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Cheating Wife’s Addiction


Chapter 1

My name is Jim and I have a big problem. I wish I could tell you that things were going to be ok, but actually I don’t know if they will be or not. You see, my wife has been cheating on me. She doesn’t know that I found out about it yet, but I did. The scary part for me was I didn’t stop it. Quite the opposite actually, and now, I don’t know what to do.

Last week, I came home early to surprise my wife, Nancy. Instead, I was the one that was surprised. I came in and she wasn’t downstairs, so I tiptoed upstairs with all intentions to surprise her and take her out to a lovely dinner, maybe a little dancing or something to blow off some steam. I had even thought about taking a vacation trip and taking her to the Caribbean as an apology. I had been part of a big project at work for the last two years, and I had been working long hours and most weekends. I knew I was neglecting her, but I had promised myself that I would make it up to her. The project had ended the day before and I decided I would take a break and wanted to rekindle the life I had with my wife of 8 years.

It was when I reached the top of the stairs that the little hairs on the back of my neck stood straight up. I could hear a familiar sound coming from the closed bedroom door. It brought a little smile to my face when I recognized her moans. I thought to myself that I had hit the jackpot. She was in the room masturbating and if I caught her, maybe I could take advantage of her since we hadn’t had sex in quite a while now.

As I got to the door, my smile faded, and my blood ran cold. Her moan wasn’t the only thing I was hearing now. A distinct male voice told her to roll over, then the squeaking of the mattress pierced my ears. My mind was in a spin, and my shaking hand reached out and gently turned the knob on the door. Carefully I opened it just slightly, so I could peer inside and see what was going on. What I saw both infuriated me and made me get hard all at the same time. My wife was on the bed naked on her hands and knees. She was facing the window, looking away from the door, and I could see her profile. Behind her, with his huge cock in her pussy, was a large black man.

My first instinct was to rush in and throw him off of her. Instead, I stood there frozen, unable to move as I watched this black man ravage my wife. A flood of emotions ran through me. Jealousy, fear, anger, betrayal, shame, guilt, but most of all, lust. She was moaning and bucking her hips back into him as her D cup tits swayed beneath her. It was just so…so erotic and I couldn’t stop staring. I had never seen her act like that before. She looked like a bitch in heat that couldn’t get enough of that cock. Her moans turned to screams as I watched her body begin to shake in a level of orgasm that I had never seen her do before. Her head flew back, and her hypnotic blue eyes closed as she screamed out in orgasm. Her face contorted with her mouth opening and closing like a fish out of water. When she finally did draw a breath, another screaming moan belted out of her again. Suddenly my pristine and proper wife began yelling out obscenities, telling the black man behind her to fuck her with his black cock, fuck her harder and deeper, and keep fucking her as she about to fucking come again.

Unconsciously, I had opened the door a bit further, to get a better view of what was going on. The only bit of relief I felt was when I saw he was wearing a condom. It was then that the black man looked over at the door. At first, he had a slight bit of horror in his face as we made eye contact. He slowed his strokes a little, but as I stood there frozen, he resumed his pace. That look of horror faded to a big smile as he saw me standing there, watching, as he fucked my wife. He began to pick up the pace as he kept eye contact with me. I just stood there and watched in awe as she began to cum again. His smile turned into a sneer as he grabbed the back of her head by her blond hair, making her face the window.

“You love this black cock don’t you bitch?” he said, still looking me in the eyes.

“OH FUCK YES!!! I LOVE THAT BIG BLACK COCK OF YOURS!!!!” she yelled back in response.

“Your husband doesn’t fuck you like this, does he?” The sneer never left his face as he stared me in the eyes while he continued to pound her pussy with his huge cock.

“HELL NO!!!! HIS LITTLE DICK COULD NEVER DO THIS TO ME!!!” She yelled out then began shaking in another powerful orgasm before screaming out she was cumming again.

I felt the defeated look spread over my face and it radiated from my eyes. His sneer just got bigger.

“Who owns this pussy? Your husband?” he said in almost a laughing tone.

“FUCK NO!!! YOU OWN THIS PUSSY!!! IT’S YOUR PUSSY!!! OH GOD!!!! PLEASE DON’T STOP FUCKNG YOUR PUSSY!!!” she yelled.

That was as much as I could take. I slowly closed the door as he sneered back at me. As I slowly walked away from the door, I could still hear her cries of passion. I went back downstairs and out to my car. I sat there for a minute. I had nowhere else to go. I didn’t want to go back to work, and I couldn’t go back in the house either. I didn’t want to sit in the driveway, so I backed out and parked a few houses down on the street. I sat there trying to think, but I couldn’t get the image of Nancy getting fucked in our marital bed by some black guy out of my head. The words she yelled out kept coursing through my mind.

About an hour later, I watched him leave my house and walk down the street before he got into a beat-up car. As he drove away, I couldn’t help myself. I needed to follow him. I needed to know who this was that claimed he owned my wife’s pussy now. I started the car and followed behind cautiously.


Chapter 2

We had reached a bad section of town when he pulled into a small bar. It was a place I knew I would stick out like a sore thumb. I sat in the car and waited a few minutes. Did I really want to go in there?  Finally, I drummed up the courage and got out of the car. As I walked into the bar, it was like a movie. Everyone stopped and stared at the white man in a suit walking in. The bar was dark and run down, it looked like it was from the 50’s. Several black men of different ages watched me as I cautiously walked forward, scanning the place. Then I saw him. He was in a booth in the back, and he was looking at me with that same sneer on his face he had when he fucked my wife. As he waved me over, I could see him chuckle.

I approached the booth cautiously and his sneer got bigger.

“I didn’t think you had the balls to come in here.”  he said in a gloating tone.

I looked at him puzzled. How did he know I was here? He gave a little laugh.

“What? You think I didn’t see you following me from your house? Let me guess, you watched a few movies, and you thought you were an expert on following people.” he laughed again then shook his head. “Sit down cuck boi, you want a beer?”

Evidently, I hadn’t been as discreet as I thought. Of course, he knew I was there and maybe expected me to follow him. And why was he calling me cuck boi? I slowly sat across from him.

“No, I'm good, and the name is Jim, not cuck boi.” My temper had settled since I left the house, but it was beginning to rise again with his smug attitude.

“Naw, from now on its cuck boi.” he said with a chuckle. “Let’s not forget who is fucking whose wife here.”

That’s when it dawned on me. I was being cuckolded by my wife and this was his way of disrespecting me with it. My anger started to flare up again and I felt my face flush. He just laughed again and took a sip of his beer.

“Don’t like the name? Too bad. That’s your name from now on. So cuck boi, I don’t think you came here looking for trouble. If you were, you would have done it when you found my big cock in your wife. Naw, I don’t think you came here to fight but If you did, we can go outside and I can start whooping your ass right now.” he said with a more serious and threatening look.

“No, I didn’t come here to fight.” I was pissed, but I figured as out of shape as I was, I wouldn’t stand a chance in a fair fight, and from his looks, he wouldn’t fight fair anyway.

The sneer came back to his face. “That’s good. I would hate for you to be laid up in the hospital bed…and not be able to see me fucking your wife again. My compliments though, she has a nice tight pussy…at least she used to anyway.” he said smugly, taking another sip of beer.

I felt like I was about to explode. I wanted to punch him. The only thing stopping me was I knew I couldn’t win this way, and like he said, if he put me in the hospital there was nothing, I could do to stop him from fucking my wife again.

“You need to stay away from my wife.” I said trying to control my anger.

He laughed. “Well, that’s not my call now is it cuck boi. I didn’t start this, she did. Besides, you heard her, I own that pussy now.”

I felt my blood go cold again. “What do you mean she started this?”

His smug smile got bigger. “You little white boys never learn, do you? You go off to work, day and night, leave the poor old wife at home alone. Ignore them, expecting them to just carry on. You dumbasses don’t think about their needs. She finally got tired of waiting on you…to pay her some attention. So, she put up a profile on a sex dating site. I just answered her ad and gave her what you couldn’t. Now that she has had a taste of a real cock, I don’t think she will be going back to your pathetic little dick. You can try of course, but she needs that big black cock now. I have to thank you white boys though. If it wasn’t for you dumb shits, I wouldn’t get half the pussy I get now.”

It felt like a sledgehammer hit me in the chest. She had put up an ad on a sex website? The guilt was killing me. My anger had shifted from him to me. I knew I had done exactly like he said. I left her alone, ignored her, expected she would be the good wife and carry on. It had been quite a few months since we had sex. I guess it was my fault for not being there and giving her what she needed. Maybe it wasn’t too late. Maybe now that the project is done, maybe I could get her back. Then another thought came to me, and it left me horrified.

“How…how long ago did she put up the ad?” I said in a low voice.

He smiled again and I could see he knew what I was actually asking. “You want to know how long she has been fucking around on you don’t you? Well cuck boi, this was my fourth time fucking your sexy wife. I saw her ad about a month ago...but she did say I wasn’t her first black cock. In fact, she told me that was all she wanted now. She wouldn’t even answer the white boys anymore.”

I was stunned. I needed to get home. How could Nancy do this? Would her preference extend to me now too since all she wanted now was black cock? Would she want to divorce me now so she could have it? She had never given me any indication she wanted a divorce. As I slowly started getting up from the booth, I felt that same defeated feeling I had before when I closed the bedroom door. I’m sure my face showed it.

“Hey cuck boi…just so you know. When that sexy bitch calls me again, I’m going to fuck her brains out…just for you. I might even fuck her in her pretty little ass next time. Maybe she will scream loud enough you’ll come back to the door and watch again. Just make sure you clean up the mess you make on the door jerking that little dick of yours. Hell, if you tell her, you watched us today, maybe she will let you sit in there when I put my black cock back in her.” he chuckled.

“You…you didn’t tell her I was there today?” I was amazed again.

“Naw, I didn’t say anything. I figured you would. It makes no difference to me though. You can jerk your little dick in the room or outside the door. I’m still going to fuck that pussy good. I own it either way.” he said with a smug smile.

I just walked out. My temper was about to get the better of me, so I figured I just needed to get home and see if there was any way to fix this. I decided on the drive home not to tell her what I knew. Maybe I could do this without telling her I knew about what she had been doing. If I was around to be there for her now, maybe I could get her back.


Chapter 3

It had been a week ago that I met…hell I don’t even know his name, at the bar. That night when I got home, I did my best to act normal. When I came in, she was on her laptop and closed it quickly asking why I was home so early. I told her the project was over and I would be around a lot more now, and in fact, I was taking some time off to spend more time with her. Instead of acting happy, she seemed sad and almost annoyed. I told her I wanted to take her out to a nice dinner and then we could go out and have some fun. Instead, she said she had already eaten and was too tired from all the housework she had done that day. That was the same excuse I got later that night when I tried to initiate sex with her. She just rolled over with her back to me and went to sleep.

That repeated the rest of the week and on the weekend, she said she had a shopping date with some of her friends. She spent several hours out but had no bags when she came home. I asked her about it and she said she couldn’t find anything she liked. I knew she lied to me. She would always come back with at least two full bags of things, even if she said she couldn’t find anything she liked before. She had even shot me down when I told her I wanted to take her on a vacation. She complained she had too much to do and she had already made plans with some of her friends. All she would say was, maybe next month.

Exactly a week later, my first day back to work, I couldn’t keep it in any longer. I walked into the room to her quickly closing her laptop again. My head dropped a little and I ignored her when she said hello and asked about my day. I went straight up to the bedroom silently and without even acknowledging her. I could detect a slight odor of sex still in the air when I walked in and that just made me even more pissed…but also aroused. Was it him again, or another of her boyfriends from the site? I felt so conflicted. I just sat on the bed and let out my frustration. I sobbed for a minute or two before I felt someone sit beside me and an arm around me hugging me.

“Honey…what’s wrong?” she said in a loving voice.

I looked at her and my sadness turned to anger. I did my best to steel myself and stop crying. I mustered everything I could to put back on a strong face. My anger and frustration had taken over, and before I could stop myself, I lashed out.

“Like you don’t know.” I said angrily.

She quickly let go of me with a confused look on her face. “Are you ok?”

“No, I’m not ok.” I said seething. “I have been trying my best to rekindle our relationship, but all you want to do is talk to your new black boyfriends on that damn dating site!”

I thought her eyeballs were going to bulge out of her head as her jaw dropped and she pulled back away from me. Fear crossed her face as she tried to recover.

“Wha…what are you talking about?” she stuttered.

“I’m talking about the profile you put up on that sex site. You know, the one you were on when you met that black guy, I saw you fucking last week when I came home early. Was he the one you fucked today? It still smells like sex in here. I know it wasn’t us, because every day when I try to start something you're either too tired or not in the mood.” My blood was boiling. She was staring at me in shock.

“You…you saw…” she stuttered again.

“Yes, I saw. Charming guy that one.” I said sarcastically. “When he left, I followed him to a bar and he told me all about your profile and how if I was a good boy, I could sit in here and watch him fuck you in the ass next time.” I spat out.

Her face dropped to the floor, and I heard a single word whispered out of her. “Leon.”

“Oh, so that’s prince charming's name, Leon?” The name filled me with even more anger.

Another whisper. “I…I don’t see him anymore.”

“Isn’t that special? Is that supposed to make me feel better that you're not seeing him anymore? I guess that means it was some other black guy in here fucking you today then.” My anger was turning to rage. “Just how many black guys are you fucking now?”

When she lifted her head, those beautiful blue eyes that I had fallen in love with a decade ago pushed out a tear. It ran down her cheek past her quivering lips. Her face and eyes were full of fear and remorse. She looked like a lost little girl, helpless and alone. Even in all my anger and rage, I still loved her deeply. My need to protect her kicked in and I began to cool off. As mad as I was with her, I was just as mad at myself. It was my fault she came to this. If I had been a good husband, the husband she needed, then this would never have happened.

