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Author’s Note

Hello lovers!

There’s nothing I like more than a man’s tongue between my legs – except, perhaps, when that tongue is boldly going where another man went just minutes before!

And that’s what this collection of stories is about – humiliated husbands going down on their gorgeous wives after another man has blown their hot, sticky load inside of her.

The fantasy of eating a ‘creampie’ is an incredibly popular one. I’m not quite sure what it is that appeals to men about eating another man’s cum from their cheating wife’s pussy; but it’s one of the topics I’m most frequently asked to write about.

And from a woman’s perspective, what starts off as mild curiosity (“what could possibly be sexy about that?”) often becomes a kink in its own right, when a wife or girlfriend discovers just how much their partner worships their pussy when there’s the fantasy (or reality) of another man’s seed to clean from it.

In this collection, you’ll discover:

Cuckold - Nora and Keith explore the fantasy of inviting a well-hung black man to their bedroom... but things get out of hand faster than they can believe!

Bella - Frustrated wife Bella lives out her fantasies of dancing in front of a room full of strangers... and secretly brings back a sticky surprise for her unsuspecting husband.

Gustavo - Bella's back! And this time, it's her handsome black martial arts instructor who lives her filled and satisfied when she goes back home to hubby.

Israel - Jasmine's husband is a neglectful oaf... so when she's wooed by a handsome black contractor, she decides to get a sticky surprise to feed her husband.

Old Flame - Gina's old boyfriend is back in town; and her husband eagerly sends her off to 'reconnect' with him, just as long as she promises to come home sticky and soiled.

Shaved - Gina takes her husband to a black-owned barber-shop downtown; but she's the one who ends up having a deliciously close shave.

Touch - A frustrated wife and a handsome black masseuse results in a sticky surprise for her oblivious husband.

Surprise - A husband obsessed with cuckold porn returns home to find his wife has realized his deepest, darkest desire.

Unexpected - a husband returns home to find his wife in a sticky, unprotected threesome with two black studs - his secret fantasy come true!

Given - A lovesick young man gets to enjoy a sticky, salty encounter with his crush.


Cuckold

By Ruby Beauvoir

Chapter One

Ever since he’d been a teenager, Keith had been gripped with an obsession for interracial porn.

It started with grainy VHS cassettes he’d order from the back of magazines, and then progressed to shitty, 30-second clips he’d painstakingly download over his AOL dial-up. After college, he signed up to all sorts of porn websites focusing on “blacks on blondes” and “cuckold wives” and spent many hours locked in his room masturbating to the image of big, black dicks defiling beautiful, pale women.

In his first job out of college, Keith met Nora – and she was everything out of his fantasies.

Standing nearly five feet ten, Nora was a magnificent, curvy blond – like an Amazonian princess. She had amazing, pendulous breasts and a broad, firm ass that clung deliciously to anything she wore.

And, luckily for Keith, she was also intensely self-conscious about her height and thickness, which made her shy, introverted and – astonishingly – single.

Not that Nora didn’t get a lot of attention. Ray, from sales, was always hitting on her – and her boss, Mr. Flannery, had made lewd overtones at her more than once. But there was something pure about Nora; something that kept her from falling for their lines; and helped her fall for Keith.

A year after they met, Keith and Nora were married in a little chapel on the hill. Two years later, they were living in a cute suburban house, and Nora had gone on to become a high school teacher.

For those first two years, life had gone swimmingly. Nora was sweet, and kind, and Keith still couldn’t believe his luck that a skinny little guy like him had managed to get a ring on a gorgeous woman like Nora. He doted on her; and she was loving and attentive in return.

And their affection outside the bedroom was matched inside it as well.

Each night, as Nora removed her clothes, Keith still gasped for oxygen. Those long, muscular legs. The round hips, with that beautiful muscular ass. A not-so-tiny waist that curved up to her delicious, pale, pendulous breasts tipped with pretty pink nipples – and then broad shoulders, a swan-like neck and an angel’s face crowned with nearly waist-length blonde hair.

Keith knew he wasn’t quite such an impressive physical specimen; but Nora didn’t seem to mind. In fact, she was incredibly accommodating. Keith wasn’t all that well-endowed, so when they made love it was normally in positions that worked best for him – like her straddling his hips and riding him to orgasm, or Nora lifting her legs in missionary style, so he could get himself as deeply inside her as he could.

The only position she didn’t like, as it happened, was doggy-style. “It feels too much like a Chihuahua humping a Great Dane,” Nora once admitted, after a glass of wine. Keith wasn’t entirely sure how he felt about that metaphor.

The one sticking point in their love-life was Keith’s hair trigger.

“Oh, God,” he’d murmur in Nora’s ear, as he thrust himself inside of her. “You’re so beautiful. You’re SO sexy.” And then he’d cum; exploding inside of her and eliciting a disappointed whimper from his as-yet-unsatisfied wife.

More than once or twice, after he’d rolled off Nora to go to sleep, Keith would hear what he suspected was the schlick, schlick, schlick of his beautiful blonde wife’s fingers between her thighs – coaxing herself to the orgasm he’d denied her.

Everything changed one Friday night, when Nora came from from school flustered and excited.

“Oh my God, Keith,” she burst into the kitchen to tell her husband. “Guess what I confiscated from one of my students today!” From her purse, she pulled out a plastic baggie stuffed with green.

Keith’s eyes widened. He’d hardly been a wild child at college; but he knew what marijuana looked like.

“Jesus, Nora,” he hissed, carefully stepping to the kitchen window to shut the blinds. “What are you doing with it at home? Shouldn’t that be in an evidence locker, or something?”

“Well,” Nora bit her bottom lip. “The kid who had it… He’s a good kid, really. If I went through the official channels, he’d get written up – there’d be a police report.” She reached over and squeezed her husband’s hand. “I didn’t want to ruin his whole future over one stupid decision.”

Keith grumbled.

“But what about our future? I don’t want to have drugs in the house.”

“Well,” Nora’s eyes lit up. “I had a thought about that.” And from her supplies bag, she pulled out a bottle of red wine, and a little paper bag Keith was soon to find out was filled with rolling papers and a lighter.

He laughed.

Of course, neither of them had smoked pot in years; so just a couple of hours later they found themselves buzzed and high; lying on the living room floor eating popcorn.

They spent the whole night talking – shooting the shit about everything that was wrong with marijuana legislation in America, to crime and punishment, to education, to philosophy, and then – like all conversations are eventually destined to go – to sex.

“So we’re both kinda drunk and high,” Nora laughed, as she lounged in her husband’s arms. “Tell me something you never would sober. Tell me your deepest, darkest secret. Tell me what really, really turns you on.”

And maybe it was the pot, or maybe it was the booze – or maybe it was because Nora had started rubbing his crotch with the heel of her bare foot – but Keith told her.

“I have this thing about watching black guys with white women,” he admitted. “Ever since I was a teenager. I think it’s so fucking hot.”

“Oh, yeah?” Nora purred, rubbing his crotch harder now; until Keith’s modest cock started swelling into action. “Tell me more.”

“W…well,” Keith continued, as his erection started making a tent inside his pants. “It’s just the contrast of the beautiful white skin,” he was caressing the beautiful white skin of Nora’s arm as he said this, “and the dark, brown skin of a black guy.”

Nora sat up, and leaned forward to unzip Keith’s fly. She reached inside and pulled his hard cock out, and started stroking it.

“There’s something so big, and sexual, and powerful about black guys,” Keith continued, as his gorgeous blonde wife began stroking his cock. “It’s really animalistic to think of them fucking some sweet, innocent little white girl.” He gasped, balls churning. “The thought of a huge, monstrous black cock splitting her in half…”

“Mmmm,” Nora pushed Keith back the floor and climbed over him. Pulling her panties off, she lifted her skirt, straddled his hips and positioned the tip of his cock against her pussy. To his amazement, she was dripping. “Tell me more.”

“W-well, it’s just so wrong,” Keith groaned, as his wife began to ride him. “It’s so taboo. But it also seems like the most right thing in the world. Like a beautiful white woman deserves to have a big, powerful, horny black man fuck her and give her all this pleasure.”

“Oh, yes,” Nora groaned, grinding her hips into Keith’s lap, and reaching up one hand to squeeze one of her bog breasts through her blouse. “Would you like to see me get fucked by a black guy?”

Keith’s cock immediately doubled in hardness – so much so that Nora’s eyes grew wide.

The truth be told, despite all his youthful fantasies, Keith had never had that point considered the thought of his gorgeous blonde wife getting fucked by a black guy.

In some ways, it was astonishing that he hadn’t. She was everything he loved about those videos he used to watch incessantly – a magnificent, powerful, sexual blonde woman with something sweet, and innocent about her. He used to wait for hours to download shitty, 10-frames-a-second clips through dial-up to watch women half as attractive as Nora take a big, black cock.

So gazing up at the beautiful woman riding his dick, Keith had an epiphany.

“Oh, God,” he groaned. “I would love to watch you get fucked by a big, black cock.”

“Really?” Nora purred; and Keith felt a gush of wetness as she said this. “Do you wish it was a big, black cock I was riding right now? That you were sitting over there in the armchair, watching me ride some well-hung black guy?”

“Oh, fuck yes,” Keith groaned. “Oh, God, I want that.”

“You want to see his big, huge black dick slide inside of me? You want me to…”

But Nora never got to finish that sentence; because even as she said it, Keith blew his load.

Throwing his head back, the slender man lost control and the next thing Nora felt was hotness and wetness flood her. She struggled to ride Keith’s coattails; but his cock was already going soft and flaccid inside her.

With a disappointed mewl, Nora slid off her husband. She lay on the carpet next to him – watching his chest rise and fall as he struggled to get his breath back.

Perhaps it was the wine. Maybe it was the pot. In any event, Nora decided she wasn’t going to go unsatisfied again.

“Keeeith,” she cooed, in that special voice she reserved for when she wanted her husband to do things he woudn’t like. “Now you’ve had yours… I need you to help me.”

Keith struggled to sit up. Rather obliviously, he murmured: “W-what?”

Nora scooted herself around until she was facing him. Then lifting her knees, she pulled back her long skirt and revealed her bare, freshly-fucked pussy.

“Please,” Nora pleaded. “Will you?”

Keith’s eyes grew wide as he stared at it – his wife’s neatly shaved, perfectly presented pussy. Her pussy lips were pink and flushed, and with a queasy stomach he saw a rivulet of his own white, creamy cum dribbling out of it.

“Please,” Nora demanded. “Kiss it?”

“B-but I just came in you,” Keith wrinkled his nose.

Nora stopped with the pleading.

“Keith,” she insisted. “I need you to kiss it. You got yours,” she scooted her ass forward, offering her cunt to him. “Now it’s time I got mine.”

So reluctantly, and a little nervously, Keith got onto his hands and knees, crawled forward and got to work.

Nora could probably count the number of times Keith had gone down on her during their two years of marriage on one hand – and even when he had, he hadn’t been very enthusiastic about it.

But today, she was taking charge.

Taking a big fistful of her husband’s hair, she guided his head between her thighs and groaned as she felt his lips finally contact hers.

At first he was just making tepid licks; like a kitten at a bowl of milk. “Lick harder,” she had to order. “Go a little higher.” She groaned loudly. “Oh, fuck yes. That’s my clit.”

And with a little bit of guidance, Nora discovered something she’d never known about her husband in all the years that they’d been married – he was pretty damn good at eating pussy.

She had to give him directions, certainly – “Oh yes, don’t stop! A little higher. Yes, there!” – but once he got into the groove, it turned out he had a long, satisfying tongue and seemed to have an instinctual understanding of how best to use it.

“Oh, God, yes,” Nora groaned, as she felt her husband teasing her towards orgasm. “Don’t stop!”

And between her legs, Keith had no intention of stopping.

Once he’d overcome his initial revulsion at delving his mouth into a pussy full of his own cum, he began to enjoy the experience. It was hot to taste Nora’s delicious, tangy pussy juices mixed with the curious, oyster-like scent of his own sperm. He felt himself grow half-hard as he got to work.

And Nora’s groans and sighs of pleasure spurred him on. Keith was only too aware of his deficiencies as a lover; and the fact that he was able to make his wife utter these sexy noises was like suddenly discovering how to ride a bicycle; flicking a switch in his head that unlocked a deep and instinctual understand of how female pleasure worked.

Keith licked, and sucked, and slurped and teased and kept on the relentless pleasure until finally, he knew Nora couldn’t stand it any longer. He winced as she grabbed a fistful of his hair, but Keith kept licking – focusing on Nora’s clit until she literally screamed and bucked her hips against him.

“I’m cumming,” Nora cried, and her pussy gushed as she ground it against her husband’s face.

Between her thighs, Keith kept licking; swallowing the gush of moisture even as a realized that the deluge probably included a pussy-full of his own cum. He eagerly swallowed it down, though, as he pleasured her.

Eventually, panting and groaning and gasping, an exhausted Nora pushed her husband away.

“It’s too much,” she gasped. “It was too good.”

Pulling his head from under her skirt, Keith emerged with his chin and lips glistening. He looked incredibly proud of himself.

And from the orgasm she’d just enjoyed, Nora thought he deserved to.

She stroked his cheek lovingly – unaware that they’d just awoken a new and exciting chapter in their love lives.


Chapter Two

Suddenly, Keith and Nora were fucking like newlyweds again.

In fact, given that neither of them had done much fucking after they’d first got married, they were probably having more sex than they were as newlyweds.

It was like they’d unlocked a door into a new and exciting erotic playground. Nora finally knew exactly what turned Keith on and, in turn, he’d discovered the technique to leave his wife as satisfied and pleasured as she left him.

Each night, they’d tear each other’s clothes off and collapse into bed. Keith would tear apart Nora’s fleshly white thighs and ram his small, but rock-hard cock home into her already wet pussy – and, in return, Nora would wrap her arms around her husband’s slender shoulders, and sink her teeth into his bony shoulder as she urged him to fuck her “harder… Faster.”

And as Keith drove her to orgasm, she’d flip the switch – knowing the words that would drive him wild.

“Oh, God,” she’d moan. “Could you imagine? If it was a big, black guy fucking me right now? If you were sitting there in the armchair watching his big, black dick sinking in and out of my pussy?”

And Keith would groan with deep, instinctual need and start fucking her harder… and faster… and deeper… until she felt the stirrings of orgasm and knew that he was on the brink too.

“Oh, God,” Keith would gasp, as he spurted deep inside his beautiful blonde wide. “Oh, I can’t keep it in any longer.”

And while Nora normally missed sharing his moment of bliss, she knew she’d get hers straight afterward – grabbing her husband’s shoulders and pushing his head down until Keith was staring at her freshly-fucked pussy and his mouth started watering.

“Oh, Keith,” Nora would gasp, as she felt his tongue get to work. “Oh, yes!” And within minutes, she’d be writhing in orgasm as her husband devoured her cum-filled pussy.

*              *              *

Four weeks after discovering her husband’s little secret, Nora raised the stakes even further.

It was one of the rare occasions in which Keith was fucking her doggy style – and for once, Nora was loving it. Her face was squished into the pillows and her big, round ass was pointed up into the air and Keith was hammering into her from behind like a man possessed.

And Nora knew why.

“Just imagine there was a big line of black guys in the doorway,” she was moaning, goading her husband to orgasm. “Imagine each one of them was going to take a turn fucking me from behind with their big, black dick. One after the other – they cum in me, and then step aside to let another well-hung guy take their place and fuck me too.”

Keith could barely contain himself.

At the mental image of his beautiful, blonde wife getting fucked by a train of black guys, he lost it almost instantly; and within seconds, was spurting into Nora’s tight, wet pussy.

“Oh, God,” her exhausted husband groaned, as his balls finally emptied. “That was amazing.” He flopped off her, collapsing onto the bed.

But Nora wasn’t satisfied. She mewled and wiggled her bottom, still stuck proudly into the air.

“Keith?” She cooed. “Can you…”

Her husband didn’t need to be told twice.

For once, Nora didn’t roll onto her back to let him go down on her. Instead, she stayed on her hands and knees and offered her upturned ass to Keith. He eagerly knelt behind her; burying his face between her cheeks and licking and sucking at her freshly-fucked pussy.

“Oh, my God,” Nora groaned, as she felt him slurp his own cum out of her cunt. “You are so good at that.”

And then a wicked thought occurred to her.

“God, imagine if it was those black guy’s cum you were eating out of me,” she moaned. “Imagine you’d just watched a whole line of them empty their balls into me and then you had to kneel behind me and eat it all out.”

At first Keith paused – processing this frankly disgusting idea. But then his limp cock twitched and his mouth watered, and he dove back between his wife’s thighs like a man possessed.

“Oh, GOD!” Nora’s eyes widened as she felt her husband’s tongue go places it had never been before. “I see you like that idea!”


Chapter Three

A crimp in their love life happened a few weeks later.

Up until then, Nora had been using an IUD to prevent pregnancy – all because she was allergic to the contraceptive pill. After spotting and cramping for a few days, she went to the doctor only to discover the IUD had given her a polyp, and she needed to have it removed.

So after their love life resumed, it was with a few small changes.

“You can’t cum in me,” Nora warned, as she and her husband made out in bed one evening. “You can either wear a condom, or pull out.”

And Keith was disappointed, obviously – he’d started to enjoy eating his cum-filled wife out after sex almost as much as the sex itself – but was willing to do whatever it took to make sure their sex life kept its momentum.

Condoms had never been a huge success with Keith – he tended to lose his erection before actually being able to get one on – so he and Nora relied on the pull out method; and for a while it seemed to work great.

That night, Keith kissed and made out with Nora while she caressed his rapidly hardening cock.

“Look at it,” she ordered, as she stroked his shaft and massaged his balls. “Can you imagine my fingers curled around a big, black cock? How much bigger it would be? How huge his balls would be?”

And Keith immediately grew hard.

He pushed Nora onto her back and climbed between her thighs, positioning himself at the entrance to her pussy. As had become the case whenever they fantasized like this, she was already wet and ready.

“Oh, yes,” Nora wrapped her arms around her husband as his cock sunk inside her. “God, can you imagine me taking a real black dick? How much it would split me apart?”

And Keith did imagine it – the thought of a huge, foot-long, veiny black dick splitting his wife’s pussy in too, and stretching her out in ways his modest cock never could. He started pounding her harder and faster as a result.

“Just imagine it,” Nora murmured in his ear, as she ground her hips up against his. “You sitting there, watching me take a huge, black dick. Watching me cum on his cock, and beg for more.”

Keith felt his balls tighten. She always knew what to say to drive him to the edge.

“How about we really do it, Keith,” Nora groaned – and Keith’s cock throbbed at the thought. This was a new arena of dirty talk. “How about I take out an ad on Craigslist or Adult Friend Finder and we actually get a big, hung black guy to fuck me.” She stroked his head and nibbled on his ear. “Would you like that?”

Keith didn’t reply – but the fact that he pulled himself from Nora’s tight, wet depths and started spurting cum all over her soft belly was proof enough.

Nora laughed, as she ran her fingers through the puddle of creamy cum all over her belly.

“You like that idea, don’t you?” She purred. And then she spread her legs wider, and shifted her hips. “Kiss it, honey,” she ordered. “Make me cum with your mouth, and we’ll talk about it more.”


Chapter Four

The next time Nora mentioned the idea of really finding a black guy to fuck her, Keith assumed it was just more dirty talk. And the time after that. But on the third occasion – after she’d ridden him to orgasm, and she’d only just managed to pull herself off him before he flooded her fertile pussy with cum – Keith started taking her seriously.

They lay in bed, his chin and mouth glistening with her pussy juices, and discussed it.

“We would have to keep it super-secret,” Nora warned. “If anybody at school found out…” She left the end of the sentence unsaid; but it was clear what the implication was.

“And he’d have to wear a condom,” Keith insisted.

“Well, of course.”

“I mean, not just for birth control. We’d choose somebody clean and drug-free, obviously – but you can’t be too careful.”

“Absolutely not.”

“And no kissing.” Keith leaned over and gave his wife an affectionate peck on the lips. “That’s for you and me only, okay?”

“Okay,” Nora looked up, eyes wide. “That’s sweet of you.”

And then Keith and Nora held hands, and turned to each other, and looked deep into each other’s eyes, and both asked at the same time: “Are we really going to do this?”

And they did.

*              *              *

His name was Winston, and he was a 27-year-old professional from a town next door.

Keith and Nora had posted ads on Craigslist, OK Cupid and Adult Friend Finder and received a deluge of replies – most of which were just dick pictures.

But Winston, who’d contacted them on OK Cupid, seemed genuine. He’d sent through a real picture – of a handsome, dark-skinned black man with a shaved head and goatee – and a response that showed he was clearly educated, articulate and sociable.

That Friday night, Nora and Keith agreed to meet him.

They arranged their rendezvous for the town next door – where they were unlikely to run into any familiar faces. There was an Applebee’s on the outskirts of town in the same parking lot as a cheap, clean motel; and that seemed like a good combination if their meeting went well.

Nora was clearly nervous as she got ready – pulling a beautiful light sun dress over her head, which she wore with no bra and a pair of white thong panties. Keith, who was dressed in a sports jacket and jeans, thought she looked beautiful; her dress hugging her curvy body so closely it accentuated every part of her gorgeous body.

They drove out in near silence – the only words exchanged were as they pulled into the Applebee’s parking lot.

“Are you sure you want to do this?” Keith asked.

Nora reached over and squeezed his hand. She looked him deep in the eyes.

“Yes,” she murmured.

As it turned out, Keith wasn’t difficult to spot. Sitting on his own in a booth, he’d already ordered himself a Bud Light, and had clearly been waiting a while. But he didn’t seem upset – and, recognizing Nora from the pictures they’d shared on OK Cupid, stood up as she approached.

“Well, hello,” Winston purred, in a deep and sexy voice. “Don’t you look gorgeous?”

And with that – before he and Keith had even shaken hands – the handsome black man put his arms on Nora’s waist, pulled her close and kissed her hard on her open mouth.

Keith watched and felt his knees grow weak. The kiss only lasted three seconds, maybe – but it clearly stunned Nora and she surrendered to this stranger’s hot mouth on hers and the wet sounding ‘smack’ as their lips parted.

Keith was so stunned he could barely murmur “hello” as Winston turned to him and shook his hand – crushing the smaller man’s paw in his own.

“Hello, hello,” Winston grinned – his lips glistening from Nora’s transferred lip gloss. “It’s great to meet you in person.”

They sat down – Winston grabbing Nora’s wrist and pulling her down into the seat beside him, while Keith awkwardly sat opposite them in the booth.

“Do you want to grab some appetizers, or something? Or get straight down to business?”

Keith’s cheeks burned red.

“I… I think we ought to get to know you a little better first.”

“Right on,” Winston nodded, “right on.” Then he turned hungrily to Nora, who was sitting meekly in the seat next to him, and reached up to squeeze her breasts through her sun dress – right in front of everybody.

“Damn, look at these.” He squeezed them hard, like he was checking the ripeness of fruit. “You’re gorgeous, baby.”

She giggled nervously, pushing his hands away. “Not in public.”

Winston turned to Keith, flashing a mouth full of big, white teeth.

“Why not in public? Damn, if I was married to a good-looking woman like this, I’d be feeling her up every chance I got; just to let people see it.”

Keith was flustered. Winston was a lot more…. Forward than he’d anticipated.

As if reading his mind, Winston took a long draught of his Bud Light and then leaned closer to Keith across the table.

“Listen,” he explained respectfully. “You both know why we’re here. We’re either going to head on over to that motel across the street, or we’re not.” The handsome black man winked. “Whether that happens or not is a decision you’d probably already made as soon as you saw me; before I’d even sat down.”

Keith’s cheeks burned. Winston was pretty much right.

“If you’ve decided to go along with this, I don’t see why we have to sit down and bullshit about it. If you’ve decided not to, then you’re more than welcome to sit down and share a plate of boneless wings with me anyway.”

Keith looked to Nora. She looked nervously back at him. For a second, the unspoken question hung in the air… Do they stay, or go?

Keith was ready to chicken out – to call it quits. But then Nora turned to Winston and answered for them.

“We’re going to do this,” she breathed.

Keith’s stomach did a flip. He wasn’t sure whether he was horrified or happy. He’d expected Nora to somehow read his mind and back out… but as much as he was dreading this, he was also relieved that after the months of build-up, something was going to happen.

“Great,” Winston beamed, and one of his big hands disappeared under the table and Nora squeaked as she felt him squeeze her thigh.

A server approached and Keith gratefully nodded that they were ready to order.

“We’ll take a double order of boneless wings,” Winston ordered, and indicated his glass. “And another Bud Light.” He turned to Nora. “What do you want, sugar?”

“I… I’ll have a glass of white wine. Pinto Grigio?”

“And for you sir?” The server turned to Keith.

“I’ll have the same,” he nodded.

“And the check,” Winston added – and Keith didn’t even think to challenge him.

As the server walked away, Winston turned and gave Nora’s right breast another squeeze through her sundress. She giggled nervously.

“Damn, she’s a beauty,” Winston purred. He turned to Keith. “You know what? You’re a lucky man.” He leaned closer to Keith, and added conspiratorially: “Man, I am going to enjoy breeding her.”

Keith’s eyes grew wide.

“B-breeding? Now wait a second…”

“Relax, man,” Winston reassured him. It’s just a turn of phrase.” He cocked his head on one side. “Man, you guys have never done this before, have you?”

Keith and Nora shared a nervous glance.

“N-no,” Nora admitted. “I mean, we’d talked about it…”

“Talked about it a lot,” Keith added

“But this is the first time we’ve done anything about it.”

Winston chuckled.

“Well, don’t y’all worry. I promise to be gentle.” He curled his arm around Nora’s shoulders and gave her squeeze. “Well, maybe not that gentle with you, sweetheart.”

Winston leaned in closer to Keith.

“I’ve got an arrangement going on with a few married couples,” he explained. “I’m their bull.”

“A ‘bull’?”

“A ‘bull’ is a guy – normally a black guy – a couple invite in to ‘breed’ the wife,” Winston continued. He noticed the nervous look on Keith’s face. “Don’t worry, brother. There’s no real ‘breeding’ involved; unless you want there to be.” When the look on Keith’s face confirmed he didn’t, Winston explained: “It basically just means to fuck her.”

“Ha,” Nora laughed nervously. “That’s good to hear. I don’t think we were looking for me to get bred.”

“I mean,” Keith added, forcing himself to sound as dominant as possible, “you’ll have to wear a condom, of course.”

Winston shrugged.

“Sure, sure – whatever makes you feel comfortable.” He stretched an arm out to put around Nora’s shoulders. “I’m all about making you guys feel comfortable. No pressure, right?”

“Okay, okay,” Keith nodded – and just at that second, the server arrived with their drinks, and he gratefully accepted his white wine and swallowed down two long draughts.

Winston grabbed his beer and emptied it.

“Well, listen – I think you’re wife’s a stone cold fox,” he purred to Keith. “In fact, she might want to see what affect she’s had one me.” And with that, Winston grabbed one of Nora’s slender wrists and pulled her hand under the table.

Keith watched, eyes wide, as the handsome black man placed Nora’s hand on his thigh. He maneuvered her hand up and down.

“Feel that?” Winston purred, and Nora’s eyes grew wide. “It’s been like that ever since I laid eyes on you.”

The beautiful blonde turned to her husband.

“He just put my hand on his cock,” she breathed. “I can feel it through his pants. It’s huge.”

Keith felt queasy all of a sudden – but he also realized his own cock was getting hard at the thought.

“It’s going to get a lot bigger,” Winston promised, and gently moved her wrist so her hand was clearly stroking up and down his inner thigh. “Just feel that.”

Nora giggled, and turned to Keith.

“It’s getting harder,” she gasped. “Oh my God, I can’t wait to see it.”

Now it was Winston’s chance to laugh.

“All in good time, Sweetheart.” He pulled her hand away. “Now before our wings come, how about you let me return the favor.”

Nora looked to Keith for approval, and her husband reluctantly nodded.

With that unspoken consent, Winston reached between Nora’s thighs; and she gasped as they ran up under her dress and along her bare, inner thigh.

“Mmmmm,” Winston was staring into Keith’s eyes as he spoke. “You’re wife’s thighs are so soft.”

Keith’s mouth was dry. He reached for a swig of wine.

As he watched, Winston’s hand finally reached the spot at the center of Nora’s thighs, and she squeaked as they pressed against the hot, damp gusset of her thong panties.

“Damn,” Winston grinned. “She’s wet.” He then turned to Nora, and knowing her husband was intently watching, leaned over to kiss her wetly on the mouth.

Nora turned her head and surrendered to the kiss, moaning loudly enough for patrons in the booths next door to glance over disapprovingly in their direction.

Keith watched, feeling queasy. He thought they’d agreed on a ‘no kissing’ rule, and yet here was a virtual stranger, making out with his wife in a crowded restaurant, while he was feeling her up under the table.

Eventually, their lips parted. Nora looked flushed.

“The wings are nearly here,” Winston purred, his face inches away from hers. “But before they get here, you need to lose those panties.”

“W-what?” Nora and Keith gasped, practically in unison.

Winston turned, flashing his big, white teeth.

“You heard me,” he told them. “Just lift up that big, beautiful booty of yours for a moment and slip ‘em off.” He glanced over his shoulder. “But be quick, because I think the server’s coming.”

Nora’s cheeks were pink. She looked desperately over at Keith, but her husband was sitting there looking almost as flustered as she was.

“C’mon,” Winston urged – and at the urgent sound of his voice, Nora obeyed. She lifted herself up, off the seat for a moment, and pulled up the sides of her dress so she could hook her thumbs into the waistband of her thong.

A couple at the table opposite caught this – and saw a flash of Nora’s beautiful, bare thighs. They whispered disapprovingly to each other.

