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International Escape 


I was looking forward to my sister’s wedding. Actually, I was looking forward to the trip as much as the wedding. I would finally get to meet her fiance, and get a trip to London, and be away from my husband for 10 days. That was a triple win. 

I needed a break from my husband, Steve. Well, actually we were already on a kind of break. We were sleeping in separate bedrooms for the past couple of months, because he complained that my snoring kept him awake. 


The real reason is that he didn’t want to touch me anymore. We hadn’t been intimate in weeks, and it was always a struggle to get him interested, no matter what I wore or how I surprised him. 


I suspected he had a girlfriend at work. He was working longer hours, “traveled” more than he used to, and protected his phone fiercely so that I couldn’t check his activities. 

In addition, he had slowly changed from the sweet loving man that I had married to a mean, demanding asshole. I knew I should do something about it, probably divorce, but couldn't bring myself to throw in the towel. 

I tried to get him to travel to London early, so we could have some time together away from life’s distractions. I hoped he would remember our love and revert to the man that he was; we could be the couple that we were. Unfortunately, he insisted on only traveling the minimum needed for the wedding, so I went solo for about a week beforehand. It was probably best for my sanity and nerves. 

I am sure that he would be happy for the time away from me. He could have unlimited time with whatever slut was foolish enough to spread her legs for him. 


Sister’s Lifestyle 


I arrived in London about an hour earlier than I expected, so I immediately caught a cab to Jenni’s place. She was in a nice apartment building on the second floor. I dragged my bag up and knocked on the door. 

When the door opened, it surprised me to see a handsome black man, who smiled and said, “Oh! That gorgeous red hair, you must be Caylee. I’m Jimmy.” 

As he let me in and helped with my bag, he said, “We didn’t expect you for another hour, sorry for the mess.” I was falling in love with his accent. My sister could definitely do worse. 

I looked around, and noted the relatively small, open layout apartment. There were a few closed doors that led to the bedrooms and bath, I assumed. I asked, “Where’s Jenni?” 

Before Jimmy could answer, one of the bedroom doors opened, and out stepped my sister and another black man. She was wearing only panties, and the man was wearing boxers, showing off his fit but skinny body. 

“Caylee!” she exclaimed as she rushed over to hug me, oblivious to her nudity. “Wow, you look great,” she said as she stepped back. 

“She sure does! This your sister?” the black man in her boxers said. Jenni looked over at him and said, “Bugger off, Nigel. I’m done with you.” she said sternly. 

“Just like that?” he asked. It sounded kind of funny with his accent. 

“Just like that. Go on. Get!” Jenni scolded him. 

Jenni turned to me and asked, “Want some coffee?” I followed her to the coffee machine while I watched Nigel pull on his clothes and leave. Jimmy grabbed his keys and said, “Off to work. See you later, Caylee. So happy you can spend a holiday with us.” He acted like nothing had happened. Like his fiance had not just walked naked with another man out of her bedroom! 

Jenni handed me a cup of coffee and I sputtered, “What was THAT?” 

Jenni answered, “Nigel? He’s one of Jimmy’s buddies, ‘mates’ they say.” 

“And you were…” I prompted. 

“Sleeping,” she said cautiously. “He spent the night.” 

“Just sleeping?” I asked, frustrated that she seemed evasive. 

“Well, no. We had sex too.” She tilted her head and said, “I told  you that Jimmy and I have an open relationship, right?” 

“So Nigel lives here, too?” I asked. I finally took a sip of my coffee to ground myself. 

Jenni laughed and said, “Hell no, he just stayed last night. Sometimes they stay, sometimes they just stop by for sex.” 

“They?” I asked. 

Jenni said, “OK, I guess you don’t really know about open relationships. Jimmy and I love one another, we just like to have sex with other people. Jimmy says he loves that I have so much sex. It’s definitely easier for me, and Jimmy finds guys for me, too.” 

“He does?” I asked, amazed at this. 

“Sure. I’ve slept with all his friends, some regularly like Nigel. Two guys in the building are regular, and I get dick every time I go to the gym,” She explained. 

“That’s a lot,” I said. My sister was a slut. 

“Every day,” she said. “Sometimes a couple times a day.” 

“And Jimmy?” I asked. “Every day for him? When do you guys have sex?” 

“Usually after I boink the other guys, because he likes sloppy seconds. But we decided to abstain until the wedding night. It’s been a few weeks for us. He’s still doing Nigel’s wife, and one girl in the building,” she said. 

She put down her coffee and said, “Let me put on some clothes, and we’ll go see my dress. I have the last fitting today.” 

I followed her into the bedroom and noticed that they equipped it with a large queen bed. They obviously messed the sheets and covers up from her ‘activities.’ 

I asked, “So you use the guest room when you have, uh, men over?” 

She pulled on a top as she said, “Nope. This is my room. Jimmy has his room.” 

“You each have rooms?” I asked, to be sure. 

“Yep,” she said as she checked herself in the mirror. “It became a problem whenever I brought home a date. I’d have to kick Jimmy out of the room, or I’d have to sleep on the couch when he was with someone. Now we can both have dates and not worry about getting dressed for work or whatever.” 


Sisters Sharing 


We took a cab to the dress shop, and spent quite a while there, having fun and laughing as the seamstress did the last adjustments to Jenni’s dress. The dress was beautiful, and she was going to be an amazing bride. Luckily, I had my dress shipped ahead of time, so there was no need for my fittings. But we had fun looking through the bridal party dresses and trying on shoes and accessories. 

We grabbed lunch while we were out, and spent the rest of the day walking around town, window shopping and checking out the shops. We took a cab back to her apartment, but she convinced me to go to the local pub, where we had some drinks. After a little liquid encouragement, we talked about her open relationship, and it surprised me at how casual she and Jimmy were about sex. She said that they wanted to have as much fun as possible before they were too old and wrinkly to get it anywhere else. She laughed at that part. 

I felt sad and jealous, and told her about how Steve didn’t seem to want to have sex anymore. I suspected he was nailing someone at work, but wasn’t sure who. When Jenni suggested I win him back with sex, I repeated he wasn’t interested, and that we hadn’t hooked up in over two months. 

“Shut up!” Jenni said, then softened her voice. “You haven’t had dick in two months? What the fuck!” 

“Well, of course I’ve got black beauty ,” I giggled. “He’s much bigger than Steve anyway, and he doesn’t drool or snore.” I took another sip of my drink and laughed, “And he’s always hard and ready to go!” 

“Maybe we can get you a real  black beauty,” Jenni said. “You can borrow Jimmy.” 

“Not your husband, that would be weird,” I said. 

“Oh, no it wouldn’t,” Jenni insisted. “And he’s got a cock that should be in porn movies. He’ll scratch that itch deep inside you, honey, and you’ll be smiling for a week.” 

I laughed and changed the subject, but I have to admit that the thought of trying a black cock kept crawling around in my brain. 

After too many drinks, we stumbled back to the apartment. It was after the time that Jimmy should be home, but he wasn’t in the living area. His bedroom door was closed, so Jenni crept up to it and listened. She whispered they were supposed to hang something from the doorknob if they were ‘entertaining,’ but they sometimes forgot. She gently opened the door and gestured for me to follow her. 

Jimmy was asleep on top of his covers, wearing just a towel. The television was playing something - it was clear that he had sat down after a shower and fallen asleep. I noticed his bare chest, all smooth and hairless, and his large dark nipples. 

Jenni glanced over at me with a mischievous look, then gently pulled back Jimmy’s towel, exposing his penis. “Oooh, there he is!” she cooed. It was quite a sight - on top of being a real, live, black penis, it was a nice size, even soft. I could see his veins and wondered if I would feel them inside me. 

I whispered, “He’s uncut!” as I looked at the skin hiding his dickhead. There was a tiny opening, exposing his pee-hole. I had never seen an uncircumcised penis in real life before. 

Jenni gestured me onto the bed, as she placed her hand on Jimmy’s cock. She whispered, “Let’s get him to peek out. Come on, touch it!” 

I watched her stroke her hand up his cock and thought I could detect it moving. She urged again, “Come on, it doesn’t bite,” then she giggled. 

I reached out and placed my hand gently on the base of his cock, feeling the skin and his heat. I cupped his balls with my hand, feeling how heavy and warm they felt. 

“Yeah, that’s it,” Jenni whispered, “We’re waking it up.” 

I noticed the penis getting harder and longer, and could see the tip emerge just a little from his sheath. I put my other hand on his cock, and stroked up and down, excited to feel it stir and get harder. I concentrated on the sight of my wedding ring against his hard black meat and thought about what my cheating asshole husband would think if he saw my little white hands on this enormous cock. 

The feeling mesmerized me, and the thoughts of cheating on Steve, so I didn't realize that I was still stroking Jimmy’s cock full length, until I saw his cockhead emerging from its sheath each stroke. Both of my hands were wrapped around his hot shaft as Jenni was gently massaging his balls. His dick must have been 9 inches long, maybe more, with a juicy flared head. 