“I’m so sorry.” she whispered as she began to cry. “I never wanted to hurt you.” she threw both hands up to cover her face. Her whole body shook and shuddered as the sobbing became constant.

I couldn’t resist the urge. I reached out and pulled her into me and wrapped my arms around her as she continued to sob. Her hands still covered her face as she shuddered against my chest. I just wanted to make her better. I wanted to take away the pain I had given her. I just held her to me silently as she sobbed.

As she quieted down, I could feel the shuddering stop. When she moved her hands and looked up to my eyes, I could see fear in her red and bloodshot eyes. They had a very sad look to them.

“Please…” she whispered. “Please don’t leave me.” she pleaded.

I was a little choked up at that point. My fear had been her leaving me. I had no idea that she would feel the same way. After all, she had these guys wanting her, but she was all I had…or wanted.

“I’m not going to leave you, but I guess we need to talk.” I said and kissed her forehead. She looked up into my eyes and we just stared at each other for a minute. I saw her fear fade and be replaced by love. She reached up and pulled my head down to hers and our lips met. We shared our first passionate kiss in a very long time.


Chapter 4

We sat there and talked for hours. It was the first time I could ever remember being so open and honest with each other. She had promised me that she would tell me the truth about everything that happened no matter how much she thought it would hurt me. I explained that lying now would only hurt me worse.

I found out that my fears were correct. I had driven her to this. She did feel lonely and ignored. She said she had needed more from me but I wasn’t around. She created the profile in desperation. She figured she would have a quick fling that I would never find out about and be done. It was just for sexual release and nothing else. She said she still loved me with all her heart, but sex was something she had needed, and I wasn’t there. It only hurt me more hearing how I failed her. It wasn’t my intention to do it, but I did. She claimed that in her mind, it was justified by thinking of my job as my mistress, since it kept me away from her and had all my attention. Why shouldn’t she get her needs met, even if it was only for a little bit. It wasn’t going to be an ongoing thing, just a little romp here and there to hold her over.

After the first guy though, it just kept going. She had some feelings for him but she let him go. He was white, so she decided that she would try a black guy because she didn’t think she would develop feelings for them. After the first one she did develop something, but it was not for the man. She developed a craving for the big cocks they had. It was something she had never experienced before. Before she knew it, she was addicted to them and didn’t want to stop.

She was horrified to learn I heard what she had said to Leon that day. She told me she stopped seeing him after last week because she thought he was becoming too attached to her and was getting very possessive, even telling her to leave me for him. He threatened her saying he would tell me what was going on if she didn’t continue. She didn’t know at the time that I already knew. She talked to another guy she was seeing that knew him and he told her he would take care of it. She hasn’t heard from Leon since.

When I asked her how many guys she had been with, she dropped her eyes. I was heartbroken that she had been with so many she didn’t want to tell me. I was about to remind her about our agreement when she whispered five. There were four black guys counting Leon and one white guy at the start, but currently she was only seeing two of them. The next thing she said shocked me but made me hard as a rock. She told me that the two were best friends and would sometimes come over together and she would have sex with both of them at the same time. The whole time she was telling me this she wouldn’t look me in the eye. At first, I thought it was because she was lying to me about the number of guys. What it really was, was shame. She began sobbing again and I held her again for a few minutes just to reassure her I was ok. Actually, I was turned on as hell thinking about her with two black guys.

At the end of our talk, we decided we were both a bit tired and should go to bed. She had agreed that she would delete her profile after she messaged the guys that things were over, and I promised I would make more time for her. I would have done that anyway, but I wanted her to be reassured, that I understood my previous failings, and would not repeat them.

As I laid in bed waiting for her, I couldn’t help but wonder what the future for us would be. My thoughts were broken when the bathroom door opened, and she came out fully naked. She always slept in her gowns or at least lingerie. Tonight, she got into bed wearing nothing but a smile. She got under the covers then lifted my arm and laid her head on my chest. I can hardly describe how it felt to have her there, naked, laying on my chest. It had been so long since I had felt it. I could feel the heat of her body against mine and it was arousing. I couldn’t help but lay there and smile. This is what I had hoped and prayed for. I finally felt like I had my wife back. She leaned up and kissed me passionately. I was in a euphoric state.

She whispered to me tenderly. “I want my husband to make love to me tonight.”

It was music to my ears. We kissed a bit longer and my hands roamed her body. Her hands roamed mine as well and when she felt my stiff dick, she paused a bit and made a weird face before she started jerking me. When I started rubbing her pussy, I heard her moan. I stuck a finger in, then two. It felt so…so…loose. Before I had trouble getting two fingers in, now it felt like I could get my whole hand in if I tried. I paused a bit in shock, caught myself stopping, then continued on. I stuck a third finger in and heard a slight moan from her. I could feel her pussy slicken up and I turned her over and laid on top in the missionary position. We kissed passionately as I slid inside her. Before, she would always moan when I did that. This time, nothing. I could feel how loose she was, and it was nothing like what she used to feel like. As I began pumping her, for a brief second, I could see it in her eyes, disappointment. It was only there for a second, but I saw it anyway. I continued to do my best. I went slow and fast, hard and soft, I was doing all I could to please her, to make her moan in pleasure. I stuck my hand down and rubbed her clit while I fucked her as hard as I could. I finally heard a soft moan that got louder. When she finally cried out she was coming, I couldn’t hold back any longer. My dick began to twitch as I came. I laid on top of her for a minute before I rolled off. She resumed her position on my chest and hugged me. She didn’t have a smile or a frown on her face. She looked…blank. When she caught me looking down at her, her lips curled into a fake smile.

As passionately as we made love, and as hard as I tried to please her…I felt like a failure again. Things just weren’t the same as they were before. Her little whimpers and moans with me were nothing like the body shaking orgasms I saw her have with Leon. My own orgasm was just ok compared to what it used to be too. I could tell that it was not good for her, so I suffered as well. I laid there troubled. I would have to up my game now to try to keep my wife. I needed to figure out something, but what? When I wanted to talk to her about it, she would just smile with a fake smile and tell me there were no problems and I did fine.

The next few days, we made love every night to the same result. She did feel a bit tighter, but nothing like before. It was becoming clear to me that she was probably permanently stretched out. I tried all I could to make her shudder like I saw that day and failed. I used my fingers, tongue, and a combination of both, with only moderate results. She would tell me that she orgasmed, but I could tell it wasn’t the same. I would see her laying on my chest afterwards with a far-off look, like she was searching for something. The fifth night, I stroked her hair, and she came out of it and looked at me and smiled. I couldn’t take it anymore. I had to know.

“It’s not what you’re used to anymore is it?” I asked sadly.

Her smile faded as fear invaded her face. She was silent and I knew she was afraid to answer so as not to hurt my feelings. She didn’t have to answer, I already knew. I also already knew what she was thinking of when she stared off into space. I stroked her hair again and she laid her head back down on my chest. I prayed I would come up with something as I could tell it was stressing her out too.

Tonight was different, but not in a good way. When I started in on her to make love, I saw her hesitate and for a quick second, she had the face of reluctance, almost dread. It was like a chore, she knew she had to do it, but her heart wasn’t in it. I did my absolute best to please her. She said she came twice with me using my fingers and tongue, but I could tell the power and explosion wasn’t there. She again laid her head on my chest and I saw the look of a sexually frustrated woman. It broke my heart. I loved her more than anything and I tried everything I could to please her, but I was just not equipped enough for the job. I stroked her hair and she stayed in her spaced out state a little longer. She finally looked up at me with her fake smile. At that moment, I surrendered.

“Honey, I…I want you to do something for me.” I said a little sadly.

She cocked her head with a questioning look.

“I want you to put your profile back up.” I smiled.


Chapter 5

I thought Nancy was going to shoot straight out of the bed when I said that. Her eyes were big and her mouth wide open. She was shocked and confused.

“You want me to do what?”

I smiled back as lovingly as I could. “You heard me. I want you to put your profile back up.”

“Why…why would you want that?” She looked confused and nervous.

“Honey, I love you. I love you so much. We both know sex will never be the same again for us. I am not equipped to…do what you need, no matter how hard I try…and believe me I tried. I want you to feel like I saw you that day. I want to see you scream out in pleasure…see your body shutter from the intense orgasms. I can’t do that for you, and it feels wrong of me to keep that from you. Maybe not now, but eventually it will eat at you…and eventually, you will do what you did before, no matter how much you love me.” I said lovingly as I stroked her hair. “I would rather you do it with my knowledge than behind my back again.”

“But…but…I” she stuttered. Her face was pure panic. Maybe she thought I was going crazy, or this was a trick to test her. I stopped her from speaking with a finger on her lips and smiled again.

“Your husband is telling you to put your profile back up. He is doing this fully aware of the consequences. However, this time there will be a few stipulations.” I said in a sterner tone.

“Stipulations?” she said nervously.

“Yes, for instance, your profile will say you are married, and your husband knows. Furthermore, it will also state that I will be meeting the individuals that apply first. I don’t want you involved with another Leon type again. You will put on there that this is just for sex, not a relationship. I don’t mind if you’re friends too, but I don’t want to have to worry about you spending too much time with them and getting feelings for them. I don’t want to lose my wife to one of these guys just because they have a big cock. Also, I want them to be fine with me being there…if I feel the need. I need to know your safe, and…well, that you are taken care of correctly.” I was sort of fibbing there. It wasn’t only for her safety, but also my curiosity too. It had turned me on so much watching for that little bit of time, and I have never been able to get the images out of my mind. For some strange reason, I craved to see her like that again.

“Are you really sure about this? I mean, things are fine right now…” her voice trailed off as my eyebrow lifted.

“Do you really think they are fine? Maybe they are now…but what about the future? You can’t sit there and tell me that you don’t miss it. You can’t tell me that after we have sex, you don’t let your mind wander thinking about how good they felt and how much better it was with a big black cock. Like I said, I would much rather know it’s happening and that you are happy, than the alternative. I drove you to cheat on me before because I wasn’t sensitive to your needs, I won’t make that mistake again. If I can’t fulfill your sexual needs, then we will find someone that can.”

Nancy’s eyes teared up. She wrapped her arms around me tightly and put her head back down on my chest. I heard her cry and felt the tears hit my skin. She looked back up at me with a smile on her face.

“I love you Jim. I am never going to leave you.” she said it in a loving tone with such sincerity.

The next morning, Nancy was sitting on the couch with her laptop. When I walked in, there was no quick closing it or guilty look. In fact, she looked happy and wanted me to sit beside her. She turned the screen so I could read what she had put on the profile and asked if it was ok. After reading it over, I was proud of her. She had put in everything I asked for. When I told her it was good to post, she hesitated once again.

“Jim, are you really sure this is what you want? I mean…really sure?” She almost looked frightened.

“You're not planning on leaving me for one of those big black cocks, are you?” I said with a sly smile.

“OH NO!” she said quickly and in a loud voice. Then she settled down a bit. “But…I don’t want you to think badly of me for needing this or yourself because…well…” she said shyly.

I smiled the best smile I could. Truthfully, I was a little embarrassed and sad that I couldn’t be enough for her, but I was willing to swallow my pride for her happiness. After all, I was partly to blame for it. “Honey, I told you, I love you. You are my wife, your needs are my needs. If this is what you truly need, then I need it too. It is what it is and I don’t think bad about you.” 

She smiled a little shy smile. She turned back to the laptop and sat there a second looking at her profile. She looked like she was still thinking about it. Then I saw her take a deep breath before she hit the post button. She looked back at me with a nervous look and I smiled.

“What are you so nervous about?” I chuckled.

“I don’t know. Before, you didn’t know about it…now with you sitting here with me, even telling me what to post…it’s…I don’t know…different.” she stuttered out.

“Is that bad?”

“No…It’s just…I never thought you would be willing to share me like that. Don’t get me wrong, I love that you are, but I just didn’t think you would be able to. And if you're going to be there…that makes it even more weird for me. I am just so worried I will do or say something that will make you want to leave me or something.”

Nancy looked nervous and I could tell what she was thinking. That day when I saw her with Leon, he coaxed her into saying things that she regretted that I heard. Actually, in a strange way, I was turned on by it. My prim and proper wife begging to be fucked, saying that a black man owned her pussy, talking like a true slut, that all really turned me on. It was a side I never knew she had. It was also a side I didn’t know I had.

“You're thinking about the things you said to Leon that day, aren’t you?” I asked with a coy smile.

She lowered her head, and I heard her whisper “Yes.” 

“Honey, that is just sex talk. To be honest, it was actually a turn on. I never knew you had that side before. It was really sexy hearing my sweet innocent wife begging to be fucked while she had a big black cock in her. I actually would love to see that again, but the whole thing this time, not just a little part.” Saying it and thinking about what i heard that day was starting to get me hard.

Her head popped up in surprise and was blushing cherry red. “You…you actually liked that? Watching me fuck a black man, hearing me talk and act like a….like a…slut?”

I just smiled slyly and took her hand and placed it in my lap on my hard dick. “What do you think?”

Her face turned to a sly smile too. She quickly put the laptop on the table beside her and was on her knees in front of me. Before I could say anything, she was unbuckling my belt and unbuttoning my pants.

“So, do you really like it when your wife talks and acts like a slut?” she said with that sly smile and in a seductive voice as she pulled my pants down to my ankles.

“Oh, God, yes!” I said quickly.

“And do you want to watch your wife be a slut. Be a slut for black cock? Watch me stroke it, suck on it?” she said seductively again, looking straight into my eyes as she pulled my cock out and began stroking it.

I couldn’t help myself. I was getting so turned on with her acting this way and how she was talking. It was so hot. All I could do was shake my head yes.

She took me in her mouth, something she didn’t do often, and began sucking me with more skill than I knew she had. This was blowing my mind.

She took her mouth off of me and I could see the playful mischief in her eyes. “Did you like that honey? I learned how to do that on a black cock.”  she said as she took me back into her mouth.

“Oh, fuck that’s good.” I cooed out. It was simply amazing how she was circling her tongue around my dick, hitting all the right spots.

