparently had a thing for being restrained in devices while groups of men used her. As a weird thrill, I checked her social media pages, and saw a prim and proper couple attending events, going to church and visiting parks. Their friends would never know that the two of them were cock whores, as she said.



Mid-afternoon, I received a text from Kenny, which had a link to file share that contained videos of Wendy in action. I immediately found the gang-bang from last night, curious if it was as rough as Charity described.



She wasn’t wrong. There were six guys, muscular, tattooed, black and scary. Wendy seemed confident at first, then withered to a compliant puppet as they slapped her, double-penetrated her in every combination. When she had one in her pussy and another in her ass, they actively worked to stretch her apart, the other guys chanting “split her!” They came in every hole, jerked off into her hair and face, and made her eat their asses. It was a glorious but disgusting ruination of my bride. I couldn’t wait to ask how she liked it.



Early in the evening, I heard the front door open and headed down to see if it was Charity or Wendy. I stopped cold when I saw them both standing there.



Charity was the first to speak, “Look who I found at the trainal, trying to take my cocks.”



Wendy looked at her and said, “There were plenty to go around dear. You had your fair share.” She turned to me and said, “I see you’re making friends with
 all
  the whores. First Maya the half-breed, and now Charity the black hole.”



Charity laughed, “Look who’s talking! You’ve had so much black cock in you that Purdue has you on a watch list.”



Wendy pushed past me to our room, leaving Charity and me alone.



“Well?” I asked.



“Fucking Kenny sent that cunt to my frat trainal. He knows how much I love them, and I’m the only one who does the groups. So I get there and Miss Anal there is on her fifth guy. Thank god it was a sizeable group today, or I’d only get a handful. Things got ugly when we left and she accused me of stealing
 her
  gig.”



Charity was clearly worked up and mad. She lowered her eyes and face and said, “And then I told her that if I was gonna steal anything, it would be her husband. That he didn’t deserve a lying cunt like her. I told her I was gonna go to her house and take you for another night in
 her
  bed.”



Charity looked up and said, “Sorry. I didn’t mean to fuck things up.”



At that point, Wendy emerged from the bedroom, carrying a luggage bag. She pushed by me and stood at the front door, “Is she promising you her heart, baby? Because that’s all she has left. She’s given her mouth, cunt and asshole to the entire hood. Probably all on the same gang-bang. Well, you can have her. I’m heading to Kenny’s.”



“Wendy…” I said. How was I going to defuse this? “Don’t go.”



Wendy looked at me and said, “I’ll be back. After Kenny has sold me to thousands of cocks, and I’m a fucked-out, used up whore like her. Maybe then you’ll like me, when you can park a car in my cunt.”



She turned and slammed the door behind her.



Charity looked at me and said, “Sorry. What can I do?”



I was upset at the argument, and upset at Wendy. On the other hand, she turned me on talking about Kenny selling her to thousands of cocks. I wanted her to do it, but come back to me. She would return as soon as she cooled off, and might even back out of the deal with Kenny to avoid Charity and Maya. An evil thought crawled into my mind.



I turned to Charity and said, “Move in with me.”



Charity looked shocked. “What?”



I leaned closer and touched her neck gently. I knew that’s what she craved, and I used it to my advantage. “Don never touches you. And you like to make love to me.”



Charity looked at me and said, “She’ll definitely stay with Kenny. Do you
 want
  her to be a fucked out whore? Kenny will do it, she’ll be fucking ten thugs a day. That’s fucking insane.”



I looked at her and said, “44 guys in a night? That’s fucking insane.” I kissed her neck, drawing a sigh.



Charity searched my eyes. “I’ll do it. I’ll even share you with Maya so you have some variety. You’re never seeing your wife’s snapper again, at least not for a long time.”



“At least after a thousand dicks, I hope,” I laughed. I wasn’t worried about her health or safety - if she survived last night’s gang bang and then was ready for a trainal, there was no doubt that she wanted this. I was a little worried that she might not want to come back to me.



In the meantime, though, I had two exotic nymphos to keep me company. Between them and their husbands, I’d never have full balls again.



Charity said, “Give me a few minutes, let me call home.”



She disappeared into the kitchen, then returned about 30 minutes later. “OK, I’m staying here tonight, then tomorrow you and I will go to the house. Donna will help me move out before Don gets there. She’ll explain things to him.”



What? That was crazy. Donna was the sissy version of Don, both the same human. “But…”



Charity cut me off, “I know. It’s easiest this way. There is one concession I had to make though.”



“Yes?” I wondered what could be coming.



“Donna wants something too. She says she gets lonely, so she wants to visit whenever she wants to blow you. Just ‘blow and go’ she says.” Charity had a a dumb grin on her face.



I stared at her stupidly, my mouth open.



She laughed, then slowly slipped off her top, exposing her tattoos and the piercings, as she said, “Seems like a fair deal to me. You endure the best blowjob ever to get me.”



I immediately said, “Yes! Anything for that.” Charity giggled, then pulled tight against me and said, “How about a cuddle and some love?” She kissed my neck then said, “It’ll be a little messy - I can still feel my ass leaking.”



I took her hand and led her to the bedroom, “Messy is good.”









Whore House



The next day, we went to Charity’s house, and Donna was waiting for us. Charity and Donna hugged like friends, and Donna gave me a hug and a kiss. I had steeled myself for this, telling myself over and over that Donna was a woman. The kiss was actually kind of exciting, knowing that Donna had blown at least a dozen guys the previous night.



Donna had already packed a bunch of Charity’s things, and moving the boxes a couple of blocks was quick work. As we finished moving, Donna said, “Well, I hope you two are happy.” As she backed out the door, she said, “Remember our deal, I get to borrow your man’s meat whenever I want.”



I could tell that Charity was worried, so I replied, “A deal is a deal, so don’t worry.” Donna seemed pleased as she left.



Charity looked at me and said, “I think there’s a boyfriend waiting in the wings. Just wait and see.” It was too weird to consider or comment on, so I let it drop.



We moved some of Wendy’s things to the guest room and closet, and Charity set her stuff up. She came down later as I was watching TV and said, “I can’t wait to make love in our bed tonight!”



I turned and saw that she was wearing a light tank top, her tattoos and piercings visible. I couldn’t resist, so said, “Who says we have to wait?” as I jumped up, grabbed her, and carried her to the bedroom. We made some damned wonderful love that afternoon and evening.



***



The next day at work, I had a hard time concentrating, as I thought about the drastic change in our lives that had just occurred. By lunchtime, I was already considering feigning illness so that I could go home and be with Charity. I had no idea when she was working and hoped it wasn’t this evening.



As I pondered what symptoms I could fake, my phone rang. It was Charity! When I answered, she said quickly, “We have an issue. Can you get home now?”



“What kind of issue?” I asked.



I heard yelling in the background, and Charity just said, “Wendy!” then she hung up the phone.



I sent a note to my boss telling him I had an “issue” at home that I had to address. I’d explain later. I spent the 30-minute ride home worrying what was happening. Had Wendy snapped? Was she throwing Charity out? Was there violence?



I pulled up to the house and there was a small U-Haul out front, the kind that you could move one room’s worth of stuff. When I got out of the car, I heard no yelling, and went inside. I found Charity and Anne sitting in the living room. A bottle of tequila in front of Charity and Anne was drinking directly from a wine bottle. It was 2:00 in the afternoon.



“Hello ladies. What’s going on?”



Charity looked at Anne, then said, “There are no ladies here. Just shlutsh.”



“Cum guzzling black cock sluts!” Anne cheered.



They were blasted. I went for the scotch, “Wait, let me catch up.”