Jenni was smiling at me and gave a wink as I continued to stroke her fiance. I froze when I heard Jimmy’s voice say, “Well, you’ve seen mine, now I get to see yours. It’s only fair, girls.” 

I had my hands around his cock and looked up, but Jenni laughed, and sat up, stripping off her shirt and bra. She said, “You're right, it’s only fair. Come on, sis, show off those freckles and that fire bush of yours.” 

I watched Jenni shimmy out of her jeans and thought ‘what the fuck’ as I pulled off my top. I looked over, and Jenni was already nude, showing off her clean-shaven pussy as she hopped back onto the bed. 

I was a little shy, but more drunk as I pushed off my pants and panties. I looked up to see Jimmy staring at me as he said, “Wow, gorgeous!” 

I felt a thrill, whether from the alcohol, his comment, or from being naked with two other people, but I hopped back onto the bed, and greedily took hold of his hard cock once again. I loved seeing my wedding ring against his jet black skin, knowing that it would send Steve into fits. I could feel my pussy leaking from the excitement. 

Jenni gave Jimmy a kiss, and he said, “Sisters? Am I dreaming?” 

Jenni swatted his chest and said, “Not this sister. Still not getting inside me until the wedding day.” She looked down at me grasping her fiance’s cock and said, “But the other one needs it bad. She has had no cock in two months.” 

“Jenni!” I exclaimed, surprised she would tell my secret. 

Jenni laughed and reached over to the side table, pulling out a bottle of lube, which she tossed to me. “You’re definitely gonna need that, sweetie, for Jimmy’s black beauty.” She laughed as she slid off the bed. 

What the hell? What was going on? I knew what was going on. I wanted it to go on, but I was confused and it felt weird. 

Jenni walked to the door, still naked, and said, “You take good care of my sister, big boy.” 

She looked at me with a big smile and said, “Enjoy the ride, honey!” 

Jimmy said, “I’ll give her a good rogering, don’t you worry.” 

I continued staring at Jimmy’s cock, hard and hot in my hands, as I slowly stroked him. 

He said, “That feels wonderful, love, but do you want to try something else?” 

“Shh!” I said urgently. I needed to think this through, do this on my own. I stroked him a bit more, watching his cockhead emerging from his sheath, then took the lube and coated his cock, feeling his skin slide smoothly through my hands. 


I imagined it was ‘black beauty’ that I was getting ready to play. The difference was how warm he felt, and the hairy balls that occasionally twitched in reaction to my stroking. 

I finally got up the nerve, and swung my leg over him, pointing his hard cock up at my sopping pussy. I was so horny I couldn’t think, and I needed release. I focused on my hand, my wedding ring glistening as I held the black cock pointed up at my vagina. I slowly lowered myself, feeling and watching the cockhead enter me. 

“That’s it,” I thought. My first black dick. The idea made me even more horny, and I slid down onto him. It felt so much better and softer than my black beauty dildo. I was most of the way down on it, when I heard Jimmy moan, and snapped back to what I was really  doing. 

I had my sister’s fiance’s cock inside me, cheating on my husband. I had a black cock inside me! I saw Jimmy’s face staring at me as he felt my pussy gripping him. My orgasm hit like a thunderbolt, and I felt myself slide down, completely impaling myself on Jimmy, as I fell against his chest, moaning loudly and twitching as my body spasmed. 

I felt so full! And dirty! Oh God, I needed this. As I started recovering, I looked up at Jimmy, who was smiling. I felt his hands on my ass, and he pushed into me, fucking deeper. Another orgasm hit, and I fell against his chest as I lost control. 

I could feel him pumping me, extending my orgasm as I thought about what I was doing. I was letting some guy I just met fuck me and I really wanted it! It was my sister’s husband, and Oh! Another orgasm hit. 

I hung on and felt Jimmy’s humping grow more frantic. I looked up in time to see his mouth open and let out a groan, as he pulled me tight. I knew he was pumping his sperm into me then, and I had yet another orgasm as I imagined the flow of white liquid shooting out of the tip of his cock, deep inside me. 

*** 

I woke up some time later, and it took several moments before I realized where I was. I felt someone laying next to me, his hand on my breast. It was Jimmy! Wait, I remembered then what had happened, and felt a tingling between my legs. 


When I reached down, I felt my wet pubes and pussy, and knew that I was full of Jimmy’s cum. God, it felt so dirty and exciting. I was already horny thinking that I knew this guy less than 12 hours, and I was full of his sperm. 

I saw his cock laying on his thigh, and reached over and stroked it, enjoying the look of his uncircumcised skin hiding the head. As I played with his foreskin, he got hard, and I instinctively stroked some more. 

I heard Jimmy’s voice say, “Oooh” as he rolled over kneeling above me, his hard member pointing at my pussy. Without hesitation, I spread my legs, knowing that this black man was about to fuck me again, filling me with his cock and seed. I was unbelievably horny, thinking about what a whore I was, cheating on my husband with my sister’s fiance! 

As Jimmy pushed into me without a word, I wrapped my legs around his thighs, opening myself for maximum penetration. As I felt him stretching me, I started to orgasm, crying out and clawing at his back. 

He paused, letting me recover, then pushed his entire length inside me, pausing before he pistoned into me again. He asked quietly, “Too hard?” 

I was desperate for another orgasm, thinking about how I was violating my marriage vows with this black man. I replied loudly and forcefully, “Fuck me like a whore!” 

In a flash, I felt myself benign pummeled into the mattress, my pussy clinging to his cock then swallowing it as he pumped away. I could feel his balls banging my asshole as I started orgasming and babbling for him to take me. I was still in the throes of orgasm as I felt him stiffen and pull me tight. I knew he was unloading deep inside me, deep inside my married cheating pussy. I didn’t care. I wanted it so badly! 

I was still finishing my orgasm when he rolled off and pulled out, so I rubbed myself to completion as he watched. As he looked at me, and I realized what I had done, I started sobbing as my emotions overcame me. I felt guilty for cheating, and guilty for fucking my sister’s fiance, and excited by how it made me feel, and finally by how I wished it wouldn’t end. 

As my sobs subsided, Jimmy asked, “You OK?” 

I laughed, tears still in my eyes, “Fuck yeah. Oh, my fucking god!” 


Morning After 


At that point, the bedroom door opened and Jenni walked in, wearing only panties and holding a cup of coffee. “Jimmy, you better get ready for work. You can’t spend all day in my sister’s cunt.” 

“Oh yes, he can!” I said enthusiastically. I was overwhelmed by the excitement of open sex like this, and the feeling of being so filled and wanted. 

Jenni raised her eyebrows as she laughed, “Wow. Just wow. You’ve got eight more days of his cock, Sis. Slow down and enjoy the ride.” 

I was suddenly craving coffee, remembering the drinking, and lack of dinner. I hopped out of bed, feeling slutty as Jimmy’s cum ran down my leg, and headed for the coffee machine. I was popping a pod in the machine when I noticed a new man sitting at the counter, sipping a coffee. He was wearing boxers and was black as ink, except for his bright white smile. 

“What have we here?” he asked, staring at me. “Who are you, Red?” 

Jenni said, “That’s my sister, Caylee.” 

Jimmy walked out of the bedroom, wearing boxers, and said, “Stop by late, Andre?” 

“Yeah, mate. I had an urge and your girl is always ready to go,” replied Mr. Jet Black. 

Jenni laughed and said, “Not like his cock was taking ‘no’ for an answer.” 

“Now wait a minute here, you were wetter than a morning fog,” Andre countered. 

“Yeah, from listening to those two,” Jenni said. 

Andre laughed, “Jimmy, you’re the man! Scoring the sister! You doing them both on your wedding night?” 

Jenni interrupted, “Better get going Andre. You don’t want to get fired from this job, too.” 

Andre glanced at his phone, “Bollox! Gotta run!” He looked at me and said, “I really hope I see you again before the wedding. Maybe show you some moves? It’s not all the size of the meat, Red.” 

Jenni laughed and said, “True.” 

As Andre raced to Jenni’s bedroom and pulled on clothes, Jimmy said, “I gotta run, too.” We watched them both get dressed in a hurry and rush out of the apartment without a word of goodbye. 


Many Friends With Benefits 


I looked at my sister and said, “So he just stopped by and…” 

“And we fucked, yeah,” she replied, “Isn’t life great?” she smiled. 

“I guess I was out of it, and didn’t hear the door,” I said. 

Jenni said, “Oh Andre has a key. He’s right, I’m always ready to go.” 

My face must have shown my surprise, so my sister poured it on, “And Nigel, and Eddie, and about 4 others. They all have keys.” 

“And Jimmy’s OK with that?” I asked, realizing that my sister really was a slut. 

She snorted, “Jimmy gave them the keys. He has a bunch of spares so he can give them out when I tell him I have a new ‘anytime guy’.” 