But Nora hadn’t noticed. She simply pulled down the waistband of her panties, until they slid over the curves of her ass and hips and down her bare thighs.

A moment later, she was pulling them over her knees, then stepping out of them under the booth table.

Finally, cheeks pink, she bundled them up into her hand and offered them to Winston.

The handsome black man grinned, and eagerly accepted them.

Then, to Keith and Nora’s intense embarrassment, he unbundled them, and stretched them out in front of everybody to see, and took a deep, loud sniff right from the crotch.

“God-damn,” he growled. “You smell so fucking good.”

To Keith, it was like every pair of eyes in the restaurant was on them – parents shielding the eyes of their kids, and couples whispering in hushed and horrified tones to each other.

Fortunately, Winston had tucked the panties into his pocket by the time the waitress came with their order of boneless wings. She laid it down on the table and Winston ordered: “I’ll take another beer and the check, please.” He jerked his thumb towards Keith. “He gets the check. I get the beer.”

As the waitress left, Winston reached for a wing, dipped it in ranch dressing and sucked it clean.

“Aren’t you guys going to eat?” He asked, as he popped the entire boneless wing into his mouth and chewed it. When Keith and Nora failed to respond, he shrugged.

Then, fingers still glistening, he moved his hand under the table and Nora gasped as she felt it slide between her legs.

“So I reckon we finished up here,” Winston continued calmly, using his other hand to pick up a second wing, “and head on over to the motel and continue things there. What do you say?”

“Uuuuuugh,” Nora replied, her slender fingers gripping the edge of the table. She bit her bottom lip and tried to stifle a moan.

“Oh, yeah,” Winston added, almost nonchalantly. “After I’ve made your wife cum right here, in front of everybody.” And Keith saw his arm flex as his fingers worked beneath the table.

Nora was groaning now, as Winston’s hand slid between her thighs and his fingers parted the lips of her now naked pussy. She was already moist, from feeling his big, hard cock through his pants, and his fingers moved frictionlessly against her clit.

“Oh, man,” Winston leaned in towards Keith and breath: “Your wife is as slick as an eel.” He winked. “I’ve got two fingers inside her right now.”

“Uuuuuuugh,” Nora groaned, closing her eyes and gripping the table so hard her knuckles turned white.

“I’ve got my thumb circling her clit,” Winston continued, murmuring to Nora’s silent and stunned husband. “It’s big and hard; like a little bullet.”

“Oooooh,” Nora threw back her head. She rammed one of her fists into her mouth to try and control herself. “Oh, God.”

“Oh, yeah,” Winston nodded. “This little lady’s all fired up. I reckon I’m going to have her leave a nice little wet spot on the seat when she’s done.” The black man winked at Keith. “You better leave a big tip. Some poor bastard’s going to have to wipe that up.”

Nora suddenly lifted herself up a little, and Keith could see her wiggling her hips; grinding herself against Winston’s hand. Keith’s cheeks flushed. She was making a scene. Nobody had said anything yet, but from the way people were looking, it was pretty obvious what was going on.

“Are you going to cum for me, you little whore?” Winston breathed hotly into Nora’s ear.

“Y-yes,” she groaned. “Oh, fuck, yes.”

Keith gripped the edge of the table. This was excruciating. It wasn’t just the humiliation of seeing a virtual stranger finger his wife to orgasm in the middle of a public restaurant. It was also the fact that he’d just called his beloved wife a “whore” and instead of being offended, she’d seemed to like it.

“Man, I’ve got three fingers up in her now,” Winston boasted to Keith. “Damn, that’s almost as big as my cock will be. I’m looking forward to being with a woman who can handle that much.”

Winston leaned in towards Nora, murmuring hotly in her ear: “You ready to take my big cock, you little slut?”

“Y-yes,” Nora gasped. “I want it.”

Winston then turned to Keith.

“You ready to see my fuck your woman, white boy? You ready to see her cum on a big, black dick?”

Keith’s mouth was so dry he could barely talk.

“Y-yes,” he croaked.

“Good,” Winston nodded, and he turned back to Nora. “Now cum for me, sweetheart.”

And with that, he adjusted his hand a little and she cried out – letting go of the edge of the table and clamping on hand over her mouth to stifle her cries.

“I just stuck my pinkie in her tight little ass,” Winston explained. “She loves it, the slut.”

“Ohhh,” Nora gasped, bouncing up and down on Winston’s hand in the little booth. “Oh God, oh God, oh God…” And then she cried out and arched her back. “Oh, fuck!”

And there was no doubt – she was cumming.

“Fuck, yeah,” Winston nodded. “She just flooded my hand, man.” And he kept working his hand under the table as he said it; making her writhe and moan and sigh even more intensely.

Eventually, Nora came floating back down to earth – and as she stopped groaning and opened her eyes, Winston pulled his hand out from between her thighs. You could almost hear a wet schlurp as he did so, and Nora groaned in disappointment.

“Here,” Winston lifted his hand up. His three middle fingers were glistening with wetness. He offered them to Keith across the table. “Suck them clean.”

Keith sat back.

“W-what?”

“You heard me,” Winston demanded, offering his fingers again. “Quit making a scene and suck your wife’s juices off my fucking fingers.”

And as disgusted by the thought as he was, Keith realized they were making a scene – and that other customers in the Applebee’s were watching with disgusted curiosity as this handsome black man offered his glistening fingers to the skinny white guy.

So swallowing his disgust, Keith leaned forward and opened his mouth.

Winston’s fingers were rough and calloused, and Keith could barely fit all three of them in his mouth at once. As soon as he did, his taste buds were overwhelmed by the tangy, familiar taste of his wife’s pussy – only this time, the taste seemed stronger, and more concentrated.

It made his head swim and his cock throb.

“Oh, yeah,” Winston grinned, as he felt the suction of Keith’s mouth on his fingers. “Suck them good, boy. I might have something else for you to suck, if you do a good job.”

Once every smear of Nora’s pussy juices were sucked clean, Keith pulled his head back.

“That wasn’t part of the agreement,” he gasped.

“Relax, white boy,” Winston grinned. “I’m not gonna make you two do anything you don’t want to do.” He jerked his thumb towards the black folder than contained the check. “Now settle up and let’s blow this joint.”


Chapter Five

It was just a short walk from Applebee’s to the motel, and Winston led the way – walking ahead of Keith and Nora with a cocky gait to his step.

Nora was giddy. She wrapped her arm in Keith’s and leaned her head on his shoulder.

“Oh my God,” she gasped, as they watched Winston march ahead of them through the parking lot. “I can’t believe we’re doing this.” And then she paused, yanking her husband to a halt. She span him around, looking deep into his eyes. “You’re okay with all this?”

And Keith wasn’t. He truly wasn’t. He’d just watched a stranger finger his wife to orgasm in the middle of a crowded Applebee’s. He had been so looking forward to this experience – obsessed with the idea of Nora with a well-hung black man – but now it was actually happening he felt deeply, terrifyingly out of control.

The irony wasn’t lost on him – the fact that this was his fantasy, that he’d been the one who’d pushed for this. That if it wasn’t for him, he wouldn’t be feeling so wretched, so worthless, so…

Nora reached up on her tiptoes and pressed her lips hard against Keith’s – and then, to his amazement, he felt her invade his mouth with her tongue.

His head swam. He could taste Winston on her lips.

The thought grossed him out – but at the same time, his cock swelled at the thought of his wife being so into this – being so turned on.

“I-I’m okay with all this,” he stammered, as their lips parted.

Nora giggled, and kissed him again – just a light peck this time. And then she held Keith’s hand and practically skipped alongside him, as they followed Winston through the dark parking lot.

As they stepped between parked cars, at the divider between the Applebee’s lot and the start of the motel parking, Winston raised his hand and they came to a stop.

“Hey,” the handsome black man demanded, turning to face the couple. “Sweetheart. Get the beautiful ass over here.”

Nora squeezed Keith’s hand. She turned to him and looked up expectantly. Keith nodded, as if giving his permission for whatever happened next.

Fingers slipping from Keith’s grip, Nora stepped between the parked cars and stood in front of Winston. Even though she was a big girl, it was amazing how much the tall black man towered over her.

“So, sweetheart – you got a tease of what you’re going to be getting earlier,” he grabbed her wrist as he said this, and placed Nora’s hand on the crotch of his pants. “You want to see it?”

“W-what?” Nora’s eyes widened.

Winston started moving her hand up and down, until Nora got wise to what he was making her do and started rubbing his crotch herself; stroking the growing bulge behind the zipper.

“Get on your knees,” Winston ordered.

Nora didn’t look to Keith for permission this time. She simply dropped to her haunches in the parking lot – knees spread wide, so it was clear to anybody walking past that she wasn’t wearing any panties – and looked up expectantly at the handsome black man.

Winston peered down at her – at Nora’s pretty face, and the perfect view between her big breasts from that angle. He smiled, and started to unbuckle his pants.

Keith stood just a few feet away and the air caught in his throat.

As he watched, Winston unbuckled his pants, reached inside and wrestled out a thick, long, meaty cock.

It was half-hard, but intimidating nevertheless. The best part of a foot of heavy, brown cock – as thick and wide as a Coke can.

Winston glanced back and forth across the lot, making sure nobody could see them. Then he looked down at Nora, curled his lips into a huge smile and ordered: “Suck it.”

Nora gasped.

Inches from her face was the biggest cock she’d ever seen – and that included in the black-on-white porn clips that she and Keith had watched together on the Internet.

Nervously, she reached forward and her slender fingers curled around Winston’s heavy, half-hard shaft.

She giggled. “It’s so hot.” And it was. His cock was like a furnace; and radiating a musk that made her pussy quiver.

Giving Keith a quick glance for reassurance – and seeing him standing there, stunned, instead – Nora gently started stroking Winston’s shaft.

With one hand, she pulled back his foreskin and a huge, angry purple cockhead emerged. With her other hand, she reached into his pants and dug out his two, heavy, egg-sized balls.

“Oh my God,” Nora moaned. “It’s huge.”

Winston smiled proudly as he looked down at the beautiful wife, kneeling in front of him.

“Suck it,” he ordered for a second time – and she did.

Now his shaft was almost at full hardness, Nora opened up her mouth and wrapped her lips around the swollen head of Winston’s cock. She could barely fit it in her mouth, and her head swam as she breathed in the musky, masculine scent of his crotch.

Just a few feet away, Keith watched with almost painful intensity.

While oral sex was an almost daily part of their sex life, it was almost always Nora on the receiving end. In fact, now he thought about it, she’d given him maybe three or four blowjobs in his life; and none to completion.

And now here she was – his beautiful, sweet, school-teacher wife – on her knees, struggling to engulf a stranger’s cock in her mouth.

Keith had never been more conflicted in his life. He felt wretched. Disgusted. But his own modestly-sized cock was rock hard inside his pants.

“Oh, fuuuuuck,” Winston groaned, as Nora managed to swallow a good three inches of his shaft. “That’s so fucking good.” Her tongue was now swirling around the head of his cock, exploring each ridge and crease. “Oh, keep that up you gorgeous slut.”

And Nora moaned when she heard him call her a slut. She exhaled a hot, lungful of air through her nose and started to bob her head; determined to prove her cock-sucking abilities to this well-hung stranger.

As she worked, Keith suddenly heard voices. He wheeled around, and saw a group of young men and women unlocking their car, just a few vehicles down from where they were standing.

All of them were looking in Nora’s direction. The three guys and two girls had a clear view of what was going on, and were nudging each other and whispering as they watched.

“Fuck, is she doing what I think she’s doing?”

“Fucking hell!”

“What a slut!”

Keith’s cheeks burned. He turned back to his wife and watched her work; apparently oblivious to the strangers watching her suck.

Eventually they clambered into their car and drove off; and as their headlights swept past them – illuminating Nora, on her knees, as if it was daylight – Winston grabbed a fistful of blonde hair and pulled Nora’s mouth forcefully off his straining, rock-hard cock.

Grabbing the base of it, Winston thwacked Nora in the cheek – leaving a smear of saliva and pre-cum across her pretty cheek.

“You better stop, girl,” he warned, struggling to tuck his erection back into his pants. “If you keep that up much longer, I’m going to cum down your throat.”

“Mmmmm,” Nora licked her lips.

“I’ve got plans for you yet, girl,” Winston chuckled. “Now get up and follow me.”

Zipping up his pants, Winston strode off – leaving Nora to wipe her lips with the back of her hand and struggle to her feet. Keith stepped forward and helped her, glaring at the broad, muscular back of Winston as he marched off ahead of them.

“Oh wow,” Nora moaned, swooning into her husband’s arms. “Did you see the size of that?”

And then she kissed him.

Keith’s eyes grew wide as he felt his wife’s bruised lips press against his, and suddenly felt his nostrils filled with the second-hand funk of Winston’s musky scent. He was literally tasting the handsome black man’s cock; on his own wife’s lips.

“C’mon,” she begged, pulling her lips from his and tugging his hand. “Let’s go.”

Reluctantly, Keith followed Nora as she chased after her black lover.

 Chapter Six

There was a short delay at the motel, as Keith forked over his credit card and they booked a room.

Keith had no doubt that the fifty-year-old man behind the counter knew exactly what was going on. One look at Nora’s smeared lipstick and flushed expression was suspicious enough; and the horny-looking black guy hovering over her shoulder probably confirmed that something sordid, sexual and scandalous was going on.

“Number 425,” the motel owner sneered, leering at Nora. “Up the stairs and on the right.”

He watched the three of them leave the check-in office; eyes glued to Nora’s backside as she walked away.

Winston took Nora’s hand and led her up the stairs, with Keith following sheepishly behind. They walked down the walkway overlooking the parking lot, until they reached 425 and Keith swiped the key-card to open the door.

“D’you want me to carry you over the threshold?” Winston laughed – and before Nora could respond, he literally scooped her up, and carried the beautiful blonde into the motel room.

It was a pretty typical motel room – faded wallpaper, and ratty carpet, and two queen sized beds lined up next to each other covered in comforters that were clearly purchased in the nineties.

Winston dumped Nora unceremoniously onto one of the beds and laughed as she bounced up and down for a second; legs flopping open and giving both Winston and a husband a perfect view of her bare pussy.

Blushing, Nora yanked down her dress and covered herself up – but by then Winston had already turned to Keith and demanded: “Yo! Close the door!”

A moment later, he was opening the minibar and helping himself to a cold bottle of Amstel.

“Well, hey,” Keith interrupted, as he bolted the door. “I’m not sure I budgeted for the…”

There was a ‘psssst!’ as Winston opened the bottle. He took a long draught.

“Okay, white boy,” he grinned at Keith, flashing those big, white teeth of his. “We’re here now. This is what you were waiting for. So grab yourself a drink from the mini bar, sit your ass down over there,” he pointed towards the armchair in the corner, “and enjoy the show.”

And then, draining the bottle, Winston turned to Nora.

Keith’s beautiful wife was sitting up on the bed, trying to cover herself with the bottom of her dress. It didn’t do much good. Winston sat down on the corner of the bed opposite her, pulled the beautiful blonde into an embrace and pressed his lips hard against hers. As he did so, he hooked his thumbs into the spaghetti straps of her dress, and yanked them down.

Nora’s big, pale breasts flopped out.

“Fuuuuck,” Winston breathed as he gazed at them. “Those are some beautiful titties.”

And then he bent his head and began to kiss them.

The slurp of Winston’s lips and tongue on Nora’s nipples and breasts echoed around the room. Then Keith heard the sound of her breathing, deep and ragged. He quickly grabbed himself a bottle of Heineken from the fridge – more because Winston had ordered him to, than him actually wanting to drink – and scurried on over to the armchair across the room.

“Oooooh,” Nora was moaning. As Keith settled into his chair, he looked up to see her stroking the back of Winston’s bald head as he kissed and sucked at her breasts. “Oh, baby…”

Winston leaned forward, and pushed Nora onto her back on the bed. Then he was on top of her; moving his mouth from her bare breasts to her wet and open mouth, and kissing her passionately.

Keith gripped the sides of the chair as he watched this. They’d agreed on no kissing, he fumed. But Nora was apparently too caught up in the moment to worry about that – and to Keith’s shame, he was too timid to stand up and say anything.

On the bed, Winston kissed Nora passionately; invading her mouth with his tongue. He propped himself up on one elbow, and with his other hand reached down and under the hem of her dress. A moment later Nora groaned and arched her back as Winston’s fingers found her pussy.

“Mmmm,” Winston purred, pulling him mouth away from Nora’s for a moment. “You’re fucking drenched, baby.” He then lifted up the hem of her dress, to expose her pussy.

Keith leaned forward in his seat, watching as Winston’s big, thick fingers parted his wife’s thighs and slipped between the bare folds of her wet and wanton pussy.

“Mmmmmm,” Nora groaned into Winston’s mouth, as she felt herself filled with his fingers. “Oh, God.” Her back arched, and she started grinding her hips against his hand. Winston started fucking her with his fingers as she did so, and Nora reached up to cling to the big man’s shoulders as she humped his hand.

“Easy, sweetheart,” Winston purred, “I’ve got to taste that thing. They next time you’re going to cum, it’s going to be on my tongue.”

Mewling in disappointment, Nora flopped onto her back on the bed. Winston stood up, and straddled her. Grabbing the material of her dress – already pulled down and hiked up around her waist – he wrenched it down over her hips and then threw it triumphantly across the room towards Keith.

Nora lay on the bed, absolutely naked.

“Sit up,” Winston ordered, and Nora did was she was told.

Sitting up on the bed, she reached forward and started helping Winston with his clothes – unbuttoning his shirt to reveal a muscular, meaty chest and broad shoulders. She pulled his shirt down around his waist and Winston tossed it aside.

Then Nora’s hands fell to the buckle of Winston’s pants, and she wrenched it open.

On the armchair, watching intently, Keith felt his mouth go dry.

He watched with a mixture of horror and arousal as Nora popped open the button of Winston’s pants and then tore the fly open – yanking his pants and boxer shorts down around his thighs as she did so.

Sproing! Winston’s massive erection bounced free of the confines of his boxer shorts, and slapped Nora hotly across the face. She giggled.

Together, she and Winston pulled down his pants, until they crumpled around his ankles and the big, black man could kick them aside.

And then he was as naked as Keith’s wife was.

Keith gasped as she saw Winston’s body – stocky and powerful, like a bulldog. His skin was the darkest shade of brown; and Nora’s hands were a glaring contrast as she ran them around Winston’s waist and then slid them down to cup his firm, muscular buttocks.

Using his tight, taut ass as leverage, Nora opened her mouth and engulfed the head of Winston’s straining cock. The handsome black man groaned as he felt her lips wrap around his swollen dick, and her tongue start swirling around his cockhead.

“Oh, fuuuck,” he groaned, grabbing a fistful of Nora’s hair and using it to move her head rhythmically up and down, forcing his cock deeply in and out of her hot, sucking mouth. “That feels so good.”

Nora tried to respond, but all that came out of her fully-stuffed mouth was an appreciative sounding “mmmmpgh!” Saliva run down her chin, dripping down onto her heavy, pale breasts.

Sitting in the armchair on the opposite side of the room, Keith thought his head might explode.

He was suddenly getting into this.

All the doubt, and shame, and that nagging feeling of a lack-of-control began to fade as he watched his gorgeous, blonde wife worship another man’s cock.

It was like something out of the hottest porn clips he’d ever watched, except it was happening right in front of him. His wife was licking and slurping a huge, black cock – her lips stretched wide, and her nostrils flaring as she struggled to breath.

Without even thinking about it, Keith reached down and unbuckled his own pants. He wrestled his already-hard cock from his underpants and started stroking it; luxuriating in the sensation.

Standing in front of the bed, Winston turned his head and saw Keith frantically jerking away. A broad smile stretched across his face.

“Attaboy,” he grinned. And then he looked down to Nora. “Let’s give your hubby a real show, sweetheart.”

With a fistful of her hair, Winston pulled Nora’s head back – pulling her mouth off his straining cock and leaving her spluttering for air. Then he dropped to his knees – and, head level with hers, kissed the beautiful blonde on her wet, pussy lips.

“Lie back, baby,” he ordered.

Nora’s lips curled, and she lay back luxuriously on the bed. A moment later, she felt Winston’s big, rough hands spread her thighs and then his hot breath against her wet and quivering pussy.

“Oh, God,” she moaned, as his lips met her lower lips. “Oh, fuuuuck!”

Nora reached down and grabbed Winston’s bald head in both her hands, pulling his face even deeper between her thighs. She arched her back as his tongue started circling her clit, and cried out in pleasure.

“Oh, yes,” Nora gasped. “Oh, God, yes!”

Keith watched intently, hand stroking his erection. It was an amazing sight, watching this big, muscular black man pinning his wife to the bed, and devouring her cunt. Her thighs blocked the view, but Keith could perfectly visualize Winston’s big, rough tongue lapping at his wife’s eager pussy – teasing and tormenting her.

The only thing to make Keith pause was when Winston’s head reared up from between Nora’s thighs and the handsome black man turned to her husband, his chin and mouth glistening with her juices.

“Your wife tastes delicious,” Winston growled. “Like a ripe, juicy peach.”

And then his head disappeared between her legs again, and Nora let out a high-pitched squeal of pleasure.

Keith watched for a few more seconds, and then he let go of his straining hardon for a second, so he could pull down his pants around his thighs, and get easier access to pleasure himself. Fingers wrapped around the shaft of his cock, he stroked himself as he watched his wife writhe in pleasure on the bed.

“Oh, God,” she was moaning now. “Oh, I’m going to cum. Don’t stop! Right there! Keep doing that! I’m going to…!”

Nora screamed. She arched her back and flopped on the bed like a fish out of water. Winston practically had to hold her down, pinning her to the bed with his big, strong hands as he buried his face between her legs and licked her to orgasm.

She climaxed powerfully, arms flailing, eyes rolling up into her head. She wrapped her thighs around Winston’s head and crushed him; forcing him to keep pleasuring her with his tongue.

Keith watched, stroking himself desperately. For a moment, he was worried Nora would snap Winston’s neck with the force of her powerful thighs. Then he grew concerned that the handsome black man would suffocate, with his nose and mouth buried between his wife’s legs.

But somehow, Winston soldiered on through – and a few moments later, Nora unclenched her legs and flopped back on the bed; gasping and shuddering in post-orgasmic bliss.

“Oh, God,” she gasped, chest heaving. “Oh, that way amazing.”

“Well,” purred Winston, as he crawled onto the bed and positioned himself between her thighs. “Just wait until you get a load of this.” And with that, he grabbed the base of his enormous cock and positioned it at the quivering lips of Nora’s pussy.

Keith’s eyes grew wide. For a second, it looked like Nora was just going to wrap her arms around this handsome black man’s shoulders and let him slide inside her, bareback.

“W-wait!” He stammered, stumbling to his feet with his pants around his ankles. “Y-you’re not wearing a condom!” Keith stood there, with his little cock poking out from beneath his shirt, and pointed at Winston’s harder, bigger shaft; naked and glistening with Nora’s saliva.

Winston turned his head and shot Keith a furious look.

“Are you fucking serious?” he demanded.

“Y-yes,” Keith insisted. “We agreed on using a condom.”

Nora wasn’t helping. She lay beneath Winston and started grinding her pussy against his thigh. “Ooooh,” she moaned in frustration. “Hurry up. I need it.”

Winston snarled: “Well, white boy – d’you have any condoms?”

Keith was flustered.

“Uh, wait… Yes. I have some right here.” He bent down, struggling to reach into the pockets of the pants that were wrapped around his ankles. “I bought a packet on the way…”

Then, triumphantly, Keith straightened up and held out a packet of three.

“Well, bring ‘em here,” Winston snapped. “Hurry up. Your lady is getting impatient.”

And she was. Nora was using one hand to squeeze her right breast, and the other was curled around Winston’s impressive shaft; stroking it and practically pulling it towards her moist and eager pussy.

Keith frantically tore open the box and offered one of the foil-encased condoms to Winston.

“Fuck, man – can’t you see I’m a little preoccupied?”  He was using both hands to prop himself up; positioned right at the entrance to Nora’s pussy.

Keith blinked. What did Winston expect him to do? Nervously, he tore open the foil wrapper and pulled out the slimy latex disk inside.

“C’mon,” Winston demanded. “Get it on me.”

“W-wait,” Keith stammered. “You want me to put on you?”

“Yeah, and hurry up,” Winston groaned, as Nora writhed and mewed beneath him.

Keith’s cheeks burned.  Nervously, he kicked aside his pants and, naked from the waist down, got onto his knees beside the bed.

His head swam. He was inches away from his naked, moaning wife and this handsome, well-hung black man. The smell of sex was overpowering. The heat radiated from their naked bodies like standing in front of an open oven.

Keith’s trembling hands reached to grab Winston’s cock. He gasped. It was huge.

This was the first time Keith had ever touched another man’s penis before, and he didn’t know how he felt about it. It was hard, and hot, and throbbing and veiny; and Keith’s mouth felt dry as he struggled to wrap the condom around it.

“What’s taking you so long, white boy?” Winston growled. “Ain’t you never put a condom on before?”

Keith was struggling. It was like trying to squeeze toothpaste back into the tube. As he eventually managed to roll the condom down over Winston’s impressive cockhead, the rubbery latex snapped almost immediately.

“It’s n-not working,” Keith stammered. “It’s too big.”

With trembling fingers, he tore open a second foil packet, and tried to unroll the condom. This time it slipped out of his hand and slid under the bed.

“Dammit,” rolling his eyes, Winston struggled until he was sitting up on the bed. “Hand me one of those.”

Keith nervously tore open the foil packet and handed the big black man the last condom.

Biting his lip, Winston struggled to roll the condom down over his impressive shaft.

“Dammit, what size did you get? Extra small?”

Keith’s cheeks burned. These were the brand he and Nora used, on the few occasions he’d successfully been able to put a condom on without losing wood. They’d been nice and roomy on his modest cock.

“There!” Winston grinned triumphantly. “It’s on.”

Keith and Nora peered at Winston’s shaft.

The pale, pearlescent condom was stretched practically to breaking point – and it was rolled down barely a third of the way down Winston’s enormous cock. In fact, it resembled one of those magic wands the magicians at kid’s parties have – long, black shafts with white tips at the end.

And even as the three of them stared at it, the sheer force of stretching over Winston’s enormous shaft caused the condom to tear at it’s widest point; shearing the rubbery latex and exposing the veiny brown skin beneath.

With a snarl, Winston pulled it off.

“This ain’t working,” he snapped.

Keith held up the empty packet. “That’s all there was…”

The handsome black man peered down at the stammering husband. “So, now what?”

Nora had the answer to that:

“Oh, please,” she begged, squirming on the bed. “I need to feel it inside me. Just for a little bit.”

Winston grinned.

“You hear your lady?” He growled. “You want her disappointed?” He started stroking his shaft, bringing his massive cock back to full and throbbing erection after the distraction of trying to wrangle a condom on. “C’mon. We didn’t go through all of this just to back out now.”

Keith went pale. He looked at Nora, who’s pupils were dilated with need.

“O-okay,” her husband nodded. “But just a couple of minutes, okay. And you’ve got to pull out, okay?” He looked up intently at Winston. “You have to, okay?”

Winston shrugged. “I’ll cum all over those pretty titties of hers,” he promised. Then he snatched Keith’s wrist and pulled him forward. “Here,” he ordered, placing the husband’s trembling hand on his huge dick. “Help me line it up.”

Keith nearly swooned, but he did as he was told.

Kneeling down beside the bed, he helped aim Winston’s enormous cock as the big black man slid back between Nora’s splayed thighs. Keith maneuvered his cock until the swollen head was pressed against Nora’s dewy, pink pussy lips.

“Mmmmmm,” his wife groaned, lifting her hips to give Winston easier access. “Oh, God. I can feel it.”

Winston nudged his hips forward. Keith pulled his hand away.

From just inches away, Keith watched as the enormous, throbbing head of Winston’s cock pressed against his wife’s wetness. The slick folds of her pussy blossomed like a flower, and as Winston thrust his hips forward, her hungry cunt accepted each inch of his straining shaft.

“Oh, fuuuuck,” Nora groaned, arching her back as Winston filled her. “Oh, my God. It’s so big.”

She reached up and wrapped her pale arms around Winston’s muscular brown shoulders. Then she curled her legs around his, and entwined her body with his.

“Oh my God, this is the best feeling ever,” Nora groaned. She turned her head and gazed into Keith’s eyes, as he crouched just a few feet away. “I’ve never felt this full in my life.”

Winston grabbed a fistful of Nora’s hair and wrenched her head back, until she was looking directly at him. Then he kissed her, hard on the mouth. At the same time, he pulled her hair back; arching her back.

“Mmmmmmgh!” Nora moaned, as the position gave Winston the leverage he needed to slide the last few inches of his cock inside the beautiful blonde housewife.

“Oh, fuck,” Winston grinned, as he began thrusting. “You’ve taken it all. Balls deep, baby.” He kissed Nora wetly on the mouth. “I’ve never met a white girl able to take all of me before.”

“Uggh,” Nora groaned unintelligibly. She sunk her teeth into Winston’s shoulder and curled her legs around his hips more tightly; accepting each and every one of his thrusts. “Oh, God, yes.”

Keith shuffled back, and sat on the edge of the bed opposite. Watching his beautiful wife getting fucked was an amazing sight – like something straight out of one of the porn clips he loved. The sight of that impossibly huge cock sliding in and out of his wife’s glistening pussy was making his own cock swell again. Without even thinking about it, Keith started stroking himself.

The bedsprings were creaking down, as Winston got into rhythm. He hefted himself up, and hooked his elbows under Nora’s knees to practically fold the beautiful blonde in half beneath him.

“Oh, God,” she groaned, as the new position allowed her big, black lover to sink even deeper inside of her.