I took a seat across from them, and sipped my drink as I asked, “Was there some problem? Something about Wendy?”



Charity was trying to pour another shot, so Anne said, “Was. Sorry, was a problem. Not really a problem. Wendy came to move her stuff out and was pissed that Charity had already moved it.”



“Wait, Wendy was here?” I asked.



Anne said, “Yeah. She told Kenny she was moving in with him, so he told her to get her stuff and move it while you were at work. I guess she didn’t expect Charity.”



“Slut! She found a Shlut!” Charity chimed in.



“And then?”



“Well, I came and calmed her down, and helped her move her shit,” Anne explained.



“So her stuff is in the truck outside? Where is she?”



“That’s my stuff in the truck. She’s setting up house at Kenny’s. Kenny told me to find a place to go. Wendy’s his number one whore now,” Anne looked sad and nervous.



“So where are you going?” I asked, but suspected I knew.



“Here!” Charity yelled. “Here with ush shluts!”



I looked at Anne, who looked a little nervous. She said, “Well, when Charity was soberer, she told me to move in here. It’s your house, so I thought I’d ask.”



“The guest room?” I asked.



Charity jumped in front of me, “No dumbassh! In our room, with ush!” She crawled into my lap and said more slowly and even sounded sober, “All of us together. Your bed is big enough, and one or the other of us will probably be working.”



I looked at Anne, incredulous about their suggestion. Anne sprouted a little smile, “Kenny has one main whore, you’ll have two.”



“Holy fuck,” was all I could manage.



Anne misread my answer and said, “That’s OK. I’ll find some place. Sorry to bother you.”



“No!” I almost yelled. “Definitely move in. I’d be an idiot to say no! Two supremely hot chicks living with me! Sharing the same bed! Oh, my God! I may go to hell, but God, I’m gonna love the trip!”



Charity latched onto my neck, kissing and slurping her way to my ear, where she whispered, “Shluts!”



Anne seemed about to jump out of her skin with excitement, “Really?” She jumped up, “Really, really?”



I nodded, and she squealed. “What now? Move my stuff?”



Charity had slid off my lap and was lifting her shirt as she said, “Get naked!”



I looked at Charity and said, “I like her idea better. We’ll move your stuff when we sober up.”



Anne was already stripping her clothes.



***



The next week was challenging as we figured out schedules. I cooked dinner, because there was no guarantee either of the women would be home to cook. Kenny used Google calendar to share “dates”, and the girls were all synchronized on it. For last-minute bookings he also texted them. The women usually had an hour's notice for last-minute gigs, or ‘tricks,’ as Charity called them.



I bought a electronic wall scheduling board, and we used Charity’s calendar login to connect it. Charity used a paint pen to write “Whore Board” on the wall above it in flowery print. Both of the women were perfectly comfortable referring to each other and themselves as whores.



I couldn’t help but notice that Wendy was busy every day, most days with several “dates.” She was booked for the next two months, fucking four to six guys a day, and gangbangs every week or two. She was definitely working on her ‘thousand cocks’ promise. I wondered if she was still mad, or just busy.



I could see Maya and June’s dates as well. Charity tended to be booked on weekend nights for gangbangs and trains, and Anne during the week for solo dates, sometimes overnights. June didn’t seem to be very popular, I wondered why. There was the weekly meeting for health checkups on Monday. I guess every business had Monday meetings.



Near the end of the week, we were sitting around having a drink after dinner, when the doorbell went off. Anne went to get it, as she was the only one fully clothed. Charity liked to stay naked when she was in the house, and I didn’t object at all.



Anne returned with Donna, who actually looked pretty good. “Want a drink?” I offered.



Donna giggled, which felt a little weird, and said, “Yes, but not from a bottle.” She looked at Anne and Charity and said, “Sorry, am I interrupting something? I mean, we have an… arrangement, right?”



Charity snorted a laugh and said, “Deal is a deal.” She looked at me and said, “Come on, big boy. Drop those pants and let the whore feed.”



“Now?” I asked, a little put off. I don’t know why - the last time Donna sucked me off, there was a roomful of people watching.



“Yes, now. Deal is a deal. Besides, Anne and I like to watch to get tips on technique. Donna is the best cocksucker we’ve ever seen.”



I pushed my pants down, releasing my hardening penis. As soon as I took my seat, Donna was latched on, sucking my soul out through my cock. She knew every ridge, every nerve bundle, every way to get me excited. She knew my cock like she had one, which she did.



I was ready to cum in minutes, but she backed off and wouldn’t let me release.



“That’s it, Donna - edge the bastard like he does to us. How’s the teasing feel, big boy?” Anne led the taunts.



Donna continued her expert work, bringing me close two more times, until I was literally begging her to let me come. This amused the hell out of Anne and Charity, as they cheered Donna on. When I finally orgasmed, I saw stars and shot so long and hard that I was sure my testicles were flat.



I was speechless as I recovered and watched Donna get up to leave. Charity had a quick moment in front of us as she asked, “How are you doing?”



Donna said softly, “Good. I'm a little lonely sometimes, but I’ve got friends.” She patted Charity’s hand and asked, “And you? Are you happy?”



Charity looked at her husband and said, “It’s perfect. Sweet love when I’m home and fucked rough like a whore when I’m working. The best life ever.”



As Donna left, I realized what a fucked up weird life I’d signed up for.



***



Monday when I returned from work, I started dinner. According to the schedule, both women would be home tonight. They should be back from the weekly ‘team’ health check soon.



I heard the front door, and thought I’d yell to let them know I was home, but realized that my car in the drive would be enough notice. Anne strolled in and opened the refrigerator for the wine. Charity was already naked, carrying a glass of tequila.



I saw her and said, “You know what I
 really
  want to eat for dinner?”



Charity laughed, and spread her stance as she said, “Come and get it, baby! Prime #1 snapper, tenderized by a thousand cocks.”



I put down the spatula and turned to her, but Anne snapped, “No! I don't know how to cook and we’re hungry.” She turned to Charity and said, “If you’re that damned horny,
 I’ll
  eat your tenderized snapper.”



I quickly said, “Oh God, yes, please!”



Charity took a slug of her tequila and said, “He does it better, sweetie.” She stepped to Anne, and they locked lips, tongues dueling for a full two minutes. I forgot about the stove as I watched. When they broke the kiss, Charity said, “But you’re a better kisser.” The girls stood together, Anne’s arm around Charity. For the hundredth time, I mentally pinched myself, wondering how I got so lucky.



“So you ladies are all healthy and stuff?” I asked, as I stirred the skillet.



“Yeah,” Charity said, “despite our best efforts. Even Wendy.” She seemed a little hesitant to say it. Well, as hesitant as Charity ever was to say anything. The woman had no filter whatsoever.



“And how is she?” I tried to sound casual. It was hard to be married to a woman and then have her just disappear from your life.



“Being queen bee,” Anne said, clearly unhappy. “Sitting there on Kenny’s lap like she was the queen, but she has a barcode like the rest of us, she’s no better.”



“Just a whore for sale,” Charity added, as she finished her tequila.



“She has a QR Code?” I asked.



“Yep, just like the rest of us,” Charity said.



“Hmm…”



Charity cut me off. “I scanned it for you. You want the highlights?”



“Yes!” I moved the skillet off the fire and stirred the rice so I could pay attention.



Charity grabbed her phone and read, “
 Willing Wendy. This sweet housewife is waiting for you to ruin her. She loves to be pumped full of jizz and sent home dripping to her husband. Bare Only. Oral, Anal, Gangbangs, Trains, Bondage, blah blah.
 ”



Charity continued, “There are some excellent pictures of her being stretched by black cocks, and the video clip from MY trainal.” She was still pissed about Kenny adding Wendy to her gig.