“And what if you and Jimmy are, um, busy?” I asked. 

“Jimmy gives me up. And when I’m done, we go back to it. He loves sloppy seconds,” she answered with a naughty wink. 

She put down her cup and said, “Sis, this is the best  life. Variety is great, and Jimmy and I trust each other. And I’m always horny because of the variety.” 

She saw my sad look and said, “I’m so sorry that you’re missing out. You can have Jimmy all you want. Hell, you can even have Nigel or Andre or any of the other guys.” 

I was thinking, and finally couldn’t hold off, “Are they all black?” 

Jenni gave me a conspiratorial smile and said, “What they say about black men is true. I’m black only now.” She pulled her hair up in the back and exposed a little black spade tattoo with a “Q” in the center. I knew what it was from watching porn, but imagined no one would get one permanently. 

“You’re a Queen of Spades?” I asked. 

“Yep,” she said. “And you’re welcome to borrow any of mine,” she giggled. 

“Did Jimmy make you get that?” I asked. 

“No. I had it when I met Jimmy.” She said, almost indignantly. “I got it one night when I was out with Andre and Eddie. It was a pretty wild night. I’ll tell you sometime when I’m drunk. Let’s get dressed and I’ll show you the town.” 

*** 

As we took a cab to Trafalgar square, Jenni said, “Hey, I’m a little sorry about last night.” 

“Why sorry?” I asked. 

“About Jimmy. I practically put his penis inside of you. It’s just that we agreed to abstain until the wedding, and I didn’t realize until recently that I was the one getting all the fun. I just thought that you needed it, he needed it, so…” she trailed off. 

“So you sacrificed your sister’s pussy to your man?” I asked, giggling. 

“I guess an ‘open’ marriage isn’t open for everyone,” she said, thoughtfully. 

“You seem pretty open,” I joked. 

“I’m open  for everyone, sis. I never say no. I just love sex!” Jenni admitted. 

After the time with Jimmy, and seeing Andre and Nigel, I could see why. I said, “No worries. I’m open for Jimmy now, so he’ll be taken care of until the wedding.” 

My sister gave me a look that said she knew something that I didn’t. 

*** 

We wandered around the square, and got some lunch, then headed back home, stopping into the pub for a drink. We were about halfway through our drinks when Nigel walked in and spotted us. 

He slid up to Jenni and said, “I was hoping you was here. I stopped in your flat, and you was gone. I was thinking…” He didn’t finish the sentence as he looked over at me. 

I was feeling pretty loose and horny after talking to Jenni and thinking about her life while we were out. I finished, “You were thinking about making a deposit?” 

Nigel looked surprised and Jenni laughed, “A deposit in Jenni’s sperm bank?” 

She and I laughed at the raunchiness of it. Before Nigel could say anything, Jenni pushed her glass away and stood from the stool, saying, “I’m always open for business, Nigel. Let’s go.” 


She turned to me and said, “Finish at your pace, I’ll leave the door unlocked.” 

With that, Jenni and Nigel disappeared, holding hands. 

I finished my drink quickly, as it felt strange sitting in a bar by myself. I was actually so horny that I didn’t trust myself not to hook up with anyone that hit on me. 

When I got up to Jenni’s place and let myself in, I could hear Jenni and Nigel going at it full speed and volume. They were grunting, and Jenni was screaming, “Fuck me! Fuck me, you bastard!” There was moaning while the headboard banged the wall rhythmically. 

Listening to them made me so horny that I wanted to rub myself, so I pushed off my tight jeans and stripped my shirt so I could rub off and pinch my nipples. I was leaning against the couch, listening to them when the apartment door suddenly opened. 

Andre stepped in and stopped short, looking at me. My hand was in my panty and the other was pulling my nipple. It took a few seconds before he registered the sounds of sex coming from Jenni’s room. 

I quickly stood, withdrawing my hand from my panties, and trying to decide what to do. Andre looked at me hungrily and said, “Listening gets you horny, love?” 

“I, uh,” I started, but stopped as he stepped in front of me. 

He pulled off his shirt, and said, “Me, too.” As I stared at his jet black skin and muscles, he pushed down his pants and said, “Let’s take care of that, shall we?” 

I just stared at his long dark erection. It was as black as he was, with a pink head straining towards me. I felt him grasp my hips, and I locked eyes with him. I knew what I wanted. I knew it was wrong. I said softly, “Yes.” 

He turned me, and pushed me forward, so that I was bent over the couch. As he pulled my panties aside, I reached down to guide his cock inside me. Oh God, what was I doing? I lost all thought of good or bad as I felt him slide into me. I gripped the couch as I felt his hands pull on my hips and impale me. 

“Oh, that’s good. You are so hot, love,” Andre said as he began working his cock in and out of me. I could feel him so deep, but also felt him shifting so his cock penetrated me deep in different areas. It felt like he was moving around inside me, and I started to orgasm almost immediately. 

He picked up the pace, straight fucking me harder as I moaned and cried in pleasure. It took a moment to notice that the door had opened and Jimmy was standing nearby watching. 

I felt Andre stop and heard him say, “Sorry mate, it’s just that she was ready to go…” 

I wailed, “Oh, fuck me! Keep fucking me! Pleeeeease!” 

I heard Jimmy say, “Go for it, mate. Make sure you nut her, I want her sloppy next.” I was delirious with lust, and felt Andre hammer me again, then felt him slip his thumb into my asshole, which made me orgasm. 


As I hung onto the couch, my sphincter clutching Andre’s thumb and pussy being pounded by his cock, I heard him say, “Feed her. Mate. Let’s spit roast Jenni’s sis.” 

Before I could process my feelings, I felt and saw Jimmy’s uncut cock pressing at my lips. I instinctively opened to take him in while Andre continued fucking me from behind. I could taste Jimmy and sucked on his head, as I couldn’t take his entire length. I felt my juices flowing even more as I realized I had two men, two black cocks, inside me at the same time! 

It was wild hanging onto Jimmy’s cock, running my tongue inside his foreskin and sicking his knob, while I felt Andre relentlessly fucking my pussy. I felt him pull me tight and groan, as I let another black stranger fill me with cum. I moaned and mumbled on Jimmy’s cock while Andre filled me. 

After a moment, both cocks pulled away from me, and I took a breath. The feeling of someone  grabbing my hips again surprised me, and even more so when I felt an enormous cock enter me. I heard Jimmy say, “Fuck! You’re sloppy love. Andre, mate, you really spunked her full!” 

I tried to look around to be sure it was Jimmy, but felt my hair pulled as Andre stuffed his black cock into my mouth. It tasted of cum and sex, and he shoved it down my throat roughly. His cock was thinner than Jimmy’s, so I could take it in, but I had a hard time breathing, especially as Jimmy hammered me hard, bottoming out inside me with each stroke. 

I felt simultaneously used and powerful, being a sex object for these men. My husband hadn’t looked at me or wanted me like this in years. The idea of two men fucking me and unloading inside me felt so slutty and exciting. 

Andre and Jimmy got into a rhythm: one buried inside me while the other withdrew. I moaned with their strokes, encouraging them, willing them to come inside me. I had never been with a black man before, and now two of them were fucking me at the same time like a whore! 

Jimmy sped up and groaned, “Fuck! Here I come!” then pulled me entirely onto his cock as he came deep inside of me. Andre didn’t let up, just kept pushing his cock into my throat as I tried to keep him satisfied and not gag. As Jimmy released me and withdrew, Andre grabbed my head and fucked me rough and fast, eventually pulling my lips tight against his pubes as he groaned and came down my throat. 

I felt myself crying tears as I fought for breath, then he released me, leaving me laying limp over the couch as they laughed and told me how great I was. I could taste his cum in my mouth and swallowed it, as I felt the combined loads from Andre and Jimmy leaking down my leg. After a moment I felt a towel being shoved under my pussy as Jenni said, “Don’t leak on my couch.” 

It took me a minute to work up the courage to stand, and pull my panties up from around my ankles. I was excited and embarrassed that I had bent over the furniture and let them fuck me like that. And my sister had seen it. 

Jenni had a glass of wine and was smiling at me. There was no one else in sight. She was wearing only panties, and I realized that seemed to be her regular dress code, so I didn’t feel so out of place. 

Jenni could read my mind, and said, “They left. Yeah, Andre was spent, and Jimmy is in the shower.” She smiled and said, “Nigel would have had a go if he hadn’t already nutted me twice.” 

“Sorry,” I said. “I don’t know what came over me.” 

Jenni laughed and said, “I know what came IN you, or rather who .” She handed me a glass of wine and said, “It’s OK. It’s just sex.” 

I took a sip of wine, and she said, “I said that you could borrow the boys.” She giggled and said, “I just didn't expect you to have them all at one time!” 

I was still feeling weird, and said, “I didn’t know them two days ago, and now I’m full of their sperm.” 