She came back up and started jerking me harder. “Do you want to hear your little black cock slut wife beg for her black lover to fuck her? You want to hear him make me scream in pleasure? Fucking me so hard and making me cum so much I can’t breathe?”

Her tone was so seductive. Hearing her say those things was overwhelming. I pictured again what I saw that day, Leon with his big black cock buried deep in her pussy, his hand pulling her head back by her hair, and her face contorted in an orgasm so strong, she couldn’t breathe. Watching her mouth open and close like a fish out of water. That image sent me over the edge. I threw my head back and grunted loudly as my orgasm hit and I spewed my seed out onto her hand. Then I felt her mouth cover my dick and she sucked hard as my dick continued to spew out. Her mouth was sending my orgasm to a new level. I had never cum in her mouth before. My little prim and proper old wife would never be up for that. But my new black cock slut wife was, and somehow, I didn’t think this would be the last time I would cum in her mouth.

After she had sucked my little dick soft, she crawled into my lap and laid her head on my shoulder and kissed my neck and giggled. “Did you like that, baby? Did you like your wife being a slut for you? You must have, you came so quick.”

“Oh, Fuck yes!” I gushed out.

She giggled again and held on to me tightly as I recovered.


Chapter 6

We sat there cuddled up and watched a little TV before she picked the laptop up again. Her new profile hadn’t been up for more than an hour and she already had ten messages. She deleted two of them right off the bat for berating me in the first message. One was deleted because he evidently couldn’t read since he was white. The others did show promise though. One in particular caught her eye. His first message was cordial and polite. He seemed intelligent from what he wrote and how he worded his message. He said he had experience with this type of thing before and liked our profile and what he called ‘safeguards’ we defined in it. Nancy thought the message was ok, but when she looked up his profile, I saw her eyes get large, and I could have sworn she licked her lips. I leaned in and looked at the screen and almost gasped. There on the monitor was the biggest cock I had ever seen. Not only was it long, but it had to be as thick as a beer can. When I looked back at Nancy, she was chewing her bottom lip nervously and looking at me with pleading eyes. It wasn't hard to see that she wanted that big cock. 

“I take it, you want to message him back?” I said with a chuckle.

She silently shook her head yes nervously, still chewing on her bottom lip. I smiled back.

“Let me know when you are ready for me to meet him.” I kissed her forehead and went to my study to work. I know I had agreed to this, and I was the one to tell her to put her profile back up, but somehow, I felt like I may regret my decision. Her pussy was getting a little tighter, but if that monster got in there, it would definitely be stretched out permanently. Then I thought about the pleading in her eyes, I remembered the explosive orgasms that she had when I saw her with Leon. I knew I couldn’t keep her away from it forever. I sighed as I thought about my fate. As I sat in my chair and stared out into space thinking of what it would be like to watch her again, I wondered if I would ever be able to fuck her again and she feel it.

She had been on her laptop most of the day, then on her phone texting. She had come to ask if she could text since that was more direct. I told her it was ok, but I had to meet him first before anything else. She readily agreed and scurried off happily. I was doing my best to trust her. Yes, she cheated on me and that gave me reason not to, but after she told me the truth about everything that happened and had been so open this time with her profile and messages, I guess she gained some trust back. Hopefully my trust wasn’t misplaced.

That night when I came to bed, she was already there with a huge smile on her face. She was bubbly and giggly and wanted to tell me all about what they talked about. She thought he would be the perfect guy for us. His name was Roy, and he was a few years older than us, but he acted like he was younger than his age. He wasn’t interested in a relationship, and only a fling here and there. He has done this with a few couples and even had one couple he was seeing now from time to time. She showed their texts back and forth and what they talked about. Surprisingly, there were a lot of questions about me. He wanted to know if we had discussed things and how I felt about it. How it all came about that she had a profile up. He even scolded her a bit when he found out she cheated and told her she was a very lucky lady to have me and to hold on to me tight. What really scored points with me was when he told her that if she started having feelings for him, things would be over, and it would be time for him to move on. That was one of my worries, hopefully what he was saying was true.

She laid her head on my chest and hugged me tightly. It felt so good. She looked into my eyes, and she seemed like she wanted to say something but was hesitant.

“So what’s on your mind?” I said with a coy smile.

“I was just thinking about something. I know that we have had issues with me being…well loose. I know that if Roy gets to…well if he fucks me with that big cock of his…I am afraid I will be ruined for you for good.” she said a little sadly.

I couldn’t help but frown a little. “Yes, I thought about that too. We will work around it somehow. I mean that blow job you gave me earlier was good enough.” I chuckled.

She smiled slyly. “Well, you can bet there will be a lot more of those. But I was thinking. There is one place I have never let anyone go, even you, that…well since you are willing to sacrifice so much for me, it is only fitting I sacrifice some for you.” she said nervously.

I was a little confused. Was she talking about her ass? “So, what are you getting at?”

“I’m saying…if my pussy isn’t tight anymore, maybe…sometimes I would let you do it in the…back door?”

You have to understand something, I jokingly said when we were first married, I wanted to try anal, and I almost got cussed out for it and the cold shoulder for the next week. I was bluntly told if I ever tried it, there would be hell to pay and that we would be done. For her to now willingly offer it, was simply quite amazing.

“Are you sure about this? I remember a time when I was just joking about it and almost got my head chopped off for even suggesting it.” 

She looked sad. “I know, I’m sorry about that. I’m sure though. I have never done it and it scares me a little. Roy made me realize just how lucky I am. Most men would have kicked me to the curb and divorced me so fast. Not only did you stay…you actually are letting me do this. If anyone deserves to have it…it’s you. I know you wouldn’t hurt me…I trust you. It just seems like you have given me so much, even after how bad I was to you…you just deserved more than I can give. Since my pussy is probably not going to be of use to you…well that only left one more place besides my mouth you could put it.”

I was touched. She really was thinking about me. “Ok, but I will only do it if you really want me too. For now, we can just stick to blow jobs.” I saw her smile a little in relief. She was probably expecting me to do it tonight. The next thing I know she was down on me giving me one of those expert blow jobs and I was left speechless. All I could do was lay there and moan. She didn’t even skip a beat when I came in her mouth. After she had cleaned my dick off good with her mouth, she crawled back up to me and kissed me. I could still taste my cum in her mouth. That was a shock for me as I had never had that happen before. When I made a strange face, she stopped and pulled away quickly.

“Oh, honey I’m sorry. I didn’t think about that before I did it.” she said as she reached for her glass of water. I stopped her. I brought her back to me and kissed her deeply. It was a strange taste to me, but it wasn’t that bad. I could tell she was shocked at first but then lust took over her as she kissed me back even harder. I could hear a moan escape from her as her tongue pushed deeper into my mouth bringing my taste with it.

After we broke our last kiss, she looked at me with lust in her eyes. “Wow, I didn’t expect that reaction.” she said in a breathy, sexy voice. “It was so hot kissing you with your cum in my mouth, and you came so much. Did…did you like the taste?” she asked cautiously.

“It wasn’t bad. I never tasted it before. But I have to admit, it was hot.” That also set off something in my head that I had never dreamed about before. What would other guys cum taste like in her mouth…or even in her pussy. I had seen some porn where the guy would eat his wife after a guy fucked her. I wondered what that would be like? Maybe I will find out soon.


Chapter 7

I sat nervously in the back of a coffee bar waiting. Roy was supposed to meet me here to talk for the first time. I had seen his pictures and almost all of the texts he and Nancy had sent, so I thought I had a good idea of who he was from that. When he walked in, I was floored. I am about 5’11” and he had to be at least 6’4”. I knew from his pictures he was ripped, but he looked bigger in person. He had short curly hair and no facial hair and his skin was very dark. He got his coffee and came over to my table that was far away from everyone else so we could talk. He had a warm smile on his face that made him seem friendly. I stood and we shook hands. His massive hand dwarfed mine and his grip was powerful. As we sat down, I was very nervous. This was much different than the bar. At the bar, I was with someone that was combative and disrespectful, Roy seemed friendly and more like a buddy than a bull interviewing to fuck my wife. We chatted for a few minutes about if he had a problem finding the place and if he liked the coffee. He caught me a little off guard though with his first question.

“So, Jim, I know it can’t be easy for you to meet me knowing why I am here. How do you really feel about your wife wanting black cock?”  He had a serious expression that looked more quizzical than stern.

I steeled myself a little before I answered. I thought about lying to him and telling him I had no problem with it, but something told me he already knew how I felt.

“Well…let’s just say…I’m not sure how I really feel.” I answered honestly. “When I caught her cheating, it hurt badly. I blamed myself for it and tried to fix it. I guess the damage had already been done though. Now, a big black cock is all that seems to be able to satisfy her. I tried, I tried hard, but I guess what I have just isn’t enough anymore.” I said sadly. “But…I have to also admit, I have never been more turned on then when I saw her with him. She had so many big orgasms in that short time I stood there, and her moans and screams…I had never heard or seen her like that before…ever. I guess that is why I ultimately gave in. I love her, and I can’t deny her what I saw that day. Even if it’s not me doing it.” I said, staring at my coffee. 

He smiled warmly. “Jim, that’s why a lot of marriages fail, some men are too bullheaded to realize that sometimes they are just not enough. I’m impressed with you. Not only have you realized it and are willing to go that step further for your wife, but you stayed with her, even after she did you so wrong. That proves to me you love her. I respect that. Most men would have walked away from her after what you went through.”

“Yeah…well…I almost did. I felt responsible for her cheating on me because of how I treated her so I couldn’t leave her. Besides, I love her so much I couldn’t do it. I guess this is like a penance that I earned from ignoring her for so long.”

“Stop right there Jim,” he said sternly. My head shot up in surprise. “I don’t think you understand everything quite yet. Yes, her cheating on you was bad. I told her that and let her know how I felt about it.” I shook my head as I remembered the scolding he gave her. “But I want you to look at it another way. You both have discovered something that turns you both on from it. Am I wrong?”

He wasn’t. I would have never known what a turn on it was to see my wife with another man without it. I would have never known her other sexual side either. I thought I had satisfied her before, and maybe I had, but now after seeing what it was like for her to be really satisfied, seeing the disappointment in her face when we made love after that, I knew I wanted to not only to see her the way she was that day again, but be a part of it, for her satisfaction as well as mine.

“You’re not wrong. I just feel bad that this was the way we found out. Now, sometimes I feel…trapped, responsible. I can’t stop it and I can’t avoid it. I caused her to stray and so I guess that’s why I feel like it’s a penance.”  

“We need to open your mind up a bit more. The past is the past you need to let that go. Think of it this way, you learned your lesson on how you treated her right?”  I shook my head yes. “You are not going to do that again right?”

I wasn’t. “No, and that's the whole reason why you’re here. I surrendered to it. I knew I wouldn’t be able to satisfy her like she had been with the other guy, and I could see it in her face. I didn’t want her to cheat on me again. I knew if I ignored this like I ignored her before, eventually she probably would. I figured if I knew about it, and even maybe participated with it, we could both have what we wanted.”

He smiled big. “That’s what I want you to remember, Jim. Forget the past and how you got here. Concentrate on the future. Don’t look at this as punishment, think of it as an opportunity for you both to have fun and enjoy new sexual experiences. Trust me, if you do this right, and I think you are both off to a better start now, your relationship will only get better. I know a lot of couples that their relationship got stronger from cuckolding.”

When Leon had called me cuck boi, I had taken offense to it. Roy, however, had basically called me a cuckold, but did it in a way that I didn’t take offense. It was stated as more of a fact than in a derogatory way. I already knew that I was in fact going to be a cuckold. I was going to let another man fuck my wife, not only knowingly, but with my permission.  I was even wanting to watch as well.

“I didn’t upset you saying that did I Jim?” He said a little concerned after my pause. He must have seen the sudden slacking on my face as I looked downwards.

“No, you didn’t. The other guy…well he called me cuck boi and made it feel…well disrespectful. I didn’t like that. You on the other hand, I didn’t feel that way. I know that’s what I am going to be, but I’m not comfortable being berated for it.”

Roy smiled a knowing smile. “I understand. You’re not into humiliation then. Some guys get off on it. Some like to have the bull, the guy fucking his wife, degrade him in front of her during sex.”

“Actually…he did that too, but that was different. I did…get off on that. But afterwards, when we were in the bar, it was different. I don’t know why, but it pissed me off then.”

Roy chuckled. “That’s not uncommon. A man in the bedroom being cuckolded is different than he is on the street. In the bedroom it’s for sexual fantasies, It’s different when he is in real life. I understand. Since I know this, I will give you total respect out of the bedroom. In the bedroom…” his voice trailed off to a sly smile.

The image of him fucking Nancy like Leon did popped into my mind. Seeing him in my mind behind my wife with that huge black dick, the one I know he had, fucking her and then belittling me suddenly made my little dick jump and get harder.

I was jolted back to reality when he chuckled again and I realized I was staring off into space.

“If this is going to happen, we need to go over some ground rules. I know you guys did a good job with the profile and explaining what you want, I applaud you for that. I also have a few rules I like to enforce myself. First, this is only for fun. If she starts to have any romantic feelings for me, it’s over. She knows this and I expect you to let me know if you suspect anything.” I nodded my head. This was one of the things that I had liked about him. I didn't want to lose Nancy. “Second, I expect you two to have sex directly or soon after we finish having sex. It’s a needed reclaiming that helps build your bond closer to each other and not me. I have already told her to expect it. I also encouraged her to thank you for the opportunity you have given her, especially for not leaving her after what she did.”

“She has already started that.” I smiled thinking of the blow jobs and the offer of her ass.

He smiled. “Good. We also need to come up with a schedule of sorts. How often do you want this to happen? I know you work during the day. My nights are a little busy sometimes, so I may not be available all the time.”

“You know, we never really talked about that. I know she has been horny lately. If it was left up to her, she would probably say everyday.” I laughed.

