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The late afternoon sun dipped below the horizon, casting long shadows across my cozy living room. Excitement crackled in the air, thicker than the aroma of simmering chili wafting from the kitchen. It was the night of the big game, and I, along with my brand-new 4K TV and sound system, couldn’t wait for kickoff.

A nervous energy buzzed beneath my skin. I’d spent the past week transforming this space into a football fan’s sanctuary. The plush sofa, usually reserved for my wife’s leisurely reading, was now adorned with a cascade of team blankets and strategically placed throw pillows.

But the centerpiece of my preparations, the crown jewel of my living room makeover, was undoubtedly the 4K TV and sound system. It was a technological behemoth, a titan of pixels and bass that promised to transport me into the heart of the action. I could practically feel the roar of the crowd and the vibration of every tackle.

The clock ticked closer to my friend Chris’s arrival. I imagined the clash of pads, the soaring spirals of the football, the electrifying energy of the crowd, all amplified by my new setup. It wasn’t just a game; it was an immersive experience, and I was eager to share it with my friend.

The doorbell’s chime rang like a kickoff whistle, and Chris was at the threshold before the echo faded. He shouldered in, a jovial grin splitting his face as he hefted a cooler overflowing with frosty bottles and a bulging grocery bag threatening to burst with snacks.

“Game day, baby!” he boomed.

We exchanged greetings and handshakes before diving into the football talk. He handed his goodies to Sandra, my wife, and We settled into our seats in front of the mammoth TV screen.

Chris couldn’t resist asking me about my gorgeous wife. “Man,” he said, “you sure know how to pick ‘em! How did you get so lucky?”

I grinned, knowing that it wasn’t just luck. It was fate that brought us together. I met Sandra when we were teenagers. I instantly fell head over heels for her beauty. She is five foot four and the most breathtaking blonde I have ever seen with my own eyes. Her blonde hair cascaded down her shoulders, framing her angelic face, and her blue eyes danced with excitement, making her look eight years younger than he twenty-six years. She had an incredible figure, and her laugh was infectious.

“It must be my handsome looks and charm.” I joked.

Chris scoffed. “Bull shit! If that were the case, she would have come crawling to me before marrying your ugly ass.” He jested in response.

We all laughed and Chris’ friendly insult was lost on Sandra. She smiled shyly and excused herself to prepare some finger foods for us. I could tell she was working hard to maintain her composure. Despite her efforts, I noticed a strange glint in her eye when she looked at Chris. It was almost imperceptible, but it sent a ripple of unease through me.

My friend Chris was tall, dark, and handsome. To say he was a big guy was an understatement. His broad frame was filled out by years of sports and weightlifting. When he walked, his movements exuded confidence—a confidence that seemed to draw people in. His smile was calm, his laughter hearty, and his eyes sparkled with mischief. It was no wonder women found him attractive. But one thing set Chris apart from the rest was his big dick.

“So, Big D,” I teased, referring to his sizable package. “How many touchdowns do you think you can score tonight?”

He laughed, shaking his head. “Nah, man. Tonight, I’m just here to enjoy the game.” Chris chuckled heartily, his eyes twinkling with mischief.

We continued to banter back and forth. Sandra appeared soon after, carrying snacks and beer for us. My eyes followed her every movement, my gaze drawn to those tempting curves she effortlessly displayed. I couldn’t help but notice how Chris stared at her too, his gaze lingering longer than necessary. I thought it was just innocent admiration.

This was not the first time I had felt jealousy towards my best friend, but this feeling was amplified a thousandfold by the presence of my beautiful wife. The combination of fear and uncertainty gnawed at my insides, threatening to spill over. Yet, I forced myself to stay calm, to trust in the bond I shared with Sandra.

Her initial shyness melted away by the end of the first quarter, replaced by her usual infectious grin and easy banter. It wasn’t lost on me that Chris was paying Sandra almost as much attention as the game itself. Despite being a die-hard fan herself, she somehow found time to keep both of us well-stocked with beers and chips, even volunteering to fetch refills with a mischievous wink. I couldn’t help but chuckle as I overheard them bickering playfully over player stats and draft picks. It was clear, even in their nascent acquaintance, that a spark had ignited between my friend and my wife.

Watching them argue, listening to them laugh, and seeing the way they looked at each other made me feel like I was the outsider in my home. I knew that if I hadn’t been there, things might have gone differently.