“Barcode,” I said, thinking about what it would look like on her.



“You all right?” Anne asked. “Upset about the tattoo?”



I came back to earth and chuckled, “Hell no! I think it’s great. My wife is a full-time whore. A receptacle for cum. Fuck, that’s awesome.”



I plated dinner, and we took seats. As we ate, I asked, “Was June there?”



Anne and Charity exchanged glances. Anne said, “Of course, she’s one of Kenny’s. Why did you ask?”



I said, “I’ve seen her name on the calendar but never met her. At least I don’t think I have. “



Charity laughed, “Oh, you’d remember. She’s almost 6’1”, and built like an amazon. A beautiful amazon, with tits bigger than my head.”



“Tattoos?” I asked, intrigued.



Charity put her fork down and said, “Oh! You like them big?”



I laughed, “I like them pink inside. And tasty. Like you two beauties.” Anne laughed.



Charity nodded, “Yeah tattoos. It’s kind of requirement of the trade - whores get tattoos. But June has them all over her arms, legs, back, front. I’ve never seen her tits or cunt, so I don’t know if she has them there.”



“You’ve never seen her naked?”



“No, she only does solo guys, outcall at their house,” Anne explained. “She doesn’t attend Kenny’s parties either. I scanned her site, and she goes for double our rates, maybe for the tattoos and muscles? She is ex-military.”



I thought for a moment and asked, “Why hasn’t her husband claimed rights on you two? Kenny said husbands can take any of the whores whenever they like, as long as they aren’t working.”



Anne looked uncomfortable, “Her husband is gay. I think that’s why June doesn’t do a lot of dates - she just needs to get laid from time to time.”



I grinned “I could do that.”



Charity snorted, “Don’t you have enough pussy? You want ALL the whores, you greedy bastard?”



Anne joined in on the fun, “Yeah! We’re not enough for you? Plus Maya? We should move the fuck out.” She had a hard time keeping a straight face.



Charity rose, her nipple rings glittering as they swung. She looked at Anne and said, “Or we should fuck him so hard he can’t think of another woman!”



Anne was already pulling her shirt off as Charity attacked me.



We went wild right there on the kitchen table. By the time we were done, dishes were on the floor and we were covered in rice, soy sauce, wine, cum and sweat. It was somewhere between animalistic fucking and sweet love, my brain had disengaged and I just enjoyed whatever was happening.



As we lay there panting, I sucked a piece of rice off of Charity’s breast. Charity panted, “I bet you’re not thinking of June now, are you?”



“Who?”



Anne laughed, “Good boy!”



“I want dessert,” I said.



“What do we have?” Anne asked.



I slid off the table, “Prime #1 Snapper! Line them up ladies, I want a double helping!”



They giggled as I helped pull their asses towards the table’s edge. It was a little tough to maneuver, but I managed to finger and lick them both to another orgasm.



As Anne lay panting, she said, “I think we’re outnumbered Charity. This guy is unstoppable. Call the marines.”



Charity said, “Call June!”



I couldn’t resist, “Who?”



We all laughed so hard that we were gasping for air.



***



We fell into a routine over the next few weeks. I checked the calendar each day before I left, so that I could plan dinner for one, two, or three of us. Donna visited a few times, with about the same level of interaction, happy to leave with a belly full of cum. Maya stopped by twice to “borrow” me, and I ended up at her place, making love to torture Rakesh, who served his cleanup duties.



One Friday felt lonely, all the women were booked for multiple dates for the evening, even Maya. I made myself dinner, had a pair of scotches, then headed off to bed early, trying to ignore my mental images of what each of the women were doing, and with whom. I hoped I could sleep through the night - if I woke in the middle of the night, I’d be up for the duration, jerking off to thoughts of the women.



I woke up to the feeling of someone crawling into bed with me. In my foggy brain, I tried to figure out who would be home - both Anne and Charity were scheduled for overnight, or at least until the morning.



I felt a hand snaking towards my cock and turned to see the biggest breasts I’ve ever seen up close. They were covered with tattoos, and the one nipple that I could see had a silver bar through it. When I pried my eyes away from them, I was met with a beautiful face, eyes intently studying me.



The fog had cleared enough that I could speak. I ventured, “You must be June?”



The woman smiled, her bright white teeth lighting the room. “And you must be the magical man that makes whores feel love.”



I grinned, “That, too.” I looked over what I could see of her and it was a landscape of tattoos and muscles. “Oh my God, you’re beautiful!”



She smiled, “And so it starts. No talk, just make me feel like you make Charity and Maya feel.”



Holy God. I could feel my cock turn rock hard as she gripped it. I pulled myself to my hands and knees and leaned in to kiss her. She was receptive, her tongue twisting with mine. When we broke the kiss, I studied her face, then gently kissed her eyelids, cheeks, forehead and ears, working to her neck. She gave a little sigh as I kissed and licked her neck. I could see her nipples were as hard as rocks, and I hoped I made that happen.



I licked and kissed down her hard body, admiring all the ink, making my way past her hips and down her legs, making her squirm and moan from the sensations. I kissed my way back up her other leg, finally tasting her slit. She had tattooed an elaborate demon over the area, who sat as a silent voyeur to the tongue-lashing I gave her. I slid a finger inside of her, working on her g-spot, as I sucked and licked at her clit, going for a quicker orgasm.



June responded softly, not as energetically as the other women, and I wondered if I was getting her close at all. Suddenly, she exploded! Her legs clamped tight, trapping my face against her pussy and hand pinned tight. She let out a wail that would scare the undead, and began convulsing - that was the only word for it - as she came. I continued to tongue her clit, causing her to jerk and wail even more. She continued to orgasm for what felt like 10 minutes, finally falling exhausted onto the bed.



I took a moment to regain my composure, as I watched her muscular stomach rise and fall. She sobbed a tiny, “Oh God,” but those were the only words she spoke.



I went back to licking her labia and fingering her g-spot, occasionally taunting her clit as she began panting. I really wanted to experience her orgasm again, so I began attacking her clit like the previous time. I coordinated sucking of her hood and nub, with occasional tongue swipes inside her labia.



Just as suddenly as last time, she exploded, again trapping my head and hand. I continued to lick and suck her clit, trying to cause the maximum stimulation. June jerked and convulsed, her wail increased to a scream as I hit the sensitive spot repeatedly. Eventually, she fell silent, drained.



When I could free my hand and face, I kissed my way back up her body, and positioned myself over her, as she spread her legs for me. Our eyes met as I entered her, feeling her warm insides, surprisingly tight compared to the other women. I felt her muscular legs wrap around mine as I gently rode her, pulling her into a kiss.



She seemed to be in some sort of trance as we made love. She responded to my touches and kisses, but in a dreamlike way. I held off as long as I could, feeling her respond, but I couldn’t tell if she was approaching her peak.



Finally, I stiffened, shooting my pent-up semen into her. Suddenly, she gripped me tight, wailing and shaking through an orgasm. That prolonged mine as I continued to cum, certain my balls would shoot out at any minute.



I slumped on top of her magnificent body, touching her face with my fingers as I looked into her eyes.



June whispered softly, “They weren’t lying.”



I chuckled and asked, “Please stay with me?”



“Yes,” she said as I laid my head on her chest and slept.









Street Meat



I awoke to the sounds of moaning and found Charity face-down in June’s pussy, June’s hands tangled in the smaller woman’s hair, holding her close as she moaned gently.



I noticed that Charity’s ass was in the air as she muff-dove into June, so wasted no time sliding behind her and pushing my straining morning hard-on into Charity. Charity’s muffled squeal told me she liked it.