There was a slapping noise as their bodies pounded together, and Nora’s moans and groans of pleasure were almost musical. “Oh, fuck,” she groaned. “I think you’re going to make me cum.”

Keith jerked himself off as he watched; entranced by the sight of Winston’s huge, bareback cock stretching his wife’s pussy wide. It was like watching a well-oiled, glistening piston pumping in and out of a machine; hypnotic and entrancing.

“Oh, yes,” Nora suddenly groaned, wrapping her arms tightly around Winston’s shoulders. “That’s it. That’s the spot. Keep going! Harder! Faster!”

At first, Winston obliged – hammering his hips against hers, and fucking her fast and deep. But then, as sweat beaded on his brow, the handsome black man gasped: “I gotta stop.”

“Nooooo,” Nora insisted. “Just a little bit more.”

“Oh, fuck,” Winston groaned, as he continued to fuck her. “I’m getting close.” The bedsprings creaked. The headboard banged against the wall. “I can’t hold out much longer.”

“Just a little more,” Nora begged. “Oh, fuck, I’m so close.”

And then Winston tried to back away, but Nora wouldn’t let him.

She batted his arms away from her legs, and wrapped them tightly around his waist. Then she began humping her hips up against him; grinding her clit against Winston’s bony hips and working his cock as deeply inside her as she could get it.

“Jesus,” Winston buried his face in Nora’s beautiful breasts, and gasped for air. “Oh, fuck…”

“I’m cumming,” Nora groaned. “Oh, God, yes!”

“Fuck, me too,” Winston groaned, and then he thrust his hips forward and buried himself as deeply inside Nora as he could. “Oh, God, I can’t stop it!”

On the other bed, Keith stopped jerking himself off the moment he heard Winston groan. His eyes grew wide. He watched with mounting horror as the well-hung black man sunk himself balls deep into his wife and groaned in release.

“Oh, Christ,” Nora was writhing on the bed beneath him. “Oh God, I can feel it.” She shuddered, and squealed, and tightened her legs around Winston’s waist to force him deeper inside of her.

Keith felt paralyzed. A moment earlier, he’d been stroking himself to the point of climax. Now he was watching a big, black stranger spurt deeply into his wife’s fertile, unprotected pussy – and from her moans and groans, it was clear Nora’s orgasm was fueled by the sensation of her cunt being filled with Winston’s seed.

“Oh fuuuck,” she cried. “That’s so good.”

The two lovers lay coupled for a few moments, as they both rode the coattails of their simultaneous orgasm. Nora was gasping for air, stroking Winston’s head as he buried his face in between her heaving breasts. His broad shoulders moved up and down, as he filled his lungs with air.

Eventually, the big, black man peeled his sticky, sweaty body from hers and rolled off her.

Nora lay flattened on the bed, her body glistening with sweat. Her thighs splayed open obscenely.

Sitting up, still woozy from her orgasm, the beautiful blonde dipped her fingers inside her quivering, freshly fucked pussy. Keith watched as they came away, glistening – dragging with them strands of pearlescent cum.

“Oh, shit,” she gasped. “Oh, fuck. You really did cum in me.”

Winston struggled to sit up.

“I couldn’t help it,” he shrugged casually. “I warned you I was going to cum, and you wrapped your legs around me.”

“Oh, fuck!” Nora’s eyes grew wide. She turned desperately to her husband, who was sitting meekly on the other bed with his hard little cock poking out from beneath his shirt. “Oh, shit, Keith! What do we do?”

“Woah, woah,” Winston stroked a stray waft of blonde hair out of Nora’s eyes. “It’s okay, honey. I got tested last week. I’m clean. I’m really careful about the couples I play with.”

“No, you don’t understand,” Nora wailed. “It’s not that. I’m not on the pill.” She peered down between her legs, at the dribble of cum running down between her thighs. “Oh my God, you came so much.”

Winston smirked; kind of proud to hear it.

But Nora was ignoring him.

Instead, she looked up at her husband.

“Keith,” she murmured, looking deeply into her husband’s eyes. “Keith, you remember what you used to do when you came in me?”

Her husband’s eyes grew wide. He knew exactly what she meant.

“Keith, you’ve got to get it out of me, baby.” She swiveled around on the bed, and spread her thighs wide; offering up her freshly-fucked pussy to her husband. “Please, baby. I don’t want to get pregnant.”

Keith’s mouth was dry – until he started looking at Nora’s glistening, quivering pussy.

“Oh, but God,” he stammered. “I-I can’t. That’s…. That’s not even my cum.”

But even as he said it, his mouth started watering. He remembered all those times he’d exploded inside of his beautiful wife, and then licked her to orgasm afterward. Was this really that much different?

“Please, baby,” Nora begged. “You’ve got to. For us.”

So as reluctantly as he could - even though his modest cock was throbbing and hard again – Keith slid off the bed and got on his knees in front of Nora.

She spread her legs wider and slid her fingers into his hair.

“Eat it all out, baby,” she cooed. “Don’t let me get pregnant.” She pulled his head forward.

And then Nora threw her head back and gasped, as she felt her husband’s tongue delve between the lips of her cum-filled cunt.

Winston was watching this with amazement. He raised his eyebrows: “Damn!”

Keith wasn’t listening to him, though.

Face buried beneath his wife’s thighs, he was focused on the job he had to do.

His head swam. As his tongue delved into the folds of his wife’s pussy, his nostrils were overwhelmed with the pungent, salty smell of cum. Only this time, it wasn’t his cum…  He was lapping away at another man’s seed, and as it deluged onto his tongue and he swallowed instinctively, he didn’t know what to think.

“Oh, God,” Nora flopped back on the bed, and arched her back. “Oh, God.”

Keith slurped and sucked, and slathered his tongue deep into his beautiful wife’s pussy, eagerly searching for each tangy, salty taste of cum. And as he did so, he sucked at his wife’s engorged clitoris, listening to her moan in pleasure as he did so, and grind her hips eagerly against his face,

“Oh, yes,” Nora grabbed a fistful of her husband’s hair. “Oh God, yes. There! Please! More!”

And then she came; her pussy gushing into Keith’s mouth and her hips humping up against his face. And Keith continued to devour her – licking and sucking and slurping and eagerly pleasuring her even as Nora arched her back and writhed on the bed and begged for mercy.

Winston, propped up on one elbow, watched this display with amazement.

“Fuuuck,” the handsome black man breathed. “Goddamn, look at him go.” He looked up at Nora’s face, as she bit her fist and tried to stifle her moans of pleasure. “Damn, white boy really knows how to do that, doesn’t he?”

And then Winston glanced down at his naked crotch, and his own eyes widened. He was getting hard again.

“Keep eating her, white boy,” he breathed, as he clambered up onto his knees. “Suck every drop out of her, man.” And then he crawled, naked, to where Nora was lying. He shuffled over to her head, and offered her his half-hard cock.

Nora turned her head, and gazed up at Winston, towering over her. His cock was inches from her mouth. Instinctively – without even thinking about it – she opened her mouth.

“Oh, fuuuuuck.”

Winston looked down as the beautiful blonde wife started suckling at his cock; wrapping her lips around his shaft and slathering her tongue around his cockhead. His cock swelled in appreciation; filling her mouth until Nora’s eyes bulged.

Grinning, Winston straddled her face, thrusting his hips forward and fucking her eager mouth. As he did so, Nora reached up and dug her fingers into his taut buttocks, pulling him deeper down her throat.

And like that, the bed rocked and creaked and squeaked for the next few minutes – as Nora’s husband desperately devoured her quivering, freshly-fucked pussy and Nora’s lover mercilessly fucked her face.

It didn’t end until Nora came twice more, and grabbed a fistful of hair to yank her husband’s face away as the waves of pleasure threatened to send her mad.

At the same time, Winston pulled his cock from her eagerly sucking mouth and started stroking it desperately; milking a second load of cum from his straining balls.

“There we go, you sexy slut,” he groaned, as he stroked his shaft and watched fat, hot spurts of cum splatter Nora’s face. “Fuck, you look beautiful painted in my cum.”

Moments later, gasping for breath, Keith emerged from between Nora’s thighs.

His face was red and flushed, and his chin was glistening with her juices. He looked up between the valley of her thighs and the twin hills of her heaving breasts, just in time to see Winston squeezing the last few drops of cum from his enormous cock, right onto his beautiful wife’s chin.

“Oh, God,” Keith couldn’t control himself. He staggered to his feet and started jerking off his modestly-sized white cock. “Fuck, you look so beautiful, Nora.” And then, groaning, he came – spurting hot, wet jets of cum onto his wife’s bare breasts.

Nora looked up at her husband as she felt the splatter of cum. Lips bruised from cock-sucking, and with another man’s seed dribbling down her chin, the beautiful blonde smiled as she watched her husband pleasure himself over her freshly-fucked body.

For a few moments, there was peace. And then, post-orgasm, the real world started to intrude.

Keith was the first one to feel it – a sudden burst of shame as he stood there, naked from the waist down, in front of another man. A man who’d just defiled his wife, no less.

“I…,” the husband stammered. “I-I mean…” He span around, and snatched his pants off the ground – hopping across the room as he struggled to clamber into them.

Nora sat up and wiped her chin, feeling the warm smears of cum come away on the back of her hand. In a truly ridiculous attempt at modesty, she dragged the covers off the bed and pulled them over her bare, cum-splattered breasts.

Only Winston seemed at ease.

Naked, and unashamed, he clambered off the bed and scratched his balls casually.

“Wow,” the handsome black man purred. “That was awesome.” He reached for the barely-touched Heineken that Keith had left by the armchair, and swallowed down the entire bottle in just a couple of gulps. “I’m gonna go take a shower – give you two love birds some alone time.”

And with that, the naked black man swaggered into the bathroom of the dingy motel room; and a moment later, Nora and Keith heard the water running.

Nora looked up at her husband. Her face was a mask.

“K-keith,” she stammered. “Are you okay?”

And Keith turned to look at her – peering down at his disheveled, sticky wife as she sat half-covered by the comforter.

“Y’you’ve never looked more beautiful,” he admitted. And then, crouching down on the floor beside the bed, he kissed her.

It was deep, and heartfelt, and passionate. He kissed her without a hint of shame, or embarrassment. He didn’t even register the salty tang to her lips; where Winston had spurted his cum just a few minutes earlier.

Keith kissed her, and then he hugged her, and he whispered in her ear: “I love you.”

Nora wrapped her arms around her husband’s slender shoulders and squeezed him back, stroking the back of his head as he buried his face between her sticky breasts.

“I love you too,” she breathed.


Chapter Seven

Twelve days later, Nora got her period.

Normally, that wouldn’t have been such a big deal – but given that neither she nor Keith had really believed that eating cum from her pussy was an effective form of birth control, both of them were secretly relieved.

They’d taken a lot away from that experience at the dingy motel – not least of which was Winston’s telephone number, and a promise to call him again. But a baby?

That would have been more than they’d bargained for.

Although that being said, Nora had never considered taking the Morning After Pill, and Keith hadn’t prompted her to.

Another reason she and Keith had been concerned about a possible pregnancy was the fact that they’d been fucking like rabbits every day since. Keith was like a man possessed; he could hardly keep his hands off Nora.

“Fuck, you looked so sexy when he was fucking you,” he’d breathe into his wife’s ear, as he rolled on top of her in bed. “The sight of his big, black cock splitting you in two.”

And Nora was loving the attention. She’d spread her legs and guide her husband inside her, breathing hotly into his ear: “He was so big. Can you feel how much he stretched me out?”

It was like a shot of steroids to their love life. Keith would have a swagger to his step, as he went off to work each morning – and Nora’s colleagues at school all pointed out that she was positively glowing.

Which, of course, led to the inevitable question: “Are we going to do it again?”

They were lying in bed one evening, after having just made love. Keith’s face was glistening with Nora’s juices, from kissing and licking her to an earth-shattering orgasm. Nora’s big, pale breasts were splattered with cum, from her husband pulling out seconds before he came, spurting all over her.

“Well?” Nora demanded.

Keith stroked her long, blonde hair.

“I’m not going to lie,” he admitted. “I’ve thought about it. A lot.”

“It was so naughty. So wrong,” Nora murmured. “God, if the other teachers at school knew I’d be horrified.” But she remembered the crushing, muscular weight of Winston pinning her to the bed, and the heavenly feeling of his big cock sliding deep inside of her. “Oh, but it was hot.”

She turned to Keith and stroked his cheek.

“You’d be okay with it?” She asked. “With me having sex with another guy?”

Keith kissed her fingers.

“I think it would be as sexy as anything,” he admitted. “I can’t wait until we make it happen again.”

*              *              *

Two days later, Keith got a call from home.

He was sitting in his cubicle at work, typing in the latest figures, when the phone buzzed. He knew Nora was at home that day, tutoring, so was a little concerned why she’d be calling him.

That concern grew as he heard her voice.

“Oh, God, Keith. You’ve got to come home right away.”

“What?” Keith was already reaching for his coat. “Is everything okay? Are you okay?”

“Just hurry home. Please, come quickly.”

A garbled excuse to his boss was all Keith needed for permission to leave – and he raced out to the parking lot as quickly as his legs could carry him.

Keith must have broken a dozen speed limits as he raced back home, slewing to a halt in the driveway and leaving his car door hanging open as he raced up the steps.

Keith burst in through the front door – and then staggered to a halt in the middle of the living room.

A young, African-American man was standing there – Jamal, Keith seemed to remember his name being. He was one of the college kids Nora tutored during the week.

The young man looked completely confused, and more than a little nervous about the frantic, panting husband who’d just burst in through the front door. But then again, Jamal had plenty to be nervous about. He was standing there absolutely naked.

Keith froze as he stared at the muscular young boy – but before he could say anything, Nora’s voice caught his attention.

“Oh, thank God you’re home!”

Keith turned and found his wife lying naked on the couch – her cheeks flushed and her skin glistening with sweat.

“It happened again,” Nora said nervously, biting her lip with that cute little ‘I’ve been a bad girl’ expression Keith had become so familiar with.

And as the stunned husband watched, Nora swiveled around on the couch to face, him, and opened up her legs.

She lifted her knees, to expose her bare pussy to him.

Keith’s mouth went dry. Her beautiful little pussy was pink and puffy, and glistening with moisture.

Rivulets of pearlescent cum were running down the crack of her ass.

Nora looked up sheepishly.

“Jamal and I were just studying,” she explained, “and one thing led to another… And before I knew what had happened…” She looked down, between her legs.

Keith felt woozy.

He turned to look at Jamal, who was just standing there, with a bemused look on his face. And then Keith’s eyes focused on his wife’s freshly-fucked pussy.

“Honey, he came inside me,” Nora whined. “I told him to pull out, but he said it was too late.” As she said this, she slipped her fingers between the lips of her pussy, and they came away pulling strands of glistening cum with them. “I don’t want to get pregnant.”

There was a thump as Keith dropped his briefcase to the floor.

“Come here, baby,” Nora adjusted herself on the couch, scooching forward to offer up her pussy at a better angle. “You’ve got to eat it out of me. Every last drop.”

Like a robot, Keith staggered forward. He dropped to his knees in front of the couch.

“That’s right,” Nora purred. She stroked his head, guiding him between her knees. “Open wide, honey. There’s a lot in there.”

Powerless to resist, Keith buried his head between Nora’s thighs.

“Oh, God!” The beautiful housewife threw back her head and howled in pleasure, as she felt her husband’s tongue sink inside her cum-filled cunt. “Oh, that’s right. Eat it all out.”

Keith licked, and sucked, and his head swam as stringy strands of this college kid’s cum deluged out of Nora’s quivering pussy onto his tongue. He swallowed automatically, and felt his cock swell in his pants as he did so.

“That’s right, baby,” Nora stroked his head, gasping in pleasure. “Get it all out of there.” And then she looked up, across the room to where Jamal was standing.

Her lips curled as she saw the young, black man’s cock was starting to get hard again.

“Get in there deep,” Nora ordered Keith, as he eagerly licked her clit. “Do a good job, baby. You’ve got to suck out every last little spurt so I don’t get pregnant.” And then she wrapped her fingers in her husband’s hair, and pulled his face more tightly between his legs.

“But save your strength,” she purred. “Because when you’re done, I’ve got a feeling I’m going to let Jamal ‘accidentally’ cum inside me all over again.”


Bella

By Ruby Beauvoir

Chapter One

“That’s it,” Bella growled, as she kicked shut the bedroom door. “That was his last chance.”

The gorgeous blond stood in front of the full-length mirror on her wardrobe, and studied her reflection.

She was wearing sheer, black stockings that clung to her long, shapely legs. Lace boyshort panties that accentuated her pert, round ass. Her breasts were practically spilling out of her lacy bra, and her blonde hair was tousled and sexy, to match her immaculately made-up face.

She looked gorgeous. 

But despite that – the time she’d spent on her makeup and hair, and the brand-new lingerie from Victoria’s Secret – it apparently wasn’t enough. Her husband was downstairs, paying Call of Duty, and his only words for her when she’d sauntered past in her delicious lingerie was: “Eh, you look nice.”

Nice? Nice?

Bella wasn’t arrogant, but she knew she looked a damn sight better than nice. With her long, lean legs and lithe figure, she knew she looked good.

She just wished her husband could look away from his video game for a second to appreciate it.

But even as she thought that, there was a chirp from Bella’s cellphone, sitting on the dresser.

It was 10pm at night. Who would be texting her now?

She tottered across the room in her high heels, and picked up the phone. It was a message from her wicked friend Gina – a curvy Italian girl who was always getting them into trouble.

GINA

Psssst. Sneak out of the house. We’re going somewhere.

Bella snorted. It was 10pm. She was dressed in luxurious lingerie. Where exactly could she go?

BELLA

I’m not dressed for going out!

And, as a naughty little gesture – so at least somebody would see how good she looked – Bella snapped a photo of her reflection in the mirror, to prove that her lacy lingerie was not an appropriate outfit to sneak out to a bar in.

But, instead she got the following reply.

GINA

Perfect! You won’t even need to change!

Bella narrowed her eyes. What?

And then her phone chirped again.

GINA

I’m pulling around back. Be out in 30 seconds, or I’m honking the horn and alerting the neighborhood.

Bella’s heart raced. If Gina honked the horn, her husband would demand to know what was going on. Normally he’d sit there playing video games until he fell asleep on the couch – but at the first sign of mischief he’d go off on a rant and Bella didn’t want that.

But what was the alternative?

GINA

20 seconds, kiddo.

Bella froze. Shit, Gina was serious.

Glancing up, she saw that the bedroom window was ajar. All Bella would have to do was slip out of it, and she’d be able to meet Gina on the curb, without her husband even noticing.

She could probably stay out until 5am, and her husband would never even know.

But she’d have to move fast.

Grabbing her purse, Bella glanced around the room and finally spotted a tailored black trench coat hanging up in the wardrobe. She pulled it on – and a moment later slipped out of the window onto the deck.

A moment later, she was crossing the garden in her heels – shivering as the cold air whooshed up under her coat. She was practically naked under it! Jesus, Gina was really going to pay for this.

And yet there Gina was, waiting for her in her SUV, hand poised above the horn.

“Don’t you dare honk that,” Bella growled, wrenching open the door and sliding into the passenger seat. “If my husband hears, we’ll both have hell to pay.”

Gina just laughed at her.

She was looking gorgeous too – in a sheer black dress and pearls. The beautiful Italian laughed as she wrenched the car into DRIVE and rolled off down the road to destinations unknown.


Chapter Two

“So, where are we going?” Bella demanded, as Gina powered the car through the night. “I hope it’s warm, because I’m practically naked under this coat.”

“Oh, your outfit is perfect,” Gina laughed, giving her a wink. “In fact, I couldn’t have picked out a better one myself.”

Bella didn’t know how she felt about that – but she did feel good about being out of the house. Surely wherever Gina was taking her was going to be more interesting and exciting than lying in bed alone, while her husband shot digital terrorists on the X-Box downstairs.

But Bella soon came to regret that decision – when, after a twenty-minute ride, Gina pulled the car off the highway and down a spooky gravel driveway.

Off the highway, shielded from prying eyes by towering trees, was a scary-looking bar with thumping music emerging from it.

“Oh my God, Gina,” Bella’s beautiful blue eyes widened. “Where have you taken me?”

The place looked like something out of the Wild West, except instead of horses tied up outside, there was a line of Harley Davidson motorcycles. It was the roughest, scariest-looking biker bar Bella had ever imagined – and there was a sign hanging up outside that read: “Amateur Night! Win $5,000!”

“So, Bella,” Gina grinned, as she pulled the car to a halt between two parked pick-up trucks, “remember me telling you about this trip to Brazil we had planned? And how you couldn’t afford to go?”

She pointed at the bar.

“Here’s your chance to earn the money.”

Bella’s eyes widened.

“What?”

“I’m serious,” Gina grinned wickedly. “This place runs an amateur exotic dancing night every other month. First prize is $5,000. And look at you, Bella.” Gina ran her eyes up and down Bella’s lean, sexy frame. “You’d be a winner, no question.”

Bella’s eyes widened.

“You cannot be serious,” she gasped. “You want me to dance on stage – here?” She gulped, dryly. “Gina, this place looks rough. What if they pull me off stage and ravish me?”

Gina winked.

“Don’t worry, you’ll move too fast for that.”

“No,” Bella shook her head. “No, I can’t. If my husband ever finds out…”

But then she thought of her husband, sitting on the couch playing X-Box. And she thought about how badly she wanted to take that trip to Brazil with Gina.

I mean, if she won the money, her husband would never have to know, right? And he couldn’t complain if she paid for it herself.

And it wasn’t like she was doing anything really wrong. I mean, she wasn’t cheating on him, or anything. It was just dancing.

And although Bella knew that it was wrong, and she should tell Gina ‘no’ – the beautiful blond had butterflies in her stomach just thinking about it.

Bella always liked to challenge herself – and what better place than here?

It would be one of the naughtiest, scariest things she’d ever done. But just the thought of that was almost as exciting to her as the idea of winning that money.

“Come on,” Gina grabbed Bella’s hand, and wrenched her out of the car. “Let’s go in and sign you up, before you’ve got a chance to change your mind.”


Chapter Three

Bella couldn’t believe she was doing this.

She was being led by the hand by Gina, through the line of Harley Davidsons, and then up to the door of the old, rough-looking bar.

Gina pushed open the door, and immediately Bella was struck by a warm gust of air – filled with the scent of beer, cigars and men.

And then Gina actually hauled Bella inside, and she got the view to match the smell.

“Oh, God,” Bella gasped – but she felt eager butterflies in her stomach as she said it.

The bar was packed with the roughest crowd you could ever imagine – looming, towering bikers with bulging muscles and tattoos.

And all of them turned to stare at the two sexy women as they stepped in.

Bella had never felt anything like it before – the eyes of a hundred strangers; each of them big and powerful enough to pick her up, toss her over their shoulder and haul her off to do unspeakable things to her.

She bit her lip and moaned a little, just at the thought.

Gina tugged on Bella’s arm, and dragged her across the room.

There was a stage at one end of the bar, and a table guarded by two rough-looking bikers, with a sign that read: “ENTRY.”

“Good evening boys,” Gina purred, winking at the two men as she hauled Bella up to the table. “I’ve got a last-minute entry for you.” She jerked her thumb at Bella. “This blond beauty would like to take to the stage.”

The two bikers looked up at Bella, and she shuddered as she felt their hot gaze burning into her.

“She’s hot,” one of the bikers eventually grunted. “But we’d have to see the merchandize first.”

And before Bella could object, Gina had wrenched open Bella’s trenchcoat, and flashed the two men a full view of her nearly-naked body; covered only in her lacy lingerie and stockings.

“Wow!” Both men drank her in like a cold beer. “This girl is a fox.” One of the bikers licked his lips. “Oh, she’s on the list alright. In fact, go backstage and get ready. We’ll call you in five.”

Gina grinned triumphantly, and Bella was finally able to pull shut her trench coat.

Yet, almost as soon as she had, Gina was dragging her off across the bar room, towards a door marked: “BACKSTAGE ONLY.”

A moment later, Gina pulled her inside.

It was cool and quiet in the corridor on the other side of that door. A set of steps led up to the stage, while a room opposite was marked: “Changing room.”

Gina dragged her inside.

It wasn’t exactly fancy. The changing room was a bare little chamber with a dresser, mirror and a couple of chairs. But what did strike Bella’s attention was a frosted steel bucket on the dresser, brimming with ice-cold margaritas.

Gina pulled one of the mason jars out of the bucket, and passed the ice-cold drink to Bella.

“This is to give you a little courage,” she grinned.

Bella didn’t know what to think. This was all happening so fast. Not an hour earlier she’d been dressed in lingerie, ready to seduce her husband. Now she was backstage at a scary biker bar, drinking margaritas and about to dance for a room full of strangers.

“G-Gina,” Bella gasped. “I can’t do this.”

Gina pinched Bella hard. “Ow!”

“Yes, you can,” the sexy Italian snapped at her. “Look at you, Bella. You’re gorgeous. You look like a model, with your blond hair and those long legs of yours. You go out on stage and you’re going to kill it.”

And Gina winked.

“And then you can get that prize money. And you can I can jet off to Brazil.” Another wink. “And just imagine what wicked things we can get up to there!”

Bella shuddered at the thought.

“So, drink up,” Gina insisted. “Come on, knock back that margarita. They’re going to call you on stage in a few minutes, so get in the zone now.”

And to her credit, Bella did.

She gulped down the first of the margaritas, and then the second. And soon, with a little tequila in her veins, she felt a little turned on, as well as scared.

The booze finally gave her enough courage to pull off her trench coat, and look at herself in the full-length mirror. And, damn, she looked good.

Those sheer black stockings made her legs look impossibly long. Her lace boyshorts made her ass look pert, and firm and as delicious as a juicy, ripe peach. Her boobs might not have been huge, but they looked ready to spill out of her lazy black bra.

“Damn, girl,” Gina grinned, sipping her own margarita. “You look gorgeous.”

And then there was a roar from the crowd on the opposite side of the wall, and both Gina and Bella heard an announcement over the speakers.

“And next in our Amateur Night dance competition, we have a first time entry – give it up for the gorgeous, sexy, Polish princess Bella!”

And there was a roar from the crowd.

Bella gulped.

“C’mon,” Gina grabbed her wrist, and led her to the door. “Now’s your chance. Get out there, on stage, and show ‘em what you’re made of.”

And, with two large margaritas swilling around inside her stomach, Bella decided to do exactly that.


Chapter Four

At the top of the stairs, Bella took a deep breath.

Was she really about to do this? To get out on stage and dance in front of a room full of strangers?

She was scared. Nervous.

But also turned on. And curious.

And when the music started playing – Bruce Springsteen hammering out the rock and roll classic Mustang Sally.

The music was so loud it made the walls rattle – but it also seemed to speak right to Bella’s heart.

As she stood there, the vibrations of the music seemed to soak inside her, and suddenly she felt the hairs on her arms and neck stand on end, and her hips wiggle left and right, almost as if they had a life of their own.

Her nipples instantly got hard, and her panties flooded.

And, like that, Bella pulled back the curtain, and strode magnificently on stage.

The crowd went wild.

For a moment, Bella was blinded by spotlights, as she suddenly emerged onto the stage in front of a hundred eager faces.

There was a sea of men peering eagerly up at her – huge, sexy, scary bikers with tattoos and muscles and eyes only for her.

A hundred men staring at her, each one roaring in approval.

As the Springsteen song played, Bella launched into a dance she didn’t even know she was capable of. It was like the music was moving her body. She writhed her hips, and arched her back, and lost herself in the beauty of what her long, lean body could do.

And the men watching her loved it.

The whole room screamed in approval. Men roared her name: “Bell-a! Bell-a!”

And Bella danced.

She undulated her hips in a slow, sexy rhythm, and ran her hands up and down her lean body. Arching her back, she tossed her hair back and forth, and thrust her breasts out proudly.

God, it felt good. It was like the music had taken hold of her, and she felt like she was literally floating.

And the men! All those eyes staring at her! They loved her!

And the more she danced, and the more they roared her name, the wilder Bella felt.

Before Springsteen had even finished his song, Bella had reached behind her back and unclasped her bra. A moment later, she was tossing it across the room – and the whole room gasped as she bared her beautiful breasts to them.

Mustang Sally slowly faded, and was immediately replaced with Warrant wailing Cherry Pie. That was another great song to dance to – and wearing nothing put her panties, stockings and heels, Bella proceeded to work it like she’d never danced before.

She ran her hand through her tousled hair, and tossed her head from side to side. She folded herself in half, and wiggled her lace-clad ass at the roaring crowd. Soon they were throwing money at her – crumpled fives and twenties that fell around her like falling leaves.

Soon Bella was gleaming with sweat – but she hadn’t even warmed up yet. Unable to stop herself, she swung her legs off the edge of the stage, and a moment later she was down on the floor – in amongst the crowd of eager bikers.

They all backed off as she landed on the floor – like men retreating from a dangerous tiger. But none of them took their eyes off her; and Bella felt her pussy throb in arousal as she felt so many men staring lustfully at her.

One biker caught her eye – a massive, towering man sitting at a table a few feet away.

Striding like a supermodel, Bella crossed to wear he was sitting, and then coolly straddled his lap. A moment later, she was thrusting her breasts into this handsome stranger’s face, and grinding her ass in his lap.

And she noticed there was a hard, throbbing bulge beneath the flies of his tight jeans.

The handsome stranger sat there as Bella writhed in his lap, and then slowly raised his big, rough hands. A moment later, he was squeezing her breasts – and Bella could feel his hard cock throbbing in his pants.

But almost as soon as he’d gotten into it, Bella denied him.

Rearing up from the stranger’s lap, she backed away, and turned to find a new victim to tease.

Another handsome bike was waiting for her – huge, and muscled, and with a massive bulge in his leather pants.