He chuckled. “I’m sure she would. At first, I want you to be there. You don’t have to be in the room if you don’t want to. That’s up to you. Later we can discuss if you are comfortable not being home when it happens. I will still expect you to reclaim her after you get home though.” he said with a serious look.

“I think I want to be there at first also. Like you said, maybe later you guys can do it alone. Who knows, maybe you could send me some texts teasing me.” I said jokingly. It wasn’t really joking though; it was a real turn on thinking I could be at work and have a text from Nancy showing his hard cock in her pussy.

He smiled and chuckled too. “Fred likes that too. Fred and Carla, another couple I see, love to do that. I am supposed to meet her when I leave here. Fred is out golfing with his buddies today and is waiting, probably impatiently, for a picture text from Carla with my cock in her.” he said with a smile.

“Actually, I was thinking the same. Sitting at my desk one day and getting a text from Nancy with a picture of that and a little note to go along with it.” I said shyly.

He chuckled again. “If things go well, I’m sure we can arrange it. Lastly, we need to talk about protection. Do you know if she is on birth control?”

“Yes, she has the implant. She got it last year since she couldn’t ever remember to take the pills.”

“Good. Do you mind me going raw in her? I can provide an up-to-date negative STD test. I don’t like condoms. They are never big enough, even the magnums. Women also like to feel it in the end too. If that is a problem, I’m sure we can work it out.”

My heart jumped. I was basically just asked if he could cum inside my wife. She had told me that the other guys had always used condoms. She had insisted on it because she didn’t want to catch anything, and she was worried that she would pass it on to me. Now, Roy wanted to really fuck her properly and maybe even cum in her. My curiosity hit me again about tasting another man's cum in her. I had no problem with it thinking about that, but ultimately, it would be Nancy’s decision.

“I don’t have a problem with it. You may want to ask her though.”

He smiled slyly. “I did. She said it was your choice. She didn’t know how you would feel about it and react to it. Actually, I think she got a little wet after thinking about it.”

I tried so hard to hide my excitement, but I know I failed judging by the look on his face. “Well, I guess you have your answer then. No condom.”

He smiled and then looked at his watch. “Well, I have to go, Jim, Fred is probably having a fit waiting and Carla will probably jump me before I get through the door.” He chuckled. “It was good to meet you. You guys talk and let me know if you want to get together. I am free for the next few days, if not, then whenever you are ready, let me know.”

We stood up and shook hands again. “I’m sure you will hear from us later today or tonight. It was a pleasure, Roy.”

When I got home, I walked into the house and saw a nervous and impatient Nancy sitting on the couch fidgeting. She almost looked like a drug addict in withdrawal. She was looking at me with anticipation as she jumped off the couch and ran over and hugged me.

“So…how did it go?” she asked with nervous excitement. I was tempted to play with her and tell her it was horrible, and she was forbidden to talk to him again, but I decided that would be too cruel.

“He is available to meet in the next few days. So I guess you need to decide when you want your new lover to come over and fuck you.” I said with a sly smile.

I thought she was going to cry when she hugged me tightly and thanked me profusely. Of course, I didn’t complain when I got another awesome thank you blowjob five minutes later. The kiss after was salty and good also. It seemed it wasn’t just my wife that was turning into a slut.


Chapter 8

This afternoon was phenomenal. We actually had sex, and I was in her pussy for the first time in days. It was meant to be sort of a going away fuck though. She thought it would be only fair since she was now tight enough that she could feel me, but just barely. That was going to change very soon. Roy was due to be here in half an hour. Nancy was visibly nervous and excited. She was busy getting her makeup and hair perfect in her bathrobe for their first meeting. She had emailed, texted, and even talked on the phone with him once, but she had never met him in person. Tonight, would be the first time.

Actually, I was nervous too, I tried not to show it though. I smiled as I watched her from the bathroom door as she was getting ready. I was a little jealous. She never made such a fuss getting all prettied up for me anymore, at least not since a year or two after we got married. I kept quiet about that though. She looked spectacular. She had enough makeup on to make her look exotic, but not overly slutty. I came up behind her as she finished putting on her deep red lipstick and put my arms around her waist as we looked at each other in the mirror. I kissed her neck, and she melted back into me.

“You look beautiful. Are you ready for your date tonight?” I whispered in her ear.

She got a sly smile on her face and spun around and put her arms over my shoulders.

“I am. Are you really going to let me do this? It’s really hard for me to believe it. When we got married, I would have never dreamed of anything like this. It’s not too late to change your mind. I am getting a little tighter each day you know.” she said a little nervously.

“I’m not changing my mind. Even if you were to get as tight as you were when we got married, I could never give you what you had with them. I love you and you need this. Like I told you before, we are married. Your needs are my needs. I know you're addicted to big black cocks now. I accepted it.”

She got a playful look in her eyes. “So, since my needs are your needs…does that mean, my husband is addicted to big black cocks now too?” she giggled.

I chuckled. “Only by proxy. Of course, I may get addicted to watching you with them.” 

Her smile turned a little nervous. “That is going to be a little weird for me. Are you sure you want to watch? It’s not going to hurt you again, is it?”

“I’m sure. The first time was different because…well you know. This time I know it’s happening, and I have to admit, it was a big turn on for me the last few days thinking about it. If it gets uncomfortable, I can always go back downstairs and wait, but I think I will be fine. Just think, your husband is going to be pulling on his little dick watching you get fucked by a huge black cock.” I teased.

“I want to kiss you so bad right now…take you in the bedroom and fuck you one last time before I get stretched out completely to thank you again, but I don’t want to mess up my makeup before he gets here.” she said sadly.

I chuckled again. “Don’t worry. This afternoon was wonderful, but I am sure we will be ok.”

She got a devilish look in her eyes and leaned in and whispered in my ear. “He isn’t the only one that’s going to get lucky tonight. You better save something for later. After he is done stretching my pussy, you have another hole to stretch.”

She pulled back and I could see the love and appreciation in her eyes. I wanted to kiss her so bad. I was about to say the hell with the makeup and kiss her anyway when the doorbell rang. I saw panic sweep across her face and she let go of me and began shooing me away.

“Oh God, he’s here. Go let him in. I have to finish getting ready. She turned around and started working on her face again as I chuckled and headed to the door.

I greeted Roy at the door with another hearty handshake just like the ones from the coffee shop and invited him in. I showed him to the couch in the living room and fixed us all three drinks. I sat in a chair across from the couch and we waited for Nancy to appear. I let him know she was upstairs fixing herself up for him extra special.

“Is that something she does for you often?” he asked, taking a sip.

“Not for many years. She used to, but I guess after seeing her all the time, it didn’t make much sense anymore.” I chuckled.

He just nodded then switched topics to sports and things in general to pass the time until Nancy made her entrance.

And make an entrance she did. We heard the clicking of her heels first coming down the stairs. When she appeared in the doorway to the living room, she was breathtaking. Her blond hair and makeup were perfect. The smile on her face was something that would make your heart stop. The shiny blue dress with what looked like little scales, sparked the light off her like a disco ball. I had never seen it before, so I figured she bought it especially for the occasion. Only two small straps held up her ample D cup breasts. The dress was short enough that most of her thigh was uncovered and you could see the bottom of her garter top tan hose on her trim muscular legs. Her four inch heels gave her a little more height, but also looked sexy.

We both stood up and I quickly, and nonchalantly, wiped my mouth as I was literally drooling over her. Roy had a big smile on his face too. She quickly glided over to us, smiling the whole way.

“Sorry I took so long.” she said as she walked up to Roy. She reached out and put her arms over his shoulders and pulled him down into a kiss. It wasn’t exactly a romantic kiss but more than just a peck. It was the first time I had ever seen her kiss another man on the lips like that and I got a little excited.

“My, my.” Roy joked.

She blushed a little then looked over to me with a sly smile. They sat down beside each other as I sat in the chair. She leaned forward, picked up the drink I made for her, and took a sip and put it down. I could tell she was still nervous and probably needed a bit of alcohol to calm herself, but she was playing it off well. 

“So, what were you guys talking about while you waited for me?” she asked, looking at Roy. When she leaned back, Roy put his arm around her and for the first time, I felt a tinge of jealousy, but also excitement. It was a weird feeling.

“Just a little of this and that. So, tell me, why don’t you get dressed up like this for Jim anymore? I’m sure he would appreciate it.”

I was a bit nervous when he said that, and she looked over at me a little shocked and confused.

“Well…I guess I probably could. Is that something you would like, Jim?”

“You bet your ass I would.” I blurted out without thinking. She had me salivating at her and I spoke before thinking about it but I was honest about it. I would love to see her dressed this sexy all the time. I could see my statement caught her off guard. Her eyes got a little bigger, then her face got softer, and a sly smile popped up. She could tell what effect the way she looked tonight was having on me.

“I guess I will have to do that then.” she said in a sexy tone. She turned back to Roy. “And what do you think? Do you like the way I look?” she said in a nervous sexy tone.

To steal Jim’s words, you bet your ass I do.” he said and chuckled.

“Well, it’s nice to know I can still have this effect on men.” she giggled.

“I think I can speak for us both when I say that you are having a growing effect on us right now.” he said slyly.

Her eyes lit up and her smile got a little bigger. “Oh really?” she said in a sexy voice. My eyes bulged a little as I watched her put her hand on Roy’s crotch and begin rubbing. “I guess it does have that effect, huh.” she said glaring hungrily into his eyes.

“Yes, it does.” he said as he leaned over and started kissing her. This was not the small kiss like she gave him at the beginning. This was a passionate sexual kiss. I could see their tongues intertwined as they kissed each other deeply. My jealousy gave way to lust and my little dick began to get really hard. Soon, her arms were around his neck, and his hands roamed over her breasts and thighs. Before I realized it, my hand was rubbing my little dick through my pants as I watched in awe while my wife passionately kissed another man.

When they broke the kiss, Roy began kissing her neck and Nancy looked over at me with a turned on but slightly worried face. I could tell she was trying to gauge my reaction to what was happening. When she saw me rubbing my crotch, the worry left her face. Roy, in the meantime, had removed a strap from her shoulder and released one of her tits and was pinching her nipple. Her face took on a euphoric look and then a pleading look replaced it. I knew what she wanted. She wanted to take him upstairs so he could fuck her good. I smiled and I motioned to the stairs with my head. She smiled and took Roy’s head in her hands and whispered in his ear. She stood up and took his hand, standing him up, and turned and led him to the doorway of the living room. She stopped and looked back at me with a questioning look. Then Roy turned to me.

“You coming, Jim?” he said with a raised eyebrow and a sly smile.

All I could do was smile back as I got up and followed my wife, and her new black lover to our bedroom.


Chapter 9

When we all reached the bedroom, I took a seat in the chair by the bed. It was almost like I wasn’t even in the room. Nancy was already kissing Roy again. She looked so hot with one breast out and her arms over his shoulders. Soon her other strap came off and she slipped her arm out and both breasts were exposed. As the dress slid down her hips, I couldn’t help but notice she didn’t have any panties on. I could see the lips of her freshly shaven pussy already glistening with wetness. She was still furiously kissing Roy as she unbuttoned his shirt.

I could tell she was lost in lust. His shirt came off and I could see that the pictures didn’t do him justice. He was muscular and toned. Nancy’s hands roamed across his six pack abs as she made her way to his belt. It didn’t take long for her to get it and his pants unbuttoned. He kicked off both shoes as she slid down his chest kissing all the way to his waist. She was now on her knees in front of him. My little dick was so hard. I pulled it out of my own pants and started stroking it. I too was lost in lust, seeing my naked wife on her knees in front of this well-built black man. The first indication I had that she even remembered I was in the room was when she looked directly into my eyes and gave me a sly smile as she began to pull down his pants and underwear at the same time. When his huge cock sprang out my eyes widened in awe. Just like everything else on him, it looked bigger than the pictures.

She helped him step out of his pants and went directly back to his cock. When she grabbed it, I saw the look of satisfaction on her face. She began slowly stroking it and looked at me again. She mouthed “Thank you” to me and smiled happily. She began to kiss up the side of it and lifted it up. It looked so massive next to her face. I watched as she licked from the base of his balls all the way to the tip on the underside of that monster cock. It still looked like it was getting bigger, but she already couldn’t get her fingers all the way around it. When she took the tip into her mouth, I thought I was going to explode. I watched as she took more into her mouth and began bobbing her head. I couldn’t believe it even fit. I could see her struggle to get further down on it but Roy had his hand on the back of her head guiding her and I heard him moan a little. Seeing how much she took was amazing to me. She had taken a lot more than the whole size of my little dick before she had to stop.

“Damn she can suck a cock. You're a lucky man.” I heard Roy call out. It took a second to realize he was talking to me. I smiled with pride as I watched.

She had been bobbing her head for at least five minutes when I heard Roy grunt a little. I cocked my head curiously wondering if he was about to cum. I hoped not, I was eager to see him fuck her and all the sounds that came with it. When he grabbed the back of her head and pushed her down and held her, I almost panicked. He let out a loud yelp and I knew he was blowing his load in her mouth. I was a little sad. I guess I wasn’t going to get to watch him fuck her tonight. She came off of his cock gasping for air. Strings of saliva and cum came out of her open mouth as she tried to catch her breath.

He picked her up and put her on the bed like she was a feather. He quickly flipped her on her back and raised her legs in the air. Her pussy was hanging off the bed a little as he sank down to his knees and started licking up the inside of her thigh towards her pussy. Well at least he was going to eat her out. It was no substitute for a good fucking though. As he began to lick, she looked over her head and back at me with a sly smile. She curled her finger to me beckoning to her side. I figured she wanted to tell me she was sad about him not being able to fuck her. I quickly got up and bent over the bed and put my head next to hers. Before I could react, she grabbed my head and kissed me deeply.