Jenni smiled broadly and said, “Isn’t it exciting! Wait until the first time you fuck someone and don’t know their name! Sex is awesome, girl. Especially for us girls. Jimmy never gets to fuck strangers, but all I have to do is say ‘yes.’” She sipped her wine and laughed, “And I say ‘yes’ a lot.” 

“Open marriage,” I said, as I considered what I might be missing. 

Jenni said, “Yeah, that helps. But I’m a slut. A slag  in the UK. I may be a nymphomaniac, but I’m happy, and so is Jimmy.” 

“OK,” I said, remembering my sister in high school - all shy of boys. 

Jenni said, “I moved your stuff into Jimmy’s room. I assume that’s OK?” 

I smiled and sipped my wine, then said, “Sure. I’ll be a slag  for your fiance.” 

Jenni smiled and said, “Be careful with that term. It’s a lot more derogative than slut .” 

*** 

Jenni and I put together dinner, and Jimmy emerged just as we were sitting at the counter to eat. I watched as he kissed Jenni on the head and asked, “Nigel and you have a good go?” 

Jenni said casually, “Yeah. He nutted twice, you would have loved it if you weren’t already busy.” 

I felt Jimmy behind me, wrapping his hands around and grasping my breasts as he nuzzled my neck. “And how’s my sloppy girl? You were brilliant with Andre, getting all messy for me.” 

It was thrilling and felt dangerous how Jimmy just took ownership of my body, like we were married or long-term lovers. From stranger to lover in 36 hours, and two black men in two days. I felt my pussy tingling again, and said, “I would have taken Nigel, too, but Jenni wore him out.” 

Jenni said indignantly, “Well, forgive me for fucking my boyfriend. Maybe we’ll just have all the men in London line up for you?” 

“Black men,” I said to her with a smile. 

Jimmy laughed, “Just like your sis!” 

We finished dinner and watched some television, Jimmy sitting between us. He had his hands all over me, and Jenni just watched with a smile. At one point, he turned my face and started kissing me! It surprised me how shocking this felt, I mean, I already had sex with him, but the kissing felt dirtier, more intimate. 

His big mouth crushed my lips, and I parted mine to feel his tongue enter my mouth. It was so sloppy and rude and exciting; I felt myself getting wet. I opened my eyes at one point, and saw my sister watching us, with the same smile that she had before. I noticed she was rubbing herself and her nipples were stiff - she was obviously enjoying the show. 

When we broke the kiss, Jenni said, “Will you two just go fuck!” 

Jimmy rose and pulled me after him, as I heard Jenni say, “Leave the door open, I want to hear!” 

I was still only wearing panties, and they were off in a second as I lay back in Jimmy’s bed. I noticed Jenni watching from the doorway, her hand was still inside her panties, rubbing away. 


As Jimmy was shucking off his clothes, she looked at me and said, ”Spread your legs for my man. Let him use you.” 

I was so horny but her words “use you,” struck a place in my brain. Yes, I was being used. I wanted to be used. Andre had used me, too, and I liked it. That, and that taboo of being with a black man, had me insanely worked up. 

Jimmy mounted me, and I watched as his huge black cock entered me. The feeling, coupled with my mental state, threw me right into an orgasm. I could make out Jenni encouraging him, “That’s it, Jimmy. Use her. Use my sister like a slut!” 

My orgasm was continuous, or I kept having new ones, I couldn’t really tell, as I felt Jimmy pounding away at me. At some point, through the fog of sex, I heard Jenni moan out as she made herself come. 

I finally gained my senses as Jimmy groaned and pulled me tight, emptying his balls deep inside me. I lay there, thinking about what I was doing. Thinking about cheating on my husband with my sister’s future husband, her black  future husband. I got aroused again, although I was pretty sure Jimmy was spent for the evening. 

*** 

I woke up to the sound of Jimmy getting dressed. He had already showered, and was getting ready for work. I looked over at the clock and saw that he was actually close to being late, otherwise I would have tried for more sex. 

I pulled on some panties and went out for coffee, where Jenni was already sitting at the counter. She was also wearing only panties, so I had nailed the dress code. I had to admit that it made me feel sexy and free and also gave Jimmy’s roaming hands easy access to my breasts. 

After Jimmy left, Jenni and I sat around, watching some TV, and chatting about the upcoming wedding, and what guests would be there, and who was sitting where. 

I had lost track of the time when I heard my cell ring. I went into Jimmy’s room and grabbed it from the dresser. I was my husband, Steve’s number. I realized it was just morning there, and lunchtime here. 

“Hi Honey,” I answered, as I looked at the rumpled sheets and signs of sex with another man. 

“What the fuck!” he shouted at me. 

“What?” I asked, surprised but not surprised at his tone. 

“What the fuck? You’re in London for two days and not a single call. What was so fucking important that you couldn’t fucking call me and see how I was doing?” he continued. 

I was angry and realized with clear eyes he was more concerned with himself than me! I said, “Sorry, I’ve been kind of busy fucking strangers.” 

“Very fucking funny. No one would bang your fat ass, stop fucking around. I need you to make sure that you meet me at the airport and have a car waiting. I don’t want to deal with all that fucking foreign airport bullshit. I texted you my flights, be there early because the airlines always pad times so they can lie about their on-time records,” he ordered. 

“OK,” I said. Fuck, I realized that I actually hated the man. 

“Tell your sister I said ‘Hi.’ She still marrying that black guy?” he asked, clearly not really caring about the answer. 

I walked into the living area as we spoke, and said, “Yeah, Jimmy. He’s a nice guy. And has an enormous cock. She lets me borrow it,” I said. 

“Funny. Black guys will fuck anything, so you might have a shot,” he said cruelly. “Remember to have a car ready. And be early,” he reminded me. 

“OK,” I said, “Have a pleasant flight.” 

There was a click. Not even a ‘goodbye’ or ‘love you.’ What an asshole. 

My sister asked, “Everything OK?” I looked at her, trying to hide my emotions, and she hugged me, saying, “Oh, Sweetie,” which made me cry. 

After I had a good cry, I brushed away the tears and told her a little of the conversation. We laughed when I told her about telling Steve that I was fucking Jimmy. 

Jenni said, “Well, at least you’re getting laid by a nice man for a while.” 

“Yeah, I kinda wish he wasn’t coming to your wedding. I’m having fun with you, and he’ll just make things horrible,” I said. 

At that point, the front door opened, and Nigel walked in. He saw us both standing in our panties, and smiled, “Well, what have we here?” He shut the door, and said, “I was stopping by for a nooner, but I don’t want to interrupt…” 

Nigel was a funny one, Jenni said, and a good lay. I could tell he was her favorite. 

Jenni said, “Just sisters bonding.” 

Nigel smiled brightly and said, “I could watch that! Go on, then.” 

“Not that kind of bonding, you perv,” Jenni answered. 

“Funny,” Nigel said, with his bright smile, “I was thinking of bonding  your sister, maybe.” He looked at Jenni and me, clearly knowing he was pushing some limit. There was just a beat of silence, then he added, “You know, with Jimmy, and Andre… I thought…” 

I knew what he meant, Jenni knew what he meant, but she looked a little surprised. I looked at Jenni and asked softly, “Is it OK?” 

Jenni smiled slightly and nodded. 

I turned to Nigel and said, “OK, you better bond  my fucking brains out!” 

Nigel whooped and punched the air, like he had just won some competition. I took his hand, and he started towards Jenni’s room. 

Jenni said, “Oh no!” We both stopped and looked at her. She pointed to Jimmy’s room. “Don’t make a mess in my  room. Jimmy likes sloppy sluts in his bed, so go do it there. 

Nigel turned out to be an excellent lover, after our first round of fevered fucking. He was hung like Jimmy, and made me orgasm continuously for almost an hour before he abruptly jumped out of bed, and said, “Back to work. Again, sometime?” 

I smiled, laying naked with his cum running out of me and said, “Anytime. Anywhere.” 

As he passed through the living room to the front door, I heard Jenni yell, “That dick better be for me next time, or I’ll cut it off!” 

She joined me in the bedroom and said, “Well, I see you’re taking to the slut life. Should we set you up with a gang-bang next? Have Jimmy’s mates pull a train on you?” 

I raised my eyebrows and said, “Have you  done that?” 

Jenni smiled evilly and said, “Yes, several times. In fact, I met Jimmy at a gang-bang that Nigel arranged for me. Jimmy wanted to go last. He was the only guy that kissed me, after I’d sucked off a half dozen guys, and told me he loved my sloppy pussy and that I looked beautiful with jizz in my hair.” 

“Wow,” I said. I wondered how many women met their husbands at gang bangs. 

“Yeah,” she said. “He’s a freak. We’re a perfect couple.” 

“Sorry about Nigel,” I said. “I was so pissed at Steve, and fucking another guy seemed the best way to get back at him.” 