By the second quarter, Chris and I were getting pretty loud, shouting at the TV and complaining about calls. We were going through the beer rather quickly and honestly, I was finding myself knocking them back faster than usual so I could watch my wife bounce up and fetch us more from the fridge. She was wearing a tight tank top and short shorts that showed every curve. The top was cut low enough to show Sandra’s amazing cleavage, and the shorts did not fully cover the bottom of her ass.

It was clear that Sandra was intentionally trying to impress Chris, something that I couldn’t understand why she needed to do. She had had a few beers herself and knew that Chris and I were looking at her, so she decided to put on a show. Her nipples were now poking through the thin material of her top. Knowing Sandra as I do, it was her way of a little harmless flirting.

Sandra began to lean against Chris during high-stake moments in the game, her body instinctively gravitating toward his warmth. Chris responded by placing his arm around her shoulder, offering comfort as we watched the players battle it out on the field. With each passing moment, their interactions became less platonic and more intimate. I couldn’t help but feel the knot of apprehension tightening in my gut.

Despite my growing discomfort, I tried to push my fears aside. After all, Sandra was my wife; she loved me, and I trusted her implicitly.

Or so I thought.

As the night progressed, my anxiety grew stronger and stronger. My chest felt tight, and my palms were clammy. I tried to focus on the game, but my gaze kept drifting to Sandra and Chris. They laughed together, their bodies swaying close, seemingly unaware of the mounting tension in the air.

The second quarter ended, and Sandra and Chris were still talking about sports. There was a pause in the conversation when my wife broke the silence by asking Chris, “What does the ‘D’ in your nickname stand for? Does your middle name start with D?” Sandra asked curiously.

Chris smirked, his voice dropping lower as he replied, “No, it’s not my middle initial.”

I knew what it stood for, but remained silent as I studied my naive wife.

“Well, what does it mean?” My wife pressed.

“You don’t want to know,” Chris answered.

Sandra frowned, puzzled by his evasive answer. “Why wouldn’t I want to know?”

My wife looked at me and caught me trying to hold back my laughter. She frowned at me and asked, “What does the ‘D’ stand for?”

I shook my head, biting my lip to prevent myself from laughing. Chris gave me a knowing glance, then shifted his focus back to Sandra.

I gulped. “Are you sure you want to know?” I asked.

Sandra nodded eagerly, her curiosity piqued. “Yes, I do.”

Chris hesitated, clearly weighing the consequences of sharing such information. He glanced at me, seeking confirmation. I shrugged nonchalantly, feigning indifference.

“Alright,” Chris finally conceded, his tone serious. “But remember, once you know, you can never un-know.”

Sandra nodded eagerly, her eyes shining with anticipation. “I understand. Let’s hear it.”

Chris paused dramatically, drawing out the suspense. “Well,” he started, “the ‘D’ stands for…” His voice trailed off, and I could see the wheels turning in my wife’s head.

“It stands for dick.” I blurted.

Sandra blinked, her eyes widening in disbelief. “Dick?” she repeated, her voice quivering slightly. “As in…”

Chris nodded, his expression stoic. “Yeah,” he confirmed. “That’s what the ‘D’ stands for.”

Silence enveloped the room as reality sunk in. Sandra sat there, frozen and blushing, her gaze darting between Chris and me. “Ohhhh.” Sandra breathed heavily, her cheeks flushed with embarrassment. “I didn’t realize…”

“Well, that’s not exactly the nickname I chose for myself,” Chris explained. “It sort of stuck after people saw it.”

A sly grin spread across Sandra’s face. “And just how big is this ‘Big D’ you speak of?” she asked coyly.

Chris laughed nervously, shifting in his seat.

“Oh, it’s nothing special,” he insisted, his gaze flickering between Sandra and me. “Just a bit bigger than average, I guess.”

Sandra arched an eyebrow, her curiosity piqued. “I bet it’s more than just a bit bigger.” She challenged playfully. “I mean, how long does it get?”

My eyes widened, a wave of jealousy coursing through me. Chris chuckled softly, his gaze locked on Sandra. “I dunno,” He said, trying his best to sound modest. “13, 14 inches.”

My wife shook her head and said, “No way! I don’t believe it.”

Sandra exclaimed, her tone tinged with skepticism. “I mean, that sounds impossible.”

Chris grinned confidently, his eyes shimmering with mischief. “Oh, it’s possible alright. Trust me.”