Bella gasped as she saw it, and then strode across the room towards him.

As Warrant sung, Bella turned and bent in half – presenting her lace-clad rump to this handsome stranger. And then, with every eye in the room on her, she reached up and hooked her fingers into the waistband of her sexy black boyshorts.

There was a collective gasp across the room, as Bella peeled her panties down across the round firmness of her ass, and exposed her perfect, pert backside to the entire room.

A moment later, her panties were falling around her ankles – and naked except for her stockings and feels, Bella thrust her bare ass backwards, and ground it into the rock-hard erection crammed into the stranger’s leather pants.

The biker groaned at the delicious sensation of this blond beauty grinding her ass against his hard on. It was clear he wished he could just wrench open his pants, and thrust himself inside her.

And, if Bella was honest, part of her wished he could.

But then the song ended, and Bella straightened up – leaving both her and this stranger unsatisfied.

She was dripping in sweat now, and her whole body was shuddering. It was impossibly sexy, to be nearly naked and stared at by over a hundred leering, lustful men. God, she genuinely wished she could just throw herself to them, and abandon herself.

But the DJ started playing her final song, Guns & Roses Paradise City, and reluctantly Bella clambered back onto the stage and started dancing her final set.

The whole room cheered as she reared back over them, moving her beautiful body like it was fluid. Her hips writhed to each beat. She arched her back and thrust out her perfect breasts. Her ass gyrated like it had an orbit all of it’s own.

And the crowd loved her.

As Guns & Roses finally finished their song, Bella scooped up the piles of money the crowd had tossed at her, and gyrated off stage – disappearing behind the curtain with the deafening cheers, hoots and hollers following along behind her.

And then, almost as soon as it had started, it was over.


Chapter Five

In just heels and stockings, Bella staggered into the changing room and collapsed onto one of the chairs.

Her whole body was glistening with sweat, and she was trembling.

Gina was waiting, and handed her a margarita almost as soon as she’d sat down.

“Damn, girl,” Gina grinned, watching Bella gratefully gulp down the cocktail. “You were amazing. If there’s a guy out there without a hard on, it’s only because he’s gay.”

And Bella couldn’t lie. That was a wildly sexy thought.

“You stay put,” Gina insisted. “I’m going to see what’s going on with the judging. That prize money is yours – guaranteed.”

And then she was gone, the door clicking shut behind her.

Bella flopped back in the chair and shivered. After dancing for so long in the hot lights, she was starting to get cold, and her near-naked body was covered in goose bumps. Her nipples were as hard and sharp as diamonds – and she realized she’d left the only items of clothing she was wearing – her panties and bra – out on the stage.

But then there was knock on the door.

Bella froze. Who could that be?

But realizing she’d just danced naked in front of hundreds – so what was the point in being shy? – she pulled herself out of the chair, and crossed the room to the door.

Bella opened it just a crack – and found herself staring into the intense, brown eyes of a familiar looking biker.

It had been that towering, handsome guy she’d given a lap-dance to. And he was holding her bra in one hand.

“Miss?” The man had a deep, gravelly voice. “I thought I’d just come and return these to you.”

And from behind him came another deep growl – a second man, holding her panties, murmuring: “These too, miss.”

Bella’s eyes widened. It was the other man she’d dirty-danced with. The man with the huge hard-on, beneath his tight leather pants.

She was a little drunk, and a lot turned on. Biting her bottom lip, Bella opened the door and welcomed the men inside.

“Why, thank you,” she grinned, as the two looming bikers handed over her bra and panties. “Do you fellas want a margarita, as thanks?”

And the two strange men eagerly helped themselves to mason jars of the ice-cold cocktail.

“You were amazing out there,” the guy in the leather pants growled. He was huge and sexy, with dark, tanned skin and tattoos all over his rippling muscles.

The other guy wasn’t exactly ugly either – he was a deeply handsome biker with long, dirty-blond hair and sexy brown eyes. He had the body of an MMA fighter, covered with tattoos.

“I’m Flint,” the brown-eyed stranger grinned. He jerked his thumb towards his leather-wearing buddy. “This is Hank.” And they raised their glasses, and grinned: “You were hotter than Florida in July out there.”

Bella blushed a little.

She was acutely self-conscious of being nearly naked in front of these two sexy strangers – but it didn’t make her embarrassed. In fact, quite the opposite. Her pussy with trembling.

Dammit, if these two guys didn’t leave soon, she was worried she’d do something her husband really wouldn’t approve of.

“I’ll tell you what,” Hank grinned, looking Bella up and down like she was a delicious porkchop, and he was a hungry dog. “When you were bumpin’ and grindin’ on me out there, I got so turned on I thought I was going to cum in my pants.”

“Same here,” snorted Flint. “I’ve got a big dick, and tight pants – and when a girl as sexy as you is grinding in my lap, that’s a painful combination.”

Bella gulped dryly. Her pussy was throbbing needfully.

She knew she needed to be good. To send these two strangers away, and sit here and wait for Gina.

But she knew if she did that, she’d just end up touching herself – that’s how turned on she was.

And why touch yourself, when there are other people around eager to do it for you?

“W-well,” Bella gulped. “I’m not going to lie. You boys got me pretty heated up as well.” And then she glanced down at her hard nipples – pointing like bullets at the two sexy bikers.

Flint grinned wolfishly. It was a dangerous smile – the sort of smile that would have made Bella’s panties wet, if she’d been wearing any.

“Well, sweetheart,” he grinned. “I know your pretty friend is tied up with the boss for a while – getting that prize money. And so I figured, in the meantime, maybe all three of us could finish what you started on the dance floor.”

Bella gulped.

Was this guy serious?

“W-wait a second,” she forced herself to say. “I’m a married woman. I know I danced nice and sexy for you, but I can’t do anything else with you. That would be…”

She meant to say ‘wrong’ – but all that came out was a ‘mmplpg.’

That’s because Flint had stepped forward, and grabbed Bella’s waist in his big, strong hands, and pulled her into his hard, firm body.

And then he’d kissed her – pressing his lips hard against hers.

Bella struggled for a second. How dare he!

But then she felt the intensity of his kiss, and the firmness of his calloused hands on her bare skin, and the outrage she felt turned to something else entirely.

Flint pushed Bella against the wall, and kissed her hard – reaching down to squeeze one of her beautiful, bare breasts.

And the moment she felt his calloused fingers sink into her soft skin, she knew she was lost.

That night, her husband had rejected her, to play video games instead.

Now two hot, sexy men were alone with her, and one was kissing her passionately, while the other watched with a growing bulge in the front of his leather pants.

All Bella wanted was to be wanted. And these two men wanted her badly.

And right that second? With her nipples painfully hard, and her pussy gushing wetly?

Bella didn’t think she could stop herself.


Chapter Six

Flint kissed Bella with a passion and intensity she hadn’t felt in years.

“God,” he breathed, as he pressed his lips against her throat, and explored her body with his big, rough hands, “you’re so fucking sexy.”

And Bella melted in his arms, her whole body trembling.

There was a couch in the corner of the room, and Bella allowed Flint and Hank to pick her up, and carry her over to it. A moment later, they were laying her on the soft leather – both looming over her like massive, dangerous bulls.

And, as they each pulled off their t-shirts, and unbuckled their belts, Bella realized the comparison to a ‘bull’ wasn’t unfair.

Hank pulled down his leather pants, and out swung the cock she’d been grinding against earlier – even bigger and harder than she could have imagined.

It truly was massive – as long and thick as her forearm, throbbing and firm.

But when Flint wrenched open his pants, his was nearly as impressive – another massive, rock hard cock that was intimidatingly huge. Bella actually whimpered when she saw them – partly from fear, and partly from eagerness.

Finally, the two bikers were naked – and as soon as they were, Bella practically felt herself melt.

Flint was all lean, pale muscle – covered in tattoos, and with abs you could have bounced a quarter off.

Hank was a burly bull of a man, with slab-like muscle, and gorgeous tanned skin.

And the two of them were looking at her as if she was ice cream on a cold day. They wanted to devour her.

Hank was the first to move.

He dropped to his knees at the edge of the sofa, and slid his hands up Bella’s stocking-clad thighs.

“Huuungh,” she arched her back at the touch of this stranger. Her body tingled, as she felt him spread her thighs, and yank her closer to the edge of the couch.

At the same time, Flint dropped to his knees, and started to kiss her. The handsome biker crushed his lips against hers, and squeezed her breasts with his big, rough hands.

It was amazing.

As Bella made out with Flint, she groaned hotly into the biker’s mouth. She could feel Hank parting her thighs, exposing her bare pussy.

And then she felt his breath on her bare skin.

The biker was lowering his head between her knees – kissing her inner thighs. Bella squirmed and gasped as he planted kisses higher and higher, until his breath burned on her pussy itself.

And then she felt Hank’s rough, thick tongue between her legs – slithering between the lips of her pussy, and opening her up like a blossoming flower.

“Oh, God,” she arched her back at the delicious sensation. “Christ!”

Hank was licking, and slurping, and devouring her – worshipping her pussy with his lips and tongue. It felt amazing. After being so turned on by the dancing, and the grinding, she was in heaven to finally feel the touch of another person on her eager pussy.

And even as Hank swirled his tongue around Bella’s throbbing clitoris, Flint kissed her, and caressed her. He was both rough, and gentle – a huge, hulking scary man who could kiss her as tenderly as a lover.

For long minutes, Bella lay crushed on the couch beneath these two men – one of them licking her closer and closer to climax, even as the other made out with her.

“You’re so sexy,” he’d breath, squeezing her breasts. “You’re so fucking gorgeous.”

Soon it was too much for her – way too much.

Bella clawed at the sofa cushions, and arched her back, and cried out in delicious agony as Hank devoured her beyond the point of no return. His talented lips and tongue tipped her over the edge, and she climaxed loudly and wetly on his tongue; gushing into his mouth.

It was the most intense orgasm of Bella’s life, and her whole body shuddered. But, more than that, even as the first orgasm faded, Hank just kept going.

He licked, and slurped, and sucked and kissed until Bella couldn’t help but succumb to a second shuddering orgasm… and then a third. Finally, she had to beg for relief.

“N-no more,” she gasped, flopping limply onto the couch. “N-no more, I can’t take it.”

And as she lay limply on the couch, Hank pulled his head from between Bella’s thighs.

His lips and chin glistened with her wetness.

“You taste fucking delicious,” he grinned. “Now let’s see how you feel.”

And the big biker shuffled between her legs.

Bella was limp on the couch. Her thighs were spread, and her pussy was eager, glistening and defenseless.

The moment she felt Hank pressing the tip of his impossibly huge cock between the lips of her pussy, it was already too late to stop him. Instead, Bella just gave a low, guttural moan as the biker thrust inside her – stretching and filling her with his big, huge, impossibly hard cock.


Chapter Seven

“Oh, God,” Bella groaned, as this sexy stranger sunk himself inside her.

After three orgasms, she was wetter than April in Seattle. Hank’s huge cock sunk inside her, inch after inch, like a well-oiled piston sinking into a well-greased cylinder. Within seconds his hips pressed against hers; and the sexy biker found himself balls-deep inside of her.

“Fuck,” Hank groaned, as he started to fuck her. “This beautiful thing is so fucking tight.” And the couch creaked as Hank thrust himself in and out of her.

Bella was losing her mind. That big, delicious cock was so much larger than her husband’s, and ground and rubbed against all the right spots inside her.

Within seconds she was nearing orgasm again – and that was before Flint continued to make out with her.

“Goddamn, you’re perfection,” the biker grinned, kissing her intently, and staring into Bella’s wide, sex-drunk eyes. “You’re a goddess.” And then he took one of her hands – hanging limply at the side of the sofa – and curled her fingers around his cock.

Bella’s eyes shot open.

Jesus, he was so hard.

“I’m so turned on,” Flint groaned, kissing her again. “Will you make me feel good, baby?”

Bella didn’t even have the strength to answer. She just mewled and nodded – and, a moment later, Flint was pulling her upright.

Hank didn’t even pull out of her. As if she was weightless – which Bella practically was, between these two huge, powerful men – they simply flipped her over, until she was on her hands and knees and Hank was thrusting that impossibly huge cock into her from behind.

Bella groaned, and lifted her head.

Flint had sunk onto the other end of the couch – legs spread, and huge cock pointed eagerly at Bella’s mouth.

“Come on, baby,” he groaned, stroking her cheek. “Make me feel good.”

And at this stage? Bella was so turned on, she didn’t even think twice.

Opening her mouth, she engulfed Flint’s huge, hard cock – and the biker groaned at the incredible sensation of her warm, wet mouth.

“Jesus,” the biker groaned, as Bella swirled her tongue around the head of his massive cock. “That’s so fucking good…”

He stroked her hair, as Bella bobbed her head, and gave him the most sensuous, loving blowjob of his life.

And that’s how she found herself spit-roasted between these two hot, hard men – a gorgeous Polish princess being roughly used by these beautiful bikers.

Her first orgasm was mental – just the thought of being fucked by two men at once was so naughty, it made her cum.

Her second was when she glanced over at the mirror on the dresser – and saw the impossibly sexy image of her near-naked body, being skewered front and back by these two horny bikers.

And her third?

Bella came a final time when Hank started groaning and gasping.

“You’re so fucking beautiful,” he groaned. “You’re going to make me… make me…”

And then he thrust inside her as deeply as he could; and Bella felt his cock swell, and throb, and finally spurt floods of hot cum deep inside her.

Just the sensation of Hank emptying his balls inside her was enough to get Bella off – and as the biker finally stopped thrusting – spent and empty – she sunk onto couch with a shuddering gasp.

But her adventure wasn’t over yet.

Bella mewled in disappointment as Hank pulled his spent cock from inside her. Hot wetness gushed down her thighs, from where he’d filled her. But even before she could protest, Flint had pulled his cock from Bella’s mouth, and replaced Hank between her thighs.

Flint’s cock was rock hard, and glistening with saliva. It sunk inside Bella’s freshly-fucked pussy effortlessly; like two parts of a machine coming together flawlessly.

And then Bella found herself getting fucked for the second time that night, by a second sexy biker. And within minutes, both she and him were near the point of no return.

With a cry of pleasure, Bella succumbed to her final orgasm of the evening – just as Flint thrust himself inside her, and stared into Bella’s beautiful blue eyes, and blew his load deep within.

“Y-you’re fucking perfect,” he groaned, as Bella’s pussy was flooded by a second man in as many minutes. “Perfect.”

And then he sunk across her chest – panting, gasping and utterly spent.

Bella gasped, crushed by his weight.

Only then did her senses start to return – and she looked over Flint’s shoulder, to the doorway of the little changing room.

And standing there, with a wicked smile on her face, was Gina.

She was clutching an envelope full of cash – but that clearly wasn’t what she was smiling at. Bella had no idea how long she’d been there; but it was clearly enough time to watch her being ravished by these two hot, sexy bikers.

“C’mon,” Gina grinned, as Flint peeled himself off Bella’s sticky, shivering body. “Let’s get you home, before you get into any more mischief.”

And, with that, came the end of the most exciting sexual adventure of Bella’s life.


Chapter Eight

The drive home was conducted in near silence.

Eventually, it was Bella who spoke.

“Y-you can’t tell anybody,” she gasped – not sure if she was horrified, or delighted about the sexual adventure she’d just experienced.

“Tell somebody?” Gina giggled, as she gripped the steering wheel. “Girl, you looked sexy as hell, getting spitroasted by those two hunks.” She bit her lip. “Next time, I won’t just watch.”

“You promise you won’t tell?” Bella looked over at Gina, and saw her friend was smiling at her. She realized she could trust Gina implicitly.

“Girl,” her friend insisted, “I didn’t just take you out tonight to get you that money. I think getting some orgasms was well overdue, as well.”

Bella shuddered in the seat. She’d certainly got her share of those.

Within minutes, they were back outside Bella’s house – and she was happy to see the window to her bedroom was still open.

With any luck, her husband would never know she’d gone missing.

“Here,” Gina handed her the envelope stuffed with cash – her winnings from the dance competition. “Make sure you book your trip to Brazil.” Gina squeezed Bella’s hand. “God, after what you got up to tonight… Just think what we could do alone in Rio for two weeks.”

And Bella shivered deliciously at the thought.

“I’d better go,” she told Gina, and kissed her friend quickly on the cheek.

A moment later, she was slipping out of the car and stealing across the garden, back to her window.

It wasn’t easy. Her whole body was stiff from dancing, and her wild adventures in the changing room. Her pussy was wet and sticky – filled by two eager men. And she was tired – more tired than she could ever remember being. But tired in a delightfully satisfied way.

Clambering into the bedroom, Bella shut the window behind her. She had just enough time to hide her envelope of money in the dresser, before flopping onto the bed in absolute exhaustion.

God, she was filthy – sweaty, and sticky, and covered in the scent of two strange men. She needed to have a shower before her husband came to bed.

But, as it turned out, she didn’t have time.

As she lay there, half asleep, there door to the bedroom opened, and the lights flicked off.

It was her husband! Sneaking upstairs after god-knows how many hours playing X-Box.

The bed creaked as her husband clambered into it, and he murmured: “Are you asleep, babe?”

Bella groaned, exhausted.

“I’m sorry for neglecting you earlier,” her husband murmured, and suddenly he was lying alongside her, kissing her neck. “I was an idiot.”

Bella rolled onto her side, and sleepily looked into the eyes of her husband.

“You look gorgeous and sexy in that lingerie,” he was grinning, his face lit by the light from the window. “And I should have told you that earlier.”

And then he kissed her.

Bella lay there, feeling her husband’s deliciously familiar kiss.

The only thing unfamiliar about it? That less than an hour earlier, those lips of hers had been wrapped around a sexy stranger’s massive cock.

“Mmmm, you taste delicious,” her husband grinned, reaching to unclasp Bella’s bra. “I want you so bad.” And, a moment later, he was pulling down her panties.

Bella felt the cool air of the air conditioner on her bare pussy – a pussy that two men had emptied themselves into earlier that night.

And then she felt her husband planting kisses down her stomach, and spreading her thighs.

“I’m going to make you feel good,” her husband promised, as he placed kisses on her inner thigh. “After all, if I don’t, who knows what you might get up to.”

And Bella shuddered in pleasure, at the sweet memory of what she just had got up to.

“Oooh, you’re so wet,” her husband was kissing her pussy now, and Bella shuddered in guilty pleasure. If only he knew that wasn’t only her wetness. “I’m going to devour you.”

And as her husband started to lick, and suck, and devour her freshly-fucked pussy, Bella stared up at the ceiling with a wicked smile on her face.

Sure, it was probably evil that she was letting her husband go down on her, after she’d just been so thoroughly pleasured and despoiled by two hot, sexy strangers.

But maybe it was punishment, for him neglecting her earlier.

And maybe, as he brought her to what was truly her last orgasm of the night, it was exactly the sort of punishment a neglectful husband needed.

She visualized the money in the dresser, and her wild sexual adventures of that night, and the feeling of power and pleasure she’d felt, dancing in front of a roomful of eager, turned-on strangers.

And then she let her husband make her cum for the final time that night.

And it was the finest orgasm of them all.


Gustavo

By Ruby Beauvoir

Chapter One

“Are you crazy?”

When Bella’s husband had his hands on his hips like that, it generally meant that she was in trouble. Which, for a lithe and lovely blonde like her, meant that it was time to get defensive.

“I’m just trying to help out,” Bella growled back. “I’m offering to trade a few hours of work in return for free Jujitsu lessons.” She sniffed angrily. “I thought you’d be happy that I was trying to save money.”

Bella’s husband, Frank, stood in the living room of their home, and the expression on his face didn’t change. In fact, if anything, his voice got colder and sharper as he spoke.

“Darling,” he growled, as if ‘darling’ was a dirty word, “I appreciate you wanting to save money, but it’s not as if we can’t afford your lessons. Did you do the math?” He held up a schedule of classes. “If you volunteer to go and help out this many hours a week, you’ll be basically working for the equivalent of five dollars an hour.”

Bella said nothing.

“And, finally,” Frank growled. “What exactly are you doing there?” He took a step forward and gazed down at his gorgeous blonde wife with a mixture of frustration and curiosity. “I mean, you were ‘volunteering’ to help out from 10pm to midnight last night.”

He narrowed his eyes.

“Forgive me for saying that it looks a little suspicious.”

“How dare you,” Bella spat back. “There is nothing untoward about what I’m doing. As I told you, I’m just offering to clean the place up in return for free classes. Gustavo just had a late class last night, and wanted somebody to clean up before his 5am class.” She shrugged. “And what’s the big deal? You go out with the guys late at night all the time.”

“Well, that’s with the guys,” Frank growled back. “This is different. You, alone in a wrestling school? With nobody but a sweaty, Latin instructor?” He shook his head. “Looks mighty suspicious, Bella.”

“I don’t need to listen to this,” Bella snarled, before turning on her heel and storming out.

A moment later she was clambering into her car and zooming off towards the Jujitsu school. She’d show Frank. She’d continue to ruck her Jujitsu classes, and then maybe her suspicious husband would get off her back.

As Bella put her foot to the floor, she snarled at the suggestion that she’d do anything inappropriate with her hunky Jujitsu instructor. But she also snarled because Frank had called her out on considering it.

The truth be told? She thought Gustavo – a towering half-black Brazilian man – was super hot.

She wasn’t intending to do anything about it, but she was largely ‘volunteering’ at the Brazilian Jujitsu center just to spend a few hours flirting with somebody different, and interesting, and attractive – and who seemed to like her back.

She thought it was innocent, and fun. And Frank had just made it all sound dirty, and sordid.

And the worst part? Now, a little… interesting.


Chapter Two

At ten PM that night, the Gustavo’s school was closed for business, but the lights were still on.

In the office, Gustavo was sat doing paperwork, while Bella was mopping the padded mats in the wrestling space. The sound of Latin echoed through the speaker system.

It was calm, and quiet, and Bella was enjoying the solitude and the mindless work.

That was, until the door of the karate school swung open and a loud voice bellowed: “I knew it!”

Bella stopped, and looked up.

There was a pitter patter of feet down the corridor, and then she heard the door to the lounge swinging open and another cry of: “I knew it!”

Then more silence.

Finally, the door of the wrestling studio itself was slammed open, and Bella’s husband stood framed in the doorway waving an accusatory finger.

“I knew it!” He barked, pointing at Bella.

And then he paused. And slowly lowered his finger.

Finally, meekly and calmly, he asked: “W-what are you doing?”

Bella narrowed her eyes.

“What does it look like I’m doing?” She asked. “I’m mopping the mats down.”

By this time, the commotion had brought Gustavo out of his office, and the towering black man stepped up behind Frank and crossed his burly arms in front of his massive chest.

“What the heck is going on here?” He asked, in his sexy Latin accent.

Frank looked thoroughly disgruntled.

“I burst in here at 10pm to catch you too in the act,” he snapped. “You really think I believed that you’d have my gorgeous wife in here at 10pm, mopping down the mats?”

And then he shook his head.

“But it turns out you did.”

Gustavo looked confused.

“Amigo,” he said defensively. “Your wife explained the arrangement, right? She volunteers for a few hours a week – cleaning the place up – and I give her classes.” He narrowed his big, brown eyes. “Mi amigo, you didn’t think I was doing anything inappropriate with your wife, did you?”

Frank rolled his eyes.

“Truth be told? I absolutely did.” He admitted. “In fact, I’m surprised that the only thing that I could be more outraged about is the fact that you’re not.”

Frank span and turned to Gustavo, looking up fearlessly at the towering black man.

“You!” He snapped, poking the huge Jujitsu instructor in the chest. “What’s the deal, brother? You don’t find my wife attractive?” He jerked a thumb in the direction of Bella. “You drag her out here late at night, when you’re both all alone, and the best use of her time you can come up with is to mop the fucking floor?”

In addition to Brazilian Jujitsu, Gustavo was a black belt in seven martial arts, but that was one attack he didn’t have a defense for.

“I… Erm… I mean…”

“And you!” Frank turned to Bella. “You really can’t think of anything you’d rather do than drive out to a drafty wrestling school late on a Sunday night and mop the floor for five dollars an hour?” He shook his head. “We have floors that need mopping back at home, and if you’re really so worried about money, there are a lot more profitable things you can be doing with your time than acting like a fucking cleaning lady.”

He shook his head sadly.

“Is this what it’s really come down to? That you’re so desperate to get out of the house and away from your husband that you’d come and mop floors late at night instead?”

“I…” Bella, too, seemed floored by that accusation.

Frank shook his head sadly.

“I’m honestly disappointed in both of you.”


Chapter Three

Frank started walking towards the front door, shaking his head.

Gustavo just stood there, absolutely floored by what had happened.

Bella, on the other hand, threw down the mop and went running after her husband.

“Frank, baby,” she managed to catch him when he was at the front door. “I’m sorry.” She moved to hug him, and he stepped out of reach. “It’s not that I don’t love you, or that I need to be away from you…”

And then she paused.

Looking up with her big, blue eyes, Frank’s wife then corrected herself. She admitted: “Okay, perhaps it is that.”

She shrugged.

“You’re away at work all day. I’m stuck at my job too.” She sniffed. “I get bored. And don’t take this the wrong way, but I kind of want to go out and have my own life… See my own people.” She jerked her thumb towards Gustavo. “And Gustavo and I are friends, and I like hanging out with him.”

She shrugged.

“Y’know what? It’s just kind of nice – going out, spending a few hours with somebody else. And because I’m mopping the floors, I don’t feel like it’s an obligation. It’s just easy.”

Frank paused in the doorway.

Then he shrugged.

“I get it,” he admitted. Then he moved forward and wrapped his arms around his wife. “In fact, I kind of suspected something like that.” He kissed her. “I know I’m not the easiest person to hang out with all the time, so if you need this?” He shrugged. “I’m cool with it.”

And then he paused.

“But I meant it about the floors back home. I don’t want to come in here and see these mats shining, while ours are so dirty the cat gets stick to them every time she jumps off the counter.”

Bella snorted with laughter.

“Okay, well, I’ll work on that.”

And then Frank looked up.

Gustavo was standing in the doorway, looking intensely relieved that Frank and Bella had apparently repaired their marriage.

But Frank wasn’t done with the handsome black guy yet.

“And you!” He snapped, as he pointed an accusing finger at the Jujitsu instructor. “I expect better from you. If you’re going to give my wife free wrestling lessons, the least you should have extorted out of her is a blowjob.”

And then, laughing, Frank leaned down and kissed his wife on the cheek.

“Have fun mopping the floors. I’m going home to bed. I’ve got to be in the city early tomorrow.”

And then he was gone; the sound of his car roaring off into the distance.

Bella laughed, and shook her head.

She turned around to Gustavo and said: “I’m so sorry about that.”

Gustavo laughed, his chuckle deep and rich.

“Don’t worry about it, amada. Your husband had every right to be suspicious. I’m pleased we were able to put his mind at ease.”

“Well, he actually seemed even more mad than if we had been fooling around,” she shook her head. “Men’s psychology is really fucked up.”

“Ha!” Gustavo laughed. “It’s because he thinks you’re a sex goddess. He doesn’t understand why any man would have you mopping the floors when there are other services you could be providing instead.” He narrowed his eyes. “I mean, your husband’s right. You’re far too pretty and sexy to be a cleaning lady.”

Bella blushed.

“Oh, stop, you.”

And then Gustavo pushed his luck.

“Well, y’know… Since he’s so unhappy about the cleaning thing… Maybe we should take his suggestion.” And as he said that, he reached down the elasticated front of his gi pants and pulled out his cock.


Chapter Four

Bella gasped.

Gustavo’s half-hard dick fell more than half-way to his knee. It was meaty, and veiny, and black – and almost as long and thick as her entire forearm.

Immediately, her panties were soaked.

“G-Gustavo,” Bella stammered, standing in the doorway watching her handsome friend start to stroke his big, black cock. It was getting engorged with blood – standing to attention eagerly. “G-Gustavo, this isn’t right.”

“Shit, it was your husband’s suggestion,” Gustavo explained, eyes flashing. “I mean, you heard the man. In return for those free lessons you wanted, I should use you for what nature intended – and that sure as shit isn’t mopping floors!”

His cock was fully-hard now, and he was stroking it eagerly.

Bella stood there for a second, with her mouth dry and her panties moist.

It didn’t take her long to decide.

“O-okay,” she gulped. “I mean, I suppose that’s what Frank was kind of implying.” She knew, of course, that he’d implied no such thing. “But if we’re going to do this, we have to lay down some guidelines.”

“Like what?” Gustavo laughed. “You slap twice if you need to come up for air? That kind of thing?”

Bella snorted.

“No, you pig. The arrangement.” She rolled her eyes. “I was going to volunteer nine hours a week in return for those lessons. I think a blowjob would cover a whole month’s worth.”

Gustavo’s eyes flashed. He grinned.

“Well, I don’t know about that. I think maybe once a week would be fair.”

“Once a week?” Bella cocked her hips sassily. “Honey, you just wait until you’ve seen what I can do with my mouth. You’ll think you’re getting a bargain.”

The big man laughed uproariously.

“Okay, okay. How about twice a month. A bimonthly blowjob. Sound fair?”

Bella didn’t know. All she was aware of was that her pussy was throbbing insistently, and her mouth was watering at the thought of wrapping her lips around that magnificent, black dick.

“O-okay,” she nodded. “That sounds fair.” And then she looked over her shoulder, and saw that standing in the lobby of the karate school meant that anybody in the parking lot would have been able to look through the glass windows and see Gustavo standing there, with his hard dick sticking out.

“Ahem,” she pointed to the doorway. “Maybe we should take this to the dojo.” She giggled. “It would be free advertising for anybody looking in through the window – but possibly not the sort of free advertising you want!”