June met my eyes as I pumped Charity and said softly, “Faster.”



I sped up, but gave her a curious look. June smiled and said, “Fuck me with her face.” I realized then that I was driving Charity’s mouth into June’s pussy with each thrust.



I picked up the pace, reading June’s face as she bit her lip, and nodded. I tried to keep the same speed, then slowed when she said, “Easy,” and quickened a minute later when she said “Faster.” She repeated “Faster” with more urgency as I saw a blush growing on her chest and next.



It happened suddenly: June wailed and clamped her legs tight on Charity’s head as she bucked and convulsed; her face making an intense grimace as her orgasm hit. That brought me over the edge, as I stiffened and started coming inside Charity.



We all recovered after a minute, and Charity pulled herself free from June’ death grip. She giggled, “I’ve never been a human strap-on before! That was great!”



Just then, Anne appeared from the bathroom and scolded us, “You shoulda told me!”



I laughed, “You can be round 2. Let’s get coffee.”



We headed downstairs. To my surprise and extreme pleasure, Charity and June remained naked, while Anne simply slipped on a teddy that was basically transparent. I pulled on boxers. I never felt comfortable being completely nude.



As we made coffee and toast, I heard the front door. I wondered if it was Donna, or maybe Maya. I was surprised when Kenny walked in.



He stopped still at the doorway, taking in the three naked women and me. He looked around the room a second time, and then stared at me, his mouth open. “Fuck, dawg!” finally came out of his mouth.



Charity giggled, “That’s him! Our Fuck Dog!” The other girls laughed.



Kenny said, “My whores but they’re living with you.”



“I’m just keeping them warm for you,” I responded. “Besides, you have my whore.”



Kenny chuckled, “Yeah, but she’s technically my whore. You gave her to me.”



The girls seemed tense now that the topic of Wendy came up. “I hope you’re putting her to good use.”



Kenny smiled, “Sure am. Probably 20, 30 guys a week. The girl should be half cum by now.”



Kenny finally processed who was present and said, “June, whoa! A rare appearance. What are you doing here?”



June smiled and pointed her coffee cup at me, saying, “Fuck Dog.”



Kenny said, “Shit man, you gotta tell me your secret. I could own all the pussy in this town if I knew it.” He cocked his head and said, “Maybe you could recruit?”



Anne interjected, “No way. We’re splitting him four ways now. No more.”



The other girls laughed, joining in on the mini chorus of “No way.”



Kenny laughed, and held up his hands, “OK, OK!”



He turned to me and said, “You’re playing with fire, living with all these whores.”



“Ladies,” I corrected him.



Charity, ever the troublemaker blurted out, “We’re whores.”



Anne joined her, “Definitely whores.”



June said softly, “I’m a whore.”



Kenny raised his eyebrow and said, “See? Words are words, whores are whores, cunts are for sale.”



“And asses,” added Charity softly. Both Kenny and I shot her a look.



“So, you want some coffee? Came to take a ride on one of the, um, whores?” I asked.



Kenny shook his head, “No your wife does a good job of draining my balls, that slut. I came with an offer you might like. She wants to be street meat, and I thought you might want to be her pimp.”



I could hear all the women gasp.



“Street meat?”



“Five dollar taco?” Charity asked.



Kenny chucked, it didn’t seem humorous, “Or two dollars.”



I looked at Charity, hoping someone would explain, “Street meat? Taco?”



Charity looked at me and said, “Remember the story of me, and the alley and dumpster?”



I nodded.



“Yeah. That.”



Anne asked softly, “Did she do something wrong?”



Kenny shrugged, “Nope. I told her what happens if she gives it away for free, because I found the frat number in her phone. She got all excited and insisted on doing it this Friday. I told her that Saturday would be a busy night, but she insisted on Friday.” He paused, considering whether to continue, “And she asked for Greg to sell her.”



My stomach churned thinking about Wendy in an alley, guys lined up to use her like a masturbation device. She shouldn’t have stormed out because of Charity, she deserved a good degrading fuckfest. Something about Kenny’s description felt funny, so I went over to check the calendar.



I stared for a long time, then sat down. “I’ll do it,” I said.



June was perceptive, she asked, “What is special about Friday?”



I looked at her with no expression, “Our anniversary.”



***



Kenny breathed, “Shit.”



Charity exclaimed, “That little fucking freak!”



Kenny said softly, “You don’t have to, man.”



“No. I’ll do it. I wanted to see her with other men, now I’ll get to see her with
 dozens
  of other men - fucking her face, ass, pussy. I hope 100 guys show up.” I turned to Kenny, “Can you put the word out?”



Kenny, still a little stunned, said, “Sure. Discount night. I’ll send one of the boys with you in case the crowd gets too much.” He paused, then, “I’ll be losing money on her regular rate, but consider it an anniversary present.”



After Kenny departed, the girls circled closer, asking if I was sure, and how I felt. I felt numb, frankly, and excited to see Wendy in action. Asking Kenny to put the word out was probably a bad idea.



The rest of the week, there was always one or more of the women in my bed. June started visiting regularly, as did Maya. All the sex and beautiful women reminded me more of what was in store for Friday, rather than taking my mind away.



On Friday, I dressed in jeans and a polo. Luckily, it wasn’t raining, and the temperature was low 70s but would definitely drop. It wasn’t a bad night to be gang fucked outside. Maya and Anne kissed me, telling me to be safe. Charity was off working a gang-bang, and June was entertaining some sports star.



I walked to Kenny’s house, and one of his “boys,” Darren was waiting by a panel van.



“Hop in. The whore’s already in the back.”



I climbed into the passenger seat and looked back to see that there were no seats in the van, just a bare mattress thrown down, and my wife sitting on it. “Ready to sell me, hubby?”



“Ready,” I said. Wendy was wearing a skirt that showed off her bare pussy, it was so short, and a mesh top that hid nothing. I could see that her nipples were pierced! I asked her to do that 100 times, and she never did. I was already getting excited as I realized she had done it for another man. “Nice piercings.”



She laughed, “Yeah, I knew you’d like them. I got them a few weeks ago. I figured I’ve already got tattoos, so why not?”



“I wanna see the tattoos when we get there.”



“You haven’t seen them yet?” She seemed surprised.



“Yeah. You moved out like two, three months ago and I haven’t seen you since. I guess you’ve been busy.”



Wendy smiled sweetly and said, “Hundreds of dicks, baby. Tonight should easily put me over 300. A third of the way until you love me.”



“I love you now, babe.”



“But I want to be your main whore,” she whined a little.



“You’re Kenny’s main whore,” I reminded her. This entire conversation was disturbing and exciting at the same time.



“Yeah,” she snorted. “Fun fact: He’s had his big black dick inside of me every single day since I moved out. He loves all of my holes.”



“OK,” I said, then turned back to watch where Darren was driving, mostly because I was getting carsick looking backwards.



We headed downtown, then pulled down a side street to an alley about half a block from the main drag. Darren backed the van into the alley, and said, “Give me a hand, boss.”



I followed him to the back of the van, and we pulled the mattress to the back of the alley, next to a dumpster. Luckily, it wasn’t for a food service, so it didn't reek much.



Darren said, “She must be an important one, Kenny doesn’t want her hurt. Most whores just fuck in the dirt.”



I followed him back to the van, and Wendy scrambled out. Darren pointed to the mattress, “Your office,” he laughed. He pulled a bag out of the back and handed it to me. “You’ll probably need all of this.”