“Prove it!” she said, her voice laced with playful defiance.

Her boldness left me stunned, my mouth agape in disbelief. Chris’ eyes widened, a hint of amusement dancing in his gaze. “Right now?” He asked.

“Proof is in the pudding, Big D!” My wife responded. “Time to walk the walk.”

As far as I knew, Sandra had never seen another man naked before. We had dated since we were both teens and were both virgins when we got married. Neither of us had ever cheated on each other, and we both loved being intimate. I loved her deeply and never thought that anything bad would happen between us. But as I watched my wife ask Chris to see his giant dick, my heart raced and my stomach began to curl into a knot.

“Alright, fine,” Chris said plainly.

Without hesitation, Chris pulled down his shorts, revealing an enormous bulge. He continued by hauling his briefs down to his knees. His enormous cock was folded under his balls, between his legs. It was flaccid but was easily eight inches long… for now.

My wife peered over to get a better look. I could tell that she was impressed with his size, but she tried not to let on. Instead, she crossed her arms casually, a smirk playing on her lips. “Well, doesn’t look 13 inches to me,” she murmured.

Chris’s grin widened, his eyes glittering with challenge. “Wait until it gets hard,” he countered.

“When’s that?” Sandra shot back, her voice dripping with mock impatience.

“Well, why don’t you touch it?” He replied. “Then you’ll see 13 inches. Maybe even 14 if you’re lucky.”

Chris shot me a glance. “I’m sorry Buddy, I forgot who I was talking to.” He said quietly.

Chris’s reply echoed in my ears, a stark reminder of the situation I found myself in. “It’s all right man, she asked you how long it gets, not how long it is,” I reassured him.

My wife looked at me with an inquisitive look. I figured that she wanted to see how big his cock would get, but she didn’t want to ask. I wondered if she wanted me to permit him to make it hard for her to see. I also realized that she wanted me to know that she wanted to see it.

I cleared my throat. “Go ahead,” I told her. “Let’s see if it lives up to the hype.”

As I spoke those words, I couldn’t help but feel a surge of mixed emotions washing over me. Jealousy, anger, confusion, and arousal all swirled inside me, creating a whirlwind of conflicting desires.

“Is there any other way you can get it hard without touching it?” Sandra asked.

Chris hesitated, his eyes scanning my face for approval. “Well, I suppose you could dance for me.” He mused.

“Really?” Sandra questioned back. She looked at me to see my reaction. I looked at my wife and shrugged my shoulders slightly in confusion, leaving the decision to her.

I love to look at Sandra’s sexy body and never mind when other men do as well. I secretly hoped she would do a sexy dance, but expected her shy nature to keep her from doing it. But I was shocked to hear her reply.

Sandra looked over at Chris and his cock and back at me again. The two of us held our breath to see what she would do. “I guess I could try.”

Chris’s eyes lit up with anticipation. “Oh, please do,” he urged. “I’d love to see you shake that hot bod of yours.”

Sandra’s eyebrow shot up like a startled bird, then she was out of the room with a sudden leap. I figured embarrassment had sent her fleeing, and I was about to follow when my gaze snagged on the Spotify app glowing on my smart TV. Something didn’t quite add up…

My wife appeared in four-inch heels as that one Lil John track about the boots with the fur started playing. She set the phone down on the coffee table and began to strut around Chris and his cock. She moved seductively, slowly undulating as she swayed her hips from side to side. I could tell she was enjoying the music and having fun.

She still wore her tight tank top and shorts, showing off her ass and legs. I admired the way her calves flexed as she walked, and her thighs bulged with each step. She was dancing with grace as the song played, moving fluidly as if she were in perfect rhythm with the beat.

My wife never took her eyes off Chris’ cock as she wiggled and bumped. Chris had already gotten comfortable in his chair, his eyes glued to her. I couldn’t blame him, as I too was mesmerized by her performance. Sandra’s dance continued seamlessly and her movements became more provocative. I’d never seen this side of her. She had never danced like this for me before. It must have been the beer.

Sandra’s dancing was affecting Chris’ cock. It was no longer soft, but it wasn’t fourteen inches either. The song ended and my wife thrust out her tits in Chris’s face for a moment before stepping back and looking down at his cock. “It doesn’t look 13 inches yet.” She pouted. “Am I dancing right?”

Chris and I locked gazes and nodded. “Yes!” We shouted.

“Then why aren’t you getting hard, Chris?” Sandra asked.