Gustavo laughed. Snapping his pants elastic back over his hard-on, he grabbed Bella’s hand and pulled her through the doorway.

A moment later, they were standing on the squishy padded mats in the wrestling studio, in front of a wall of shatter-proof mirrors.

“Okay, amada,” Gustavo grinned, pulling down his pants and letting his still half-hard cock flop out, “where were we?”

Bella turned to him and giggled.

“Well,” she said, dropping to her knees in front of the handsome Jujitsu instructor, “I guess I better get to work.”


Chapter Five

Bella found herself kneeling down on the soft padded mats, in front of Gustavo’s huge cock. It literally radiated warmth, and she drank in the musk as she took a deep breath to prepare herself.

She lifted her small hands, and her slender white fingers curled around his big, black shaft. She giggled as she felt it throb and swell as she struggled to close her fingers around it.

“Y’know, I’ve seen the outline of this through your gi pants so many times while we were taking class.” She bit her bottom lip. “I always wondered if it would measure up in the flesh.”

“Well?” Gustavo asked, peering down at the pretty housewife stroking his cock. “Does it?”

Bella licked her lips: “Oh, it more than measures up.”

And then she started planting kisses up and down the enormous shaft.

Gustavo threw back his head and groaned as he felt her lips against his hard-on. He stretched one hand down and slithered his thick, black fingers through Bella’s hair, and helped guide her head as she kissed, and then licked his big, black cock.

“That’s fucking amazing,” he groaned, and Bella giggled again, before ducking her head and running her tongue over his heavy, egg-sized balls. “Fuuuuck.”

Bella’s head reeled. Her nostrils were filled with his musky, manly scent. Her tongue tasted the delicious salt of Gustavo’s skin. She licked luxuriously, swimming in the sensation, tonguing his balls and then slathering her tongue all the way up his shaft – inch after inch – until Gustavo’s big, thick dick was glistening with saliva.

And then she opened her mouth wide, and engulfed the swollen head of his cock.

“Fuuuuck,” Gustavo groaned, knees nearly buckling as he felt the warm, wet, delicious sensation of Bella’s mouth on his dick.

“Mmmmph,” Bella said, her voice unintelligible. Not that Gustavo was listening. He was moaning at the delicious sensation of Bella’s tongue swirling around the head of his cock, and her mouth swallowing more and more of him.

“Oh, Jesus,” he groaned, fingers tightening in her hair. “You were right. I’m getting a bargain.” His knees nearly buckled again. “You suck dick like a fucking pornstar, baby.”

Bella giggled, her mouth full of cock.

Pulling Gustavo’s dick from between her lips, Bella fluttered her eyelashes and said: “Worth more than having to do this twice a month?”

Gustavo smirked, and tightened his fist in Bella’s hair. Grabbing her head, he maneuvered her mouth back onto his dick.

“A deal’s a deal, mi bela puta,” he grinned.

For a long few moments, the only sound echoing around the studio was the wet slurping of Bella’s hot mouth on Gustavo’s cock, and his earnest moans and groans.

Bella was worshipping his big dick, caressing and massaging Gustavo’s heavy balls with one hand, and stroking the base of his shaft with the other. All the while, she bobbed her head on the big, black cock, and licked and sucked, and slurped and moaned and groaned with little, muffled grunts of pleasure.

“Oh, fuuuck,” finally Gustavo used Bella’s hair to pull her mouth from his cock. His dick left her mouth with an audible ‘pop’, and she looked up with strings of saliva stretching from his glistening shaft to her swollen lips.

“I gotta fuck you,” Gustavo groaned, looking down into Bella’s big, blue eyes.

“That wasn’t part of the deal,” Bella giggled, using her saliva as lubrication as she stroked up and down on Gustavo’s massive shaft.

“I don’t care. I’ll give you a month free… Six months free. Whatever. Just get your pants off.”

Bella giggled.

“It’s a deal.”


Chapter Six

Bella released Gustavo’s cock, and clambered up to her feet. Hooking her thumbs into her sweat pants, she pulled them off easily – taking with them her panties, until she was standing there in her hoody and socks, with her deliciously pert rump and lean thighs bare to the world.

“Fuuuck,” Gustavo groaned, mouth-watering. “You’re fucking gorgeous.”

“Okay,” Bella grinned, throwing her sweat pants and panties over her shoulder. “Where do you want me?”

Gustavo growled, and practically scooped Bella up into his arms. Both hands wrapped around her, taking a bare ass-cheek in each palm, he physically lifted her up, and pressed his lips hard against hers.

They made out like that, the towering black man holding her aloft, for what seemed like forever. Bella was in heaven. Gustavo’s soft, thick lips writhed deliciously against hers, and his hands on her ass were delicious close to the entrance to her pussy.

Which was soaking, by the way.

Making things even more intense was Gustavo’s erection, poking straight up – and actually brushing against the entrance to her cunt.

Bella moaned, knowing that if Gustavo lowered her just a few inches, she’d sink straight onto that big, thick, delicious cock of his.

But apparently he had other plans.

With a snarl, the enormous black man threw Bella onto a stack of padded mats and spread her legs. A moment later, he was on top of her, pinning her down, and sliding between her thighs.

“You’re so fucking sexy,” he groaned, grabbing the base of his cock, and positioning it at the entrance to her glistening pussy. Bella moaned. She needed him.

“W-wait,” she struggled, holding him by his hips to prevent the thrust that she knew would impale her. “D-do you have protection?”

“Protection?”

“Yeah,” Bella moaned needfully. “You know.”

“I’ve got a .38 under the front desk, if that’s what you mean.”

“N-no,” Bella rolled her eyes, struggling not to lift her hips and impale herself on his beautiful cock. “A c-condom.” She squirmed needfully. “Unnngh. I’m not on the pill.”

Gustavo grinned hungrily.

“Amada, believe it or not I didn’t expect to get laid tonight,” he nuzzled the head of his cock between the lips of Bella’s pussy. “I sure as hell didn’t think ahead to bring a rubber.”

Bella felt his big cock slithering up and down between the lips of her pussy, rubbing against her clitoris. She moaned hotly.

“O-okay,” she groaned. “B-but you have to pull out before you cum. You promise?”

“Uh huh.”

She punched him, hard.

“You promise?”

“Yeah, yeah,” Gustavo nodded, and thrust his hips forward.

Bella arched back and cried out, as she felt Gustavo’s thick, throbbing cock sink effortlessly inside her.


Chapter Seven

“Oh, fuuuuck.”

It was delicious. The way his thick, firm dick slid inside her, opening her up inch after inch, was so achingly satisfying. Bella eagerly wrapped her legs around Gustavo’s hips, and clung to his shoulders, urging him to fill her more…

And he did. In fact, he just kept on going, until Bella moaned in discomfort, and the big, black man finally bottomed out inside her.

“Huuuungh,” Bella groaned. “Oh, fuck…”

“Bigger than your husband?” Gustavo grinned.

“C-considerably.”

“Well, just you wait, mi bela puta.” And then he began to thrust, and Bella’s head flopped back and she cried out in pleasure.

The padded mats creaked as Gustavo thrust, fucking Bella with long, slow strokes.

It was exquisite. The muscular black man’s hips ground deliciously against Bella’s clitoris, and his big cock rubbed her g-spot in exactly the right way. Within seconds, her pussy was gushing and Bella’s whole body was shuddering.

Her nipples were hard as bullets. Her face was flushed. Her breathing was ragged.

Butterflies churned in her stomach, and a burning need was bubbling between her legs.

“Oh, fuck,” she groaned, clinging desperately to Gustavo’s shoulders as he fucked her. “You’re going to make me cum.”

“Good,” Gustavo turned his head, and gazed deep into Bella’s eyes. “I want to see it.” And he fucked her relentlessly, until she was squirming, and shuddering, and…

“Oh, fuck,” Bella groaned. “Oh, God.”

And then she came.”

“Fuuuuuuck,” arching her back, Bella surrendered to a detonation of pleasure. It was incredible; like a tsunami of pleasure washing over her, and then crashing down to leave her limp and lifeless.

Gustavo rode her like a piston through her climax, but the moment she flopped onto the mats, gasping for breath, he paused.

“Roll over,” he told her.

Bella was too limp and satisfied to do anything but obey. She groaned in disappointment as Gustavo pulled her cock from inside her, and then giggled as he rolled her over on the padded mats, until her legs and ass swung off the edge, and she clung to the other edge to stop from sliding off entirely.

Gustavo snarled lustfully, and spread the cheeks of her ass with one hand. With the other, he grabbed the base of his cock and pressed it between her thighs. It sunk back inside her pussy as effortlessly as a well-oiled piston.

Bella arched her back again. God, the positioning was perfect. As Gustavo started to thrust again, each inward thrust of his delicious cock pressed against her g-spot like it was a big, red button with ‘cum for me, bitch’ written on it.

And that’s exactly what Bella did.

Each thrust drew her closer. Each slap of Gustavo’s muscular hips on her pert ass made her body sing. The weight of this big, black man crushing her to the mats was exquisite. The heat of his breath on the back of her next made her pussy gush. And when Gustavo grabbed a fistful of her hair? And wrenched her head back?

Fuck, did Bella cum.

“Oh, GOD,” she cried, as pleasure electrified her.

For a few moments, she was paralyzed with the delicious sensations rushing through her. Then, as she flopped onto the mats, she felt Gustavo’s cock throb, and swell inside her, and felt his thrusts intensify.

“N-no,” she groaned, pushing back. “N-not inside me.”

But Gustavo made no effort to pull out.


Chapter Eight

Bella struggled, and kicked, and snapped again: “Don’t cum inside me!”

And thankfully, this time, Gustavo listened.

“Better make it quick, then”

He pulled out of Bella’s pussy with a slurp, and stepped back across the mats.

Bella slid off the mats, and dropped to her knees on the floor. Gasping for breath, she looked up just as Gustavo stepped forward, and presented his hard, throbbing cock right in front of her face.

It was magnificent – rock hard, and glistening with Bella’s wetness. It looked like a huge, ebony baseball bat, oiled up and gleaming.

Bella’s instincts took over. Without even thinking about it, she reached up and curled her fingers around the throbbing shaft. She opened her mouth and engulfed the head, her nostrils flaring as she drank in a lungful of her own tangy, heated pussy smell.

She could taste herself on his cock, and sucked and slurped eagerly.

“Oh, fuck, I’m close,” Gustavo groaned, grabbing a fistful of Bella’s hair and using it as a handle to hold her head steady. “You’re so fucking sexy.” And then he started fucking her face.

“Mmmmmph!” Tears sprang to Bella’s eyes as Gustavo forced his long cock deep into her mouth. “Mmmpgh!”

But she sucked eagerly, and swirled her tongue, and used her small hands to massage Gustavo’s big balls, and stroke the inches of his shaft that she couldn’t fit into her mouth.

“Fuuuck,” Gustavo groaned, thrusting in and out of Bella’s mouth until she choked, and long strings of saliva drooled out of her mouth. “Oh, shit, here it comes…”

And then he sunk his cock as deeply down Bella’s throat as she could, and a hot, salty spurt filled her mouth.

“Mmmmph!” Bella’s eyes shot open wide, and she gulped down the salty mouthful. Then she struggled to gulp down the second spurt, and the third…

“Awwww, shit,” Gustavo’s knees buckled, as Bella swallowed obediently. “Oh, shit…” Soon, she’d gulped down every hot spurt, and was sucking on his drained cock until Gustavo had to use her hair to pull her mouth from him, groaning: “T-too much… That’s too much.”

Exhausted, with a big smile on her glistening lips, Bella slumped onto the padded mats.

She looked like a slutty mess – bare-assed, with no pants on, and cum and saliva drooling down her chin. Her hair was a tumbled mess.

She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, and gulped down the last of the salty load Gustavo had spurted across her tongue. Then, giggling, Bella looked up into the face of the handsome Jujitsu instructor, and asked: “So… You got your money’s worth?”

Gustavo was standing there, panting. Exhausted, he tucked his drained and sticky cock back into his gi.

“That, and more,” he admitted. He offered his hand, and helped Bella to her unsteady feet.

With the post-orgasmic shudders still making her legs wobble, Bella woozily stood up. She suddenly had a pang of anxiety. Did she really just do that? Suck and fuck her Jujitsu instructor, and eagerly swallow his delicious, salty load?

She giggled. Sure beat mopping floors!


Chapter Nine

It was nearly midnight by the time Bella got home.

She snuck through the front door, and found the house dark and quiet. Just as expected, Frank had gone to bed a while earlier.

Bella tiptoed upstairs, peeling off her clothes as she did so. She left her socks on the stairs. Her sweater and t-shirt she threw in the corridor. She peeled off her sweat pants and panties for the second time that evening, and left them outside the bedroom door.

Then she carefully pushed open the door, and crept into the dark, silent bedroom.

Frank was a lump beneath the covers, and she could barely hear his breathing.

Naked, Bella slipped under the covers, and snuggled next to the deliciously warm bulk of her sleeping husband. Naturally, the movement (not to mention her cold hands) woke him up, and sleepily Frank rolled over and opened his eyes.

“H-hey,” he mumbled, opening his eyes a crack. “What time is it?”

“Just past midnight,” Bella replied. “Go back to sleep.”

Frank yawned.

“’Kay,” he mumbled, and then leaned over to kiss his wife goodnight.

His eyes shot open the moment their lips touched.

Suddenly wide awake, Frank leaned back and looked his wife dead in the eyes.

A smile crossed his face.

“Either you’ve been eating oysters,” he purred, “or it was more than the floors you were busy mopping tonight.”

Bella’s cheeks burned red. She knew she should have brushed her teeth before going to bed.

But Frank didn’t seem to be mad. In fact, he leaned forward and kissed her again, passionately and deeply. His lips moved smoothly against hers, and his tongue eagerly explored her mouth.

“Oh, fuck,” Frank grinned, as he pulled his mouth away. “I can taste him.” He chuckled. “You know, when I told you guys that a blowjob would be a more acceptable form of transaction, I was only joking.”

Bella gulped guilty.

“S-so you’re not mad?”

Frank’s eyes narrowed.

“Well, part of me is pissed off…” But then he reached over, and grabbed Bella’s slender wrist, and pulled it down – until her fingers found his rock-hard cock under the covers. “But I’m not going to lie. Tasting another man’s cum on your lips is fucking sexy.”

Bella giggled, and started stroking Frank’s cock under the covers. He leaned forward and kissed her again.

Naked bodies writhing beneath the bedclothes, they made out passionately for a few minutes, until Frank finally pulled his mouth away again and asked quizzically: “Maybe it’s the wine taster in me, but I’m getting something else…” He kissed her again, tasting her with his lips. “Tart and sweet.” Then his eyes narrowed. “Oh, it’s pussy, you little slut.”

Bella’s cheeks burned red again.

“Did you let him fuck you, you little whore?” Frank’s smile widened. “Oh, that’s just naughty.” Bella felt his cock swell in her hand, practically doubling in size. “You’re not even on the pill, you little slut. Is that why you made him finish in your mouth?” He kissed her again. “Or did you just like the taste?”

And, with that, Frank reached down to wrench apart Bella’s thighs.

His hand slipped between her legs, and Bella gasped as she felt his fingers find her pussy, and the tips of his fingers slither between her lips.

“Fuuuck,” Frank grinned. “You’re dripping.” His fingers rubbed her clitoris, and Bella arched her back and groaned. “Was this for his benefit?” And then he pulled his fingers from between her legs, and lifted them to his mouth.

Bella watched, as Frank sucked her wetness from his fingers.

“I was wondering if that was all you,” he grinned, “or if you’d let him cum inside you.”

“N-no,” Bella’s eyes widened at the thought. “I swallowed him.”

“Swallowed him like a good girl,” Frank grinned.

And then he rolled on top of her, and his hips slipped between her thighs effortlessly.

His hard cock pressed against the entrance to Bella’s glistening cunt. With one thrust, he was inside her.

She groaned, and arched her back. Frank wasn’t as big as Gustavo had been, but his rock-hard cock still stretched and filled her deliciously.

“Maybe I’m a little disappointed,” he groaned, as he sunk right to the hilt inside her. “Maybe I’d have liked him to have blown his load in my little slut wife.”

Bella groaned, staring deep into Frank’s eyes as he murmured his dirty fantasies to her.

“B-but I’m not on the pill,” she groaned. Frank began to thrust, and Bella shuddered in pleasure, clawing at the bed covers.

“Maybe that would have made it even hotter,” he grinned, and kissed her. “My little slut wife, letting some big, black stud knock her up.” He was thrusting faster and faster, and Bella knew he’d only be able to last seconds inside her. “Maybe next time you should come home with a hot little creampie inside of you.”

“Unnnnngh,” Bella groaned, practically cumming at the thought of it.

“Oh, fuuuck,” Frank groaned. “Oh, you’re such a bad little girl,” his cock throbbed. “I love you, my little slut.” And then he came.

Arching his back, Frank thrust as deeply inside his moaning wife as he could, and his cock throbbed, and swelled, and spurted deep inside of her.

The moment Bella felt herself flooded, she came too. For the third time that night, an explosion of pleasure shuddered through her body, and she scratched Frank’s back with her nails as she squirmed on the bed.

A moment later, spent, they both flopped onto the mattress; Frank’s weight crushing his panting wife.

Bella lay there, with Frank still buried inside her, and shivered deliciously.

For a few moments, they lay in each other’s arms, linked at the groin and lovingly hugging each other. Then, with a giggle, Bella pushed Frank off her.

“Roll over and let me sleep,” she laughed. “I have to be up early tomorrow to clean the Jujitsu center.”

Frank narrowed his eyes.

“Wait,” he hissed. “I thought you cumming back tasting of another man’s cum meant you’d found a different way to pay for those ‘free’ classes you’ve been going on about.”

Bella hiccupped, and tasted Gustavo’s cum in her mouth. She giggled again.

“I certainly have,” she admitted. “But Gustavo’s still short of somebody to help out at the school.” She shrugged, and rolled over – turning her back to Frank. “You said it yourself – maybe I just wanted to do it to get out of the house.” And her pussy throbbed eagerly as she added: “And who knows what mischief I might get up to while I’m there.”

Frank considered the possibilities, and smiled wickedly.

“Well,” he pulled the covers up around her shoulders. “We should make sure you get a good night’s rest then.”

And then he cuddled up to her, cock already growing hard again at the thought of what his deliciously slutty wife might be getting up to.


Israel

By Ruby Beauvoir

Chapter One

If he hadn’t started singing, the whole thing might never have happened.

“My kettlebells bring all the boys to the yard, and they’re, like: My workout’s better than yours…”

Jasmin Meadows looked up from her set, sweat pouring down her brow. She was out in the backyard of their nondescript Florida ranch, pounding out a crossfit routine while the kids napped. And, up until he’d started singing, she hadn’t even thought to give the guy working on the roof a second glance.

But there he was, a huge smile on his face, singing some made-up lyrics to that old Kelis song – lyrics that he’d apparently invented just for Jasmin’s benefit.

“Warm it up,” he sang. “The boys are waiting.” And then he went into a chorus of “lala-lala” that had Jasmin cracking up with laughter.

Pausing from her kettlebell routine, the sweaty housewife waved cheerfully and called up: “Good morning.”

And the laughing roofing contractor gazed down, he called: “Lookin’ good, Mama! You work that shit!”

Jasmin’s cheeks were already pink from exertion – but if they hadn’t been, she would have blushed. When she’d dragged herself out into the garden that morning – dressed in old sweats and a sports bra – she hadn’t thought that her kettlebell routine might have an audience.

But now it did, and she was kind of pleased it seemed to be an appreciative one. She was just a little self-conscious that this handsome, well-built African American guy – with a face like 50 Cent and a voice like Nat King Cole – was seeing her at her most sweaty, and unglamorous.

Not that he seemed to mind, it appeared – as he continued singing to her with a flirty wink. And the truth was told? Jasmin didn’t mind. In fact, that was exactly what she’d needed that morning. A seemingly harmless pick-me-up that reminded her she that wasn’t the drab, dreary housewife that her husband apparently thought she was.

Jasmin waved appreciatively at the handsome black roofing contractor, and then started her routine again – this time knocking out almost twice as many reps; because this time she knew she had an audience.

***

The reason Jasmin’s mood had been down that morning – or, at least, it had until the sexy roofing contractor had started singing to her – was yet another episode in her own, personal reality show that Jasmin was starting to call “Life with Sean.”

Her husband had been a good guy, in general. Hardworking and a great father, he’d always provided for their family, and didn’t seem to mind that Jasmin was a stay-at-home mom (although with all their kids, it wasn’t as if she’d had much of a choice.)

But the real reason she was grateful for him was because she hadn’t always looked the way she did; and he’d stuck with her despite that.

Today, Jasmine was the classic definition of a MILF. Compact and curvy, she’d toned her body through a paleo diet and crossfit until it was just the right mixture of strength and femininity. She looked damned good.

And the body was matched by a shock of delicious, dyed purple hair. As a stay-at-home mom, she didn’t have to worry about company dress code, or what her boss might think. So she wore her hair in a gorgeous purple hue, and carefully paired it with deliciously dark eye-makeup that made her look

But it hadn’t always been that way.

After the birth of their third kid, Jasmin had struggled to lose the baby weight. Subsequent kids hadn’t helped. And the feeling of flabby unattractiveness skewed everything else in her life too. Her normally elegant hair reverted to its natural mousy brown, and she abandoned her hairstyle for a classic soccer-mom-who-has-given-up-on-life bob.

Feeling unattractive made the idea of sex unattractive, and her and Sean’s bedroom turned into a cemetery. And that lack of excitement infected every area of her life – until she struggled to get out of bed in the morning, and Sean would come back from work grateful to find the kids alive; having long since abandoned the dream of a clean house or a cooked dinner.

But crossfit and paleo had changed all that. In less than a year, Jasmin has corrected her life’s downward trajectory and remade herself as both the sculptor and the marble – and the effects were to be seen beyond just the width of her hips and the flatness of her belly.

Their sex life had been electric again – Sean had needed to beg for mercy as Jasmin sucked and fucked him to oblivion eagerly. And her home had never been cleaner, her kids better behaved or a more delicious (paleo) dinner to be found on any dinner table in Florida.

But like all good things, that had come to an end; and the “Life with Sean” reality show had begun.


Chapter Two

It had started like most marital problems do – with Sean just taking her for granted.

Now, Jasmin wasn’t a demanding wife by any means. In fact, she liked to consider herself a pretty cool one. She didn’t nag Sean, or give him a hard time… But she kind of wanted to feel valued.

But as the novelty of his new, hot wife wore on, Sean’s appreciation seemed to wane. He came home from work later. He played Playstation longer. He’d let her head off up to bed and stay glued to the television until the small hours of the morning (and then demand to sleep in while Jasmin got the kids up, fed and ready for school.)

Jasmin soon started to feel less like a loving wife, and more like a live-in babysitter, cleaning lady and cook.

Albeit one who Sean occasionally liked to fuck.

And that was where the second problem lay. Sean no longer made an effort in bed. He just expected it – and ‘it’ was usually a lot of work from Jasmin.

Perhaps she’d spoiled him with the luxurious blowjobs, and the dirty talk, and sexy makeup and lingerie. Sean now expected it, and offered nothing in return. In fact, sometimes he’d offer even less than that – rolling over minutes after she’d rocked his world, muttering: “Tired. Got to get up for work tomorrow.”

After so many years of marriage, Jasmin had not expected to have to finish herself off after sex, with her fingers or Hitachi.

And that’s where the third and final problem had evolved from.

It had happened one morning, while the kids were still snoring and Jasmin and Sean had enjoyed some snuggly morning sex. Sean had humped and pumped and blown his load within seconds, leaving Jasmin hot, bothered and sticky. And then he’d got up, given her a wink and headed to the shower.

“Got to get ready for work, babe.”

Leaving her totally unsatisfied.

And that’s when she normally reached under her bed and pulled out her Hitachi. Things had gotten so bad that she’d even taken to leaving it plugged in, for just such an occasion.

But this morning, Sean stepped back in from the en suite bathroom, looking for his phone, and he flipped his shit when he saw his wife lying on her back, vibrator clenched between her thighs.

“What the fuck is this?”

Jasmin had looked up, originally too surprised to speak. Sean knew she had a vibrator. He’d seen her use it. But today?

“I’m not good enough?” He looked furious. “What are you imagining? Are you imagining somebody else? Who is he?”

And that’s when it started… The jealousy.

The incident with the vibrator was brushed over pretty easily… But then Sean started snooping at her phone messages. He glanced over her shoulder as she checked her Facebook messages. He randomly ordered an itemized phone bill, “just to check where we can save money” he argued, although he knew she was the only one to make calls (and they were all included in the same flat rate.)

The final straw came when Sean dropped all pretence and just flat-out demanded: “Are you fucking somebody else?”

The accusation blindsided Jasmin, because the only thing dumber than the idea of her cheating on Sean was the idea of when exactly she’d have time to do so! He was gone twelve hours a day, and the last time she’d been out of the house alone was three months ago.

But Sean wouldn’t let it up. He quizzed her about what she did all day. He demanded to know who each of her male Facebook friends was. He tried to install monitoring software on her phone twice – “in case the kids use it” – and practically divorced her when she refused.

And it wasn’t until this obnoxious and seemingly inexplicable behaviour had gone on for three whole months that Jasmin finally stumbled over the reason for Sean’s jealousy.

She picked up his phone one time when he was in the shower, thinking that it was his work texting him…

And, instead, it was a random number she didn’t recognize, sending a kissing smiley face – and a photo of a naked set of boobs.


Chapter Three

Jasmin would remember the moment it happened for the rest of her life.

She vividly recalled how the first thing that hit her wasn’t anger, or surprise, or resentment. It was actually a feeling of calm relief – like a lightswitch clicking in her head, and a voice inside her announcing: “Oh, so that’s what it’s all about. He’s projecting.”

As it was, Jasmin didn’t even have time to get angry. Almost as soon as she’d picked up the phone, Sean came crashing out of the bathroom and demanded: “What the fuck do you think you’re doing?”

Jasmin wheeled around and held up the phone.

“Whose tits are these?” She demanded.

Sean didn’t answer. Later, Jasmin would remember actually feeling kind of impressed at his sheer brass balls in the way he responded.

“That’s my fucking phone,” Sean snapped, grabbing it roughly from her hands. “Jesus, stop being such a nosy bitch.”

Jasmin was honestly stunned. His sheer brazenness was awe-inspiring. He’d just been caught with his proverbial fucking pants down and he had the fucking balls to be angry about it?

“Who the fuck is it?” Jasmin repeated, giving Sean a look that even he decided not to fuck with. “Who just sent you a picture of their fucking tits?”

And that’s when the truth came out… Or, at least, as much of it as Sean couldn’t cover up.

As it turned out, he wasn’t cheating on her… Well, not physically. He’d just had a couple (more like half a dozen) of “Internet flirtations” that had included exchanged nude photos, sexts and even a dirty webcam session.

Jasmin felt horrified.

It wasn’t the thought of her husband cheating on her that upset her. In fact, in the right circumstances, she’d have been open to the idea of an open marriage. It was Sean’s sheer fucking hypocrisy. He’d made her life a living hell with the jealousy and neglect – and now this?  

They discussed divorce. Sean made empty promises to quit. They even talked about the idea of exploring polyamory – to which Sean snapped: “If you fuck another man, I’ll fucking kill the pair of you.”

So at the end of it all, Jasmin was left having to suck it all up and just deal with it. And Sean, like an unrepentant baby, pouted and resented having to give up his “Internet girlfriends” and his lack of consideration around the house and his selfishness in bed just amplified.

Which left Jasmin depressed, and dejected – feeling almost as bad about herself as she had before losing all that weight, and dying her hair purple.

Or, at least, she would have felt that bad about herself, if it hadn’t been for that handsome roofing contractor, singing out to her and giving her the first thing she’d had to feel good about in weeks.


Chapter Four

“What about the roofing dude?”

Like in all things, Sean was absolutely disinterested when she mentioned it the following morning.

“How long’s he up there?” Jasmin asked. “He’s kind of tearing a lot of the roof up.”

It was one of those things Sean had arranged that he hadn’t bothered to tell Jasmin about. Something about the roof not being up to code. She might have heard the word “asbestos” mentioned.

“I dunno. A couple of days.” Sean looked up from his bacon and eggs. “Y’know, now you mention it, perhaps you should send the kids to stay with your mom for a night or too.”

“You fucking think?” Jasmin rolled her eyes. He could be so inconsiderate sometimes.

With that in mind, Jasmin called up her mom and drove the kids over there later that day. Her babies were excited about the idea of spending a couple of nights with their beloved “Gramma”.

And Jasmin?

She was looking forward to having the house all to herself.

As long as the roof stayed on.

***

The next day, Sean woke Jasmin up with a hard-on and a time limit.

“Hey, baby,” he purred, mauling her breasts and kissing her neck. “Since the kids aren’t home… How about you sending me off to work with a bang?”

A few months ago, Jasmin would have jumped at the opportunity. She’d used to love having sex with Sean.

But now? The bitter resentment of the past few weeks almost made her want to roll over and pretend to be asleep.

But while Jasmin was convinced she had a lot of failings in life (she’d one watched 22 episodes of How I Met Your Mother on Netflix back to back, for example) living up to her “wifely duties” was not one she was ready to adopt.

So rolling over, she curled her arms around Sean’s shoulders and kissed him passionately.

Their bodies writhed together under the covers. Since the kids weren’t home, neither of them had worn pajamas or underwear and even Jasmin had to admit that her breath deepened and her pussy grew wet as she felt the bare skin of Sean’s lean, muscular body slide against hers.

“Here,” Sean rolled over onto his back, and grabbed the root of his cock. “Suck it.”

Jasmin froze for a second. Once again, a new months ago she’d have his cock in her mouth like it was made out of chocolate. She loved giving head, and had a submissive streak in her that kind of enjoyed being ordered about.