I looked into the bag and there were three large bottles of lube, maybe a gallon combined, and a couple of hand towels. He lifted out one bottle and pulled the top up, saying, “Squirt it inside of her, it works better.” As he pushed the top closed, he added, “Both holes.”



I got nervous, and could see Wendy nervously moving from foot to foot. I noticed that there was a light over the door next to the dumpster, illuminating the mattress. She’d be on full display.



Just then, a black cop walked around the van and said, “What’s going on here?” My stomach jumped. I hadn’t thought about the legal issues. Our night had ended before it began.



Darren surprised me when he smiled and grabbed the man’s hand, “Jonesy!”



The cop said, “When I heard Kenny’s girl would be out here, I traded beats. He was looking Wendy up and down, “Redhead, nice.” He turned to Darren and said, “Much action on her yet?”



“Just got here, so you’re the first.”



The cop gave me a look and asked, “Diversity hire?”



Darren chuckled, “Nah. He’s the doorman tonight, so let your brothers in blue know, OK?”



The cop said, “Not muscle?”



Darren said, “Husband.”



Jonesy made a face, “Whaaaat?”



“Yeah. Fucked up white folks.”



The copy started unbuckling his belt and said, “I
 love
  to fuck white girls in front of their husbands.”



Darren snapped at Wendy, “Bend over here, slut.”



I watched my wife walk to the open back door of the van, and bend over, her hands on the floor and ass sticking out. Her skirt couldn’t be 5 inches high, so it was more like a belt.



Darren said, “Hold on Jonesy.” He grabbed the bag from my hand, pulled out a bottle of lube, pulled the top up and pushed the tip into Wendy’s pussy, squeezing the liquid into her. Wendy just grunted. As Darren put the lube back in the bag and handed it to me, he said, “Lube, man. Don’t forget the lube. Cum will work after the first bunch of guys, but always lube her asshole.”



The cop stepped up behind Wendy, his cock already stiff and pointing the way. It wasn’t particularly large, but was black as night with a pink tip. This would be only the second time I watched Wendy fucking another guy live - all her other debaucheries were on video, except for the night I gave her to Kenny.



Jonesy gave her ass a slap and said, “Nice and white. A little skinny, but pussy is pussy.” He laughed, then looked at me and said, “Here we go! Your wife is mine now.”



I watched him easily slide into my wife and heard her moan. My cock was rock hard as I watched the cop grab her hips and pump her, his only focus was on coming. She was just a lubed-up sex toy. It took him about five minutes before he started panting, then groaned, “Fuck! Filling her!” as his ass twitched while he shot his load into Wendy.



He stepped back and said, “Fuck, she feels good. Come over here and clean my dick, slut.”



Wendy didn’t hesitate. She turned and fell to her knees, licking and sucking his slimy cock. She looked amazing with a black dick in her mouth. The cop pushed her away as he pulled up his pants and said to me, “I’ll be back at end of shift with my replacement for blowjobs.” He looked down at my wife and said, “She’ll be a mess by then.”



After the cop left, Darren said, “Remember the lube. I’ll be back early tomorrow morning to pick up what’s left of her.”



As he turned, I asked, “What do I do? How does this work?”



“This is your alley. Stand up there at the entrance, and when guys ask for cunt or head, take $5 then send them to her. Oh!” I watched him dig in his pocket and produce a small camera. “Kenny wants a video. You only have about 2 hours on there, so highlights.” He handed me the device. “Oh, and the cops go free, right? Anyone with a badge is our friend and gets what they want.”



I nodded and watched as he got in the van and drove off, leaving us. Wendy was still on her knees and looked up at me, “Want a blow job?”



“Really?” I asked. She was facing hours of cocks, and she was asking me now?



“I love dick, and yours is right here.” She didn’t get up, hoping that I’d agree.



“Let me see your piercings and tattoo,” I said, helping her to her feet. I could immediately see the silver bars through her nipples, and reached up to feel them. “Do they hurt?”



She bit her lip and said, “Sensitive. Good sensitivity, I like it. Pull them, twist them.”



I did as she asked, and she moaned, completely turned on by the feeling.



I turned her by tugging her nipples to the side, then looked at her tattoo. There was more than the QR code. Below it, was the word “KENNY’$” the “s” was an actual dollar sign.



“Kenny’s, huh?”



My wife turned back to look me straight in the eyes, “Yes. I belong to Kenny. The dollar sign means I’m for sale.”



“Kinda permanent.”



“It is,” she said simply.



There was no more discussion because a guy turned into the alley and said, “That pussy for sale?”



I turned to greet him, “It is.”



Wendy headed back towards the mattress, and I heard her say, “Happy anniversary.”



I met the guy, a stringy black guy, “How much?”



“$5 for anything.”



He dug a bill out of his pocket and asked, “Anything?”



“Yeah. Just don’t hurt her. Mouth, ass, pussy. Fuck her ear hole if your dick with fit.”



He laughed and headed down the alley, “Just want me some white pussy.”



Wendy apparently heard him and immediately laid back on the mattress. I saw her grab a bottle of lube.
 Good girl.



The guy dropped his pants, climbed on, and started fucking her. Just like that, a second stranger had his cock inside my wife. I checked my watch to see if Charity’s estimate of 10 minutes each was accurate.



I heard the guy cursing as he came, but my attention was taken by two more guys approaching me. “This the $5 pussy?”



“$5 for anything. Pussy, mouth, ass, whatever.” I looked back to see the first guy pulling up his pants. I extended my hand, and the guys paid me $10, then headed back to Wendy.



The first guy walked past me as he left without even acknowledging me while the pair headed to Wendy. I watched her get on her hands and knees, and each man took an end, one in her mouth, and the other in her pussy. It was amazing to watch her spit roasted just 20 feet away, her body rocking from their thrusts. I heard one of them grunt and come, then they switched positions, my wife eagerly taking their cocks.



Another guy appeared, $5 in hand. I told him to wait his turn along the right side of the alley. Another followed him, then a pair of guys. As soon as the pair of guys finished, the next was on top of Wendy, pumping away.



After a while, there was a lull in the arrival of men. I walked a few steps down the alley. Wendy was face down on the mattress, a fat guy fucking her ass as he sweated and cursed. There were two more waiting their turn. I went back to my post and checked the cash and watch. Seventy-five dollars and an hour and a half. Over five minutes each, but less than ten.



A few more guys showed up as the last of the waiting group finished. I told the guys I had to check on the whore, that I’d be right back. They grumbled but waited.



I passed the last customer as I approached my wife. She was sweaty, and cum ran down her legs, forming a puddle on the mattress. She had marks on her legs, arms and sides, where the guys had held her too tight. A bottle of lube lay on the mattress, about half empty. One of the towels lay next to it, soaked from cleanups.



“You OK?” I asked.



Wendy looked up at me and said, “More. I need more.”



“There are more, don’t worry. When did you last lube your ass?”



“I dunno.” She appeared to be in a trance.



I grabbed the lube bottle and lifted her legs up, pulling them over her head so her ass and pussy were easily accessible.



“You gonna fuck me now?”



“Not until the end. I want to be the last guy on our anniversary,” I answered, as I popped open the top and pressed it against her pucker.



“Oh, yeah,” she growled. I wasn’t sure if it was about me going last, or from feeling the lube bottle penetrating her. I squeezed the bottle, forcing three or four ounces into her bowels. That should last awhile. When I released her legs, a small volume of lube squirted out of her ass, making a wet farting sound.



“Sorry,” she giggled. My wife looked at me and said, “I need more cock.”