“I understand. Nigel wanted some of that fresh red pussy. But seriously, leave some for me. Not much, maybe one a day. I’ll have my fill at the stag party,” my sister said. 


Slut 


“Stag Party?” I asked. 

My sister grew excited, “Yeah! The night before the wedding. We rented a swing club and all Jimmy’s mates will pull a train on me while Jimmy rails the wives.”   

Jenni sat on the bed next to me and said, “You can’t have the bridal party, but there will be plenty of dick at the club. You can have your first anonymous fucking!” 

“Whose idea was this party? I thought Stag parties were for men only?” I asked. 

Jenni said, “Yeah, usually. They go party somewhere and hire a whore to strip, or give blowjobs, or have sex with the groom.” She leaned close to me, her eyes wild and said, “But for this one, I’m the whore, and everyone except the groom has sex with me.” 

“And how did you talk Jimmy into this one?” I asked. 

Jenni picked up a picture of her and Jimmy from the nightstand and said, “He suggested it. He wants me to walk down the aisle full of other men’s cum, smelling like an orgy. I dunno if I’ll do that, but I’ll do the stag party.” 

“Wow,” I said, thinking about how freaky Jimmy really was. “But I’ll miss the stag party, though. Steve will be in town, and there’s no way I can get away for the party, even if you were to invite him to it.” 

Jenni laughed, “Yeah, Steve’s white penis isn’t getting inside me, honey.” 

She stood and said, “Maybe we’ll figure something out for the party, we have a couple of days.” She glanced pointedly at my nakedness and said, “and we have lots of cocks to share before then.” 

*** 

I got cleaned up, and we went to lunch together. While we ate, I thought about the past few days, and said to Caylee, “You know, I had a hard time understanding how you could have an open relationship, but I guess I understand now how it could be fun. Especially with the black guys, something's different.” 

Caylee nodded and smiled as she lifted a forkful to her mouth and said, “It’s their big cocks.” 

I sipped my water and said, “I think it’s the sexy British accent for me.” Caylee raised her eyebrows, and I giggled, “And their huge fucking cocks.” I chewed some more, and said, “They can’t all be handsome and have big cocks?” 

Caylee snorted and said, “No, but I only keep the big ones. Nice thing about having a pussy, sis - there are always guys ready to hit it.” 

I leaned closer and asked, “Who’s got the biggest? Nigel? Jimmy?” 

“Nah,” she said, as she also leaned in. “They’re good, for sure. There’s this guy named ‘Horse’ that comes to the pub sometimes. He’s huge, and uglier than a horse’s butthole. I tried him once, just once. His cock could belong to a horse, probably a foot long and so wide I can’t get my hand around him.” 

“Oh, my God. Did it hurt?” I asked. I had this fascination with big cocks, that’s why I had the ‘black beauty’ dildo. I thought about getting bigger ones, but was a little scared that I’d get hooked. 

Caylee got a distant look in her eyes, “Not hurt from the size, but from how he fucks. He’s like a mad machine, ramming away until he comes, then he stays hard and keeps at it for a second round. The guy fucked me for an hour straight, at least, then got up and left without a word.” 

“Wow,” is all I could say as I imagined feeling that way. 

“Yeah,” she continued, “I just lay there, sure that he had ripped my pussy out. It felt like a telephone pole had raped me. I came almost the whole time, but had never felt so stretched and abused. It was awesome and exciting at the same time, watching his ugly face grimacing while he fucked me, like he wanted to kill me with his cock.” 

“Oh God, I think I’d like that,” I said wistfully. 

Caylee laughed, “Sis, you’re really turning into a slut. Be careful, there’s no going back.” 

*** 

That evening we got home and started dinner. Jimmy had just arrived home from work and opened a beer. He stood behind me and fondled my ass, and kissed my neck, saying, “I’ve thought about you all day.” 

I saw Jenni shoot us a look, so I said, “And Jenni? You think about her, too?” 

He said, “Yeah, of course.” I felt him cup my breast as he said, “I was thinking we could spend some time after dinner watching the telly and maybe cuddling a bit.” 

OK, I had to stop this now. He was growing attached a couple of days before his wedding. I wasn’t sure if it was an act to make Jenni jealous, or if he was looking for something more. 

I said, “Well, that’s a sweet idea, but I don’t need that. I promised your wife that I’d be your cunt for the week, so let’s keep it to just fucking, OK? You wanna stick your dick inside me, that’s great. I’ll fuck or suck whenever you want, but I really just want cock and cum, not cuddling, OK?” 

Jimmy looked a little surprised, but was thinking about what he said to trigger my reaction. I saw Jenni looking at me with a fond smile, and she gave me a brief nod. I said, “You’re getting married to that beautiful woman there, I’m just a loaner.” 

At that point, the front door opened and in walked Nigel. He was oblivious to the tense scene and said, “Oy, hi. I was thinking about borrowing the missus, mate. That OK?” 

Jimmy said, “Sure, mate. Use her if you need her. We’re putting dinner on, though, so don’t be too long.” 

Nigel said, “Sure. Just a little cum and go.” He looked at Jenni and said, “How about a go, love?” 

Jenni said, “Sure, always ready for you, baby.” 

They disappeared into the bedroom. It wasn’t long before we heard the sounds of sex, Jenni being very vocal. I watched Jimmy intently focus on the bedroom door, subconsciously rubbing himself. 

I was certain that Jimmy was a cuckold, that this wasn’t really an open marriage. As far as I knew, I was the only pussy he was getting, while my sister had a steady stream of cocks. 

I was about to ask him, when the front door opened again, and Andre walked in. Andre looked around for a second, then heard the sounds of sex from Jenni’s room. He looked at us and said, “Fucking Nigel, eh? Beat me to it again. Doesn’t that bloke do anything other than fuck your wife?” 

He looked at me and asked, “Fancy a double, again, Red?” 

I looked at Jimmy and thought I’d test the cuckold theory. “I think I just want you. Jimmy can have sloppy seconds after you’re done, OK?” 

Andre looked over at Jimmy, who said, “Sounds good to me. Sloppy her up, mate.” 

Andre grinned widely, his white teeth a contrast to his dark skin. He stopped for a moment and said, “Oh, and it’s done, Red.” 

“What’s done?” I asked. 

He looked over at Jenni’s room, then back at me, and said, “Your sis messaged me about your shitty old man, ‘cause I work airport security. So I checked a few things, and wouldn’t you know it? He’s on the no-fly list. He ain’t making the wedding.” Andre took my hand and said, “Good thing you have backup cock, eh?” 

I looked at Jimmy as I led Andre into the bedroom, and I responded, “Looks like I’ve just promoted you to primary cock, now.” 

I took my time stripping Andre and myself, touching his jet-black chest, excited by the difference in our skin tones. As I ran my hand up and down his erection, I watched my wedding band sparkling as it slid over his meat. 

I looked at him and asked, “Is it better fucking a married white girl? Taking what should be her husband’s?” 

He said carefully, “Yeah, it’s the best.” 

I had to do it; I leaned in and kissed him, letting him slide his thick tongue into my mouth as his lips smothered my face. He kissed like a sucker-fish, which was so raunchy and exciting. 

As we broke the kiss, I said, “If he’s really on the no-fly list, you can have me whenever you want. Just stop in and I’ll drop panties for you.” 

I lay back on the bed, and spread my legs for him, “Even in the middle of the night. You can fuck me here in Jimmy’s bed or we can kick him out, OK? That would be so fucking hot!” 

Andre mounted me, and I felt his cock entering me all the way, stretching me. I felt so dirty, having a virtual stranger between my legs, bribing him with my pussy to keep my husband away. I was close to orgasm as he bottomed out inside me. 

“You feel so good,” Andre moaned. 

“So do you,” I said. 

“Slow or fast, love?” he asked. 

“Just use me,” I moaned. “Use me to get off. Whatever feels good for you, as long as you come inside me. I’m just a slut.” God! Just using the word made me nearly orgasm. 

Andre lifted my legs to his shoulder, and pushed so dep inside me, I thought he was going to rip something. Then he proceeded to rhythmically fuck me like he wanted to drill through my insides. He mumbled and groaned as he worked to get his orgasm, “Fucking married. Red pussy. Breed this slag. Slut. Tight fucking quim. Cheating slut.” 

I started orgasming shortly after he lifted my legs, turned on by his stream of rude obscenities. I was particularly excited when he would call me slut or slag, and when he said he would breed me. I imagined my family watching me ‘bred’ by a black man. 

After several minutes, he started pounding me like a jackhammer, then suddenly pulled me tight as he groaned, filling me with his cum. As I realized some stranger was flooding my womb with his sperm, another orgasm gripped me and I clung to him as my body took over. 

As Andre started into my eyes, panting and recovering, he said, “Sorry love, I lost my mind a little there. Sorry for the dirty talk.” 

I smiled and said, “No need. That was the best part.” 