But now? She was resentful of Sean’s order. Why couldn’t they make out more? Why wasn’t he going down on her? Jesus, did everything have to be about him?

And then Jasmin saw something that made her forget all of that – and freeze.

Like most mornings, they’d left the curtains covering their patio door open. This morning, the sun streamed in and flooded the bed with warm and light.

Normally, it wouldn’t be an issue. They slept clothed most nights, and even if they hadn’t (or for when they had sex in the mornings) their backyard was secluded and surrounded by a high fence. There wasn’t a neighbour around to spy on them.

But today, as she knelt naked on the bed in front of Sean’s towering hard-on, Jasmin noticed that there was somebody in the back yard.

The roofing contractor!

The handsome black man, in a tight sleeveless t-shirt and shorts, was setting up a bench saw and rolls of vinyl on the lawn – and now he was staring directly in through the patio windows!

“W-what’s wrong?” Sean had realized she’d frozen.

Jasmin reached over and grabbed Sean’s cock, before her husband rolled over and looked out of the window – and saw what she’d seen. The last thing she wanted Sean to do was see that they had an audience.

The damn fool would probably run outside threatening to “kick his ass!” The irony being that the handsome roofing contractor had muscles like Terry Crews – and would probably send Sean to the emergency room with broken bones and a shattered ego.

So Jasmin slid her fingers around Sean’s cock and started to stroke him, which made him turn to face her, oblivious of what was going on outside the window.

Which was a good thing, as it happened.

Because the moment he’d been spotted, she’d imagined the roofing contractor would have scurried away in embarrassment; mortified at having caught his customers in such a compromising situation.

But instead? He just stood there.

Jasmin stroked Sean’s cock, and reached down to kiss him on the lips. As their mouths met, she looked up – across Sean’s cheek – and saw the handsome roofing contractor just standing there, watching them.

And then his eyes met Jasmin’s… And the handsome bastard smiled at her.


Chapter Five

Jasmin didn’t know what to do.

In some ways, she’d gone too far already. She couldn’t tell Sean now, could she?

So in full-on panic mode, she did the only thing she could think of. She opened her mouth, lowered her head and engulfed Sean’s straining cock between her lips.

“Oooooh,” her husband arched his back and moaned as he felt the delicious wetness of her lips and tongue envelop him. Then she squirmed as Jasmin slurped, and sucked, and bobbed her head until the room echoed with a delicious “schlurp, schlurp, schlurp.”

But for once, Jasmin was multitasking. As she slurped on Sean’s cock, she reached for a pillow with her free hand, and tossed it across Sean’s head to land in such a way that if he rolled his head to the left, his view out of the window would be obscured.

And then Jasmin looked up.

Her head bobbing up and down, and Sean’s cock sliding in and out between her lips, Jasmin looked up and once again met the eyes of the handsome black contractor.

The arrogant bastard was still just standing there! And this time, he actually had the balls to lift his hand and give Jasmin a fucking thumbs up!

She snarled around the cock in her mouth, and Sean whimpered at the sudden aggression. “Easy, girl!”

That made Jasmin angrier still, and she used her free hand to cup Sean’s balls and squeeze them gently.

“Uuuungh,” his back arched.

She massaged his balls; a combination of sensuality that also sent a clear and unspoken message that she was in charge right now.

Eyes still locked with the black stranger, Jasmin continued to suck Sean’s cock. Saliva dribbled down her chin. Her tongue swirled. She could taste the first salty drops of pre-cum and realized that Sean was already close to explosion.

And looking up, she saw the black stranger nodding in approval – as if to tell her: “You go, girl.”

Anger and embarrassment slipped away. Jasmin suddenly felt a throb between her legs as she realized the black stranger was challenging her.

She squeezed Sean’s balls harder. She widened her mouth and sunk down so low on Sean’s cock that it tickled the back of her throat. Tears sprang to her eyes, while her wetness began to dribble down her thighs.

“Oh, shit,” Sean groaned, suddenly thrusting his hips upwards, stabbing his cock into Jasmin’s mouth. “Oh, fuck, I can’t hold out…” And Jasmin didn’t want him to.

Staring the handsome black contractor right in the eye, Jasmin kept going. She bobbed her head faster. Her tongue swirled more rapidly. Soon Sean was groaning, and writhing on the bed.

Jasmin gazed into the black stranger’s eyes and watched the handsome man’s smile widen. She suddenly felt a thrill of erotic pride; like she wasn’t sucking Sean’s cock any more… She was performing.

“Oh fuck! Oh, baby! Fuck!”

And then her performance reached its climax.

Sean’s cock throbbed, and swelled, and suddenly Jasmin tasted the scalding, salty spurts as they flooded her tongue.

She swallowed eagerly, gulping down each spurt of cum, until Sean writhed beneath her begging for mercy and his straining cock had nothing left to offer up.

And then Jasmin released him.

Sean flopped onto the bed, gasping for breath.

And Jasmin straightened up – kneeling absolutely naked on the bed, in full and plain view of the handsome black roofing contractor.

He got a view of everything… Her round, ripe breasts. Her pert nipples. Her pale skin.

And, of course, her beautiful face, crowned by that purple hair.

Jasmin peered through the patio windows, directly into the black stranger’s eyes. And, as she did so, she licked the cum and saliva from her lips; letting each pearlescent dribble serve as evidence of how orally talented she was.

The black contractor gazed at her with awe. The front of his shorts swelled.

Finally, with a wry smile, he gave Jasmin the thumbs up and ducked around the side of the house, out of view of the patio window.

And it was a good job, too – since that was the moment Sean finally decided to sit up, still panting for breath.

He saw that Jasmine was staring out the window, and moved the cushion she’d thrown so he could look out across the yard as well.

Which was empty.

“What are you staring at?” Sean demanded.

Jasmin awoke from her trance.

Wiping the cum and saliva from her chin, she turned to her husband and purred: “Nothing. I’m all good.” She winked. “Did you enjoy that blowjob?”

Sean nodded appreciatively. “It was wild, baby. You sucked me like a porn star.” He snorted. “Damn, you need an audience for that.”

And Jasmin froze. Did he know?

But it was pretty apparent that his comment had just been a coincidence. Laughing, Sean flopped back in the bed and rolled over, climbing out onto the tile floors.

“Hey, baby,” Jasmin called to him, rolling onto her back and spreading her legs. Her perfectly waxed pussy – pink and glistening – was on display; open and inviting. “How about making me feel as good as I just made you feel?”

Sean looked at it. Then he shrugged.

“Nah, I’m gonna be late for work.” And with that, Sean padded into the bathroom and Jasmin heard the shower switch on.

“Besides,” Sean called from the other room, somewhat derisively. “You’ve got the equipment lying around the house. You can take care of that yourself.”

And Jasmin knew that Sean was making a snide reference to the Hitachi vibrator under the bed… But the moment he said that, she turned to the patio windows and gazed into the garden where the handsome black contractor had been standing just a few minutes earlier.

“Yes,” she mused, a sudden dangerous thought flashing through her head. “Yes, I do.”


Chapter Six

Sean was out of the house in record time. Grabbing his laptop bag, a hot pocket and a to-go cup of coffee, his truck roared off the driveway before his call of “bye, honey” had finished echoing through the house.

Jasmin lay in bed, naked and frustrated. What a prick! She gives him what she would humbly classify as the blowjob of a lifetime - and what does he do?

Fucks off to work without even giving her a kiss.

But today, Jasmin had a delicious idea rattling around her brain. Climbing out of bed, she pulled on her yoga pants and sports bra and rattled open the back door, knowing that somebody would be waiting out there for her.

***

And he was, of course. The roofing contractor was sitting on the top of the garage, legs swinging off the edge.

As Jasmin covered her eyes against the morning sun, she looked up at the handsome black man sitting on the roof and demanded: “Did you get a good show this morning?”

Anger, in this instance, had overcome embarrassment.

The handsome contractor laughed.

“Hey, I’m sorry honey,” he held up his hands in mock surrender. “I just wanted to get an early start on things – beat the Florida heat. And when I saw what was going on…” He stared at his feet, as they dangled down below him. “Well, I couldn’t help myself.”

Jasmin snorted angrily.

“Well, did you get a good show, at least?”

The black guy laughed. “You bet I did.”

And then, even though it was eight feet to the ground below, he slipped off the roof and landed like a cat on the ground beneath him.

Jasmin had to admit she was impressed.

Climbing up to his feet, the handsome black contractor walked over and said: “You looked damn sexy blowing your husband. He’s a lucky fucking man!”

Jasmin took a step back.

It wasn’t that she was scared, exactly. It’s just this big, black stranger wasn’t reacting to any of this the way she’d anticipated. She’d expected him to be embarrassed… Repentant…

But instead? He was staring at her with a hungry look in his eye and a shit-eating grin on his face. One again, with his bulging muscles and broad, flat face, he kind of looked like 50 Cent, only with a much sexier grin.

“Yeah,” Jasmin crossed her arms in front of her chest. “Well, I’d recommend not going in for a matinee. If my husband sees you spying on us, he’s likely to come out here with a crowbar.”

The black guy snorted.

“Well, that depends… It sounds like you were planning on giving me a repeat performance.”

Jasmin’s eyes widened. Anger fought with amusement – and amusement won.

Snorting derisively, she hissed: “Jesus Christ, you’re fucking cocky!”

The roofer grinned cheekily.

“Hey, it was a nice show, alright? My girlfriend left me a couple of weeks ago, so it was the closest thing I got to getting some for quite a while, you dig?”

Jasmin rolled her eyes.

“I dig. But you’d better play it cool. My husband has a temper. The last thing I want him doing is running into the back yard picking a jealous fight with you.”

She snorted.

“Not least of which because he’d lose.”

The black guy laughed again. He flexed his impressive muscles.

“Don’t worry, sweetheart. These guns are just for show. I’m a lover, not a fighter.” And then he winked lasciviously at her, and Jasmin felt an illicit thrill between her thighs.

“Well, hopefully you’re a roofer first. Are you going to get working, or what?”

The black man grinned. “I dunno. Are you going to grab your kettlebells and give me another show, or what?”

“Jesus,” Jasmin shook her head. “You’re fucking incorrigible. What’s your name, you smooth talker?”

The handsome black man stepped up and offered Jasmin a calloused hand.

“I’m Israel,” he explained, “like the country. But you can call me Izz.”

“Well, I’m Jasmine,” she purred back, feeling the warm, tight grip of his hand in hers. “And if you don’t mind, will you get back up there and fix my fucking roof?”


Chapter Seven

It was supposed to be a rest day.

It was supposed to be a rest day, Jasmin kept telling herself.

Yet, she still found herself grabbing her kettlebells and hefting them out to the back yard, and starting off one of her more intense routines; acutely away that up on the roof – as he banged his hammer and unrolled strips of bitumen – Izz was watching her intently.

It was actually pretty amazing. Jasmin felt really in tune with her body, as she stretched and swung and reached beyond her limits knowing she had an audience.

Soon sweat was pouring off her, and her muscles ached, and she swore that if she didn’t slow down she’d pass out right then and there (although, truth be told, the thought of Izz having to give her mouth-to-mouth didn’t exactly horrify her.)

Finally, as the alarm on her watch went, Jasmin threw down the kettlebells and slumped into a heap on the lawn.

Izz, who’d given up all pretence of working now, called down from the rooftop: “You okay, sugar?”

Jasmin rolled her eyes.

Staggering to her feet, she called: “I-I’m fine.” She had to lean against the fence for a moment. “Just… Just went a bit hardcore that time.”

“Didn’t you just,” Izz called. “You were looking good.”

Jasmin flushed with pride as she heard that.

Staggering up, she headed towards the kitchen patio doors – and, as she walked underneath the roof overhang, called up: “You want something to drink? Watching me train must have been exhausting for you.”

Thump! Like a cat, Izz had once again bounded off the roof and landed on his haunches on the patio. He straightened up, grinning wickedly.

“I was due for a break anyway.”

Jasmin snorted, and let him follow her into the cool, dark kitchen.

It was past twelve now – the perfect time for a drink. Opening the fridge, Jasmin pulled out two ice-cold bottles of Angry Orchard cider and popped the tops off.

She handed one to Izz.

“They say beer’s the best thing to hydrate with after a workout, but I prefer this.” And then she drained the bottle in three long draughts.

Izz’s eyes widened. “Dayum, girl. Slow down!” But she was already popping open a second.

Izz laughed in awe, and sipped his drink. His eyes widened as it fizzed on his tongue. “I’ve never tried this shit before. It’s good. Kinda sweet, but dry.”

“I much prefer it to beer,” Jasmin shrugged. “It’s light, and refreshing – and damn, it does the job.” And she was speaking from experience. That drained cider was already buzzing its way around her system delightfully.

For a moment they sipped their drinks in companionable silence. Then Izz looked and cocked his head on one side.

“Yo. Can I ask you a personal question?”

Jasmin snorted.

“If it’s whether I spit or swallow, I think you saw the answer to that this morning.”

Izz laughed: “Nah, nah. And it’s more personal than that.” He leaned forward conspiratorially. “I couldn’t help noticing that when you sucked off your lucky husband this morning, he didn’t return the favour.”

Even with one and a half bottles of cider swilling around inside her, Jasmin’s cheeks immediately burned red when she heard that.

“I… Er…” She stammered. “He was… He had to get to work. He was late.” She shrugged. “I didn’t mind. He’ll make it up to me.”

“Bullshit.”

Jasmin blinked at the directness of that comment.

“What did you just say?”

“I said I’m calling bullshit. I’ve seen his type. He got what he wanted, and he was out the door. If he’d been a real man, he’d have been late for work and stayed back until his job was fucking done.”

Anger flashed in Jasmin’s eyes.

“Sean is a real man,” she growled. “He just…” The words dried up in her mouth. “What I mean is…”

Izz gulped down his drink. Then he smacked his lips.

“You are a fucking sexy woman,” he growled. “If a guy like that can’t be bothered to appreciate you, and give you what you need, then he’d better be careful some other guy doesn’t come along and deliver instead.”

Jasmin felt a flash of anger again, and suddenly felt anxious about having this handsome, sexy man in her kitchen.

“Shouldn’t you be up there fixing the roof?” She growled.

“Ha, I guess.” Izz nodded. Then he took two steps forward, until Jasmin backed up against the refrigerator and felt the heat of this towering man on her body.

“I’m just saying… If you maybe wanted me to make good on what your husband started…” He licked his thick, brown lips. Jasmin shuddered. “Well, I could make you sing like a nightingale, if you know what I mean.”

Jasmin shivered. She lifted her bottle to her lips and gulped down the last of her drink. She barely even tasted it.

Izz looked down at her, his eyes smoldering.

“Think about it,” he winked. And then he drained his own bottle, left it on the counter and stepped out of the patio doors back into the blazing Florida sun.


Chapter Eight

Jasmin stood there, stunned.

She’d been hit on plenty of times in her life – even more so now she’d earned her crossfit body, and dyed her hair purple. But this Izz guy? He was brazen. Cocky and confident like she’d never seen before.

And the worst part…

She was kind of curious.

I mean, he was a good looking guy. Huge, and muscular, with a sexy grin and an amazing body. And she was frustrated from being left unsatisfied that morning.

But more than that, she was furious with Sean. For taking her for granted for so long. For flirting on the ‘net with all those women. For thinking of his own sexual needs before hers.

Jasmin shook her head.

C’mon, girl. You can’t be serious.

You’re married, she told herself. Your husband might be a jerk, but he’s still your husband. The father of your kids. You can’t…

And then she lifted her eyes, and looked out of the patio windows. She saw Izz standing in the sunlight, peeling off his shirt. Underneath was a broad chest, and a flat stomach, and those big, think biceps.

She felt a jolt, almost like an electric shock to the pussy. She had to cling to the counter to stop her knees from buckling. Fuck, but that body.

And then Jasmin started thinking naughty thoughts. Very naughty thoughts.

Her blood boiled as she remembered her frustration with Sean. Her breath deepened as she remembered how fucking sexy it had been, locking eyes with Izz and letting him watch her suck and swallow Sean’s cum.

Anger and sexual frustration was a dangerous combination.

With a snort of determination, she walked over to the patio door and swung it open. Izz turned to her as she did so, with that arrogant little smile that suggested he’d known she would.

But that arrogance was actually kind of sexy.

“Come inside,” Jasmin ordered.

***

Izz strode towards her like a bull, all dark skin and muscles. She almost backed away, kind of intimidated by his sheer size, and that suddenly determined look on his handsome, dark face.

Through the doors he strode – then, suddenly, he’d grabbed hold of her arms and pushed her back against the counter, and his lips were pressed hard against hers.

“Mmmph!” Jasmin struggled. She could taste the cider on his lips. “Mmmmph!”

But Izz just kissed her – those thick, sensuous lips writhing against hers, and his tongue slithering between her lips.

“W-wait!” With a wet smack, Jasmin tore her lips away. “Wait, hold on, for fuck’s sake.”

Izz snorted, and took a stop back, looking down at Jasmin as she steadied herself against the counter.

She hadn’t expected that! Suddenly her heart was pounding, and her pussy was quivering, and she had butterflies in her stomach.

“W-wait,” she gasped. “Oh, God, not so fast.” She held up her hand. “I make the rules, okay?”

Izz looked down at her with a contemptuous snort. He said: “Sure,” but it was clear he meant anything but.

Jasmin grabbed his hand. “C’mon.”

And then, heart pounding, she led him into the bedroom.

The bed was still mussed up from earlier, and Jasmin was about to pull the covers off – but Izz didn’t give her the chance. Hefting her up like she weighed nothing, he threw her onto the bed even as Jasmin screamed out “Waaaaaiiiit!”

The bed creaked as she bounced to a halt on it, tangled in the sheets.

And then Izz was standing by the side of the bed, and he grabbed Jasmin’s ankles.

“Wait!” She was immediately starting to regret her impulsiveness. She’d intended to be in charge of this situation, and it was very obvious that she wasn’t.

Izz grabbed one of her sneakers and pulled it off. Then he grabbed the other one and tossed it over his shoulder. Jasmin’s socks came next, and then he reached down and grabbed the waistband of Jasmin’s yoga pants and yanked them halfway down her thighs, taking her panties with them.

“Jesus!” Jasmin cried. With Izz holding her ankles up in the air, she was pinned on her back to the bed, totally helpless. “Stop! Stop! This is all too fast!”

Izz suddenly paused.

He looked down at Jasmin, as she lay on her back with her legs in the air and her bare ass hanging over the bed.

“You want this, right?” He demanded.

Jasmin lay on her back, gasping for air.

“I…” She stammered. “I…”

Izz licked his lips.

“Baby, I’m going to tear these pants off, get down between your legs and I’m going to eat you ‘til you scream. Until your pussy husband can hear you, all the way from wherever the fuck he works.”

Jasmin felt a thrill when she heard that.

“O-okay,” she panted, and Izz started peeling off her yoga pants again. “But that’s it… You just… You just make me cum. That’s the deal, you get it?”

Izz tossed the yoga pants over his shoulder.

“Sure, sure,” he agreed, spreading her legs. “Nothing else…” and then he knelt down beside the bed, and Jasmin groaned when she felt his hot breath on her thighs. “Unless, y’know, you beg me for it later…”


Chapter Nine

“Oh, fuuuuuck….”

Jasmin arched her back and flailed on the bed as Izz’s hot, wet mouth clamped over her shaven pussy.

She was lying on the bed in nothing but her sports bra, and Izz had his hands hooked under her knees, spreading her thighs wide; almost bending her in half.

And that gave him unrestricted access to Jasmin’s shaven pussy; and he was taking advantage of it.

At first Jasmin was horribly self-conscious about being sweaty down there – but the moment she felt Izz’s tongue slither between the lips of her pussy, she practically lost the capacity for rational thought.

He licked between her pussy lips, and her cunt blossomed like a flower. Then his tongue found her clitoris and swirled around it while he sucked, and slurped and feasted on her.

“Oh, my God,” Jasmin groaned, staring at the ceiling, pleasure radiating from between her legs.

This was so much better than Sean. This was, in fact, so much better than anybody who’d ever gone down on her before. Izz had a thick, wide, wet tongue that slathered her from top to bottom; until her pussy was quivering and dripping, and her clitoris throbbed like a big, red button.

“Oh, Jesus,” Jasmin groaned, and reached down to slide her fingers into Izz’s nappy hair. “That’s so fucking good.” She guided his head between her legs, getting him to lick just the right spot. “Oh, God, I needed this.”

Izz lifted his head. Staring down between the valley of her breasts, she could see his face between her thighs – his chin glistening with her juices.

“No shit you needed this,” he grinned, throwing one of her legs over his shoulder. “And I’m just getting started, sweetheart.”

And then his mouth returned to her clitoris, and Jasmin moaned in pleasure as Izz used his now-free hand to press two fingers against the entrance to her quivering pussy.

She was so drenched and aroused that her pussy opened up greedily, and swallowed his two fingers inch by inch. His fingers were thick, and calloused, and felt delicious inside of her.

“Oh Christ,” Jasmin groaned, as she felt his fingers sink all the way to his knuckles inside of her. Stretched and filled, it was incredibly intense.

“Mmmph,” Izz mumbled hornily, as he sucked and slurped on her clitoris. “Mmmph!” And then those fingers inside her curled, and started teasing her g-spot from within.

“Oh fuuuuck!” Jasmin nearly flew off the bed. “Oh, Christ!” Within seconds, the stimulation on her clitoris and g-spot had grown so intense, Izz practically had to hold Jasmine down onto the bed. “Oh, God, I’m going to…”

Her orgasm hit her like a freight train.

Shuddering like she was electrified, Jasmin felt a lightning bolt of pleasure explode between her legs, and sizzle down every nerve in her body. Her vision blurred. Her back arched. She wailed incoherently, and lost herself in the most intense orgasm of her life…

And Izz didn’t stop licking.

His fingers pumped in and out of her. His lips worked on her clitoris relentlessly. Just as Jasmin shuddered from the coattails of her first orgasm, she felt herself forced towards another.

“Oh, fuuuuuck!” This time, the pleasure hit her like a tidal wave, and she flopped onto the bed as the intense sensations crashed over her. Then Izz kept licking, and she came again… And again… Until…

“Oh, God, no!” Jasmin begged, pushing his head out from between her thighs. “Oh, no, I can’t take any more! Mercy! Mercy!”

Reluctantly, Izz relented.

Finally free of his tormenting tongue and mouth, Jasmin flopped, exhausted, to the bed. Her legs hung over the edge limply, and she shuddered as after-shocks of orgasm sizzled over her.

“Oh, God,” she groaned, when she could finally find her breath. “That was incredible.”

She lay there, panting for a moment. Her eyes stared sightlessly up at the ceiling. That had been everything she’d missed that morning; and the multiple orgasms were even more delicious because they on behalf of the lips and tongue of a man who wasn’t her husband.

And then a noise snapped Jasmin sharply out of her erotic daze.

Ziiiiip.

She lifted her head, looking up at the towering silhouette of Izz, as he stood looming over her.

He was unbuckling his pants, and pulling down the zipper.

Reaching inside, he wrestled out an enormous, half-hard black cock.

“Well, sexy,” the handsome black man growled. “Now it’s my turn.”


Chapter Ten

“W-wait,” Jasmin gasped. “I thought we’d agreed you were just going down on me…” And she’d honestly meant it at the time; and part of her still meant it now.

But then she gazed up, at the thick meaty mass Izz was wrestling out of his pants. His cock was magnificent – as long and thick as her forearm, and covered with throbbing veins.

It was the largest dick she’d ever seen (and she had actually sucked a black cock once, back in high school) But Israel’s shaft dwarfed even that one. It was a monster, and as he stood looming over her, Izz stroked his cock and it grew harder, and thicker, and even more impossibly huge than Jasmin thought possible.

“Aww, c’mon, baby,” the handsome black man growled, stroking his cock as he kicked off his pants. “I gave you yours… You wouldn’t want to do to me what your hubby did to you, would you?”

Jasmin gulped. She remembered her frustration that morning, as Sean walked out of the door and left her, naked and needy, on the bed.

And as much as Izz was clearly going back on his word, she didn’t want to leave him in the same predicament. Besides, she had a feeling Izz would be so much easier to kick out of her bedroom once his balls were empty.

So struggling to sit up, Jasmin found herself staring straight at Izz’s massive cock.

“This wasn’t part of the deal,” Jasmin growled, as she reached up and curled her slender fingers around the enormous, black cock. Izz groaned as he felt the softness of her touch. “You promised this was just about my pleasure.”

But as she felt Israel’s enormous shaft stiffen and grow in her grip, Jasmin stopped feeling resentful. Butterflies swirled in her stomach. Her mouth watered. She looked up, into the face of the handsome black man staring down at her, and bit her lip flirtatiously.

“C’mon,” Izz challenged her. “Let’s see what you’ve got, Mami.”

Jasmin hefted his massive hard-on up, and bent her head. A moment later, she slurped her tongue across his heavy, black balls and Israel moaned in pleasure.

“Oooh, fuck, yeah.”

Jasmin giggled, and sucked and licked Izz’s balls as she stroked his cock. Then she ran her tongue up inch-after-inch of his straining shaft until she reached the tip; and started swirling her tongue around the head of Israel’s massive dick like it was a fist-sized scoop of chocolate ice-cream.

“Oh, baby, you’re good at that,” Israel cooed, staring down at the beautiful housewife as she pleasured him with her tongue. “The moment I watched you sucking your husband’s cock this morning? I knew I had to feel your mouth on me.”

And that was the moment that Jasmin opened her mouth as wide as she could, and enveloped the head of Izz’s cock between her lips.

“Ooooh, shit!” His knees nearly buckled as he felt the warm, wet, delicious sensation of Jasmin’s lips and tongue on him. “Oh, Jesus.”

“Mmmmph,” Jasmin mumbled, as she stretched her mouth wider, and sucked and licked Israel with sensual strokes of her tongue.

The big, black man looked down at her, as she bobbed her head in front of him, his big, black shaft slithering in and out of her lips. She looked so fucking sexy, starting up at him with her big, blue eyes, and saliva drooling down her chin.

He reached down, and Izz’s fingers slid into Jasmin’s gorgeous purple hair. He guided her head up and down on his cock, groaning in pleasure as he felt her tongue swirl around the tip.

“K-keep that up,” Israel groaned, “and I’m going to bust my nut in that pretty little mouth of yours.” He stroked her head. “Would you swallow it, like a good little slut?”

“Mmmmph,” Jasmin nodded affirmatively, although that was difficult with the best part of a foot of cock in her mouth.

Israel’s lips curled mischievously.

“Well, you know what? As much as I’d like that, there’s one thing I’ve got to try first.” And, with that, he roughly pushed Jasmin back.

With a yelp, his straining cock popped from Jasmin’s mouth, splattering them both with saliva. Jasmin fell onto her back on the bed, and suddenly found Israel on top of her; pinning her there.

His muscular hips were between her spread legs. He’d grabbed the root of his big dick – still glistening with her saliva – and was wrestling it into position at the entrance to her wet, eager pussy.

“No,” Jasmin squirmed under him. “No! This definitely wasn’t part of the deal.” But then she felt the tip of his cock nuzzle between the dewy lips of her pussy, and she moaned in pleasure.

“C’mon, baby,” Israel growled, thrusting a little, until his cock threatened to sink right inside her. “I’ve just got to feel it.”

“W-what about a c-condom,” Jasmin groaned, realising that Israel wasn’t going to take no for an answer, and she was tempted not to even ask. “I-I’m not on the pill.”

Israel’s cock sunk another half-inch between the lips of her pussy, and Jasmin shuddered at the delicious sensation.

“I don’t have a condom,” Israel looked down at her like she was crazy. “And I wasn’t planning on wearing one even if I did. I mean, I’m clean, honey. I get tested.” And then that cock pressed even more insistently at the entrance to her pussy.

“Uuuuungh,” Jasmin squirmed underneath him, her greedy little pussy quivering in anticipation. Dammit, she shouldn’t be doing this… But the thought of that big, thick cock sliding inside of her… “Uuuungh,” she moaned again.

Virtually panting, Jasmin growled: “My husband had a vasectomy. I’m not on the pill. You can’t cum in me.” She squirmed beneath him. “J-just put it in for a minute, okay.”

Israel’s face broke into a wide, shit-eating grin.

“Whatever you say, honey.”

And then he thrust.


Chapter Eleven

“Oh, fuuuuuck….”

Jasmin’s back arched, and she moaned in pleasure as Israel’s deliciously thick cock sunk inch-after-inch inside of her. She was so wet – so ready – that his bareback dick slid inside her effortlessly. She’d never felt so stretched, and filled, in her life.

“Aww, man,” Izz breathed hotly in her ear, as he sunk to the hilt inside of her. “You feel so fucking good.” And then he began to thrust, and the bed creaked as he moved his hips.

Jasmin reached up and wrapped her arms around Israel’s muscular shoulders, and stared into his intense, brown eyes. “Oh, fuck,” she groaned, as she felt his hips grind against her clitoris. “That’s nice.”

Izz’s big cock was just the right thickness and length. On its inward thrust, the swollen tip would press against Jasmin’s g-spot, making her moan with pleasure. As Izz pulled out, his pubic bone would grind against her clit with delicious intensity.

Very soon, Jasmin felt a familiar heat building between her thighs. She wrapped her legs around Israel’s hips, and started humping her hips back up at him.

“Aww, yeah,” Israel groaned, fucking her harder, until the bed rattled and slid across the hardwood floor. “You like that, don’t you? You like my big, black dick in you.”

“S-shut up and fuck me,” Jasmin sunk her teeth into Israel’s shoulder. “Unnnngh.”