I left the lube bottle next to her and went back to the waiting guys, a crowd of six. The men gave me their money, and they descended like vultures. I watched as Wendy was fucked by two and sometimes three at once. After each one came, he pulled up his pants and hung around watching his buddies fuck her. I noticed them pulling out cameras and videotaping their conquest. I left them alone - she was bound to be on the internet soon, anyway. It was a reminder to pull out the camera and take some video for Kenny.



A steady stream of men kept me busy at the “door” and Wendy was filled with cock nonstop for the next few hours. I checked on her regularly, and she was still reacting, sitting up to blow some customers, bending over doggy for others, and mostly in missionary, letting them bang her hard and fill her. I took more videos surreptitiously.



There was another pause around 1:00 am. I decided not to keep counting the cash, there was so much. I didn’t want mugging to be part of the experience. I watched the line of men waiting against the wall dwindle, one after the other pumping their nuts into my wife.



I went to check on her, and she was soaked in sweat and cum. The mattress was certainly ruined, between all the ejaculate and lube. Two empty bottles lay next to her, and I pulled out the last and set it at arm’s length, tossing the empties into the dumpster.



I considered wiping her off, but the towel she had been using was so saturated, I might end up
 adding
  cum to the mess. Luckily, Darren had packed two towels, so I used the clean one to wipe down the mess on her pussy and legs, and made a little progress on the rest of her.



Wendy watched me work, letting me move her arms or legs as I needed, watching while I replaced the lube and gave her a cleaner towel.



“You OK?” I asked. Wendy lay back and spread her legs, “I love being a whore. I make a good cum dump, don’t I?”



I nodded. She was babbling like drunk, but wasn’t drunk. I guess it was some sort of shock or PTSD.



My wife smiled, “I
 love
  being Kenny’s whore. I hope I made him lots of money tonight.” Her eyes fixed on mine, “I am Kenny’s
 main
  whore, he calls me. We fuck every day, you know.”



I realized she wasn’t my wife at the moment. I wasn’t sure who she was, but this was a different Wendy. Maybe the same thing happened to her as to Charity.



I heard a guy call, “Hey!” from the alley entrance and got up to greet him.



I heard Wendy say, “Good. More cock.”



The guys came in dribs and drabs, not nearly as many as in the first few hours. I avoided going to talk to Wendy, her current state scared me a little, but also excited me.



Around 2:00am, I checked on Wendy. No one had arrived in a little while, and the line was gone, the last one fucking Wendy missionary.



As I watched him groan and pump his babies into my wife, I was ready to go check her again, when I heard a raucous group approaching.



There were eight of them, slightly unsteady, clearly leaving the bar at closing time. As they stumbled by, one spotted Wendy and the mattress. “What’s this?” he asked.



“Whore for sale. $5 for anything you want.”



“You guys want a shot? $5 pussy!” he said to the others.



A few groaned, one said, “Not with
 your
  dick, Johnny.”



One of them clearly said, “Bukakke!”



The leader said, “Yes!” He asked me, “Can we?”



“Anything for $5, just don’t hurt her.” I was a little excited. I knew she liked when Kenny painted her face, so I figured this should be quite a show. And quite a video. The guy handed me a fifty, and I didn’t bother with change.



I followed them as they descended on Wendy, kneeling around her as she asked, “What do you want? Mouth? Pussy?”



The leader said, “Just to paint your pretty face.”



Wendy saw the cocks emerging from pants, their owners stroking away. She smiled, “Oh, yeah! Do it!”



I watched as they jerked away, jetting their cum onto Wendy’s face, in her hair, eyes, and even in her ear. She was dripping with their semen as they high-fived each other and staggered off. She looked like someone had hosed her face with Jergens.



I heard a noise and looked up to see Jonesy the cop and another approaching us. He looked down at Wendy and said, “Whoa. What a mess. I’m not sticking my dick in that.”



Wendy looked at him and said, “My asshole should be less messy.” She rolled over and put her butt in the air, knees spread for easy access.



Jonesy looked at his partner, who said, “Backdoor without a fight? I’m in!”



The cop looked at me and said, “Guard the alley. I don’t want any cellphone videos of us, OK?”



“OK,” I agreed, then headed to the entrance to watch for intruders. It must have taken the new cop 15 minutes to come. My wife squealed and groaned through his anal assault, actually begging him to fuck her harder.



Despite his claim, Jonesy did in fact stick his dick in her, adding his jizz to the gallons in her pussy.



As they departed, the new cop asked, “How long you gonna be here?”



“A while, should be gone by early morning.”



He nodded, looked around a bit, then said, “It’s a slow night. Expect some more badges and be cool.”



Over the next couple of hours, five more cops appeared, “checking on her welfare” through her sphincter. Every one of her fucked her ass hard, probably typical of cops, I guessed. We had the occasional paid customer, most of whom wanted quick blowjobs.



Around 4, it had become chilly, and we had nothing to cover her, so I rustled up some newspaper and cardboard, and that became her blanket. We rolled the sticky, saturated towels for her pillow. Charity’s description of “sleeping in the alley, newspaper for blankets” was prophetic. I took pictures so Wendy could remember what this was like if she wanted it again. I also added it to Kenny’s video roll.



***



The sky was turning lighter, and I was fighting sleep, even standing against the wall, when Darren rolled up with the van.



“Hey Boss, did she live?” he said cheerfully.



“Barely.” I followed him to the mattress.



“Ew, ick!” he said as he saw the mess. “The mattress is a loss, we’ll leave it.” He pulled the papers off of Wendy. I didn’t realize it, but her top and skirt were gone. She was naked and coated in slime.



“I think the whore may be a loss too. I don’t even know where to touch her,” he said, examining the mess.



“I’ll get her. My wife, my mess.”



“OK, but stay in the back. I don’t want to clean that off the seats.”



I picked up Wendy. She was cold and sticky. Her eyes opened when I picked her up, feeling the goop sticking to my clothes and hands. She was a little slippery, so I was careful. As I carried her to the van, she asked, “Is it morning? No more cocks?”



“No more cocks, baby.”



“Oh, too bad.” Holy shit.



The only way to keep from rolling around in the back of the van was to wedge a foot in one of the wheel humps and press against the back, keeping Wendy tight against me. Despite the discomfort, it felt nice to hold her. I could feel her warming up, and she even snuggled closer. Unfortunately, she reeked of cum and cigarettes, which kind of ruined the mood.



We stopped, and Darren opened the door for us. When I stepped out, carrying Wendy, I realized we were in front of our house, not Kenny’s.



“We’re not going to Kenny’s?”



Darren said, “Nah, man. It’s your anniversary and Kenny said to bring you here.” He touched Wendy’s shoulder with a finger and said, “Besides, I don’t think he’ll want her in the house like this. Ew!”



With that, he left.



I carried her to the front door, not even considering what the neighbors would think seeing me carry my naked wife in. When I got to the front door, Maya opened it for me, wearing her sari. As I entered the door, I saw Charity, June and Anne all waiting. Charity and June were naked, as usual, and Anne might as well have been. I felt an extreme rush of adrenaline as realised what an awesome life I had!



Anne explained, “Darren told us he was bringing you here. SO we thought we’d help.”



June silently walked to us, lifted Wendy’s eyelid and felt her pulse, then said, “Trauma. Give her.” She looked at Anne and said “Start the bath.” I watched Anne hurry upstairs - I loved watching her move.



June simply plucked Wendy from my arms with no effort. I felt myself getting hard as I watched the naked amazon carrying my naked wife upstairs.



I realized that Maya and Charity were watching me as I stared at the empty stairs. “Are you OK?” Maya asked, “Want some coffee?”



I looked at her, trying to process. I guess I was a little tired.



Charity giggled and wiggled her hips, her vulgar tattoos dancing, “Want something to eat?”