He raised his eyes in surprise as I felt him pull out, his cock all slimy with our juices. As he slipped off the bed, I said, “Get dressed and tell Jimmy that I’m all sloppy for him. He likes that.” 

Andre looked back at me before he opened the door, and I smiled, saying, “You can come breed my tight cunt whenever you want. I’m your slut now.” He chuckled and shook his head as he left. 

I heard him saying something to Jimmy before the front door opened and closed. 

*** 

Jimmy poked his head into the room, and I spread my legs, saying, “Come on. I’m full of Andre’s spunk. I let another man use me first, come get the sloppy leftovers.” 

Jimmy quickly shucked his clothes and joined me on the bed, kissing me as I felt his fingers probe my sloppy hole. I looked into his eyes and said, “That’s it. Lube yourself with his cum and you can have me before someone else shows up and I have to push you away.” 

I could see the excitement in his eyes as he did just that. As we were fucking, I said, “If Andre stops by in the night, I’m kicking you out of bed for him.” 

Jimmy’s pace quickened as he said, “Yes.” 

I added, “He always comes first, but you can have me after he’s done, OK?” 

“Oh god, yes!” he groaned as he filled me. He was definitely a cuckold. 


Committed 


Later that evening, I received a call from my husband, Steve. He was mad as hell because they had denied him boarding at the airport. He said he was going to see if it was “actionable,” his word for threatening a lawsuit. Steve was all talk and no action, so I thought nothing of it, except that Andre earned as much sex as he wanted. 

After he finished bitching about the flight, he suggested canceling the hotel room. I told him coldly that the room was part of the bridal area, and we needed it to get ready and for a place to sleep after the wedding. I told him I would kill him if he fucked up my sister’s wedding. I rarely got that forceful with him, so he shut up. 

I was almost certain I heard a woman’s voice in the background before he quickly silenced the phone. After a second, he said, “Had to turn down the TV. Are you still coming home on Sunday?” 

I was surprised, and boiling mad that he had his slut at our house! I wanted to scream at him, but took a moment and decided that revenge was better. “I don’t know. There is so much to see here. Would you mind if I stayed longer? I can take care of the ticket change.” 

“OK. Stay as long as you like,” he replied. That ass couldn’t change the toilet tissue by himself - he definitely had some tart staying with him. 

After I hung up, I called my best friend, Carol, who lived next door. 

“Hey Carol, this is Caylee calling from London,” I said when she answered. 

“Wow, Sweetie! Hope you’re having fun! Did you decide to leave the asshole at home, or is he staying to entertain his sister?” she asked. 

“There’s a woman staying at our house?” I confirmed. I could hear Carol take a breath, then I continued, “It’s not his sister. Either that or he’s into incest.” 

“Oh, Sweetie, I am SO sorry,” Carol said. “What can I do?” 

“It’s OK. Would you mind taking some video of them together? The lawyers will need it, and if she has a husband, he’ll want it. I bet Steve isn’t shutting the bedroom drapes, so any, um, spicy footage would be great. Sorry to ask you to watch that,” I apologized. 

Carol said brightly, “Consider it done, Sweetie. Thank God you’re getting rid of him. I won’t mind watching him screw, knowing how hard your attorney is gonna screw him! Please keep the house and stay my neighbor?” 

“Definitely,” I replied, smiling at the thought of moving him out. 

“Detective Carol on the case!” she promised. “All the times he’s flirted with me, I never thought I’d look forward to fucking him, yet here I am,” she laughed. “Is it a threesome because I’m helping you fuck him?” she giggled. 

“Love you,” I said, closing the call. 

*** 

When I joined Jenni and Jimmy back in the living area, I told them about the call. 

My sister said, “I’m so sorry, sis. What can we do to help?” 

I said, “Well, you already have, by showing me that there are better ways to live.” I patted Jimmy’s leg, and said, “And by loaning me your cocks.” 

Jimmy chuckled, and Jenni gave him a look that said, ‘shut up.’ 

I asked, “Would it be OK if I stay here while you’re on honeymoon? I’ll take care of your boyfriends while you’re gone. As many as want to come,” I chuckled at my double entendre. 

Jenni said, “Of course. Just change the sheets often, we don’t want the flat to smell like a whorehouse when we get back.” 

Jimmy chuckled, “Jenni’s room already does.” 

*** 

We went to bed, and I fucked Jimmy to sleep, I was so horny! In the middle of the night, I felt a weight, and realized that Andre was trying to squeeze into bed next to me. I felt his cock poking my side. 

I pushed Jimmy until he woke up, and said, “Get out of bed. I want to fuck Andre. You can come back when we’re done.” 

Jimmy groggily got out of bed, watching his friend climb on top of me. As I guided Andre’s cock into me, I said, “Yes! I was hoping you’d come by and take me from Jimmy. Use me, please!” 

I could see the excitement in Jimmy’s face as he watched from the doorway. It was perfect, Andre hammered away at me, and came after only a few minutes, then climbed out of bed, saying just “Thanks.” 

Jimmy stood still as Andre left, and I spread my legs, saying, “Come on, your turn. Your friend lubed me up for you with his cum.” 

Jimmy was on me in a shot. He was definitely a cuckold. 


Stag Night 


The next day, I got a local cell phone, both for convenience of connecting with Jimmy’s friends, and so my asshole soon-to-be-ex husband couldn’t trace any of my activity. 


I felt myself getting wet and excited as I anticipated filling the phone with contacts for sex-on-demand! My sister had definitely figured out the formula- all the sex and fun with none of the drama. Her only worry might be if too many guys dropped by at the same time. Ooh, I’d have to try three at a time. It had been years since I had anal, because Steve didn’t like it; but I remember it wasn’t so bad, maybe even fun with my new outlook. 

Jenni and I started the day early, because she planned on taking a nap in the afternoon so she could stay up late. I laughed as I told her she wasn't the one who had to ‘stay up.’ 

We ate an early lunch, and Jenni filled my new phone with lots of contacts. She added a few notes for guys that were just ‘come and go’ or usually wanted to spend the nights. 

As she worked away on my phone, I said, “You know, I think your open marriage is great, but I think Jimmy’s actually a cuckold.” 

Jenni looked up and said, “Nah, sis. It’s just the way an open marriage works.” 

“OK,” I said, “I don’t see him out getting pussy from other women, and he always defers to whoever stops in. You said he even finds men for you?” 

Jenni looked up from the phone at me, so I continued, “I threw him out of bed last night so Andre could fuck me, and he just watched. Then he attacked me like a wild man after your friend used me. That’s cuckold, I think.” 

Jenni was thoughtful, so after a moment, I asked, “And what’s the deal with tonight?” 

Jenni smiled and said, “We have the gang bang room at the club reserved for a ‘bridal train.’ All my boyfriends and any guys at the club are gonna pull a train on me. Just come and go.” She giggled, “Unless they can come again. I’m hoping for a couple of dozen cocks!” 

Oh, my God. That actually sounded good to me, in my worked up state. 

“And what will Jimmy be doing?” I asked. 

She stared at me for a moment, then said slowly, “He said he wanted to video me.” 

“No other women?” I pressed. 

“No,” she breathed. “He is a cuckold.” 

She looked at me, clearly surprised at the revelation, and said, “I’ve been so busy being my best slut, that I didn’t even notice. This isn’t right, he should be fucking other women.” 

“He’s fucking me,” I smiled. “Besides, does it matter if he gets his jollies from swapping, or watching you be a cum dump?” 

My sister’s mouth hung open for a minute, then she said, “I got a chill and my nipples got all hard when you called me a cum dump. God, I am!” She focused on me intensely and said, “And tonight that is exactly what I’ll be.” 

“See, you’re both happy,” I said, hoping she would be. 

I had a thought, and asked, “And what should I do? At the club, I mean.” 

Jenni smiled and said, “You’ll have your pick of the white guys. And there will be regular members, so couples will be there. Lots of women like to see their husbands fuck other women. I’ve got a necklace for you to wear. It has a unicorn, which will make you special.” 

“Unicorn?” I asked. 

“Unicorn is an unaccompanied girl at the club. Very, very rare. Lose the wedding ring for maximum sex,” she explained. 

*** 

We headed home, and she put a note on her bedroom door that said, “No dick. Save it for tonight.” She looked at me and laughed, “Some guys might want an appetizer, or to be first.” 

We napped, and Jimmy woke me around 9, his erection waving in my face. 

I looked at his enormous cock, and was tempted, but also wanted the night to be best for him. I said, “Thanks for the offer, but Jenni said there will be lots of cocks at the club. I’m gonna let them have me first. You can have me tonight, after everyone else.” 

He groaned, whether from anticipation or disappointment, I wasn’t sure. But he pulled on his pants, regardless. 

I wasn’t sure what to wear, but I went with something sexy and flirty, good for a club. When I entered the living area, Jenni was wearing an overcoat and Jimmy was dressed in athletic wear. What a strange combination. 