Israel lifted himself up, until he was looming over Jasmin with a lascivious grin on his face. With one hand, he wrestled up the elastic of her sports bra and tugged out her big breasts, grabbing one with his big hand and squeezing it, hard.

“Uuuungh,” Jasmin moaned, watching the pale flesh of her tit bulge out between the dark skin of his fingers. “Oh, fuck…”

“That’s it, baby,” Israel groaned. “Cum for me. Cum on my big dick.”

“Oh, God, I’m going to,” Jasmin moaned. “Oh… That’s it… Just a little more.”

Israel continued to pound her. The sound of their flesh slapping together echoed around the room. Jasmin squirmed and writhed, and clung to Israel harder.

“Y-yes… That’s it…”

“Fuck,” the big black man groaned. “I gotta pull out. Baby, I got to pull out or I’m going to bust my nut in you.”

“Uuungh,” Jasmin groaned, and tightened her grip on him. “D-don’t you fucking dare. Not yet.” She wrapped her legs even tighter around him, clinging to him like an octopus. “F-fuck me…”

Israel groaned, and started thrusting harder. The bed shook, and hit the opposite wall with a clonk. Jasmin was groaning, and wriggling, and tossing her head too and fro. “S-so fucking close…”

“I-I’m gonna cum,” Israel warned.

“Keep fucking me,” Jasmin demanded.

“I-I fucking mean it…”

“Oh, God, don’t stop.”

And then she wailed, as the smoldering ball of energy between her legs exploded like a nuclear detonation. Pleasure washed over her, and she flailed and thrashed and shuddered in surrender.

“Oh, fuck, I’m cumming…” Israel groaned, as her quivering body sent him over the edge as well. Thrusting as deeply inside her as he could, Israel came like a cannonade.

Even in the midst of her orgasm, Jasmine could feel his cock swell, and throb, and practically double in size inside her. Then the felt the scalding spurts, as her pussy was flooded with cum. She came again instantly, groaning in lust and need.

“Uuungh,” Israel groaned, his balls empting themselves inside her. “Oh, Jesus, that’s so fucking good.” His potent cum filled her fertile pussy, and Jasmin let out a wail that was part “no” and so much more “yessss.”

And then, finally, they were spent.

Israel collapsed on top of Jasmin. She flopped lifelessly back on the bed, chest heaving. They were still connected wetly at the crotch.

As she gently came back to reality, Jasmin felt sexual ecstasy replaced by the awkward aftermath. Of Israel’s heavy, sweaty weight crushing her to the bed, and of his thick cock softening inside of her.

“Oh, fuck,” she groaned. “You fucking came in me.”

Israel looked down at her with a smile. “You fucking bet I did.”


Chapter Twelve

With a groan, Israel climbed off her. His cock slithered from inside her, and Jasmin moaned as she felt a deluge of his cum pour out, onto the bedspread beneath.

“Oh, shit,” she groaned, clamping her hand between her legs to stop the flood. “I’m not on the pill, you asshole!”

Israel shrugged, pulling on his pants.

“Don’t give me that shit. You were begging for it at the end.”

Jasmin’s cheeks burned red. He was right.

Israel scoffed. Clambering to his feet, he grabbed his pants and started pulling them back on.

Jasmin lay on the bed, naked except for her sport bra, which was pulled up around her neck, exposing her breasts. She shuddered from all those delicious orgasms.

“You fucking prick,” she groaned.

“Oh, come on,” Israel laughed, as he zipped up his pants. “How many times did you cum?” He looked down at her with a wink. “Don’t tell me that wasn’t exactly what you needed…”

Jasmin groaned, rolling onto her side. She felt the cum dribble down the crack of her ass. Struggling to sit up, she pulled down her sports bra and staggered unsteadily to her feet.

Israel was already dressed. He gave her a wink.

“I guess I’ll be on my way then, Mami.” He was tugging his car keys out of his pocket. “Glad to be of service.” He casually tossed a business card on the dresser. “There’s my number if you want a repeat.”

“Hey!” Jasmin was struggling to find her yoga pants. “What about finishing the roof?”

Israel paused in the doorway, and smiled at her wickedly.

“Oh, that? I finished that yesterday, baby.” He winked again. “I only came back today to get another look at you.”

And then he was gone – striding out through the patio doors and hefting up his tools and the (now she thought about it, unopened) rolls of bitumen.

Jasmin stood there, with Israel’s cum running down her leg, and shivered deliciously.

What a bastard, she thought. What a delicious, well-hung, thick-cocked bastard.

***

Within minutes, she heard the sound of Israel’s van rumbling away.

Jasmin stood there in the bedroom, dazed and confused.

What had just happened?

She didn’t know. Only that she felt, for the first time in weeks, deliciously relaxed and satisfied.

She knew she had to tidy up – to throw the cum-stained sheets in the bed, and take a shower before Sean got home. He was insanely jealous as it was, even when she hadn’t done anything wrong. If he sniffed even a hint of another man on her – in her – he’d probably make good on his threat to kill her.

But the ecstatic release of all those countless orgasms, and the emotional burden washing out of her – not to mention that ass-kicking workout from earlier, plus the two ciders – started taking their toll.

Peeling off her sports bra, Jasmin flopped, naked, onto the unmade, rumpled bed and closed her eyes.

She instantly fell asleep.


Chapter Thirteen

Jasmin didn’t know how long she’d been asleep for – only that she was woken by the loud honk of a truck’s horn on the front driveway.

She groggily sat up, running her hand through her tangled purple hair.

A quick glance at the clock confirmed it – nearly five o’clock. She’d slept away the entire afternoon! And that meant…

She heard the front door crash open. Then a cheery cry of: “Hello! Honey?”

Oh, fuck! It was Sean!

Jasmin froze. She didn’t know what to do.

She was disgusting and sweaty, with dried cum on her thighs and hand-marks on her body. She was lying in a rumpled bed with cum-stained sheets and the stink of sex.

If Sean saw her like this…

And that’s exactly what happened. Kicking open the bedroom door, Jasmin’s husband came staggering in with a big bunch of flowers in one hand and a bottle of California champagne in the other.

“Honey!” He stood in the doorway, smiling wider than she’d seen him do for weeks. “Are you still in bed?” Jasmin froze, wondering if this was going to be the excuse he’d use to launch into a rant about what a lazy piece of shit she was.

But, instead, Sean bounded over to the bed and sat down on it with a thump.

“Here,” he offered her the flowers – seemingly oblivious to the rumpled sheets and Jasmin’s dishevelled appeared. “I got these for you.” And then he leaned over, and kissed her.

Jasmin’s eyes widened. What the fuck was going on?

“Honey, I had a lot of time to think today,” he told her, “and I realized what a prick I’ve been.” He leaned over and kissed her again. “I’ve been selfish, and I’ve hurt you, and I’m sorry.”

Jasmin sat there, stunned.

“I…” She stammered. “I mean…”

Sean just kept talking.

“Honey, I know how hard you’ve worked. To keep all this shit together – to give me this.” He indicated her nude body, which looked delicious in the sunlight filtering through the patio windows. “If I’m not careful, I’m going to lose you,” he told her. “Maybe that’s why I was acting so jealous. I was just terrified you’d grow sick of my shit and… I dunno.” He laughed uproariously. “Cheat on me, or something.”

Jasmin’s mouth grew dry.

“So, anyway. I’m a changed man, I promise,” Sean insisted. He handed her the flowers. “In fact, the first thing I’m going to do is make up for what I should have done this morning.”

And with that, Sean pushed Jasmin roughly onto her back, and clambered on top of her.

His strong hands wrenched apart her thighs. Jasmin’s face grew flushed as she realized what he intended to do.

“Oh, fuuuck,” Sean grinned, running his fingers up Jasmin’s bare thighs, and then pressing them against her shaven pussy. “You’re already wet.” His fingers sunk inside her effortlessly.

Jasmin groaned, squirming her hips.

“W-where you waiting for me?” Sean grinned, pulling his fingers from inside her and holding them up. They were glistening and wet. “Fuck, it’s so sexy seeing you so excited for me…”

And then Sean lifted his fingers to his mouth, and sucked off what he assumed was Jasmin’s natural wetness.

But she lay there, stunned. The “wetness” he’d just sucked clean was only partly her body’s natural arousal. Most of it?

It was the remainder of Israel’s thick cum, pumped deep inside of her.

“Mmmm,” Sean grinned, as he smacked his lips. “You taste so good.”  And then he crawled onto the bed, wrenched apart Jasmin’s thighs and buried his face between her legs.

Jasmin screamed with shock and embarrassment – and then those screams turned to muffled moans as she felt Sean’s thick tongue slather between the lips of her pussy and swirl around her clitoris.

Maybe she was going to get away with this after all.

And as she moaned, arching her back and clinging to the sheets, the thought of her oblivious husband unknowingly devouring Israel’s cum from her freshly-fucked pussy had her on the brink of orgasm within seconds.

What he said next tipped her over the edge.

“Fuck, whatever you did today to get so hot and bothered – and to make you taste so good - you have to promise me you’ll do it again.”

Jasmin turned her head as Sean devoured her, and saw Israel’s card sitting on the dresser.

“Y’you know what, honey?” she moaned, as her body surrendered into orgasm. “That can be arranged.” And then she howled in pleasure, as a new era in their sex-lives began.


Old Flame

By Ruby Beauvoir

Chapter One

Gina was not impressed when her husband had first suggested the threesome.

“You’re a filthy pervert,” she snapped, rolling her eyes at Simon.

She couldn’t believe he’d say something so disgusting.

A moment earlier, they’d both been sitting up in bed together, having a perfectly reasonable conversation – and then Simon had gone and ruined it all by suggesting that.

“Hey, hey,” he raised his arms innocently – he was always the picture of innocence.

“I didn’t say it to get you mad.” Gina’s husband, Simon, was a handsome Englishman, and had the infuriating habit of sounding playfully innocent even after saying the most egregious things. “I just thought that… Since he was your ex-boyfriend, and all…”

Gina narrowed her eyes and snarled at him.

It had all begun a few hours earlier, when Gina had opened an email from Kristoph – her ex-boyfriend, who she still kept in touch with.

Apparently he was flying in from the west coast for the week and, perfectly innocently, asked if Gina had wanted to hang out.

But, of course, there was no such thing as ‘perfectly innocent’ in the eyes of her husband.

“He wants to bang you,” Simon had explained, sipping his sleepy time tea. “Why else would your ex-boyfriend want to hang out with you?”

Gina narrowed her eyes.

“I don’t know,” she sneered sarcastically. “Because we’re friends?”

And that part, at least, was true. She and Kristoph had been big news for a number of years. Even after splitting up, and each marrying somebody else, they’d stayed in touch pretty much every week.

Kristoph was her ex-boyfriend, sure – perhaps the ex-boyfriend, the one she’d nearly spent the rest of her life with. But in the intervening years, he’d proven to her to be far more than just that.

He’d always been there as a shoulder to cry on. He’d listened to her when she’d complained about her situation, or even about Simon’s behaviour (their marriage hadn’t always been smooth sailing.)

Kristoph was always willing to give a male perspective – and, in all honesty, had probably saved Gina’s marriage more than once.

A long time ago, he’d even lent Gina a couple of thousand dollars when she’d needed it most – and never even mentioned it again, even when she’d finally managed to save up enough to repay him.

So, sure, Kristoph was her ex-boyfriend – but he would always be much more than that; and Simon’s dirty suggestion kind of cheapened just how important her friendship with Kristoph had become.

The specific suggestion, as it happened, was that Kristoph drive out to New Jersey for a threesome with them.

“It’s perfect,” Simon had grinned, leering hungrily at his wife. “It’s somebody you know and trust. We’re guaranteed he can be discrete.” Gina’s husband had sidled up to her in bed, and tried to squeeze one of her breasts through her nightie, until she’d batted his hand away. “You know how much I’ve wanted to try something like that… This is our opportunity.”

Gina growled, and narrowed her eyes at him.

“I don’t know what’s wrong with you, Simon,” she sneered. “Most men are pressuring their wives to have a threesome with another woman.” She narrowed her eyes, and asked a question she’d asked ten thousand times before: “Simon, are you gay?”

Now it was her husband’s time to look outraged.

“No,” he hissed. “Jesus. Just because I want another man to join us in the bedroom doesn’t mean I want to do anything with him. I want to see him do you.”

Gina rolled her eyes: “Why do you want to share me with another guy? Shouldn’t you be jealous of me being with somebody else?” She sniffed. “Truth be told? I’m actually kind of offended you wouldn’t be.”

Simon’s face softened.

He sidled up to her in bed and put his arms around his wife.

“It’s because I get turned on knowing that other men find you sexy,” he murmured, kissing Gina’s ear. “When I look at you, I see a sexual goddess. And a goddess needs to be worshipped by more than just one person.”

Gina didn’t push him away this time. She let Simon continue kissing her throat, and listened.

“You are so beautiful,” her husband murmured in her ear. “I find you so sexy.” He reached up and squeezed one of her breasts through her nightie. “You’re my own personal porn star – and whenever I concoct sexual fantasies in my mind, you’re always in the starring role.”

Gina lounged back, and allowed Simon to lean over her. He curled one leg over hers, and she felt the throb of his hard-on through his pajama pants.

“You are a filthy pervert,” she sighed, as his hand slid down and met the bare skin of her thigh. “I’m your wife. The mother of your kids. You shouldn’t want any other man to touch me.”

“Oh, but I do,” Simon purred, kissing her throat. His hand slid under her nightie, and squeezed her ass. “I’m desperate to see another man touch you… Maybe even more than one.”

Gina rolled her eyes, but did turn to her husband and kiss him.

“You’re so fucking frustrating,” she sneered, as Simon gently parted her legs. “Here we were, having a nice conversation about me seeing an old friend, and then you have to go and… Ahh!”

The cry was because Simon’s hand had just slid up, under Gina’s nightgown and encountered the bare wetness between her legs.

“Ahhhh,” she squirmed on the bed. “…a-and then you have to go and spoil it all by being perverted.”

“Oh, come on,” Simon kissed her neck, even as his fingers slipped between the dewy lips of her pussy. “You can’t pretend you’re not even a little curious?”

“A-about a threesome?”

“No,” Simon’s fingers slid inside her, and Gina arched her back as she felt herself stretched and filled. “About seeing your old boyfriend again. About fucking him.”

“Oh, you’re so fucking infuriating,” Gina moaned, clutching Simon’s shoulders and spreading her legs so he could slid his fingers deeper inside of her. “You’re such a pervert.”

“I know,” Simon grinned, and kissed her wetly. “But you love it. Now tell me the truth.”

“Ah… Ummmm,” Gina squirmed on the bed, as Simon slid his fingers in and out of her tight wetness. “I-I guess I’d like to know if I’ve still got it.” She moaned hotly. “If I could still get him into bed.”

“Bah,” Simon nibbled on her earlobe. “Of course you could. Look at you.” And, with that, he pulled down the shoulder strap of Gina’s nightgown and let one of her round, ripe breasts fall out. Immediately, he dropped his head and started kissing it.

“Mmmm,” Gina stroked his hair. “God, what is wrong with you?” She arched her back, humping the hand between her legs. “I swear you must be a little gay to want to see another man fuck your wife.”

“Not at all,” Simon started pulling down his pajama pants. His hard-on sproinged out, swollen and throbbing. “I’m not interested in the other guy. I’m interested in you.” Then he lifted himself up onto his elbows, and clambered between Gina’s stretched-open thighs. “I want to see you get fucked.”

Gina moaned in disappointment as Simon pulled his fingers from her pussy. They game away glistening with her wetness. But then she felt him position his swollen cock at the entrance to her greedy cunt, and with one thrust of his hips, he was inside her.

“Oh, fuuuck,” Gina moaned, as she felt herself stretched and filled by her husband’s thick, throbbing cock. “I-I’m getting fucked right now.”

“Yes you are,” Simon grinned, pinning his wife to the bed and thrusting. Within a heartbeat, he was buried to the hilt inside her; leaving Gina stretched and satisfied. He stretched out her arms above her head and pinned her wrists to the mattress.

Then he began fucking her.

The bed creaked as Simon pounded his wife. She moaned as she lay pinned to the bed, feeling that big, delicious cock slide in and out of her.

“S-so you want to watch Kristoph fuck me like this?” Gina moaned, as she felt pleasure swell and build between her legs.

“Oh, God yes,” Simon nodded, pinning her hands above her head with one hand, and pulling her other breast free from her nightgown with the other. He squeezed it. “I want to watch your face as you get stretched and filled like this – by another man.”

“Oh, fuck,” Gina groaned, humping her hips back at Simon. “You would like that, wouldn’t you? You dirty pervert.” She bit her lip. “I-I’d do that for you, if that’s what you’d like.”

“You’d let Kristoph fuck you like this?” Simon grinned, thrusting harder and faster now, grinding his hips against Gina’s clitoris. “You’d let me watch him pound you, until you came on his cock?”

“Ungh,” Gina groaned, realizing she was close to cumming on Simon’s cock if he kept up the speed and rhythm of his hips. “Y-yes, I would.”

“I’d love to see that,” Simon grinned, kissing his wife hard. “I’d love to see you lose it, with his big cock buried inside of you.” His thrusts picked up speed, and he started sinking deeper into Gina with each movement of his hips. “I’d love to hear you beg for him to fuck you.”

“Oh, God, I’m going to cum,” Gina moaned, and she squeezed shut his eyes.

“I want to watch him cum inside you,” Simon groaned, as he picked up speed. “I want to hear you beg for him to cum inside you.”

“Oh, God, yes,” Gina groaned. “Don’t stop. Don’t stop.”

“Well, beg,” Simon ordered. “Let me hear it.”

“Oh, God, yes,” Gina groaned. “I’d beg for him to cum in me. I want to feel it. I want to feel another man fill me with his cum.” And then Gina’s eyes shot open. As she murmured the filthy words, she felt Simon’s cock grow thicker and harder inside of her.

“God I want to see that,” Simon moaned. “I want to see you filled with another man’s cum.” And then he squeezed her breast hard, and Gina couldn’t last any longer.

“Fuck, yes,” she groaned. “Let me get fucked. I want it. I want it so bad.” And then she arched her back, and cried out. “Yes!”

As Gina’s pussy tightened, Simon felt himself tip over the edge too. With a groan, his balls tightened and his exploded into his wet, willing wife. She came again, feeling herself flooded with her husband’s hot, scalding seed.

For a few seconds, they hung together, in simultaneous orgasm. Then, with a groan, they collapsed into each other’s arms.

Simon lay across Gina’s chest, gasping for breath.

Gina stroked his hair.

“Wow,” she panted, a little out of breath herself. “That really turned you on, didn’t it?”

Simon looked up, face glistening with sweat.

“What can I say?” He admitted. “It’s my biggest turn on, watching you with another guy.”

And looking into his eyes – seeing not just how turned on it had made him, but how into her he’d been at the thought, Gina started considering her options.

Ten minutes earlier, she’d thought Simon was a dirty pervert for suggesting she fuck her old boyfriend.

But now? She was seriously considering it.


Chapter Two

“I’m sorry, Bunny,” Kristoph sighed down the phoneline, using the old nickname he’d given Gina when they’d been dating (because she ‘fucked like a bunny.’) “I’m only in town for a week. I can’t drive all the way out to Jersey and spend the night. My parents would kill me.”

Gina was sitting in her car, waiting for the kids to emerge from school. She thought it was the perfect time to call Kristoph and invite him over – not telling him, of course, that the invitation might also include a visit to her and Simon’s bed.

Perhaps if she’d mentioned that, he wouldn’t have said no.

Gina sighed, feeling an unexpected wave of crushing disappointment. The previous day, she wouldn’t have even thought twice about it – but ever since Simon had awoken her curiosity, out reconnecting with Kristoph again, she’d been pretty much unable to think about anything else.

“I-I understand,” she sighed into the phone. “It’s a pity. I would have really loved to have seen you.”

“Well, why don’t you come out here?” Kristoph asked.

“W-what?”

“Come on over to the island. Your husband can watch the kids for a night, can’t he?”

Gina blinked. “Sure, I guess.”

“Josh and I are going to hit the bars on Wednesday night, for old time’s sake. You remember Josh, right?”

Josh was Kristoph’s best friend – Gina had known him pretty well during the years that they’d been dating. She’d even fooled around with him at one point, during all that madness of high school and college.

“Of course I do,” she blushed. “How is he?”

“He’s great. I miss him, now I live on the west coast.” Kristoph’s voice sounded increasingly enthusiastic. “Hey, it would be great if you could make it. Just like old times.”

Gina couldn’t help but smile.

“I’ll ask my husband,” she nodded. “No promises… But it would be great to see you.”

She could have kept on talking to Kristoph, but that was the moment the doors of the school swung open and her kids came running towards her old station wagon.

“I’ve got to go,” Gina stammered. “I’ll call you tonight.”

“See you on Wednesday, Bunny,” Kristoph called back; and the confidence with which he said it confirmed to Gina that, one way or another, she’d be seeing her ex-boyfriend in a few days’ time.

***

Unsurprisingly, Simon was totally cool with it.

“Of course you should go,” he grinned, as they busied themselves cleaning the house that evening. “I’ll be able to watch the kids for one night, at least.”

And, for once, Gina actually had faith in that. Simon had put all the kids to bed and, an hour later, it looked like none of them were stirring with requests for water or bedtime stories.

After doing the washing up, they sat down on the couch with a glass of wine and Gina snuggled up to her husband.

“You’re sure you’ll be okay with it?” She asked. “I mean, I know what we were talking about the other night was just fantasy… So I was worried you’d get jealous.”

Simon laughed and wrapped his arm around Gina.

“First off, what we were talking about the other night wasn’t just fantasy.” And to prove his point, he grabbed Gina’s wrist and pulled her hand over his crotch.

Gina’s eyes widened as she felt a bulge throb through the thin material of his pants.

“I got really turned on thinking about you fucking him,” Simon purred. “And that should answer your second question: Of course I wouldn’t be jealous.”

Gina didn’t move her hand, and she squeezed his throbbing cock playfully.

“Well, you were talking about watching him with me,” she explained. “Like, in a threesome. Wouldn’t you be jealous if you thought I’d be driving all the way out there to do something with my ex-boyfriend without you being there?”

“That depends,” Simon placed a hand on her thigh. “Are you planning on doing something with him while you’re out there?”

Gina’s cheeks burned red.

“I… er…” She flustered.

The truth be told, she’d originally not been planning anything untoward with Kristoph. She was a loyal and loving wife, and even though she still loved her ex-boyfriend, it would never have occurred to her to try and fool around with him.

But that, of course, was before Simon had brought it up – and fucked her to that mind-blowing orgasm in bed while dirty-talking about it.

Simon soothed her concerns.

Leaning over, he kissed her hotly on the neck.

“It’s okay,” he told her. “If you want to do something with him while you’re out there, you know I’m cool with it.” And then his hand began tracing a path up her thigh. “In fact, I’d think it was pretty hot.”

Gina’s pussy immediately flooded with wetness.

She turned to him, and felt Simon’s lips on hers.

“I get turned on knowing other men find you sexy,” Simon explained, pulling his mouth way and sliding his hands up under the hem of Gina’s dress. “When I know you make them hot, I get hot too.” And then Gina felt his fingers curl about the waistband of her panties and, with a yank, he pulled down around her thighs.

Gina lifted her butt off the sofa, so Simon could more easily pull her panties off.

“You really mean it?” Gina asked, running her hands through Simon’s hair as he slid off the couch and knelt between her legs. “You’d be okay if something happened between me and Kristoph?”

“Okay?” Simon parted her thighs, exposing Gina’s bare and glistening pussy. “I’d be thrilled.” And then he leaned forward, his breath hot on her inner thighs. “In fact, I can’t think of anything sexier than you coming back home the following morning with a pussy full of him cum.”

“Unnnff,” Gina groaned when she heard that, and had to lift her fist to her mouth; sinking her teeth into her knuckles.

Simon pulled her legs out a little, adjusting Gina’s hips so her pussy was offered up to him like a treat.

“I’ll tell you what,” he purred, licking his lips. “You come back home with a pussy full of his cum, and I’ll stay home from work just so I can do this to you all morning long.”

And then his mouth connected with her pussy.

“Oh, God,” Gina’s back arched, as she felt Simon’s tongue part the lips of her pussy, and swirl around her clitoris. “Oh, fuck, yes…”

“Mmmmph,” was all Simon could say, as he began feasting on her quivering cunt.

Gina closed her eyes and surrendered to the delicious sensation; feeling Simon’s tongue and lips slather her with wet, insistent pressure. It felt delicious.

And just as delicious was were her mind wandered to – suddenly remembering the last time she’d been in a similar situation with Kristoph. It had to have been fifteen years ago – back when they were both in college. Her lying there (stoned out of her mind on weed, she seemed to remember) while Kristoph licked her to orgasm after orgasm.

It had been so long, she thought to herself, squirming on the couch. Would he still find her attractive? Hell, she had a lot more curves than she did when she was a skinny, busty little 21-year-old. She’d had three kids, after all…

But her husband was a good-looking guy, and if the way he was devouring her pussy indicated anything, he still found her attractive… In fact, this infatuation with seeing her with other men actually made her feel more attractive, if anything.

Gina suddenly decided that she would go out to Long Island and see Kristoph – and, if the situation seemed right, she’d maybe see if their old flame could be rekindled.

Simon started sucking on Gina’s clitoris, and she realized that pleasure was building inexorably between her eyes.

“Mmmm,” she bit her lip, and slid her fingers through her husband’s hair, guiding his head as he ate her out. “Maybe I’ll do just that. Maybe I’ll come back home with Kristoph’s load inside me, and let you eat it out just like you’re doing now.”

“Mmmmmp!” Simon’s lips and tongue worked faster, enthused by her dirty talk.

“Oh, God, yes,” Gina groaned. “Just like that. You like the idea of me being a dirty little girl, coming back to you with my pussy full of cum – don’t you?”

“Mmmph!” That was definitely a ‘yes.’

“Oh, fuck, you’re going to make me cum,” Gina groaned. “Don’t stop. I promise I’ll do it if you don’t stop.” And so Simon kept going; driving her closer to the point of no return. “Oh, God, yes!"

And then she came.

Bucking her hips, she gushed into Simon’s face as pleasure washed over her. She jammed one hand into her mouth, and closed her teeth down over her fist to stop herself wailing. With the other, she clutched at the couch pillows, almost tearing the fabric.

Only after hanging in the agony of ecstasy for what seemed like forever did Gina drift back down to reality – opening her eyes to find Simon kneeling up and fumbling with the front of his pants.

His chin and lips were glistening, and his eyes flashed with arousal.

“Goddammit, you are so fucking sexy,” Simon groaned, as he yanked down his pants and released his massive, throbbing hard-on. “You drive me wild – you know that?”

And, with that, he grabbed the root of his cock and nuzzled the head between the lips of Gina’s glistening pussy.

“Mmmm,” Gina wrapped her arms around her husband’s shoulders. “You’re only saying that because you want me to go and get fucked by another man.” And then she gasped, as Simon thrust inside of her. “Y-you just want to see me take another cock as big as yours.”

The couch started creaking as Simon pounded his wife. He hooked his elbows under her knees and practically bent Gina in two; sinking deliciously deeply inside her.

“Fuck yes,” Simon groaned, as he pounded his helpless wife. “I want you to go to Long Island and get fucked just like this.” Simon grunted as he fucked her harder and faster.

“Oh, fuck,” Gina groaned, clinging to the couch cushions. “You’re going to make me cum again.”

“Yeah,” Simon’s eyes flashed. “That’s what I want you to tell him. To fuck you until you cum again and again – until you’re cross-eyed and half passed-out and just lie there and beg him to blow his load in you.”

Gina’s lips curled. She looked up into her husband’s eyes.

“I want to feel him blow his load in me,” Gina teased, feeling Simon’s cock grow thicker and harder inside her as she murmured to him. “I want him to fill me up, so I can come back home to you with a pussy full of cum.”

“Oh, shit, I love it, you sexy little slut,” Simon groaned, and Gina clung to him as he pounded her harder. “I want that so bad.”

And then he groaned, and Gina felt his cock swell and throb inside of her. She clung to him, rolling her eyes, eagerly anticipating what was going to happen next.

Yep, there is was – that first powerful spurt, deep inside her. The moment she felt him cum, it tipped her over the edge, and she clung to her husband as a wave of pleasure washed over her.

They clung together as Simon’s cock throbbed – each throb indicating another powerful spurt deep inside Gina’s tight little pussy.

Eventually, panting, Simon fell across Gina’s chest. She stroked his hair lovingly.

“I love the way you’ve been into me recently.” She murmured softly. “If this is how sleeping with another man will make you act around me, I think I might have to make this a reality.”

Simon snorted with laughter, and closed his eyes to doze on Gina’s chest.


Chapter Three

That Wednesday, Gina threw an overnight back into her classic Ford station wagon and kissed her kids goodbye.

“Don’t worry about a thing,” Simon told her, squeezing his wife’s hand as he held the driver’s door open for her. “We’re going to have pizza for dinner and then watch Wreck It Ralph. It’ll be fun.”

Gina looked up. As always, she felt a stab of anxiety at the thought of leaving her little family. But she also felt a little relief. As a stay-at-mom, getting away from her kids for even just half a day of adult company sounded like bliss.

“I’ll be back tomorrow,” she told Simon, and then leaned in closer to whisper: “And don’t get your hopes up. I know it was sexy talking about what we did, but…”

Simon laughed, and squeezed her shoulder.

“It’s okay, baby,” he nodded. “You and Kristoph are just going to hang out, that’s fine. No pressure.” He squeezed her arm. “But I can still fantasize about it, can’t I?”

Gina laughed, and punched him in the arm.

“You goofball.” She winked. “I’ll see you tomorrow. Take care of the kids.”

And then she was rolling off, down the road.