Chris gulped nervously, his gaze flicking between Sandra and me. “Your dancing is incredible, Sandra! But showing some more skin would be even better.” Chris suggested coyly.

Sandra paused, her lustful gaze fixated on Chris’ member. She considered his proposal, torn between her desire to continue teasing him and wanting to reveal even more of her tantalizing body. “You mean you want me to strip for you?” She asked.

Chris nodded enthusiastically, his gaze locked on Sandra’s curvaceous form. “I’d love to see you in nothing but your birthday suit!” Chris confessed, grinning wickedly.

Sandra hesitated, her hands nervously fidgeting with the hem of her tank top. My wife was worked up and wasn’t sure she should strip down for Chris. She cast a glance at me, her etched face asking for my help with her dilemma.

It was like a tug-of-war of emotions in her eyes. She wanted to strip, she desperately wanted to strip, but she didn’t dare to go beyond my boundaries. I nodded silently, giving her permission to proceed, and a smile immediately spread across her face.

Sandra sauntered over to her phone and started the music again. I guess she figured that she would dance as long as it took to get Chris hard. After a minute, she crossed her arms in front of her and grabbed the bottom of her tank top. Slowly, she raised it over her breasts and then over her head, revealing a sheer red bra that gave her huge tits support but little coverage. She threw the shirt at me and it hit me square in the face.

I grabbed her shirt from my face as my heart pounded wildly in my chest. I could not tear my eyes away from the spectacle unfolding before me. Chris sat smiling, his gaze transfixed on my wife as she stripped for him.

Sandra hooked her thumbs in the waistband of her shorts and lowered them inch by inch, exposing the top of her thong underneath. My jaw dropped. I couldn’t believe she was doing this.

“Can’t wait to see the rest,” Chris purred, his eyes glued to Sandra’s tantalizing form.

Sandra removed her shorts completely, revealing her red lace thong that barely covered her round ass. The thong matched her bra perfectly, creating a stunning visual contrast with her fair skin.

“Perfect,” Chris sighed, his excitement building.

My pulse quickened, my heart pounding like a drum in my chest. I couldn’t believe what Sandra was doing - stripping for Chris in full view of me. I felt a strange mix of emotions wash over me, like currents of electricity running through my veins. Part of me was incredibly aroused, watching my gorgeous wife perform a sensual striptease for another man. But another part of me, deep down within my core, was filled with raw jealousy.

Sandra danced closer to Chris, her movements becoming more seductive and enticing. He seemed eager for her to take it all off, but my wife seemed reluctant. She glanced my way to get my reaction, and I simply smiled awkwardly and gave her a nod. That seemed to relieve her, and she continued her dance.

My wife reached behind her and undid her bra. She allowed it to fall off onto the floor, revealing her firm breasts, swollen nipples erect, and standing out sharply in the light. She cupped her breasts gently, squeezing them slightly and pinching her nipples between her fingers. Chris groaned loudly, his cock growing slightly at the sight of my wife’s tits.

“Fucking sexy.” Chris encouraged.

She smiled as Chris’ words added to her confidence. All this was having a positive effect on Chris’ cock. As Sandra looked at it, she seemed more determined to make it grow.

Sandra hooked her thumbs in the straps of her panties and lowered them inch by inch, revealing her smooth, shaved pussy. This caused Chris’ cock to visibly throb and stretch.

“So fucking hot,” Chris whispered, his eyes wide with amazement.

With the panties discarded on the floor, Sandra danced back to center stage. She placed her hands on her hips and leaned forward, pushing her breasts up and out. She then began to gyrate her hips suggestively, causing her perky breasts to jiggle enticingly.

“That’s it, baby,” Chris murmured, his gaze fixed on Sandra’s mesmerizing form.

My wife spread her legs farther apart, causing the folds of her sex to open. It was clear that she was sopping wet, the juices glistening on her outer labia. Sandra was reveling in the attention Chris was paying to her body. I knew that my wife was extremely aroused. I hadn’t seen her so turned on in years. She was moaning softly, grinding her pelvis in time with the music.

Sandra returned her attention to Chris’ cock. It was longer, but not fully erect, still lying flat on his belly. “What do I have to do to make it hard?” Sandra asked innocently, her voice laced with desire.

Chris and I knew the answer to her question. But did my wife know? Did she understand the depth of the feelings surging through me? Was she aware of the passion raging beneath my surface?