I said to Jenni, “Isn’t that a bit much? It’s not raining, is it?” 

Jenni opened the coat and held it wide, showing that she was wearing a frilly white lingerie set. She said, “This was for the wedding night, but Jimmy wants me to wear it tonight.” She looked at Jimmy as she closed the coat and said, “I think he likes that it’ll be soaked with the cum of 20 men on our wedding night.” 

Jimmy grinned happily, and responded, “More than 20, I hope.” 

I knew what he wanted, so I added, “And all their sperm will swim around inside your new bride as she takes her vows; even on the first few days of your honeymoon. All those men will be inside her.” 

I saw Jenni’s mouth hang open, and Jimmy nearly burst with excitement as he said, “Oh! Yes!” 

“Let’s go before Jimmy busts a nut inside his pants,” Jenni said. 

And we were off to the Stag night. 

As we rode there, Jenni handed me the unicorn necklace, and I took off my wedding ring. Jenni said, “Have fun, but check in with me occasionally, so I know you’re safe and doing well, OK?” 

I laughed and said, “Check on ME? You’re the one who’s about to get gang raped by scores of men.” 

Jenni patted my leg and said, “It’s only rape if I don’t want to.” She said more softly, “Thanks for that bit about their sperm being alive inside me during our vows. That’s an insanely crazy thought. I hope I don’t orgasm when I say ‘I do,’” she chuckled. 

*** 

The “club” was actually a home that had been repurposed to a type of party house. When we arrived, everyone knew Jenni and Jimmy, and she was the star of the show, clearly. Many of their friends were already there, drinking at a little bar. Most of the people were wearing bathrobes, lingerie, or boxers. 

The first sign of “swinging” was when I spotted Nigel chatting with some white guy, while a woman, probably the wife, was on her knees sucking away at Nigel. It amazed me she could get his entire cock into her mouth and throat, while her husband just chatted like nothing special was going on. 

Jenni led me through the house to a doorway that was decorated with a banner that read “Bridal Train.” Below was a printed sheet that read: 

Congrats Jenni and Jimmy! 

Rules: 

Black Lads Only 

You will  be filmed 

No Condoms 

No Limits : 2P and 3P welcome 

“Holy shit,” I said as we approached. “What’s 2P and 3P?” I asked Jenni, wondering what she was agreeing to. 

“Double and triple penetration,” she answered. She laughed, “If I had another hole, sis, it would say 4P.” 

We entered the room, and there was a padded table or bench in the center of the room, clearly for the star of the show. There was also a sex swing hanging off to the side, and some sort of padded wooden contraptions in the corner. One looked like a cross with handcuffs, and the other was some sort of stock or pillory. 

Jenni caught me looking and said, “Yeah, I’ve done that one.” She saw my look and smiled, “Blindfolded. I think there were 8 guys. I still don’t know who they were. It was awesome!” 

She looked over and said, “We’ll use the bench tonight. If I get worn out, we’ll switch to the swing. I can just hang there with my holes available for them. Low effort, lots of cocks,” she laughed excitedly. 


I guess she really was ready for this. 

Jimmy had set up a tripod and camera, and had his phone out, ready for pictures. 

Jenni set a bottle of lube on the table and hopped up on it, asking, “Sis, you staying or going out to have some fun?” 

I said, “I love you, Jenni, but I don’t think I can watch 50 men use you as a cum dump. Besides, I can watch the video later. I’ll come check in with you a bit later.” 

Just as I headed for the door, it opened and Nigel, Andre and half a dozen other black men entered. I heard Nigel say, “So mate, ready for us to ruin your woman?” 

I went to the bar and ordered a glass of wine. The bartender, a handsome young guy, said, “Oh my, a unicorn. And a beautiful redheaded one as well. You’ll have your pick tonight honey.” We watched a few more black guys headed to the gang bang room, and added, “At least your pick of the white guys.” 

He pulled out a sticker and marker and said, “Want a name tag? Most of the people here already know one another.” 

“Um,” I said. I wanted to try fucking guys who I didn’t know. Jenni had me sold. “Do we have to use names? Maybe a fake one?” 

The bartender nodded, and wrote on the badge, then handed it to me. It read, “No names, just sex.” As I placed it on my shirt, I saw that most of the women were topless. 

I asked, “What do I do when, um,” as I glanced at one of the topless women. 

“I can write it on your breast, if you like.” He flashed me a smile and said, “ I’d  certainly like that.” He was college aged, probably ten years younger than me, and it felt thrilling to have him flirt like that. 

I pulled down a side of my top, exposing my breast, “I’d like that, too. You can do it now.” As he started writing, I said, “You can do anything you like.” 

He finished writing and said, “Believe me, I’ve got all kinds of things I’d like to do with you, but I’m working and I can’t.” 

“Oh,” I said, giving him a sad face. 

He flashed another smile and said more quietly, “But I get off at midnight.” 

I leaned forward and kissed his cheek, saying softly, “Then you can get off inside me  at 12:15.” 

He gave me a lustful look as he said, “That’s a deal!” 

As I watched him move to serve another guest, I wondered how long it would take him to get me to come. I also thought about my sister, who probably already had the first cock inside her. 

I turned on my seat and saw a handsome couple watching me from a nearby couch. The guy had rugged good looks, and a firm muscular chest. His wife, I assumed it was his wife, was a pretty blonde. She was topless and had big black barbell nipple piercings, full red lips and a gorgeous face. 

She met my eyes, then rose and walked to me. She saw my tag, and smiled, saying, “Unicorn wants no names? How about kisses?” 

Before I could say anything, her lips were on mine and I felt her tongue in my mouth. I was shocked, and immediately felt myself get wet. I felt her hand at the back of my neck and leaned into the kiss. She was the best kisser I had ever had! 

We continued making out like that for a while, and my hands moved to her breasts, feeling her piercings, which made her moan into my mouth. After a while, we broke the kiss, and she said, “I want my husband to fuck you.” 

She took my hand, and I followed in a daze to the couch. I noticed her husband had a nice sized cock sticking out of his robe, as he stroked it. The wife turned me and I sat in his lap, lifting my skirt and impaling myself on his erection as we both moaned. 

The wife kneeled in front of us and resumed kissing me as I felt her husband slowly fucking me from underneath. She slowly removed my blouse, freeing my breasts, and we fondled each other’s tits while I rode her man’s cock. 

She slowly raised up, so that I could only reach her neck, then breasts, so I sucked and licked at her pierced nipples. It was the first time I had been intimate with a woman, but the feeling being fucked by her husband while I played with her was overwhelming. 

She shucked off her robe, revealing her full nakedness and bald pussy, which she presented to my face, as she pushed me backward onto her husband. Before I knew it, I was running my tongue into her, overwhelmed by the taste and smell of another woman. 

I could feel her husband kissing my neck from underneath and behind me, as he drove his cock into me, while his wife kept her pussy on my mouth as I ate her. I was unbelievably horny as I experienced my first threesome. I was aware of people watching us, which made the experience even more intense. 

After a long while, I heard her husband grunt as he thrust into me violently a few times. The wife moaned, “Take my husband’s cum!” as she started to pant and orgasm on my face. Oh, my god! I had a woman coming on my face while her husband came inside me! 

After she recovered and stood back, I felt and saw a hard cock poke my face. I naturally opened my mouth to take it in, not even sure who the owner was. I was in an elevated state of arousal, and just continued with whatever was presented me. 

In a haze, I sucked cocks, kissed women and ate their pussies of at least three unknown women and had several men fuck my pussy and ass, grunting their anonymous loads into me. 

I finally got a break, and wandered naked to the gang bang room, where there were several men standing around, awaiting their turns. It took a moment to realize that Jenni was being DP’d by a pair of black men I didn’t recognize. They were fucking her quick and hard, like they were about to come. 

I saw Jimmy, filming and smiling, still clothed. I was about to leave when Nigel slid up to me, admiring my nakedness, and said, “You gonna spell your sis, huh? Give her a break and take on whore duty?” 

“No,” I said. “It’s her wedding, so all for her.” I nodded towards the action and asked, “How many?” 

Nigel said, “I think maybe 15 or 16. Pretty sure she’ll make 30 if we put her in the swing.” He looked at me again, and said, “Of course, I could work up a load for you, my pretty.” 

The scene actually excited me, and I answered, “Not tonight. When she’s on honeymoon, you can put me in the swing and we’ll take a shot at beating her record.” 

Nigel smiled broadly and said, “Oh fuck, yeah!” 

I ducked out of the room and went to the bar for some water. All the sex had dehydrated me. 

The pretty bartender gave me a glass and said, “You put on quite a show, miss no name.” He nodded to the people sitting around the room, and said, “They’re all waiting for you to come back.” 

“Wow,” I said. I was up for more, but this was a little overwhelming. 

“Unicorns are magical,” he smiled. “Especially REAL redheads,” he added as he nodded at my fiery pubes. 