Maya chided her, “Charity…”



That was it. My brain was back. I grinned and said loudly, “Yes! Get your cunts on the counter. I want to eat you both!”



Charity laughed, “He’s the Fuck Dog!” as she turned and ran into the kitchen while I chased her. Maya entered at a more leisurely rate, but was naked by the time she hopped on the counter next to Charity.



Watching my wife take all that dick last night had me insanely horny, and I needed relief. For me, relief wasn’t always an orgasm, it was sex - even only making someone else cum.



I went crazy on the two women, giving them a pair of orgasms each before my fingers and tongue were tired. I sat back panting, and looked at Maya, “Now, I can have coffee.”



As Maya handed me the mug, she said, “You need a shower.”



“Yeah, probably,” I agreed.



Charity giggled, “You smell like me after a gang-bang - all cum and cigarettes.”



Maya’s face grew intense, “You’re not going Rakesh or Donna on us? Tell me you’re not full of cum.”



I laughed, “Nope. Not that. Rakesh would have been pushed to the limits last night, though.”



Charity grew excited, “How many?”



“I didn’t count.”



“Count the money,” she pressed. “I have to know.”



“Is this a competition?”



“Yes! Tell me!” she was pressed up against me, her tattoos and titties fogging my thinking.



“OK, I’ll count, but only give you over/under. I don’t want you trying to beat a record that doesn’t count for anything.”



Maya curtseyed, which was amazing naked, and said, “It counts for my cunt!” She giggled as she retook her seat.



I pulled wads of cash out my pockets and dumped them on the table. Maya asked, “How much for a guy?”



“Five dollars,” I answered as I grabbed a pile of crumpled bills and arranged them to count.



Maya said softly, “Holy shit.”



I carefully counted under the edge of the table, away from Charity’s prying eyes. I knew she would try to beat any number that I told her, and I don’t think I could do that alley thing again. At least not for a while.



I folded the counted bills in one pocket, then sorted and counted the rest. Three hundred fifty. I did the math. Holy shit. Seventy cocks. Not counting the freebies for the cops. Almost eighty guys, nearly double Charity’s count.



I stuffed the bills in my other pocket. Charity was staring at me. “How many?”



“More than you, sorry.”



Charity leaned forward and said, “More than what people told you, or more than I told you.”



“More than you told me.” Charity looked like she was going to ask another question, so I continued. “Lots more. Lots and lots.”



Charity sat back, deflated. I tried to make her feel better. “She had advantages, baby. She had a mattress, and three bottles of lube. Almost a gallon.”



Charity seemed unconvinced. “And Kenny put the word out. You didn’t have marketing like that.”



Charity perked up, “Yeah. That’s true. OK, then.”



Maya asked, “How many, really, Charity.”



Charity looked a little guilty, “Forty four. I counted the money.”



Maya said, “Fuck!” She paused a minute then looked at me, “Lots and lots more? Fucking Fuck! How do you even do that?”



“To be fair, she was taking two and three at a time for a while.”



“I did, too,” said Charity.



“Well, like I said. It’s not a competition. Shall we check on the slut?”



“Shower first. Use the guest room, June is busy in the main.”



***



I showered in the guest room and realized that I had nothing to wear. Well, I guess I’d join the Charity and June nudist movement. I was sore from standing all night, and tired, so I sat in the chair for a few minutes to rest.



I woke up with a start. I don’t know how long I slept, but from the sun, it looked about noon. I was probably out for a few hours.



I went in search of the girls. The first place I checked was the main bedroom. I stopped when I saw naked bodies on the bed. After a moment I could tell they were sleeping. From the tattoos and piercings and breasts, I could tell that it was June and Charity, and Wendy! The three were tangled together like someone had placed them for an orgy picture. I guess Wendy had gained a taste for women, or June had turned her.



I quietly crept back out, and went downstairs to find Anne, and see if Maya was still here. As I walked down the stairs, I could see Maya and Anne sitting together on the sofa, watching a TV show.



They looked up when they heard me on the stairs, and Anne said, “So subtle, naked with a boner.” She smiled and said, “Well, then, yes, we will fuck you.”



Maya was a pleasant addition. She rarely slept over, so I’d never had a threesome with her. Well, not counting Rakesh the cum vacuum. It was a fun change, doing it on the sofa, and they took turns riding me. I held off as long as I could, but was pretty worked up from watching the all-night fucking of my wife. Maya begged I come inside her, so she could bring Rakesh ‘a treat’. Anne was good with that because she knew she had all night with me.



As we lay together on the sofa recovering, we heard footsteps on the stairs and looked up to see Charity, June and Wendy descending, all completely naked. They were all holding hands, which was exciting. I could feel myself getting hard again.



Wendy raised an eyebrow and said, “What have we here?”



Charity laughed and said loudly, “It’s Fuck Dog!”



Wendy looked at her, “Fuck Dog?”



Anne explained it as we attempted to untangle ourselves. Wendy chuckled at the joke. “We’re all whores, and
 he
  gets the Fuck Dog name?”



“So, how are you feeling?” I asked Wendy.



“Sore. And awesome. I want to do that again.”



Charity screeched, “See! I told you! You should all do it, it’s awesome!”



The other women declined to comment, looking uncomfortable.



June said in her calm voice, “You’re both broken. Screwing fifty men in a night isn’t normal.” There was quiet for a moment, then she said, “You only need one Fuck Dog.” Two ladies laughed.



Wendy was looking strangely at June. She said evenly, “You’re in love with Fuck Dog, aren’t you?”



June looked uncomfortable. She never looked uncomfortable. She was an Amazon, that wasn’t possible. June met Wendy’s eyes and said calmly, “Maybe.”



Charity misread the room, god bless her. She yelled, “We all love Fuck Dog!” then crawled onto the pile of bodies that was me, Maya and Anne. She gave me a big sloppy kiss and said, “And he loves sluts!”



Wendy laughed at Charity’s goofiness. Into what would normally be awkward silence, she said, “I like it here. Can I stay over sometimes?” She asked no one and everyone at once. When no one immediately answered, she added, “I can only make it once every other week or so, I’m booked the rest of the time.”



Charity said chirpily, “Sure! The more the merrier.” She looked over at June and said, “Remember her tongue, June?”



June smiled and said, “This isn’t my home.”



Nearly all of them responded, “Yes, it is.”



June looked surprised and said simply, “Thanks.”



They all looked at me. Anne voiced it, “Well, Fuck Dog, can she?”



I laughed, “What? Am I gonna refuse another crazy whore? You’d have to change my name to Limp Dog. Sure, you can stay anytime you want, gorgeous.”



Maya said, “He wants to fuck you. He only whips out ‘gorgeous’ when he wants to get into your panties.”



“Or whips out his cock!” Charity yelled, always the crazy one.



Charity jumped up and yelled, “Shots!”



She returned with the tequila bottle, but everyone declined, saying they had customers later.



Charity said, “Me, too. But it’s another frat trainal, so all I have to do is lay there and get butt-fucked.” She downed her shot.



“Is everyone working tonight?” I asked?



Maya and Anne both had overnights.



June said, “I have a client.” She paused, then added, “I can call in sick, if you want,” as she looked at me expectantly. This was very unlike June. She was the calm, collected killer. It was flattering and scary, especially here in front of my wife.



Wendy said, “I’ll take your job, June. You spend some time with your Fuck Dog.”



June was taken aback, and I could see the other women totally focused on the exchange.



June said, “I can’t ask that. It’s a 48 hour gig. Home on Monday.”