She continued to dance, but there was indecision etched on her face. She looked at me a couple of times, but I was just enjoying her sexy dance. Slowly, Sandra moved closer to Chris. She nudged her knee gently into Chris’ crotch, making contact with his semi-hard erection. Chris gasped, his breathing shallow and ragged. “How do you like my dance?” Sandra teased, reaching out to caress my friend’s face.

Chris swallowed thickly, his Adam’s apple bobbing nervously. “I’ve never seen anything like it,” he admitted honestly. “I can’t believe you’re doing this for me.”

My wife rubbed him gently with her knee for a few moments and was rewarded by a twitch of his cock. Chris still wasn’t fully hard and my wife cast a frustrated glance in my direction. I shrugged helplessly, and her face changed from frustration to determination.

She slowly sank to her knees in front of Chris. That’s when it hit me that my wife would do anything to make Chris hard. Not only was she willing to expose herself to him, but she was also determined to provoke his most primal urges. And there I was, silently witnessing the unraveling of my marital bliss. How ironic life can be sometimes!

She continued to watch my face for a reaction as she grabbed Chris’ enormous cock with her hand and slowly began to stroke it. “This thing is huge,” Sandra whispered to me.

All I could do was nod in agreement, feeling a knot forming in my gut.

Sandra continued to stroke Chris’ massive cock, her grip tightening slightly as she marveled at its impressive length. “So what’s it going to take to make it fully hard?” She asked, her voice low and husky.

Chris swallowed thickly, his gaze locked on Sandra’s hand as it expertly manipulated his shaft. “I think you need to put it in your mouth,” he confessed, his voice strained and hoarse.

My eyes widened, and my heart sank into my stomach. I knew what was coming, but I didn’t want to admit it to myself. Surely Sandra wouldn’t go that far… would she? Without any fanfare, she guided the head of my friend’s big black cock into her tight little mouth.

She wrapped her lips around it and slowly slid it deeper, taking it in inch by inch. I watched as her tongue swirled around the tip, collecting pre-cum and lubricating her passage. Sandra bobbed up and down a few times, never taking her blue eyes from mine.

I was rooted to the spot, unable to tear my gaze away from the sight of my beautiful wife sucking another man’s cock. Chris moaned softly, his eyes closed, lost in pleasure. I felt a pang of envy as I watched him enjoy my wife’s oral talents.

Her actions affected me more than I thought they would. I watched with surprise as my sweet Sandra wrapped her soft red lips around the biggest black cock that any of us had ever seen. She was sucking furiously, trying to make it bigger, and it was working too. Reassured by my silence, Sandra’s eyes drifted from me, seeking validation from Chris’ face. I didn’t approve of what she was doing, but I was too turned on to do anything to stop her.

She sucked on it like it was the juiciest piece of fruit she’d tasted in her lifetime. I could see her tongue swirling around the head of the cock like a tornado of pleasure. Chris, my lifelong buddy, was moaning louder with every bob of my wife’s head, and I could sense how much he loved the way my beautiful wife was servicing him. It was surreal. Yet, it hurt like hell to watch her take another man’s meat sword into her mouth.

My wife’s talented mouth worked magic on Chris’ cock, bringing it to a rock-hard state that I had rarely witnessed before. Her dedication astounded me; she treated it like a gift from God. Every lick, suck, and kiss dripped with fervor, showcasing an insatiable hunger for sexual satisfaction.

Sandra’s hands roamed around Chris’ body, exploring every inch of him, while her lips and tongue made love to his cock. My buddy’s cock. My wife’s mouth. It was all so wrong, yet so enthralling.

“Wow, Sandra,” Chris managed to whisper between groans. “You’re so good at this.”

Sandra took a brief break, releasing her prize from her warm, wet embrace. She looked directly at me, her eyes pleading for understanding. “He’s so big,” she whimpered. “He needs my mouth.”

My stomach churned at the admission of my wife’s infidelity. I stood frozen on the spot, unable to do anything but watch as she continued to work her magic on Chris. It was one hell of a show. Chris was now fully hard and so was I. Chris had proven to my wife that his cock was as big as he said and she could have stopped, but she didn’t seem to want to.

She kept sucking that massive dick of his. I was worried that this had gone too far, but my wife seemed content to please him. I was angry and confused, but my body betrayed me, betraying my mind with an insistent longing. My pants grew tighter, and I could not deny the swelling beneath it.