“What time is it?” I asked. I didn’t know how much time had passed. 

He looked at me hungrily as he said, “11:58 and 30 seconds.” 

It took me a second to process what he said, and remember our conversation. I smiled sweetly, and asked, “You’re still interested after watching me?” 

He said enthusiastically, “Even more so. You are a goddess.” The kid was a flatterer. And I was still horny. It’s like the more sex I got, the more I wanted! I was understanding my sister. 

“Ok,” I said, “Get your pants off and show everyone that you own me.” 

Luckily, the guy had a magnificent piece of meat - very long and thin, and he came twice before he released me to the crowd. Some wives immediately descended on him, and I was once again immersed in a sea of penises and vaginas. I surprised myself by how hungry I was for any kind of sex. I even got my first triple penetration, which was more awesome than I imagined. 

*** 

Finally, the crowd seemed to be fucked out. I was sitting at the bar, sipping some water, wondering if I’d ever wash away the taste and smell of cum and pussy. And also wondering when I’d get to do this again - I was so comfortable being naked in a room of strangers. And not one of them gave me their names. 

One wife took a seat near me as she got a glass of wine, and said, “You are amazing, love. I hope you come back sometime soon, we can’t wait to see if you outlast the club slut. She’s also an American. She’s in the back getting gang banged by the black boys for her wedding.” 

Club slut , I thought. How bad did one have to be, to be labeled slut  in a sex club? I chuckled and said, “Jenni’s my sister.” 

“Oh My!” the woman said as they handed her the wine. She looked at me, but clearly was at a loss for words. As she headed back to her husband, I realized she was one pussy I ate. 

Nigel, who approached me and said, “Jimmy wanted me t,” interrupted my musings. “get you. He’ll need a hand cleaning up. Your sister has drained every cock here, so it’s time to fade.” 

I glanced around, and could only find my skirt, which I slipped on before I headed to the gang bang room. Two black guys passed me, laughing, as I entered the room. Jimmy was the only man there, Jenni sitting in the sex swing, her pussy and anus lewdly exposed. 

The room smelled of cum and pussy, and Jimmy was spraying and wiping down the table with paper towels and disinfectant. He gestured to an open cabinet, where there were more spray bottles and towels. He asked, “Mind giving a hand, love?” 

We spent about 30 minutes cleaning the sex fluids off every surface, the floor, door handles and furniture legs. Jenni was oozing cum from her ass and pussy, and her face and hair were sprayed with semen. 


She seemed a little dazed, so I asked, “Are you OK?” 

She focused on me and said, “I wanted more, but they ran out. Not enough cocks for my wedding. Sorry, Jimmy.” 

I looked over at Jimmy, who said, “You were brilliant, my love. 28 lads, and at least 50 spunks. More than half of them didn’t know your name. You were a proper whore.” 

I considered the numbers he quoted, and was amazed she survived. I helped her out of the sex swing, and was a bit grossed out by the sucking sound as we pulled her out of a pool of cum, sweat and pussy fluids. Her lingerie was soaked and stuck to her body. I helped Jimmy drape her overcoat on her and we cleaned off the sex swing. 

Jimmy carried the bag with cameras and tripod, and I supported Jenni as we left. As we walked past the bar and main room, I could hear the word “Sisters” whispered a lot. 

Jimmy asked the bartender to call a cab for us. As we waited on the front step, I realized I was topless, wearing only a skirt. I didn’t care, and actually wondered if the cab driver would have a big dick so that I could fuck him for the fare. 

I fell asleep as soon as we got into the cab, and only realized we were home as I hit the bed. I still don't know whether I sleep-walked into the apartment, or Jimmy carried me. 

Jimmy kissed me, and I said, “I stink of cum and pussy, Jimmy. They used me like a sex puppet all night.” 

He smiled and said, “I know. Are you up for more?” 

I smiled, amused that he was my cuckold too. I said, “Sure. Try my ass, everyone else has. Do anything you want, I’m just tired, sorry.” 

I felt him turn me over, and was surprised to feel him eating my ass as he pushed fingers into my well-worn pussy. I felt myself coming alive and begged him to fuck me after a few minutes of his oral attention. 

I forgot how big his cock was, and paid the price as he railed my ass, eventually giving me a sperm enema. Well, now I knew I could take a cock like that in my ass. 


Wedding Night Surprises 


I got up around noon, and Jenni and I packed our stuff and caught a ride to the hotel where the wedding was to be. We were both unshowered and sticky from the night before, but we didn’t have time to get showered before check-in. Jenni’s face had crusty areas of dried cum, and her hair was full of dried streams of semen. It was kinda gross to even look at her. I was sure I must look the same, but no-one used my face and hair for target practice, like they did hers. 

We checked in and went to the bridal suite, which was very nice. The bathroom was enormous, with plenty of surfaces for our stuff. The bedroom was vast, with a giant oversized king bed in the middle. “Jimmy’s gonna need all that space to make up for lost time with you,” I joked. 

“You think the bed’s for Jimmy, my cuckold husband?” she asked. 

“Uh, of course,” I answered, a flurry forming in my stomach. 

Jenni chuckled, then dragged the dressing chair from the corner and placed it near the bed. She nodded towards it and said, “That is for my groom, so he has a good view.” 

“My wedding present to him is to fuck everyone of his best mates before he gets marital rights,” she explained. “And he’ll get to watch. I think that’s the perfect present for him.” 

“You’re what?” I asked, shocked. 

“I am going to make him watch his friends fuck his new bride before he does,” she repeated. “He’ll love it, if you’re right about him being a cuckold. From last night, I am certain.” 

“But your wedding night is special!” I insisted. 

“Yes,” she said seriously, “That’s why this is the perfect present.” 

She turned to the bathroom and said, “Now, let's get ready.” 

*** 

I showered and started drying my hair, and saw that Jenni had washed her face and was applying foundation. 

“Aren’t you going to wash your hair? It’s caked with cum,” I said. 

She smiled in the mirror and said, “No, I’m keeping it that way for Jimmy. The veil will cover it from the guests.” She turned to me and said, “Come here. Check out what else I’ve got for him.” 

I went over and she pointed out hickeys and bite marks. She had them all over her body. She smiled as she pointed them out and said, “I asked the guys to mark me so my husband knew they had fucked me. I’ll need some help with the neck, I don’t want them to show in photos.” Her neck was completely covered in hickeys, some were very large and ugly. This felt somehow deranged. 

We spent some time getting ready, talking about the guests, and about her upcoming honeymoon. She told me about trash pickup, the tricky thermostat, and all the things I’d need to know staying at her apartment. 

She said that she had told all the men with apartment keys about our arrangement, and that I should expect a lot of visits. She laughed and said, “I’m the one getting married, but you’ll be getting all the dick on the honeymoon!” 

I was excited about the fun, but torn about whether this was right. “Sis, I’m not sure about slut life.” 

“What’s not to be sure about? Are you having fun? Is it hurting anyone?” she asked. 

“No, not hurting anyone. And it feels like too much  fun.” 

“Do you like the monogamous, ‘marry one boring asshole’ life better?” she asked. 

“Hell no,” I responded forcefully. 

“Then have fun, little sister. There’s a reason our vaginas snap back - so we can have as much sex as we want!” 

She had a point. 

*** 

We went downstairs and waited for the guests to be ready. 

It was a beautiful ceremony, and I got excited and horny as I watched my sister walk down the aisle, past the dozens of guys that had fucked her. I wondered if any had keys to the apartment and would be fucking me over the next few weeks. 

We danced and drank, and the Bride and Groom had their first dance. I was a little worried that Jenni would take the cuckold thing to that level. I wondered if she had told Jimmy about his wedding night surprise yet. 

As the party was winding down, Jenni grabbed me and gave me a kiss, saying, “Thanks, sis. I loved having you here. I’m gonna go give Jimmy his present now, but I have one for you. Follow me!” 

We walked together to the exit of the hall, then down the hotel hallway to the front desk area. It was sweet how everyone cooed and fussed over ‘the Bride.’ Little did they know the bride was about to ‘give it up’ to everyone except the groom. 

I wondered what her present could be, and why it was out here. We passed the front desk, and one of the staff nodded to my sister and pointed at a man near the entrance. He was a big brutal looking white guy with a face that looked like he lost a few dozen prize fights. He could be a horror movie actor, and probably worked out every day when he wasn’t eating the barbells. 

Jenni stopped in front of him and said, “Caylee, this is Harry. We also know him as Horse.” 

‘Horse,’ the guy with the monster cock that conquered Jenni? 

“Horse, tell my sister what her present is,” Jenni said. My stomach churned as I guessed. 

Horse gave me a crooked, scary smile, and said, “Yer sis wants me to take you upstairs and destroy you. I’m gonna shag you until I can park me motorbike in yer cunt.” He paused for a moment, then asked, “Ready?” 

I was terrified and excited, feeling myself getting wet, “Yes?” 
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