Wendy smiled sweetly, “That’s perfect. You can have plenty of time with
 your
  Fuck Dog.” The emphasis on ‘your’ was not lost on anyone. Wendy was giving me to June the same as I gave her to Kenny.



Wendy turned to me and said, “What do you say, hubby? I’d like you to spend our anniversary with June.” No one was breathing. You could hear a pin drop.



I looked at June, all muscles and tattoos. She was the fantasy girl that nerds had their AI systems render.



“Thank you, honey. That would be great.”



Jane seemed to be lost at how to react. I looked at her and said, “You’re gorgeous,” as a smile crept on my face.



Maya whooped, “There it is!” They all laughed.



***



The girls all filtered off to their homes or customers, and June stayed with me. I persuaded her to go out to dinner with me and almost regretted making the offer when I saw her in the red sleeveless dress.



I treated her like you’re supposed to be with women, nothing special, but she drank it up like she’d never tasted it. I wanted to stay in bed all the time with her, but I also wanted to take her out and show her off. When I told her this, she kissed me and hugged me so hard I thought she might break my ribs. We went clothes shopping, to dinner and lunch, and just walked around the neighborhood.



None of the girls came to the house on Sunday or Monday, and I called in sick to spend the day with her.



That afternoon, as we were laying naked in bed, watching the ceiling fan, June said, “Hey, Dog. I have something serious to ask.”



“Yes, June. I will be honored to have your baby.”



She swatted me so hard that she left a bruise. “I’m serious. It’s hard to ask, but I’ll regret not at least asking. You can’t hurt my feelings, you are too nice to me.”



“OK, what’s bothering you?”



“Well, my husband is leaving me, moving in with his boyfriend.”



“Sorry,” I said automatically.



“It’s OK. I just wish he’d told me he was gay before we married. Maybe he thought I was manly enough.” I put my hand on her enormous breast and chuckled.



“Anyway, I’ll be in the house by myself. I thought, well maybe… Can I move in here?” She turned to look at me, her face betraying her vulnerability. “I know Anne and Charity are here nearly full time, so I’ll understand if space is an issue.”



“Just a second, let me think for a minute.” I looked at the ceiling, waiting for an elephant to fall on me. Something terrible was coming my way.



“I mean, I can…”



“Shut up before I stick a cock in your mouth. I’m thinking this through.”



June laughed quietly, but moved quickly, rotating to put her head in my lap, swallowing my hardening dick. Damn, that made it harder to think! I thought about the space, and who could sleep where. I went through the same calculations when we thought about Anne. Well, there wasn’t much thinking, we just made it happen.



“OK, we can talk if you promise to go back to that.”



I felt her release me and heard the “Pop” as my wet dick spring free from her mouth. She gasped, “Promise.”



“OK, let’s do it. I’ll turn one of the spare bedrooms into a huge walk-in closet, that you can all share. Only one or two of you are home most nights, so we can still share the bed.”



“I’m home most nights,” she interjected.



I grabbed her muscular ass, “That’s perfect for me, just don’t tell the others.” I turned and kissed her, “The worst case is that I sometimes wake up in a pile of naked women.”



June smiled brightly and said, “I like naked women, too.” She winked and said, “Like Wendy.”



I smiled. “You heard her give me to you, right?”



June brightened, “I like her even more.”



“Oh, and you have to promise never to wear clothes at home. Please don’t change that. I love, love, love seeing you naked.”



I think she blushed, but promised, “Not a stitch.”



***



Our life gently rolled on.



I converted the spare room to a walk-in closet. It took longer than expected, but worked out perfectly. We could even move some junk from the linen closet into there. I never realized how many towels and sheets we’d need for 4-6 people each week.



When Kenny found out about June moving in, I officially became “Fuck Dog” to him and his ‘boys,’ and given significant status at parties and gatherings. My home became known as the Whore House, not because of business conducted there, but because it was the whores’ home.



Donna eventually had a man move in with him/her. I never saw Don anymore, it was all Donna. I wondered how that went over at his job.



Wendy kept and expanded her position as chief whore, completely committing to being Kenny’s property. She stays over every
 other week or so, but it’s clear that she’s found her place.



I still wonder when the meteor will hit me.
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Sarah’s Jamaican Awakening: A Wife Works the Streets




Sarah's world has always been one of normality. Her sister Holly, however, thrives in sensual chaos. Her string of black skinned "Bulls," as she calls them, tells of a life of untamed passion, a world far removed from Sarah's comfortable existence with her loving husband, Barry. But when Barry encourages Sarah to explore her desires during a conference trip to Jamaica, everything changes.



Sarah finds herself surrounded by a sea of attractive dark bodies and hungry smiles. The allure of their lust is undeniable, and Sarah suddenly understands her sister’s cravings. When Sarah meets Jocko, whose powerful personality matches his physique, she feels a connection she's never felt before. What starts as a flirtation turns into nights of brutal passion, releasing the true submissive Sarah.



Jocko’s spell over Sarah is so complete that when he passes her around to his friends, as someone would lend a tool, she happily complies, returning after each is finished using her, eager to see the satisfaction in Jocko’s eyes.



Sarah quickly realizes that she enjoys being treated as an object more than she ever imagined, and agrees to be another of Jocko’s girls, available for sale on the street for any act. Her new life feels so exciting and real, that she is jolted when her trip to Jamaica ends, and Barry takes her back to her life of normality.
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Pierced and Passed Around: A Wife’s Descent




Rose, happily married at 42, was not looking for excitement. Then she met Doug, the handsome intern half her age. His flirtation ignited a dormant flame inside her. But the real shocker came from her husband's encouragement: a business trip hookup with Doug, a chance to feel the lust of a youthful lover.



Her husband's encouragement and continuing visits with Doug stoked that flame. Soon, Rose wasn't just sleeping with Doug, but also with his roommate, Tim – a tattoo artist whose skill at piercing Rose with both meat and metal drove her wild. Tim saw Rose as an untouched canvas, and began permanently marking her skin with ink and metal that emphasized her newfound promiscuity.



 Rose's transformation was amazing as the sweet wife was gone, replaced by a wanton woman, hungry with lust. This new Rose attracted not just Tim, but Doug's entire circle of friends. What began as a simple fling had escalated into a whirlwind of nymphomania as Doug happily shared her. Rose embraced every new man with open arms and legs.



But the thrill took a dark turn when Doug, emboldened by her willingness, rented her out to her own boss. This was a line Rose hadn't considered crossing until she had hurtled past “loose woman” into “paid party girl.” After the party, her boss made it clear that she should work for him, servicing his friends and clients.



Will she choose the security of her marriage, the thrill of her younger lovers, or a path of complete submission to lust? Find out in this story of a woman's transformation inside and out.
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Hooked by the Therapist: A Wife’s Unlocked Libido For Hire




Tired of a passionless marriage, Faith and Frank sought help from therapist Harry. But his unconventional methods ignited a fire in Faith she never knew existed - a desire that Harry was all too willing to indulge, and share with his exclusive clientele.



Discover Faith's shocking transformation from frustrated wife to the most sought-after pleasure provider in town.
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Turning Kate Out:

 
Journey from Hotwife to Ho






Kate was on a journey to improve herself - getting healthy, fit, hotter - whether through plastic surgery or the gyms, she wanted men to want her again.  Her husband supported her, and when he saw that the young stud at the gym was interested in her, he encouraged her to cheat.



Her cheating with the young stud, branched out to include her stud’s father, then his friends at the country club.  Eventually Kate decided that trading favors could be a more exciting fantasy, so she asked her husband to be her pimp.



Ed helped with her fantasy, until it became a reality.  Even though Kate wanted it, could he really sell his wife to strangers?  If he did, where would it end?
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