My wife finally came up for air, her face flushed and sweaty. She stared at Chris’ erect cock, her eyes shining with admiration. “I knew you weren’t kidding,” she said, her voice trembling slightly. “It’s huge.”

Chris smiled, his cock throbbing in her grasp. “Thanks,” he muttered.

If I thought I was surprised when my wife began to suck Chris’ big black cock, nothing would have ever prepared me for what she did next. She released her grip on his cock and slowly crawled up onto Chris’ body, dragging her tits across his legs, then his cock, and finally his chest. My wife then kissed him deeply, wrapping her arms around his neck and pulling him close. He reciprocated, his hands roaming freely across her back and grabbing her ass cheeks. I was so focused on their kiss that I didn’t notice my wife had lined up her entrance with Chris’s big black monster.

Chris broke the kiss. “Your wife is going to fuck me.” Chris declared bluntly, breaking the silence and staring straight into my eyes.

His declaration hung heavy in the air, echoing in my mind like a thunderclap. But something else was happening too, something unexpected. Again, I didn’t stop my wife. I was completely caught up in the moment.

His cock was so big around that it could only penetrate maybe two inches into my sweet Sandra. She had never taken a cock anywhere near this size before. It would stretch her vagina to new lengths and widths. She seemed to struggle to get the monstrous tool inside her, but she pushed harder, grunting with effort until she finally felt it slip past her vaginal ring. The initial penetration was slow and deliberate, allowing her time to adjust to the foreign invader.

Finally, my wife straightened up, allowing her to put her full weight on Chris’s towering member. Slowly, more and more of the cock disappeared into Sandra. She moaned like I had never heard her before. It was as though every centimeter caused her to shake and shudder.

With eyes closed, she lowered herself onto Chris’ massive tool. Her pussy was stretching out of shape to the point that it seemed to disappear. His cock was touching both of Sandra’s thighs as it impaled her. Her asshole was almost erased by his girth. Sandra’s clit was mashed against his thick shaft, no doubt causing the lengthy orgasm she was currently experiencing.

I could hear her soft cries, muffled by Chris’s neck. As they fucked, Chris helped her up and down by putting his gigantic hands on her small waist. His fingers touched in the back and his thumbs were only an inch apart in the front.

Chris’s muscular arm muscles bulged as he lifted my wife up and down. My sweet Sandra was being ridden hard by my friend. I watched as his giant cock stretched her out like a taffy puller. Chris’s balls slapped against her asshole with each thrust upward. It was impossible to imagine that she could accommodate such a large cock.

“Oh, oh, oh,” she cried, sounding desperate. “I’m cumming again!”

Chris ignored her cries, gripping her waist tightly instead. His powerful muscles contracted, pulling her back down onto his gigantic cock repeatedly. With each plunge, a wave of ecstasy washed over her, causing her to cry out uncontrollably. Their bodies rocked together, driven by an insatiable hunger for release.

“Yes, yes, YES!” Sandra screamed, her voice cracking with desperation. “I’m cumming so hard!”

That was the third orgasm I counted so far. There might have been more, but my brain shut down after a certain point. I just sat there, numb. My thoughts racing faster than my ability to process them. Everything that happened tonight was a blur… a whirlwind of flesh and sensation. How could things change so dramatically in a single evening?

Chris and Sandra continued fucking relentlessly, oblivious to my presence. They had lost themselves in the throes of passion, surrendering to their deepest desires. Each of them was driven by an insatiable hunger for pleasure, fueled by unbridled lust.

“I want to hit from the back,” Chris said, lifting my wife off his massive tower.

Sandra opened her eyes and eagerly complied. She bent over the sofa and stuck her ass out like a cat in heat.

“Take it easy,” I pleaded. “You don’t want to rip her in half or something.”

Chris chuckled without responding. He approached the trembling Sandra, his cock pointing skyward.

She arched her back, presenting her inviting rear to Chris. I watched as Chris positioned himself behind her, his engorged phallus hovering in midair. He gripped her hips firmly, holding her steady as he aligned his cockhead with her moist slit.

Sandra smiled back at Chris, her breath hitching as she braced herself for the imminent entry. I held my breath, waiting for the inevitable. The first thrust was gentle, testing the waters. But then Chris’ massive cock thrust inside my wife’s pussy, filling her completely.