That’s when I tasted it. I tasted another man's cum from my wife. I could see in her eyes she knew exactly what she was doing. I got harder than I have ever gotten before. The taste was a little different from mine, but close to the same. Her tongue darted into my mouth and all around it as she spread more cum into it as she moaned. As I broke the kiss with her. She was breathless in an orgasm. When she recovered a bit she looked at me with a devious look and pulled my ear to her mouth. 


“I figured since you have tasted your own, I wanted you to taste what a real man’s cum tastes like...cucky.” she whispered then grinned at me. My mouth dropped. My loving wife had just berated me in front of her black lover. I looked down at Roy who was fingering my wife and he chuckled. When she saw my expression, she pulled my ear down to her and whispered. “Roy said you would like it if I did that. If you don't, I will stop.” she said, a little worried. 

I looked back at her and smiled. “I love it. Don’t stop.”

Roy spoke up next. “So, did you like the taste of my cum, cucky? Maybe it will taste better when it comes out of your wife’s pussy. Give me a few minutes and you can find out.”

I looked back at Nancy who had a playful look in her eye.

“Looks like you're going to get a second taste huh, cucky. I hope you like eating cum out of my pussy. You’re probably going to be doing it a lot.” she said smiling.

That’s when it happened. I came right then and there without even touching my dick. I couldn’t help it. I imagined myself between her legs after Roy had cum in her and I was so turned on, it just happened. My face contorted and I began spurting cum as I groaned in pleasure. I collapsed on the side of the bed with my head next to hers.

“Holy shit! He…he just came. He wasn’t even touching his dick!” Nancy said in awe.

“I told you it would turn him on.” Roy said grinning as he watched me trying to recover. “Are you ready Nancy? Are you ready to scream and cum all over my cock?” he said with a sly smile.

Nancy had the happiest smile I had ever seen on her face at that point when she shook her head yes. She looked at me again and I could see in her eyes the love for me. She whispered thank you again to me as Roy crawled up on her and began kissing her. When he lifted up, he put his massive cock on her pussy and it stretched up her stomach, past her belly button. I couldn’t pull my eyes away from it. How was something so big going to fit in my wife?

“Go get the lube on the nightstand, cucky. This is going to be a tight fit.” Nancy whispered to me. I obeyed and retrieved the lube. When I went to hand it to her, Roy was laying on top of her kissing her, so I waited. I felt like a servant or a slave sitting there waiting for my wife to finish kissing her black lover. When he lifted back up, she had a sly look in her eyes.

“What are you waiting for cucky, lube him up.” she said with lust in her eyes.

My eyes got huge. She wanted ME to lube him up? I stood there in shock. I had never touched another man’s cock before. I looked at Roy nervously and he just smirked at me. She reached up and pulled me down to her.

“Please baby. This would be so hot. It’s…It’s a fantasy of mine to see you do it. Roy said he is ok with it. Please?” she whispered.

Her eyes pleaded with me. I love her so much, I had come this far, I couldn’t deny her. I nodded silently and lifted back up resigned that I was going to lube up my wife’s black lover's cock. It was insane, but amazingly, it also turned me on too.

“Hurry up cucky, my pussy is aching for his cock. Don’t keep me waiting.” she said and winked.

I nervously poured some lube on my hand as Roy continued to smirk at me. I nervously reached out and touched the monster that was about to impale my wife. It was so hard again, and huge. I stroked it, getting lube all over it.

“Don’t forget your wife’s pussy cucky. It needs to be nice and slick.” Roy said, still smirking.

I put more lube on my hand and started rubbing up and down her slit. Then I put two fingers in her. Her pussy was already wet, and it was hotter than I think I had ever felt it. When I put in a third finger, I heard her moan.

“Oh God, that feels good. Kiss it. Kiss it goodbye cucky. It’s never going to be tight enough for you to use again.” 

I leaned down and kissed it several times. When I lifted back up, she had a strange look on her face. It was almost sad but mixed with anticipation. She motioned me up to her. I laid beside her with my head next to hers, my fingers still inside her. She grabbed my head and kissed me. Then she whispered in my ear. 


“I love you so much baby. Thank you so much for doing this for me. It kind of makes me sad you won’t be able to have my pussy anymore, at least where it will give you pleasure.” 

“This is what you need isn’t it? This is what you're addicted to?” I said motioning with my head to the huge black cock waiting to impale her. She sheepishly shook her head yes. “Then I guess you are just going to have to give me blow jobs and maybe some anal now and then.” I smiled. She smiled back and looked at me with lust in her eyes.

“I’m ready. Ok cucky, you can put it in now. Put that big black cock in my pussy.” she moaned.

I pulled my fingers out and saw the huge black cock waiting. I nervously took it and put it at the entrance to her wet and wanting pussy. I felt the head begin to part her folds. I looked into her pleading eyes and pulled the monster into her. The whimper that escaped her lips when the head popped in was music to my ears. I felt the shaft push forward and she moaned louder, and her face contorted and her mouth went into an O shape. It was almost as if I was the one making her do this. I so wished it had been me. But since I couldn’t do that for her, this was the only other option. I released the monster and grabbed her face and kissed her as she moaned into my mouth. I lifted up from her and watched as she moaned out pleasure as the monster cock began to push in further. I held her hand and she looked at me with love and thankfulness in her eyes. Soon her moans turned into screams of passion. She gripped my hand tight as I saw her really orgasm for the first time up close. Her eyes rolled up into the back of her head as she screamed out in pleasure. It was a magnificent sight.

There was no way I could ever do this for her, except like this. She screamed and moaned. Amazingly, my little dick got hard again. It had been a long time since I was able to get hard so fast after cumming. The sights and sounds of her orgasms and watching her pussy stretch to take that monster cock was just too good and turned me on so much.

That’s when I realized the gravity of it and it was almost a religious experience. I had told my wife before this that her needs were my needs. I now shared my wife’s addiction. I, too, was addicted to black cock. Watching her be pleasured by them. I got very emotional and so happy for her, I felt like I could cry.

Roy picked up his pace and I saw a wonderful sight. One I only wish I could do to her. I saw her stop breathing and her mouth opened and closed like the fish out of water again as orgasm after orgasm hit her hard. She finally took a breath and screamed out.

“FUCK ME! FUCK ME HARDER! GIVE ME THAT BIG BLACK COCK!”

When Roy had slowed down, and she could breathe again, I put my mouth to her ear and whispered.

“What owns this pussy, baby.”

I looked at her and smiled as she looked into my eyes in a euphoric state. Without hesitation, the answer I knew was coming gushed from her lips.

“BIG BLACK COCKS! BIG BLACK COCKS OWN THIS PUSSY!” she shouted out.

“That’s right baby. Big black cocks do own your pussy. My prim and proper wife is a black cock slut now.” I said with pride.

I looked back at Roy with a smile. He picked up his pace and smiled too.

“Cum in her. Cum in her, Roy. I want to watch my black cock slut wife get her first load of black cum.”

“OH GOD YES!!! CUM IN ME!!!! OF FUCK, PLEASE CUM IN ME!!” she screamed.

Roy continued to fuck her, harder and faster. At one point, I thought she was going to pass out and I got a little concerned. She was squeezing my hand so hard I thought she was going to break it. Then Roy grunted a little. I quickly looked at him and saw his face contort. I looked back at my screaming wife, and I saw it in her eyes. She knew too what was about to happen. I smiled as I heard Roy let out a yelp and push as deep into her as he could. Nancy let out a bellow I will never forget.

“OH FUCK!!!! OH FUCK HE IS CUMMING IN ME!!!! OH MY GOD, I LOVE IT!!! I WANT HIM TO GET ME PREGNANT!!! OH FUCK!!!!”

I was stunned. Was that the passion talking? Was it some deep seeded thought coming to the surface? I stroked her hair and wondered if this was another addiction forming.


Chapter 10

Roy pulled out of her, and I saw gobs of cum leaking out of her. He crawled up on the other side of her and kissed her.

“I hope you enjoyed that.” He smiled.

“Oh God, did I ever.” Nancy gushed back, still trying to catch her breath.

“It’s time for me to go. You two need to have some reclaiming sex.” He said then looked at me. “It’s time to build your bond. She’s all yours. I’ll let myself out.”  Without another word, he kissed her again and got up and dressed.

I laid there with Nancy and continued to stroke her hair as we looked into each other's eyes. We didn’t speak a word at first. In the silent communication, I could feel our bond growing. When Roy left the room, I was curious. I moved off the bed and got on my knees in front of her well used pussy and stared. It was gaped open and had his cum still running out of it. She watched me with a smile on her face. Her ass was still at the edge of the bed with her legs dangling over. It caught me off guard when I felt her feet on my shoulders. I looked up to her confused. She had that sly grin on her face. I felt her slowly pulling me into her pussy with her legs. I knew exactly what she wanted then. I was nervous but so excited. She wanted me to eat her, to lick her clean. She hadn’t been joking earlier when she told me that I was going to get a second taste of him.

Her legs pulled me closer, and I nervously stuck out my tongue. When it touched her pussy, it was electric. I looked up at her and she was grinning wide. I couldn’t help myself. I dived into my wife’s pussy like a starving man. She began to moan again as I licked and sucked on her pussy and clit. The taste of both of their cum mixed together was amazing. I was in a frenzy. I heard her moans get louder and louder and that just made me go harder and deeper into her pussy. When she screamed out in orgasm and I felt her whole-body shudder, I almost cried. That was the first time I had ever done that to her. I crawled back on the bed and laid beside her again and kissed her deeply, giving her a taste of her and Roy together.

We laid there for a while, holding each other and kissing. We didn’t say a word, we didn’t need to. Our eyes talked for us. I could see the love and appreciation radiate from hers. I’m sure she saw the same in mine.

After a while, she rolled me on my back and kissed me. She started moving down my body until she reached my still hard little dick. She began blowing me and it was fantastic. I watched as her head bobbed up and down. When she stopped suddenly, I was confused. She had a sly look on her face as she crawled back up and kissed me.

“Are you ready, honey? It’s time to stretch my other hole.” she said with a nervous smile.

I started to protest and tell her she didn’t have to do that, but she put a finger on my lips and made a shushing sound. She reached over and took the lube and put a glob on her hand and reached down and started stroking my little dick. It felt amazing. She straddled me and I saw her reach under herself. I could tell she was lubing up her ass and she moaned a little as I saw her hand moving under her.

“Do you like watching me finger my ass?” she said seductively. I shook my head yes. “I’m almost ready for you. I want you to fuck my ass. But first, I want to show you something.” She lifted up and positioned my little dick at the hole of her gaped pussy. She lowered her hips and sat all the way down on me and I barely felt anything. “This is what that big black cock did to your wife’s little pussy. I know you are in me, but I can’t feel you. Can you feel me?”

I shook my head no. “I don’t feel anything, you're so…so loose.”

She smiled. “I know. I could feel him stretch me out so much. It felt so good and I was so full. As you can see, your little dick is way too small now.” she said in a playful voice. “Maybe your little dick won’t be too small for my ass.” She lifted off of me again and moved my little dick further back. I felt her little asshole against the tip of my dick and then I felt it start to engulf it. She moaned again and slowly dropped herself on me. Her ass felt so tight and good. She slowly dropped all the way on me. It was incredible. She moaned a little and looked down at me and smiled.

“Wow, that is a little different.” she giggled. “Is it tight baby?”

“Oh yes. It’s nice and tight.” I gushed out.

“It’s all for you.” she said as she began to lift up an inch or so and drop down on me. Then next time she lifted a little more. “Oh my God, I didn’t think this would feel so good.” she said, moaning. She picked up her pace. “Oh fuck. You’re fucking my ass and it feels so good. Did you like watching your wife be a black cock slut?”

“Yes, I did” I gushed out again. “I loved it. You were such a naughty black cock slut.” Her ass was so tight. It felt so good.

“Did you like it when I sucked his cock and made him cum, then gave you a taste?” she said playfully and seductively as she began to bounce faster on my little dick.

“Yes, I loved it.”

She was moaning hard now. “And…did you…like it when… he came…he came in me…oh fuck!” she said, and I could see she was right on the edge.

“God, yes. Did you like me licking the cum out of your pussy baby? You both tasted so good.” I said, baiting her along. I knew thinking about that would help her cum faster. I had my hands on her hips guiding her. Her ass was so tight, and I wanted to just thrust my little dick as far up in her as I could.

“OH, FUCK YES!! THAT WAS SO FUCKING HOT!!! OH BABY, I’M GOING TO CUM…I’M GOING TO CUM WITH YOU FUCKING MY ASS!!! OH FUUUUCK!!!!”

She shuddered and gripped my sides tight. I could feel her muscles in her ass and abs contract with the orgasm. I was amazed. I had actually made my wife scream and cum fucking her in the ass. I could feel my own orgasm building, but I tried to hold off. This was too good, and I didn’t want it to end.

She leaned forward and kissed me. “I love you honey. I love you so much. Thank you. Oh God this is so good. I want you to get behind me and fuck me. Fuck your black cock slut wife in the ass.” she said as she rolled off of me and got on all fours. I jumped up and got behind her. My little dick was throbbing. I quickly stuck it back in her ass and I heard that whimper and moan again. I instantly pick up the pace.

She looked back at me with a sexy sly look. “Yes!! Fuck me. Fuck your black cock slut wife in the ass. Your little white dick feels so good there. From now on, that's all you get. You can fuck my ass, but only black men get my pussy. Your little dick isn’t big enough for my pussy now anyway.” she said and moaned again.

My orgasm was starting to build again. Hearing my prim and proper wife talking like a slut was pushing it along.

“That’s right baby, fuck my ass. I want you to cum in my ass…that’s where it belongs. How does it feel baby, knowing black men will be cumming in my pussy and you have to lick it out, but you have to cum in my ass so I can shit out your worthless sperm in the toilet! Only black men’s cum belongs in my pussy!”

That last statement brought me back to what she screamed out when Roy came in her. Is that what she really wants or is it just bedroom talk? “Is that what you want honey? You want to shit out my sperm while a big black cock comes in your pussy…cums in you…cums in you and knocks you up?”