Chris was in control now and the speed with which he pumped my wife was incredible. Sandra whimpered with intense pleasure. Chris added to her passion by inserting his thumb into her ass. Sandra moaned loudly and her body shook into another lengthy orgasm.

I was shocked. Sandra never allowed me near her ass before. But now she was having an orgasm while my friend was plugging her butt with his thumb. There were a lot of new things that happened today. Unfortunately, all of those new things that my wife experienced we not administered by me. Instead, they were provided by my friend Chris. Watching them connect sexually on my couch left me devastated.

To make matters worse, Chris was approaching the end of his journey. I knew this because I saw the signs. His breathing was heavier, his muscles were stiffer, and the expression on his face told me he was about to reach completion. To take things even further, I was uncertain if was on the pill. I didn’t want to have to explain to my parents why Sandra and I had a black baby.

“How are you doing, Baby?” Chris asked.

“Ugghh! Gr- Great!”Sandra groaned loudly, her body shaking with exhaustion.

“You like my thumb in your ass?” Chris asked, his voice deepened with lust.

“Oh god, yessss!” Sandra hissed, the word escaping her lips in a tortured cry. “I love it!”

Chris chuckled darkly, his thumb slipping in and out of her tight hole, adding to her pleasure. “I knew you’d like it,” he replied smugly. “I knew you needed something special to satisfy you.”

Sandra whimpered softly, her body quivering with delight. “I need more,” she pleaded weakly.

“Want me to fuck your ass, Baby?” Chris asked, his taunting tone sending a shiver down my spine.

Sandra moaned softly, her body trembling with anticipation. “Please,” she whimpered, her voice cracking with desperation. “I need it.”

Now I was even more shocked than before as I watched Chris pull out of my wife’s well-stretched pussy and slowly pushed it into her asshole. My wife let out a scream that sounded like a painful wail, but she also had a grin on her face.

Slowly but surely, he regained the speed that he used in her pussy. Sandra was now screeching with each thrust. She had never experienced anal sex before. Especially with a big black cock that was 14 inches long. However, despite the obvious pain, her eyes glowed with arousal. Her pussy was leaking profusely, leaving a damp stain on the couch.

“Oh, god, Chris,” Sandra moaned, her voice strained and desperate. “I’m gonna cum again!”

“Already?” he teased. “You must like cum… I’ve got a load for you.”

Chris quickly pulled out of Sandra’s ass, and she spun around and sat down. Without hesitation, she grabbed LD’s cock and stuffed it into her mouth.

Chris’s cock was so big that it made my wife’s lips bulge outward, looking cartoonish. Her blue eyes sparkled with mischief as she slurped and sucked on his massive tool.

“Unnnnggggghhh!” Chris groaned, his whole body convulsing. “Oh shit, here it comes!”

Chris’s warning set off alarm bells in my head. I knew what was about to happen, and I wanted to stop it. But I was paralyzed, unable to move or speak. I could only stare as Chris’s cock pulsed, spewing streams of creamy white cum into my wife’s mouth. She greedily swallowed it down, her eyes glowing with satisfaction. Sandra swallowed about six times before he stopped coming. She then licked the tool clean that had been buried in her ass. I had never thought in my life that my wife could be so nasty.

I was at a loss as to why Sandra was doing these nasty acts to Chris and not me. She first tasted my come on our wedding night and threatened me to never come in her mouth again. She had always turned down my requests for anal sex and now she was licking the residue off a big black cock that had freshly pulled from her ass.

After swallowing Chris’s entire load, she went back to sucking it dry. I couldn’t help but feel humiliated. The person I thought I knew was not the same one sitting on our couch right now. She was a stranger now.

“When did you get so nasty?” I asked.

She paused for a moment. “I don’t know. I guess I always had it in me.”

The statement struck me like a punch to the gut. My beautiful Sandy, whom I’d known since high school, was acting like a completely different person. Her demeanor, her actions, everything was alien to me. I couldn’t fathom how she became this woman who was so eager to satisfy my friend’s carnal desires.

“Why couldn’t I bring it out?” I asked.

She shrugged. “I’m sorry hun, you don’t have a 14-inch cock.”

“Well, I guess that settles it,” I muttered sourly.

So that was the reality I had to live with. My wife was now a big cock slut.

In the days that followed, she made me promise that we would do this every Sunday. The following week, Chris dumped loads in all three of her holes. She also told me she had taken her birth control before being with Chris for the first time. I wonder how she knew it might have been needed.
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