“OH FUCK YES!!! I’M GOING TO SHIT OUT YOUR SPERM WHILE MY BLACK STUDS KNOCK ME UP!!! I’M GOING TO CUM AGAIN BABY!!! OH FUUUUCK!!!!!!

We both howled out as we came together. I couldn’t hold it any longer. The combination of her tight ass and the way she was talking sent me over the edge. My little dick spewed out my cum in her ass and I collapsed on her and she collapsed on the bed. We laid there like that for a few minutes before I rolled off and laid on my back. She crawled over and kissed me and laid her head on my chest. I was still lost in thought about the whole ordeal, but I still had questions. Specifically, about her getting knocked up.

“That was amazing honey.” I cooed as I stroked her hair.

“Fuck yes it was. I can’t believe how good that felt. Why have I waited this long to do that?” she said and giggled.

“You were just scared is all. I do have to ask you something though. Did you really mean what you said?” I ask cautiously.

I could feel her tense a little. “What I said?”

“That you wanted to shit out my sperm…and let your black studs knock you up. Is that…is that something you really want, or is it like fantasy bedroom talk?”

When she didn’t answer right away, I knew the truth. To say I was stunned was an understatement. My white wife was actually wanting to have a black baby.

“Well…I…” she began to stutter, and she wouldn’t look at me.

“Tell me the truth Nancy. Please don’t lie to me.” I cautioned as I stroked her hair.

She looked up at me with worry in her eyes. “I…don’t want to make you mad. Not after what we just had.” she said sadly.

“You can tell me the truth. I won’t be mad. If that is what you want though, I think we need to talk about it…don’t you think?”

Her eyes were sad looking when she looked back down. “I’m sorry Jim…but I do. I want a black baby.”


Chapter 11

My wife had again stunned me. Things have moved so fast in the last few weeks. I laid there silently going over things in my head. My sexy, beautiful, prim and proper wife had cheated on me…cheated multiple times with multiple black men. She had developed an addition to them. I forgave her for cheating…of course I blamed myself for that…and I even swallowed my pride and allowed her to have a black lover and make me a cuckold. Now she was dropping another bombshell on me. Now, she wants to be impregnated by a black man. I felt her tense up more at my silence.

“You are mad at me aren’t you.” she said softly.

“No…I’m not mad. You just surprised me. I wasn’t expecting anything like that.” I said honestly. I was still stroking her hair, but that was more out of habit now.

“I know it was sudden…but you're not happy now, are you? I ruined this for us, didn't I?” she said softly and sadly.

“You didn’t ruin it, honey. I just think I need some time to think about this. It’s a really big step, right?”

“I know it is. I’m sorry. I told you I would end up saying something that would upset you…even make you want to leave me.”

I lifted her head and made her look at me. “Oh honey, I’m not going to leave you. It’s just this is something that is a really big decision. What made you want to have a black baby anyway? I didn’t think you wanted kids yet.”

“I didn’t…until recently. I…uhhh…” she stuttered, and an embarrassed look came across her face and sighed. “Since this all has happened, I have been watching a lot of cuckold porn. There are a lot of them where the wives are trying to get pregnant by their bulls. I even heard one woman say it was the ultimate in cuckolding, carrying her bulls baby was amazing and making her husband watch him impregnate her was the hottest thing she ever did. It just made me so hot thinking about it and I really wanted it…for Roy to get me pregnant.” 

“Does he know this?” I asked cautiously.

“No…well he probably does now after tonight, but I never talked to him about that.” she said.

“Don’t you think you should ask him first? You know he doesn’t want a relationship.”

“I know, but it’s not like I am going to get pregnant right now. I still have my implant in, so I am safe. It just blurted out when he came in me. I really wanted it and it was so hot to think that maybe…maybe someday he would knock me up. If not him, I know some guys that have already offered.” she said sheepishly.

“And who offered?” I said, concerned.

She went back to being shy again and laid her head back on my chest, so she didn’t have to look me in the eyes. “You remember the two guys I told you about that were friends? They liked to tease me that they were going to take off the condoms and knock me up. They knew it really got me hot. They never did it though, but they told me if I ever changed my mind to let them know.”

I laid there silently as thoughts whisked through my mind. I was tired and this was a lot to take in. I needed to go clean up and get some rest before I considered this new aspect of my wife’s addiction.

“I need to go clean up and get some sleep. Give me a little time to think about things and we will talk about it later, ok?”

“Ok. Jim…if you decide not to let me have a black baby, I will understand. I really want it, but I don’t want to lose you.”

I kissed her head and started getting up. She curled up into a fetal position as I went to the bathroom. My head was about to explode with all of the thoughts running through it. I cleaned up and as I came out of the bathroom, Nancy went in. I got in bed and laid there. When she came back in she still looked sad. She got into bed and cuddled up to me without a word. I kissed her goodnight and tried to sleep.

The next day, I texted Roy to see if he was free for coffee. I met him at the same place and at the same table. When he walked up, he could see the anxiety on my face.

“So, Jim, trouble in paradise?” he chuckled as he sat down.

“A little, I guess.” I replied honestly.

“So, what’s up? She hasn’t already got feelings for me, has she?”

“No, it’s not that. She wants to have a black baby,” I blurted out.

“Oh yeah. I heard her say that. It’s not uncommon.” he said while taking a sip of coffee.

“Not uncommon?” I said surprised.

He grinned. “I know a lot of women with cuckolds that have been impregnated by their bulls…most of the husbands actually love it. It’s a turn on for them to know their wives are carrying another man’s baby. I take it that it’s not for you?”

“I…I don’t know. Maybe. You didn’t know that’s what she wanted, did you?”

“No, but it doesn’t surprise me. She is still on birth control, right?”

“Yes, she still has the implant. It’s not going to happen right away, if it ever does.”

He chuckled again. “It will probably happen. When most women get it in their minds to do something like that, it usually doesn’t just go away. You still have time to think things out though.”

“Is that…is that something you would be willing to do?” I asked cautiously.

He sat there for a minute in thought. “Jim, I like you and Nancy, but I don’t do that except under the right circumstances. Actually, I have only ever done it once. It’s not something I want to get in the habit of doing. I’m not one of those thugs out there that just want to knock up every pussy I touch.”

“I understand. I don’t know if she would ask you to, but I am a little skeptical about who I would let knock her up…if I do let her. You just seemed like the best candidate for it. I think you're a good man and you have been really helpful to me. I won’t bother you with it again.”

Roy looked at me like he was analyzing me. He took another sip of coffee and took on a solemn look. “Jim, I’ll tell you what. If you decide to do this, and you want me to breed her, I’ll do it. But I want your word that if it happens, you will take care of the kid like it was yours.”

“Thanks Roy. If I decide to let her, I would, just like it’s my own. It would be part of her anyway. I just don’t know if I am ready for that or not.”

Roy smiled. “You will figure it out. So, other than that little hiccup, is everything else good?”

“Yeah, until that, things were awesome. I felt closer to her than I ever had. It was amazing. I also wanted to let you know too. If you want to see her when I’m not there, it’s fine with me. Just don’t forget to send me a note.” I said with a sly smile.

Roy laughed. “Just like Fred. I may have to introduce you guys sometime. He’s an ok guy like you. Speaking of which, I need to run. Carla wants me to meet her and her friend from out of town today. This one will probably be pretty wild.” he chuckled.

“I bet Fred can’t wait to get that text, huh.” I chuckled myself.

“Not this time. Fred is going to be tied to a chair at the end of the bed in his dick cage, watching. Carla said she wanted to punish him for ogling some woman at the mall or some shit.” he laughed.

“Dick cage? Never mind, I don’t want to know.” I said, throwing my hands up.

Roy laughed. “I’m sure you will learn about them someday. You may not have to wear one, but you will find out about them if you associate with people in cuckolding for any length of time.”

Roy stood up to leave and we shook hands again and I sat back down to think. It was going to be another hard choice and concession if I let her.


Chapter 12

After a few days, Nancy had not said another word about getting pregnant. I knew it was still there, but she was giving me my space to think. I was at work and thinking about the whole situation. I hadn’t been able to get it off my mind since she proposed it. This was a difficult decision. I was worried about not letting her do it and finding out later she had done it anyway. After all, she had cheated on me and that’s how this all got started. I could put my foot down and say no, and if she did it anyway, would I just give up and leave her? I didn’t want her to go though. I really did love her. I had already swallowed my pride one time to become her cuckold, but this was on another level. Her carrying another man’s baby would be hard, but a black man’s baby was even worse. It would show the world what I was, a cuckold. What would everyone think about me? Everyone that knew us would never believe the situation we are in now. Me, a young good-looking executive at a highly sought after advertising firm, a cuckold. My beautiful prim and proper wife, a black cock slut. With a black baby, we would no longer be able to hide it. What would it do to my career? Not to mention our families. Nancy’s parents would probably disown her if they knew. Her father was fairly racist and if his grandchild was half black, he would blow a fuse. My parents would probably never let me hear the end of it but might accept their grandchild after a while. So much to think about and consider before I could make a decision. At least that was what I was telling myself, that it was my decision. In truth, it would really end up being Nancy’s. Even if I said no, there was a possibility she would roll the dice and get pregnant anyway and hope I stayed.

My thoughts were not on the meeting I was in. The boring talk droned around me as I was lost in thought about Nancy and the possibility of her getting knocked up by Roy. My phone began to vibrate, and I picked it up and saw a text from Nancy. When I opened it, my jaw dropped, and I quickly hid the screen and looked around to make sure no one saw it. The text was a picture of Nancy with Roy’s cock in her mouth with a little note that said, “Look who decided to cum by today.”  My little dick went rock hard instantly. I wanted so badly to pull it out and start jerking off, but I figured that wouldn’t be a good idea in a meeting. The situation was killing me. Here I was, stuck in a boring meeting, knowing my wife was at home getting fucked by her black lover. If I hadn’t been paying attention to the meeting before, I definitely wasn’t going to now. My phone buzzed several more times, but I resisted the urge to look, probably because I knew if I did, I wouldn’t be able to resist and I would get fired for jerking off in the meeting. The meeting seemed to last forever, but when it ended, I almost ran for my office and closed the door. When I looked at the missed texts, there were a few more pictures of her and Roy and a small video of them fucking. I could hear her screams of passion in the video, and I couldn’t help myself. I pulled out my little dick and jerked off to it. It was so fucking hot. The last picture she sent was of her cum filled pussy with a note “Hurry home cucky, I have a snack waiting for you!”  It was only 2:00 pm but I couldn’t take it anymore. I called my boss and told her I didn’t feel well and rushed home.

When I walked in the door, Nancy was on the couch, still naked. She smiled when I walked in.

“You must have gotten my message.” she said with a sly smile.

I didn’t say a word, I walked up to her and dropped to my knees and spread her legs. The cum was still oozing out of her pussy. I dived in and licked and sucked on her until she screamed again in orgasm.  I finished up cleaning her and crawled up on her and kissed her so she could have a taste.

“Yes, I got your message.” I said playfully.

She giggled and kissed me again.

I sat down on the couch, and she laid her head in my lap and proceeded to tell me about today and how she thought it was so hot sending me those texts. When I told her what happened, about when and where I got them, she laughed and said that made it even hotter.

“Roy invited us to a party this weekend. I want to go.” she said cautiously.

“What kind of party?”

“It’s a little get together for couples…like us. They are all cuckold couples. It’s like a support group slash fetish group. He said this one was just an informal party and not a play party.”

“Play party?” I was confused. What was a play party?

“Well, he told me a play party was where the couples and bulls all get together and the bulls fuck the women while all the cuckold husbands watch. Usually the bulls go from wife to wife so it gives the wives a chance to experience different bulls, sort of a free for all. This one is just a meet and greet sort of thing though.”

“Wow. That sort of thing actually happens? I thought it was just for porn.” I was shocked a little at the prospect of wives being fucked by several black guys rotating around. I had seen a video of something like this before, but I thought it was all staged.

She giggled. “Of course, it does. I thought it was pretty hot thinking about it. Evidently, you have to go to a meet and greet before you would be invited to a play party though.”

I grinned at her. “So that’s why you want to go. You want to be invited to the next play party, don’t you?”

She blushed a bit. “Noooo.” she said sarcastically as she lied. “I wanted to meet some other people into this sort of thing. I mean, honestly, I can’t really talk to anyone we know about this so I figured this would be a good opportunity to meet someone I could talk to.” she said shyly.

“And an opportunity for a play party. Just admit it.” I teased.

She blushed again. “Ok, ok. I wouldn’t want to turn it down if I got asked, but I didn’t know how you would feel about it.” she said nervously and bit her bottom lip. I was glad to see she was nervous about how I would react. At least I know she still cared about how I felt, and I hadn’t completely lost her yet. Her eyes pleaded with me though, wanting me to agree to it.

I grinned back at her. “Honey, I have already watched you fuck Roy. I know you fucked other black men before too. When I let you do this, I was under no illusion that Roy was going to be the only one. I just wanted to be cautious after Leon. If you want to go to a play party sometime, I wouldn’t be opposed to it. I just want you to be safe.”

I could see the joy pop into her eyes when I told her that, followed by a loving expression. “Have I told you lately how much I love you?” she said and pulled me down by the back of my head and kissed me.


Chapter 13

The weekend came fast. I had not gotten any more texts the rest of the week from Nancy and Roy. Evidently, he had been busy. Nancy was dressed so sexy when she got ready for the party. This time it was a low-cut red dress that was so short, if she bent over, her ass would hang out. I guess this was a bonus for me. She never used to dress this way, so that was something I liked.

When we arrived at the address Roy had texted her, I was shocked. It was a big house with a circle driveway. Roy had told her it was the house of one of the group's founders. We were shown into a large living room area where couples and lots of black men were sitting and standing around talking. Everyone was dressed nicely, and the women looked really sexy. A lot of them had black men on their arms and quite a few had their husbands and a black man with them. I felt somewhat shy and out of place at first. Nancy grabbed my arm and drug me over towards a couch.

“There’s Roy.” she said as she tugged me over.

Roy was sitting on the couch with a redhead in his lap. A man, probably her husband, was standing behind them as they chatted with another woman who was sitting on the lap of another big black man with what looked to be her husband behind them. I froze in horror when we walked up and I got a look at the other woman. It was my boss, Cindy.

“Nancy! I see you made it.” Roy said happily.

“I did! I wasn’t going to miss this.” she said as she leaned in and kissed him.

I was still shocked to see Cindy sitting there in the lap of this huge black man. When she looked over at me and our eyes locked, her eyes got big in surprise, and the smile on her face faded.

“Nancy, this is Carla, and Fred is behind me. And this is our host and one of the founders of the group, Cindy, and her husband Rob behind her. And the guy she is sitting on is my buddy, Marcus. Guys this is Nancy and Jim.” Everyone said hello or a little wave at the introduction from Roy, except Cindy. She sat there with a little panic in her eyes as she stared at me.

Roy cocked his head a little and his eyebrows raised as he looked back and forth between me and Cindy. “Do…you two know each other?”

Cindy’s head dropped looking at the floor and Nancy looked at me with a questioning look.

“Yes, we do.” I said and smiled. “Cindy is my boss.”

Everyone looked at us and at each other before Marcus laughed. “Well, it was bound to happen sometime, Cindy. I guess the cat’s out of the bag now.” he chuckled.

She looked back at Marcus with an annoyed look. Then stood up.

“Jim, could I talk to you for a minute?” she said nervously.

“Sure.” I turned to Nancy and kissed her. “I will be back in a minute.”

I followed Cindy to what looked like an office off of the living room that was empty and quiet. I could tell she was a little nervous and I knew why. I was the same way. We had both been outed to each other and I was sure I knew what she wanted, the same thing I did. Discretion.

When she turned back to me, I could see her putting up her defenses and turning to boss mode.

“Jim, we need to talk. I know this is awkward, and honestly, I never dreamed I would see you here.” she said with a nervous tinge to her voice.

I chuckled. “I feel the same way, Cindy. Don’t worry, we are both in the same boat. I’m sure you don’t want this getting around the office any more than I do.”

“Jim, that’s only part of it. You're a good guy Jim, a hard worker and one of my best employees. I just don’t want you to think that, since you know of my…lifestyle…that you have leverage or that it will in any way get you a leg up on things at work.” she said seriously.

“Cindy, I understand. You don’t have to worry about that. I don’t expect any special treatment. What happens here and in our personal lives, stays there. Agreed?”

She looked relieved. “Thank you, Jim. I always knew this day would come. I’m just glad it was with a good guy like you.”

I smiled. “Thanks. I feel the same too. I just didn’t expect it to be my boss that found out about it first. So, I take it you have been doing this for a while?”

“Yes, we have been married for 20 years, we started almost as soon as we got married.” She started telling me how Rob had convinced her to have a threesome with another guy after they were married. It turned out the guy he had in mind was black. After that, it just developed from there. She said she got marked after that and I would see it if we ever came to the play party. That confused me a little, but I didn’t ask. I told her my story and she was a little shocked that Nancy had cheated. When I got to the part about her wanting to get pregnant and I had reservations about it, I saw a sly smile cross her face.

“Come here Jim, I want to show you something.” she said and walked over to the desk. On it were several family pictures of her, Rob, and two dark skinned children. “These are my kids, Ben and Sarah.” she said proudly.

“Wow, I didn’t even know you had kids.” I said.

“I do. I don’t advertise it, but it’s not anyone’s business except me and my husband. If anyone asks, I don’t deny they are mine, and people can see they are not Robs. I have had a few people ask who’s kids they are, but most don’t. Some do judge, but I could give a fuck about them. It’s funny how nowadays if a woman marries a black man no one really cares much, but if she is married to a white and has black kids, it is suddenly a scandal. I love them and I am proud of them, but I am also protective. We both know that there are people in this world that are not open minded to this lifestyle, so we protect them and us as much as we can and keep them out of it. Rob loves them like his own. They have met their real fathers, but they don’t know that’s who they are, they think of Rob as their father.”

“So, he didn’t have an issue with it? With you having a black man’s baby?” I asked curiously.

She laughed. “Hell no. He is the one that wanted it. He loved it when I got pregnant with Ben. I had never seen him so excited in my life. Ben was planned, but Sarah was a surprise. He was elated when I got pregnant with her too. I was the one that was worried…like you. I didn’t know how the people I worked with or for would react to me having a black baby and married to Rob. But in the end, they were worth it.” she said as she looked lovingly at the picture. “I’m not going to say everything was easy, but I would do it all over again in a minute.”

I looked at the family picture and it made me wonder. Was I looking at my future?

“We better get back to the party now. I am the host you know, and I don’t want Marcus or Rob wondering what we were doing in here and thinking I went back to white dick on him.” she laughed.  Then she looked more serious “Jim, I know you are new to things, and I know for guys like you that didn’t choose this life completely on their own, it can be tough at first. If you ever need to talk, let me or Rob know, ok. We would be happy to talk with you about things and help if we can.” she said with a smile.

“Thanks Cindy, you have been a help already.”

We went back to the party, and I chuckled when I saw Nancy sitting on one of Roy’s legs and Carla sitting on the other leg. Marcus was chatting with all three of them when Cindy bounced back on his lap with a smile and kissed him. I saw Fred and Rob talking behind the couch and I walked over to them and introduced myself to them again. We chatted while the girls chatted with each other and the bulls. Roy had been right, I did like Fred, and Rob was a nice guy too. Fred invited us both out for golfing the next week and I chuckled. I asked if he expected any texts while we were there. He said it would be nice to get the texts and not have to hide it from the guys he was with. I told him about the texts I got last week, and they all smiled knowing that excited feeling I got. What I didn’t realize was that Cindy heard me tell them.

“So, I guess when you called me Wednesday and told me you didn’t feel good, it must have been a case of blue balls.” she said with a smirk.

“Well, they weren’t blue at that point, they were purple, and needed attention badly.” I quipped back. Everyone laughed.

“Well, next time that happens, just let me know that Nancy called and needs your help. I will get you out as quickly as I can.” she smiled slyly and winked at me then turned and smiled at Nancy.

Nancy smiled back at her then looked at me. “I love your boss.” she said giggling.

The rest of the party went great. We met a few more couples and it was nice not having to hide anything. I found out quickly I wasn’t alone in how I got excited watching my wife fuck a black man. Everyone there loved it too. It made me wonder what it would be like to be at a play party. Even though there wasn’t any outright sex at the meet and greet, it wasn’t uncommon to see the women kissing and hanging off of the bulls. There were some gropes here and there too. I got excited when I would see Nancy talking with the other bulls and a few minutes later see her kissing them. I even watched one play with her tits over her dress. 

All of the bulls I talked to were nice enough. They seemed like perfect gentlemen with us husbands. Fred told me that the best bulls were that way, until it came to the bedroom play. Then some could get almost abusive depending on what the couple liked. I found out he liked a lot of humiliation where Rob preferred a more casual atmosphere. Fred also explained what Roy had called a dick cage, or as he said, a chastity device. I almost choked on my drink when he told me what it was and what it was for. I hoped Nancy didn’t find out about them. I wasn’t too keen on having my dick locked up and not be able to jerk off while watching. No one there judged anyone on what their preference was though. Everyone gets off on different things. 

When we finally left the party, I could tell Nancy was horny as hell from all the kissing and groping. I asked her why she didn’t invite Roy or one of the other bulls home. She told me she had thought about it, but what she really wanted was to reward her husband tonight for being so good about letting her kiss and fondle all the bulls there. I was a little confused about what she had in mind. I was about to ask but she changed the subject and told me Carla and Cindy had invited her out for a girls night. When we got home, she attacked me, kissing me deeply then whispered in my ear that I was to come upstairs and fuck her in the ass right now.

After our fun, we laid there together and held each other. It was a wonderful night. The party had been great, and the sex tonight was out of this world good. Out of the blue, Nancy asked me a question.

“Jim, would you be upset if I got a tattoo?” she asked cautiously.

“A tattoo? You want a tattoo?”

“Well, it’s sort of a special one. Cindy showed me hers and I fell in love with it.” she said sheepishly.

“What kind of a tattoo?”

“It’s just a little one. It’s a spade, you know, like on the poker cards, but it has a Q in it. It’s called the queen of spades.”

“Why would you want that?”

“I told you it’s special. It means…it means I only fuck black men. A lot of the girls there are marked like that.” she said shyly.

I did remember some of the women there had what she was describing but I didn’t think anything of them. I saw one woman with it on her ankle and one on her shoulder. Then I remembered the comment Cindy made about getting marked. I guess the tattoo was what she was talking about. “Well, you do like black cock that’s for sure.” I teased. Then it hit me. “Well, what about me? Are you saying I can’t fuck you anymore?”

“No honey, you will always give you my ass. My pussy is no good to you now anyway. I only want black cock there now.”

“Ok, well I guess that works then.” I wondered how stretched she was now. I know when she finished with Roy the other day, she seemed even looser when I ate her out than the first night with him.

“Would you be mad if I got one?”

“Not really. Where do you plan on getting it?”

She looked up at me with a playful smile “I kind of like where Cindy has hers…on her ass. Just think honey, when you fuck me in the ass in the future, you can look down at it and remember what a naughty black cock slut I am and how I will be shitting out your sperm.” she teased.

I chuckled. I remember her saying that too when she said she wanted to get knocked up, but I ignored that part for now. “That would be pretty hot wouldn’t it.”

“I was hoping you would say it was ok. The girls want to take me to get it on our night out. Cindy knows a black tattoo artist that loves putting them on white women. He usually asks for a blow job as a tip. Is that ok?”

“Only if you give me one when you get home to show me your new tattoo and tell me all about it.” I chuckled.

She looked back up at me with a big smile. “God, I love you.” and kissed me.


Chapter 14

Fred, Rob and I were out on the course having a great time. None of us were any good at golf, but it was fun. Fred had a membership and got us in for free and a set of loaner clubs. We were waiting at the 8th tee for Rob to shoot when all three of our phone’s started beeping. It said I had a text from Carla. Fred had said that Carla was supposed to see Roy today and he was waiting to get a text. I looked at Fred who was smiling big. I told him my text was from Carla too and he chuckled. We looked at our phones, then each other, then compared phones. Rob finished his shot and took out his phone and looked at it, then looked over at us laughing. He showed us his phone and we had all received the same picture. Nancy, Carla, and Cindy were all three naked and Nancy had Roy’s cock in her mouth while the other two licked up the sides of it. A little note accompanied it. “Hope you boys have fun sinking balls while we drain some.”

“Well, I guess I know what we are doing after golf.” Rob chuckled.

“Wow, I wonder who took that picture?” Fred said, looking at it closer.

“Probably Marcus. That looks like our house. I wouldn’t doubt Cindy brought them there to play.” Rob said, chuckling.

Before I could say anything, all three phones beeped again. This time the picture was of Carla with Roy’s monster black cock in her pussy and Nancy with a big black cock in hers.

“Yep, looks like Marcus has your wife right where he wants her right now Jim.”

“Yes, he does.” was all I could say as I stared at the picture. It was so hot and sexy getting the texts, but to see all three girls in them, that was priceless. We got so caught up waiting for the next text, we forgot all about the game. We decided we would be too distracted to play and went to the 19th Hole Bar and found a table in the back.

We sat there and had a few beers as the texts and pictures rolled in. The one that caught me off guard the most and almost made me cum in my shorts when I saw it, was one of Carla and Nancy getting fucked doggy style, side by side, while facing each other and kissing. I had no Idea that Nancy would kiss a girl. Of course, I had no idea a few weeks ago she liked black cock either. The last text we got, made all three of us whistle. It was a video of the three girls lined up shoulder to shoulder and the two black cocks cumming on their faces. Then they turned to each other and kissed and licked each other clean. They all three waved at the camera and blew us a kiss in unison. The message said “Hope you guys enjoyed it. Hope you cum home soon.”

“Well, gentlemen. I think it’s time to head home to our slutty BBC whore wives.” Rob chuckled.

“Yeah, this should make for some interesting dinner conversation.” I joked.

“You guys are lucky. I might not get this damn chastity device off tonight to celebrate. Supposedly I was ogling the girl at the checkout line at the grocery store again.” Fred looked a little frustrated. “I know she does it now just to make me squirm.” I felt sorry for him, and I could see the same thing in Rob’s eyes too. 

“Sorry Fred. Maybe she will free willy long enough to rub one out at least.” Rob said sympathetically.

When I got home, Nancy was still out. I sat down on the couch and started looking through the texts again. My little dick hurt. It was so hard. Poor Fred. I really hope she lets him out to play a little I thought.

“So, honey. Did you like our little show today?” Nancy said seductively as she leaned on the door to the kitchen in a sexy pose. I had been so engrossed in the pictures I didn’t even hear her come home.

I grinned at her. “Yes. Yes, I did.”

She giggled and ran over to me and jumped in my lap and kissed me. I was hoping to get a taste of her lovers but sadly it was already gone.

“So what was your favorite picture?” she giggled.

I pulled the one up of her kissing Carla while they were getting fucked and showed it to her. She blushed a little with a sly smile.

“So, when did you get into girls too?” I teased.

She giggled again “Actually, today was my first time. I was so horny and hot that I didn’t realize what was happening until after. I was getting fucked so good, and I turned to watch Carla get fucked, and the next thing I know, she is kissing me. I just said what the hell and things went on from there. I knew you would like that one though.” Her big smile turned to a sly grin. “We took some pictures we didn’t send you guys too.”

“Oh really. And what pictures would those be?” I ask curiously with anticipation.

She reached over into her purse and pulled out her phone. She fiddled with it for a minute and slipped to the floor on her knees. She started loosening my belt and I knew I was in for a treat. Once she had my dick out, she handed me the phone and started licking sucking my dick as she watched me look through the pictures.

I started scrolling through the pictures and they were as good or better than the texts I got. Then I hit the picture of Carla and Nancy kissing again. It was so hot. But the next picture made me cry out and cum right in Nancy’s mouth. It was a picture of Nancy getting fucked doggy style by Roy with Cindy sucking Marcus’ big cock. What made it so hot and special was Nancy licking Cindy’s pussy. I almost dropped the phone when I threw my head back and came. When I had finished, I lifted my head to a grinning Nancy stroking my softening dick.

“So, which picture was it?” she teased. I lifted the phone up and showed her. She giggled. “I thought it would be the next one.”

I looked at the next picture and my jaw dropped. Nancy was getting fucked by Marcus from behind and had her fingers from each hand in both Carla and Cindy’s pussy.

“Wow, so I guess you really are into girls now?”

She giggled. “Well, maybe not as much as you think. It was fun and all, but I still prefer my black cock a whole lot more. If I want to be fingered or my pussy eaten, I don’t need the girls, I still have you.” she teased. “But it was a great time. So, did the other guys enjoy it too? It was Carla’s idea to send all of you the texts.”

“We did. We gave up the golf game because none of us could concentrate on it.” I chuckled. “We went to the bar and watched from there. I guess all three of our faces would light up when our phones went off.”

She laughed. “Good to know we can still get your attention. She said as she got up and sat back down on my lap.

“You will always have my attention.” I said and kissed her.

She was smiling at me then I saw her face turn a little more serious. “Honey, I haven’t said much about it lately but…Cindy told me she talked to you about me getting pregnant. I was wondering…have you…have you decided anything yet?” she asked cautiously.

I had. “Not yet, I am still thinking about it. There are so many things I am worried about. Our parents for instance. What are they going to say about a black grandchild?”

She looked down worried. “I know. My parents are going to shit a gold brick. But I don’t care. It’s our life not theirs. I think your parents might be ok…but I don’t know.”

“So, you have thought about it then?”

“Yes, but I don’t care what other people think. I want this and it’s nobody’s business but ours on how we live our lives. You know Cindy has two half black kids.” she said hopefully.

“Yes, she showed me the pictures of them.”

“I saw them too. They are so cute. Carla wants one too. She and Fred are going to try for one next year.” She had a sad look on her face. “I don’t want to pressure you honey. If I am, I'm sorry. I just really want one.” she said and hugged me and laid her head on my shoulder.

I rubbed her back and held her. “I know, baby. I will make up my mind soon, I promise.” In reality, I had made up my mind. But I had something special planned so she would know how much I did love her.


Chapter 15

I was home alone on girls’ night out. Nancy had dressed sexy again and said they were going to a club and the tattoo parlor. She was excited she was going to get her queen of spades. That night around 3 am when she came home, she was drunk. She showed me her tattoo and it looked sexy on her.  Then she told me she fucked the tattoo guy instead of a blow job, not only because he did such a good job on it, but he gave her a second tattoo as well. She lifted her dress and dropped her panties and above her shaved pussy was written “Black Cock Only” in small letters. She took great joy in her drunken state to let me know that her pussy was for black cock only now and I would never get it again, not that it wouldn’t be of any use to me anyway since she was too loose for my little dick. She did give me the promised blow job while she told me how the tattoo guys big cock fucked her silly and how much he enjoyed her pussy. Then she dragged me up to our bedroom to fuck her ass. She again took great pleasure in telling me how it would feel good to shit out my worthless sperm. After that, she passed out. The next morning, she apologized for all she said while nursing her hangover. She told me that the tattoo above her pussy was an impulse thing because she was drunk. I didn’t tell her I secretly liked it and just accepted her apology with a smile. The idea had grown on me about her shitting out my sperm. I had already decided to let her get pregnant so it was fitting she would shit out my sperm while her black lover's sperm knocked her up. After talking with Rob about it a few times, I was actually feeling excited about her getting pregnant.

I had a plan though. I spent two days getting things ready. When I came home that night, I told her to get dressed really sexy and that we were going to dinner for our anniversary.

She teased me “You white men are always too early. First you cum too early now you are too early for our anniversary. It’s three weeks away.” she laughed.

I just smiled and told her to go get ready. She looked confused at first but relented. 

At the restaurant, I couldn’t help but take in her beauty. She had fixed her hair and makeup flawlessly like she had that first night with Roy. The little black dress she had on was so sexy and tight. I almost didn’t want to leave the house before we went out. I just wanted to take her back upstairs. But I was sure I was going to get a reward tonight.

After dinner, we went for a walk by the river. We got to a secluded spot, and I stopped her and pulled her into my arms and kissed her.

“Happy anniversary, baby.” I told her with a sly smile.

She rolled her eyes and grinned. “I told you; our anniversary is in three weeks.”

“I know. I still got you a card for it though.” I said as I pulled a small greeting card out of my pocket.

She laughed. “So, is that my anniversary present, a card?” she giggled.

“Yep, actually it is. Here, open it.” I said with a grin.

She skeptically took the envelope and said, “It better have an unlimited credit card in here, or someone is in trouble.” she joked. When she opened it and pulled out the card and read the front she laughed. “You dumb ass, this is a kids birthday card, not an anniversary card.” When she opened the card, the only thing in it was a small slip of paper. When she looked at it I could see the confusion in her eyes. “What the hell is this?” she said playfully. “All it has on it is two dates and times.”

I chuckled. “Yes, that is what it has on it.”

“What the hell, Jim?” She looked really confused and a little upset. “This is supposed to be my anniversary present?”

“That my dear are dates and times for your appointments.” I said with a sly smile.

“Appointments? What kind of appointments?”

“Well, the first appointment is the kind of appointment where a sexy black cock slut gets a certain pesky implant removed that is keeping her from getting knocked up by her black bull. The second appointment is our anniversary that you keep reminding me is three weeks away. You have an appointment with a strapping black bull named Roy. After that first appointment, you should be about ready for the second appointment since the doc said you could be fertile in about a week.” I said with a smile.

She still looked confused at first and I watched as she looked at the birthday card again and then back at me. When what I said and meant hit her, her jaw dropped, and her hands flew up to her face as her eyes teared up. She was shaking.

“Are…are you serious?” she stuttered out in shock. “You’re…you’re really going to let me do it? You’re going to let me have a black baby?” By the time she finished getting out the words, she was crying. I shook my head yes and she lunged into me and hugged me so tight I wondered if I was going to get some cracked ribs from it. She sobbed softly into my chest as she kept repeating several times that I was the best husband ever. She finally lifted up from my chest and kissed me passionately. She was looking into my eyes with her tear-stained eyes.

“I want to go home now. I need to give my husband his anniversary present.” she said lovingly.

Before we could get completely in the door, she was attacking me and kissing me passionately in a frenzy. She started ripping off my clothes before we even made it to the stairs, and I had her dress halfway off before we made it to the bedroom. Once inside the room, It was a mad dash to finish stripping as the kissing continued. Once we finally got naked, I pushed her onto the bed and dove between her legs and furiously ate her and fingered her. It wasn’t until she orgasmed twice that she began to cool off. I climbed up and kissed her again. She looked me right in the eyes and in a seductive way she said “I want you to fuck me. I want you to fuck me right now.”

I went to reach for the lube in the drawer when her hand stopped it. She gave me an intense look. “You won’t need that tonight.” she said then smiled. I was a bit confused. She wanted me to fuck her ass dry? “Tonight, my wonderful husband, for such a wonderful anniversary gift, I’m going to give you my pussy one last time before my black lovers fill me up with their cum and put a baby in me. Let’s use that useless birth control device one more time before I have it removed. I want you to cum in my pussy. I want you to fuck me as hard as you can. I may not feel it, but I don’t care. You deserve it tonight.”

I smiled. She had made a vow to me and now with my gift I made her break it. I didn’t care if she could feel me or would cum or not. I felt better because I had made my black cock slut wife, break her word I was never going to fuck her pussy again. She went against her vow tattooed above her pussy that only black cock would touch her pussy again.

My little white dick was so hard, but it slipped into her hot wet pussy without any resistance. She had an evil smile on her face as I started to pump my little cock in her.

“That’s it cucky. Fuck my pussy with that little dick. Keep trying. Maybe I will be able to feel something.”

Hearing her say that I pumped faster. She was so loose that it felt like my little dick was sliding between two hot and wet folds of skin. There was no tightness at all. I moved my hips side to side to touch something in her.

“Have you started yet? Come on cucky, is that all you got? I can’t feel anything. This is why your pathetic little dick belongs in my ass. Keep trying cucky, maybe your little needle dick will hit something by accident, but I doubt it. My black lovers fill me all the way up and reach places you could only dream about touching. That’s it cucky…keep going. Remember, this is the last time you will ever touch my pussy with that pathetic excuse for a dick. From now on, I am going to be shitting out your sperm because it is useless. ”

Hearing her talk like that hit buttons in me I didn’t know I had. Even though there was no tightness in her pussy, the combination of the berating dirty talk and the motion of fucking her loose pussy, I felt my orgasm building.

“That’s right cucky, I hear you breathing heavy. It won’t be long now before this is over and I can go back to being fucked by real men with real big black cocks and your pathetic little dick can go back to my ass where it belongs. Won’t you be happy then cucky? I bet you will like to go back to licking a real man’s cum out of my pussy. How does it feel knowing that you will be slurping up the very seed that gets your little white wife pregnant with a black baby? Are you going to enjoy watching your pregnant wife taking black cock and eating the cum out of her when her belly is swollen, and her tits are full of milk?”

It was then that I had an image of my wife with a swollen belly and tits full of milk. Giving me that knowing little smile, knowing it was a black baby in her and not mine. I could see Roy standing behind her with his arms wrapped around her, cupping her swollen belly, feeling his child in my wife’s womb. I let out one last yelp as I drove my little cock as deep into her pussy as I could and sent ribbons of my useless cum into her knowing they were going to fail in their quest to impregnate her, unlike on our anniversary when she will probably end up pregnant with a black man’s baby.

I laid on top of her for a bit to rest as she stroked my back and hair. She had a worried smile on her face.

“Was…was that ok honey. I know you like it when I talk dirty like that. I just hope I didn’t overdo it and make you mad.” she said cautiously.

I smiled as I rolled off her and lay tired next to her. “No honey. It was good. I loved it. It was really hot what you said about your swollen belly and tits full of milk. That image made me lose it.” I chuckled.

She cuddled up to me and put her head on my chest. “Are you really going to let Roy fuck me and get me pregnant on our anniversary?” she asked quietly.

“Actually, he is going to fuck you several times that night, and a couple of times that next day, just to be sure you get pregnant. Why? Is there something wrong with that?” I ask cautiously.

“Oh, no, nothing is wrong with it. I just still can’t believe you are going to let me do it. I think it’s kind of fitting if I get pregnant from Roy on our anniversary. It’s kind of hot too.” she giggled. “But…but what made you change your mind?”

“I didn’t really change my mind. I was just unsure about it. You can thank Cindy and Rob for getting me to understand things better and realize how hot it would be for you to be carrying another man’s baby.”

“Oh, I definitely will. Jim, I love you. Thank you so much for all the things you have done for me. I really mean it. She said and lifted up and kissed me. “I really don’t deserve you, but I wouldn’t trade you for all the black cock in the world.” she giggled.

“I’m glad because that is a lot of black cock.” I teased.


Chapter 16

On our anniversary, I watched as Roy fucked my wife three times that night. I held her hand and she looked into my eyes with love each time he came in her unprotected pussy. I watched again the next day as he fucked her three more times. Just like the night before, she held my hand and looked into my eyes as he came in her.

It was three weeks later that she told me that her period should have started by now but didn’t. The next morning, I woke to her throwing up in the bathroom. I smiled. She came back in and laid back down and cuddled up to me.

“Jim, I think I'm pregnant.”  she said with a hopeful smile. That night a pregnancy test confirmed she was.

About nine months later, little Mark popped out. He was a beautiful baby. He had light brown skin and beautiful brown eyes. I fell in love with him the minute I saw him. Nancy cried tears of joy the first time she breastfed him. He was a good kid, not really fussy, but I could tell he was going to be a big boy like his father, Roy. As we expected, her parents disowned her after Mark was born and they saw the pictures. We were both called every name in the book, from race traitor to sick fucks, by her loving dad. My parents got over it as I hoped and have an active relationship with their grandson.

Carla delivered her baby girl three days after Nancy and that possibly gave Mark a half-sister since Roy was a constant fixture around her at the time. Fred finally figured out that Carla was trying to surprise him and get pregnant earlier than they planned and that’s why she kept caging him. She didn’t want his little dick anywhere near her while she was trying.

Nancy decided that she wasn’t going to get the implant again, so she started on the pill. Of course, she forgot, or so she says, to take them and about a year after Mark was born, his sister Jennifer popped out. We aren’t really sure who Jennifer’s father is. Nancy and I had been to several play parties before she found out she was pregnant again, so it could be any one of eight or nine guys.

Nancy is still with me and still loves me as much as I love her. I still get to fuck her ass, but recently I have noticed it getting looser. When I asked her about it, she always finds a way to change the subject. I guess she really isn't going anywhere, but it saddens me that I may end up a blow job only cuckold. So far, she has kept her vow that is written above her pussy. I haven’t been allowed to fuck her there again, not that it would matter. She is pregnant with our third child and is about 7 months pregnant. We haven’t decided what his name will be yet. His father is a guy we met on vacation. I had promised her one back when I caught her cheating, so we went to Jamaica. She took a liking to a very dark-skinned man with a huge cock. She fucked him twice a day if not more for the week we were there. I knew she wasn’t taking her pills again and I knew when we came home, she was going to be pregnant again. I am afraid that this is turning into another addiction, being pregnant by a black man. It’s just another thing a cuckold deals with when he is married to a black cock addicted slut. I guess it’s true what they say, one addiction can lead to another.
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