Within minutes, the big, old Ford was hitting the freeway to Long Island, purring along at a luxurious eighty miles an hour with the smooth ride that only an old American car can provide.

As she drove, Gina’s mind considered everything that had happened over the last few days.

She was excited to see Kristoph, and she had to admit that she had butterflies in the stomach at the thought of it. But anything more?

She shook her head. That would be ridiculous.

Simon might be okay with the idea of her sleeping with her ex-boyfriend – perhaps a little obsessed with it – but that’s where the practicality ended. Kristoph himself was married (unhappily, to a woman who was staying back home in California) and despite speaking once a week for years, there hadn’t been more than the lightest of flirtatious banter between them in years.

It was ridiculous to think that anything would happen. Wasn’t it?

Of course it was.

After all, to make matters even more complicated, they’d be hanging out with Josh that evening.

Gina shook her head again, trying to dislodge the erotic daydreams wafting around her head. Her husband had a lot to answer for, filling her head with his perversions! Because the worst part?

She was genuinely curious about fulfilling them.

***

It took about three hours to get to Long Island, and Gina’s butt was aching by the time she got there. Another part of her started aching as soon as she arrived – because of nostalgia.

Gina had read recently that the word nostalgia was actually coined to describe the ‘ache’ of sentimentality – and that’s exactly what she experienced as she guided her big Ford down the old highways and streets of Sussex county.

Like Kristoph, Gina had grown up around here, and she couldn’t help but remember all the experiences she’d had as she drove through her old neighborhood.

There was the mall, where she’d had her first job. There was the piercing place, where she’d got her nipples pierced in her early twenties. She drove past the bar she used to go to all the time, and her parents old house on the corner.

The memories came flooding back to her, bittersweet. She hadn’t always had the best time growing up, and her early twenties had been tumultuous. Yet, she couldn’t help remember all the good times; a world away from her current suburban existence in New Jersey.

It didn’t help that her memories of Kristoph were so ingrained in her memories of this place. She’d met Simon on Long Island, but they’d moved pretty quickly after that had happened. To her, this place was vividly connected to her ex-boyfriend; and almost every storefront and shop face she passed reminded her of times she’d spent with him.

An ache started to burn in the pit of her stomach. She missed those times – both simpler, and yet eminently more complicated. Highs and lows like she’d never experienced before.

Gina’s life in New Jersey suddenly seemed so drab in comparison to the whirlwind of young love and nervous energy that had characterized her young adulthood on Long Island. It wasn’t so much that she missed the place – she missed the time. She missed who she was back then.

That ache just got sharper as she pulled into the parking lot of T.G.I. Fridays – the chain restaurant where she’d worked for most of her adult life on Long Island.

She’d actually met Simon there – a handsome British guy she’d passed her number to in a fit of abandon. But despite that, memories of this place – as with everything else around there – were tied inexorably to her relationship with Kristoph.

Pulling into a spot near the door, Gina cut the engine and clambered out of the old station wagon, slamming the door shut behind her with a creak.

She stretched her curvy body and rubbed her aching butt. After that drive, she was looking forward to an ice-cold Margarita as much as seeing her old friends again. She headed for the door.

Bam! As soon as the heavy doors swung open, she was assailed with another tsunami of nostalgia. The smell of the place was exactly the same as when she’d worked there – fried food and too much air conditioning. It hit her like a punch in the solar plexus.

Kristoph and Josh were already there, sitting in a booth near the window.

“Bunny!” Kristoph waved, clambering to his feet. She headed over with a smile.

The arms that Kristoph wrapped around his ex-girlfriend were beefier than she remembered, and his chest was a little broader. But it was the same old Kristoph, with that same old goofy grin. Getting swept up in his arms felt deliciously familiar, and Gina was reluctant to let him go.

“Man, it’s so good to see you,” Kristoph breath in her ear, and squeezed her tightly. Gina squeezed shut her eyes and luxuriated in the moment.

All too soon, Kristoph let her go, and it was Josh’s turn to hug her. He was just how she remembered him too – tall, and swarthy; with thick dark hair and a five o’clock shadow that gave him a kind of piratical look. He’d always been the better-looking of the two.

Of course, the years had changed them. There was some grey to Kristoph’s stubble, and Josh had dark circles under his eyes. But right then? It was like she was 23 again.

“Come on, sit down,” Kristoph winked, and patted the space on the vinyl bench next to him. “Let’s get you a drink.” He clicked his fingers for their server – something that would have annoyed the hell out of Gina if she was still working there.

But the pretty waitress didn’t seem to care – and nor did Gina when Kristoph ordered her one of their goldfish-bowl sized margaritas with a salt rim.

“Oh, man,” Kristoph was suddenly hugging her again – this time his hands landing more on her hips than waist. “It’s so good to see you again.” He pulled away, and looked into Gina’s eyes. “You look beautiful, Bunny.”

She couldn’t help but blush.

“How have you been?” Josh asked, squeezing her arm from across the table. “We haven’t seen you in years.”

“Yeah, how’s married life? How are the kids?” Kristoph winked. “Upgraded to a minivan yet?”

“Nope,” Gina stuck out her tongue. “I’m still driving the old station wagon.”

“The Griswold-mobile?”

“It does me just fine,” she laughed. “You can fit all the kids in the back seat and you should see the space in the trunk.”

“Oh, man, I bet you could get into trouble in a trunk that big,” Kristoph laughed, and nudged Gina flirtily in the ribs.

Gina’s drink arrived, and as she sipped the tart margarita, she pondered Kristoph’s behaviour. He was being almost gregariously affectionate – constantly touching her arm, or shoulder. It wasn’t so much flirty as just…

She shrugged. Just like he needed the physical affection.

And, as if to answer why he might need physical affection, Josh answered the question Gina hadn’t yet had the nerves to ask.

“Siobhan’s back in Cali,” he explained – Kristoph’s wife of five years. “You know what she’s like. She hates coming out and hanging out with Kristoph’s family.”

As soon as he heard his wife’s name, Kristoph pulled his hands away from Gina – as if she was suddenly burning hot.

“No, no,” he sounded like he was trying to convince himself. “She just wanted to stay home and look after the dogs.” He turned to Gina and said, not all that believably: “She’ll make it out some day.”

“Yeah, but she won’t let you hang out with her,” Josh jerked his thumb at Gina and shook his head. “Hell, she hardly even lets you hang out with me and I’ve been your best friend since high school.”

“Well, you haven’t got a pair of these,” Kristoph snorted, and gave one of Gina’s round breasts a squeeze through her sun dress.

“Hey!” Laughing, Gina battered his hand away. “Don’t touch the merchandize.”

“It’s okay, I’ve still got credit,” Kristoph stuck out his tongue.

Mercifully, the waitress arrived to take their orders, and that broke the tension that was mounting. Gina, who was normally a vegan for health reasons, scanned the menu and realized there wasn’t much on the menu that wasn’t made with animal protein, covered in melted cheese or deep-fried.

“Fuck it,” she shrugged, “Get me some of those jalapeño poppers.”

Kristoph snorted when he heard this. “Still love those, eh?”

“I’m trying to stick to a vegan diet,” she snapped back.

“Well, you picked the wrong restaurant for that!” Kristoph joked. “Besides, don’t you know the rule?” He elbowed her playfully. “What happens on Long Island stays on Long Island.”

“Oh, really?” Gina sipped her drink, and her eyes found Kristoph’s. Staring intently into his eyes, she said playfully: “Does that apply to more than just food?”

The edges of Kristoph’s cheeks turned pink. He looked away with a smile.


Chapter Four

Soon, the food arrived, and Gina found herself wolfing down the spicy poppers and then attacking Josh and Kristoph’s plates of food as well.

“I’m starving,” she explained herself, gnawing on a rib. “It was a long drive.” She quickly ordered herself a second Margarita, and soon had a healthy little buzz going.

The boys didn’t seem to think she was being unladylike, though.

“Hey, a girl with a healthy appetite is sexy,” Josh grinned. “Shit, all Siobhan eats is that raw shit. Sprouts and nuts, like a fucking squirrel.”

Gina glanced over at Kristoph and saw him bristle – but if he was offended by Josh’s criticism of his wife, he didn’t say anything.

“So what’s the plan?” Kristoph wiped his hands with a napkin. “What do you want to do?”

“Well, I’m thinking shots,” Josh grinned.

“Okay, after the shots.”

“You remember that karaoke place on Corral Lane,” Gina asked. “Is that place still open?”

“Karaoke?” Kristoph nearly spat out his beer.

“Now can you see why I want the shots?” Josh laughed.

“Oh, come on,” Gina grinned. “It’ll be fun.” She drained her drink, and nodded when the pretty waitress asked if she wanted another one. “My husband is such a square. He wouldn’t do karaoke if his life depended on it.”

Josh and Kristoph exchanged glances.

“Sure, I guess,” Kristoph nodded. “But I’m going to need another drink first!”

And so that’s what happened. The waitress bought over replacement schooners of Heineken for the boys, and those were accompanied by shots of tequila – complete with slices of lime and salt.

Gina knocked hers back, and they swiftly ordered four more.

“Woah, guys,” Kristoph held up his hands. “I’ll tell you what. You have mine – one of us has to drive.”

“We’ll take my car, though,” Gina was feeling a little woozy at this point, and scooped up one of Kristoph’s big hands – feeling the callouses on his palm from where he lifted weights. “I took the kids seats out and everything.” Giving him a wink, she licked the flesh between Kristoph’s thumb and index finger, and then sprinkled it with salt. “Might as well ride in style, right?”

And then, staring into his eyes, she licked the salt off her ex-boyfriend’s hand and followed it by slamming back another shot of tequila.

Kristoph’s eyes widened, and the corner of his mouth turned up. He watched Gina suck the slice of lime with almost quizzical amusement.

“What was that for, Bunny?”

She shrugged, and turned her attention to the remainder of the ribs. As she chowed down, Gina remembered that she got kind of kooky and impulsive when she drank – and hoped that Kristoph hadn’t got the wrong idea by her innocent little body shot.

She squeaked, as Kristoph playfully squeezed her backside.

Wrong idea? Maybe he’d got the right one!

***

A little while later, they emerged into the cool evening air. Gina shivered, and without even thinking about it, Kristoph wrapped his heavy, comforting arm around her shoulder.

“You did not need to pay for my food,” she snapped, as Kristoph and Josh led her towards her beaten-up old Ford. “I’m a married woman…”

“Well, then there’s even more reason,” Josh grinned, opening the passenger door for her. “There’s no way your husband should pay for your dinner if we get the pleasure of your company.”

Hiccupping, Gina reached into her bag for the car keys. She passed them to Kristoph, as her ex-boyfriend swung himself behind the wheel. Josh sidled in next to Gina, scooting her to the center of the front bench seat.

With a rumble and the dug-dug-dug of the powerful V8, the Ford sprang to life.

“Wow,” Kristoph grinned, yanking the lever into DRIVE. “I haven’t driven something like this in a while.” And then the car lurched forward, and Gina’s ex-boyfriend manoeuvred it into the road.

Soon they were cruising through the night towards the karaoke bar, and Josh asked: “So what does your husband think of you heading off to hang out with your ex-boyfriend all night?”

“Ah, he’s cool with it,” Gina leaned on Josh’s shoulder.

“He’s not worried you’re going to cheat?”

“Ha!” Gina rolled her eyes. “I think he’s kind of hoping I would.” And then she clammed up, as if suddenly realising that perhaps that had been a bit too much information to share.

“Oh, really?” Kristoph turned to her, and Josh had to snap: “Eyes on the road, dude!” The big Ford’s tyres squealed.

Gina’s cheeks burned red.

“Yeah, well, he’s fine about it,” she hastily explained. Then, she added: “What about Siobhan?”

“Are you fucking kidding?” Josh laughed. “She’d have lost her shit.”

“Y-yeah,” Kristoph admitted. “I kind of didn’t tell her.”

Gina’s eyes widened.

“Kristoph!” She punched him playfully in the arm. “Dude, I wouldn’t have come if I’d have known that.”

“Really?” Kristoph sounded disappointed.

Gina smirked.

“Well, okay. But I feel kind of bad about it.” She shrugged. “I guess I’ll get over it.”

As a matter of fact, the more she thought about it, the more she actually got a little bit of a thrill knowing that Kristoph had lied to his wife just for the sake of seeing her again.

“It really is good to see you again, Bunny,” Kristoph reached over and squeezed her hand. “I’ve missed you.” And then he turned and looked into Gina’s eyes with a smile.

“Jesus, dude!” Josh reached over and grabbed the wheel. “Watch where you’re driving!”


Chapter Five

Miraculously, they made it to Karaoke With The King safely, and Kristoph parked the big, old Ford out back. Josh was a gentleman, holding the door open for Gina – and, a little woozy, she wrapped her arm around his waist and walked inside with him.

By this time it was about ten in the evening, which was early as far as karaoke went. Very few people were liquored up enough to be singing, and a very embarrassed girl in her twenties was the only one on stage, singing a mangled version of Material Girl.

Kristoph found them and table and Josh practically poured Gina into one of the seats. Immediately he was scanning the drinks menu.

“I’ll switch to a Bloody Mary,” Gina hiccupped. “I’ll get into trouble if I keep drinking tequila.”

“Maybe that’s the point,” Kristoph winked, and nudged her in the ribs.

Gina blushed, and accepted the tall, spicy drink when it arrived.

Pretty soon, they were scanning the list of songs and making their selections. The list wasn’t quite as long as Gina would have liked, and had a disparate amount of Bon Jovi and Frank Sinatra numbers on it (the price of living in New York.) Yet soon they had selections made and started to wait.

“So how’s married life treating you?” Gina asked Kristoph, as three Italian kids wailed Livin’ on a Prayer into the microphone.

Kristoph shifted uncomfortably in his seat – as if the subject was a little awkward for him.

“It’s fine, I guess,” he said. “I mean, y’know, marriage is hard.” He shrugged non-committedly. Gina didn’t pursue the question – after all, she knew from bitter experience that marriage was hard.

Blissfully, Josh was there to change the subject.

“Looks like you’re up next,” he poked Kristoph in the ribs. “You need a shot before you go?”

“Nah, I’m driving, remember,” he winked. “Besides, we Norwegians aren’t afraid to get up on stage and sing.” And, with that, he hefted himself out of his chair and swaggered onto the stage.

Gina watched him go with a little pride. Sitting there with him at the table almost made it feel like she was his girlfriend again. In any event, she kind of liked his confidence, and big smile as he grabbed the microphone and started swaying gently from side to side.

The music kicked in – a karaoke version of Talking Head’s 1981 hit Once in the Lifetime.

Like everything else about the trip, the familiar beat of the song hit Gina like a punch in the solar plexus. She’d always loved Talking Heads and this song, in particular, swept her straight back to the late nineties, when she was dating Kristoph and working in the restaurant.

She listened as Kristoph did a passable job singing the lyrics.

And you may find yourself behind the wheel of a large automobile

And you may find yourself in a beautiful house, with a beautiful wife

And you may ask yourself

Well... How did I get here?

It suddenly occurred to Gina that she often asked herself the same question.

Okay, she didn’t have the beautiful house, but she certainly lived in a different part of the world (and the old Ford Station Wagon was no-doubt a large automobile.)

How did she get there?

And you may ask yourself

Am I right? Am I wrong?

And you may say to yourself:

My God! What have I done?

Gina suddenly got hit by a wave of emotion. My God – what had she done?

It didn’t matter. Kristoph soon finished up his song and was rewarded with a tepid round of applause. As he came swaggering back to the table, Gina sniffed and swallowed down her emotions, and looked up at her ex-boyfriend with a forced smile.

“Great job!”

“Would have been easier if I’d had a shot first.”

Next it was Josh’s turn to perform, and he was a lot more nervous than Kristoph had been. Fortunately, by this time the room had warmed up and people welcomed him up to the dias with a smattering of applause and even a few catcalls.

Truth be told? Gina didn’t remember what he sang. Later she’d find out it was Deacon Blues by Steely Dan (complete with the lyrics about the “crimson tide” which Gina would later go on to use as a pseudonym for her time of the month.)

In any event, Josh did a great job. The crowd roared with approval and when he came back to his seat, his face was lit up with euphoria.

Another round of shots came, and Gina had time to knock one down just before she was beckoned on stage. Butterflies racing around her stomach (although that might have been the tequila) she climbed up and lowered the microphone more than a full foot from where Josh had set it.

The crowd looked up attentively – an eclectic mix of business folks, blue collar workers and hipsters. They clapped their hands more enthusiastically than they had for Kristoph or Josh – perhaps because they’d had time to ingest more alcohol by then, but probably because Gina was a seriously good-looking little Italian woman with a low-cut top.

Gina had selected a Biz Markie song from the sheet, and when the bass-heavy beat started playing, she let the tequila flowing inside her guide her body from side to side, and took a deep breath ready to start rapping.

Have you ever met a girl that you tried to date,

But a year to make love she wanted you to wait,

Let me tell ya a story of my situation,

I was talkin' to this girl from the U.S. nation.

Gina wasn’t exactly into rap, but she vividly remembered this 1989 tune from when she was growing up. It was all about an up-and-coming rap star who was trying to date this college chick – but she kept being surrounded by all these suspicious men she’d swear were “just a friend.”

Gina had more than her fair share of similar situations while she was dating. In fact, aside from Kristoph, she’d only ever seemed to end up with guys who treated her poorly. Even her now-husband, Simon, had caused her serious heartache over the years with his litany of ambiguous female friends and colleagues.

Obviously things had never worked out between her and Kristoph – and she never resented him for that. But whether they were dating or broken up, he’d always made her feel like there was a special place for her inside his heart. It made her think of that annoying trend people had these days for calling their boyfriends “bae” – as in “out with bae at the shore.” Apparently “bae” stood for “before anybody else” and through good times or bad, as least Kristoph had always made her feel like that.

These thoughts preoccupied her so much that Gina practically sung the rest of the lyrics on autopilot – although apparently did a good enough job for a few of the other patrons to start chiming in.

She only shook herself out of her thoughts towards the end – wrapping up Biz Markie’s poignant tale with a wiggle of her butt and especially heart-felt rapping.

Oh, snap! Guess what I saw?

A fella tongue-kissin' my girl in the mouth,

I was so in shock my heart went down south,

So please listen to the message that I send,

Don't ever talk to a girl who says she just has a friend.

The chorus kicked back in “You, you got what I need - but you say he's just a friend. And you say he's just a friend… Oh, baby…” and with that, Gina stepped off the stage to thunderous applause.

Kristoph and Josh both stood up to welcome her back to her table, and Gina suddenly found herself enveloped from both sides in a hot, firm hug that totally squished her between the two bigger boys.

Suffocating in their warm men-smell, she felt genuinely happier, and more relaxed, than she had for months. She didn’t want that big hug to end, or for the two strong men to ever let her go.

But eventually they had to – and now they’d had their fill of karaoke, move onto their next venue.


Chapter Six

It was getting close to one in the morning by then, and most of the respectable bars and restaurants were winding down.

Fortunately – or, perhaps, unfortunately – Gina still knew one that was always open, and that would always have a space open for her.

The Checkered Flag.

If there was one place on Long Island that Gina felt bittersweet about returning to, it was that bar.

A terrible, seedy dive around the back of the mall, it was where all the servers and staff from T.G.I. Fridays and other local restaurants descended to when their venues closed – largely because it was cheap and stayed open until four (or later, if people were still buying drinks.)

When she’d been working as a server, Gina had spent more nights there than she cared to remember. She’d seen more shit go down in that bar than perhaps anybody. She’d hooked up there, thrown up there - but never been thrown out of that place.

And despite the butterflies churning in her stomach, she knew no trip to the old homestead would be complete without a visit.

As it happened, Josh and Kristoph weren’t nearly as familiar with the place as Gina was – but the moment she mentioned “cheap” and “still open” their eyes lit up. A few moments later they were staggering out of the karaoke bar and clambering into the old Ford, destination in mind.

Gina shivered as she sat between the two boys in the front seat, and Kristoph reached out his arm to wrap it around her slender shoulders – drawing his ex-girlfriend in close.

Perhaps it was the drink, but Gina snuggled into his armpit comfortably. For a moment, if she half-closed her eyes, it was like being 23 again. Back in the days of innocence and irresponsibility, with a big, strong boy squeezing her tight.

And then her eyes shot open.

Because even as she snuggled into Kristoph’s armpit, she suddenly felt a hot, heavy hand on her knee.

Glancing over, she saw that Josh – who was innocently staring out of the window – had placed his hand right on her knee, just a few inches below the hem of her sun dress. He was stroking his hand up and down. It was seemingly innocent – nonchalant, even – but still… The warmth of his soft skin on the bare flesh of her thigh was like a branding iron.

But Gina didn’t protest. In fact, she adjusted her position just a little – so at the same time as she snuggled more into Kristoph’s armpit, she offered more of her leg to Josh. He took the opportunity to stroke it – this time right up until his fingertips brushed the hemline of her dress.

“Okay, folks,” Kristoph broke the moment, announcing their arrival. “Haven’t been to this place in years.” He pulled the Ford off the road and drew to a halt in the parking lot. “I drove past it the other day and wondered if it was even still open.”

Truth be told, that was part of the appeal of the place. Even on a busy Friday night, it would have looked so dark and dingy that most people would drive straight past. On a Wednesday?

As they said out here on Long Island: Forget about it.

Cutting the engine, Kristoph swung open the door to the old Ford with a creak and climbed out, offering his hand to Gina. She took it, and struggled out – pretty sure she’d flashed him her panties as her sun dress rode up (and not entirely sure she cared.)

Then, arm in arm with the two men, they led her inside.

The door of The Checkered Flag swung open with a creak and immediately Gina’s nostrils were assailed with a sickly familiar smell – old cigarettes, cheap cologne, rancid beer and Pinesol.

The place looked exactly as she remembered it – the old Formica tiles peeling, the ceiling fan rattling and the NASCAR décor fading and discoloured. There was a life-sized cardboard cutout of Randy LaJoie in the corner – and Gina was pretty sure he’d stopped racing at least a decade earlier.

Tonight was a quiet one, with only about a dozen people in the bar – most of them wearing the red and white striped shirts of T.G.I. Friday employees. The bartender looked up at they entered, and a smile crossed his round, unshaven face.

“Well, I’ll be damned,” said Dave – the same guy who’d been tending bar at The Checkered Flag since he was 21. “If it isn’t little Gina, all growed up.”

Gina blushed when she heard her name. Ten years earlier, this was the same guy who used to give her free tequila shots for flashing her tits.

She swallowed her embarrassment and grinned, sharing some small talk with Dave as the three of them headed over to the bar.

They took stools – Kristoph casually wrapping his arms around Gina’s waist as they sat down. Gina was too drunk to care, and actually enjoyed the expression on Dave’s face as the bartender tried to work out who this muscly guy was. Her husband? Boyfriend?

“So what are we drinking?” Josh asked.

“I’ll have a Bloody Mary,” Gina demanded, and she glanced over at Dave. “You still remember how to make them how I like them?”

“Hotter than a five alarm chili is what I remember,” Dave nodded, and reached for the Tabasco sauce.

Josh and Kristoph glanced at the beer tap, which was rusted and pitted and still carried a Bud Ice Light placard. They both immediately ordered bottle beers – and checked the sell-by date on them.

A moment later, they were chinking glasses and drinking their bottles.

“Wow!” Gina’s eyes widened as she sipped her Bloody Mary. “You aren’t fucking around, Dave!” She looked at the bartender, who smirked with pride. “This is burning my lips!”

Soon another customer came in, and that left the three of them alone.

Gina felt warm and snug, with Kristoph’s beefy arms wrapped around her. She reached over and squeezed Josh’s hand, to make sure he didn’t feel like a third wheel.

“Damn, Bunny,” Kristoph sighed, breathing hotly into her ear. “You still look as beautiful as ever.” His arms squeezed her affectionately. “Right now? It’s almost like nothing ever changed.”

Gina’s lips curled.

“Hey,” Josh obviously felt the tension between them growing. “Why don’t we shoot some pool?”

Springing from Kristoph’s arms, Gina headed to the pool table. The two boys followed, giving each other inquiring looks as they followed her.

Truth be told, Gina had never been much of a pool player, but she’d spent more hours knocking balls around on the table at The Checkered Flag then she cared to remember. The threadbare blue felt was familiar to her, and as she racked up the balls she noticed they still rolled to the left, just as she remembered.

“So how are we doing this?” Josh asked, looking at the three of them. “I take on the winner?”

“Nah,” Gina replied. “Nobody gets left out. You boys against me.” She stuck out her tongue. “I’m pretty sure I can take you both on at the same time.”

“I bet you could, Bunny,” Kristoph grinned, and smacked Gina’s butt through her sundress.

She feigned outrage, and then headed to break the balls.

With a crack, the pool balls went rolling across the table, and two immediately fell into the pockets. That set Gina up nicely to screw up the next shot, and hand her cue over to Josh.

“This is harder than it looks.”

Josh, of course, nailed the next two balls, and Kristoph followed up by knocking down another. By Gina’s second shot, she was already half way to losing.

But she wasn’t finished yet.

With a grin at the two boys, Gina bent over the table, and wiggled her backside provocatively. At the same time she scooted forward a little, catching the hem of her sun dress so it rode up, higher and higher.

“Are you trying to distract us?” Kristoph demanded, as he caught sight of her panties.

Gina looked over her shoulder and wiggled her bottom again.

“I don’t know,” she teased. “Is it working?”

“M-maybe.”

Laughing, Gina finished her shot, and nailed first one, then two and finally three balls into the pockets.

“Damn, I must be at just that level of drunk to play this well,” she laughed.

“We’d better get you another drink then,” Josh suggested.

As the taller guy lined up his shot, Kristoph demanded: “Just what were we playing for again?”

Gina straightened up.

“I don’t know… Pride? That you two big, strong guys can beat a poor, little girl at pool?”

“I’ve got an idea,” Josh grinned, as the sound of a pool ball falling into a pocket reverberated around the room. “But you’d kill me if I suggested it.”

“Oh, yeah?” Gina put her hands on her hips and smirked. “What did you have in mind?”

Josh blushed. Then he looked nervously over at Kristoph, and then back to Gina. And then he blushed again.

“What about those panties?”

“What?” Gina’s eyes widened.

Josh’s cheeks burned red, and he suddenly panicked.

“I mean… Well… What I meant to say…”

Gina didn’t seem to care, though.

“That’s hardly fair,” she pointed out. “You’ve got, like, two balls…”

Kristoph randomly sniggered when she said “two balls”. Gina shot him a look.

“…two balls left, and I’ve still got all of these.”

“Well, okay,” Kristoph suggested. “Why don’t you switch sides? If you can still beat me with her balls…”

It was Gina’s turn to snigger when he said “her balls”

“…we get her panties.”

Gina feigned outrage.

“I like how we’re now debating the exact rules of this challenge, rather than whether or not I actually agree to gamble my panties.”

“Oh, relax,” Kristoph grinned. “Now hand Josh your cue.”

“Wait!” Gina put her hands on her hips. “So what do I get if you lose? It’s not a gamble unless there’s a reward for both sides.”

Kristoph and Josh looked at each other.

“Shit, I dunno…”

Gina smiled wickedly.

“I’ll tell you what,” she grinned. “If I win, you two have to kiss.”

It was Josh and Kristoph’s turn to shout: “What?”

Gina grinned at the reaction. “Oh, come on. That’s only fair.”

The two guys looked at each other uncertainly. Then they looked back to Gina.

“I still think I could win,” Josh suggested.

Kristoph rolled his eyes. “You’d better.” He walked over to Gina and offered her his hand. “You got yourself a deal, Bunny.”


Chapter Seven

It took less than three minutes.

Gina watched as Josh lined up his pool cue, took aim at what had previously been her pool balls, and methodically shot one in after the other.

He only missed on the third, evening up the score and leaving them with just the 8-ball to sink to win the game.

And that’s where things got devious.

Kristoph took his turn and bent over the table. Then, quite deliberately, he missed.

“Ooops,” he feigned sadness.

Gina watched his ball roll innocently past the one he’d pretended to aim for and suddenly his game plan made it through the tequila-muddled fog in her brain.

The rules of the competition were for Josh to win using her balls – and that meant he was competing against Kristoph. And, of course, Kristoph had a vested interest in making sure Josh didn’t lose the bet.

“Dammit,” Gina cried, as Josh lined up for his next shot and effortlessly pocketed the balls; winning the game – and her panties.

Kristoph turned to his ex-girlfriend and held out his hand expectantly.

“Come on, Bunny. Fork ‘em over.”

Face turning red, Gina scanned the bar. As was typical with The Checkered Flag – especially on a Wednesday night – nobody seemed to give a fuck what they were doing.

So then, with butterflies in her stomach, Gina reached under the hem of her sun dress, hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panties, and pulled them down.

Kristoph and Josh watched with wide eyes as she wiggled out of them.

A moment later, she was handing them over to Josh.

“There you go,” she did a mock-pout. “A deal’s a deal.”

Josh grinned.

“That’s what I like about you, Gina. You always rose to a challenge.”

“Yeah,” Kristoph slapped Josh in the crotch playfully. “But from the tent in your pants, I’d say you rose to that challenge as well.”

Josh’s face turned red.

Gina giggled, but she tried to catch a casual glance at Josh’s crotch as the taller man turned away in embarrassment. Had Kristoph been serious?

It did look like there was a bulge distending the front of Josh’s pants, and Gina felt a little thrill at the thought that she’d been the one to make it happen.

“Come on,” Kristoph led them back to the bar. “I need another drink.”

Soon more beers and a Bloody Mary were sitting on the counter, and Josh wrapped his arm casually over Gina’s shoulder.

“Shit, Kristoph,” he laughed. “I can’t imagine Siobhan ever betting her panties over a game of pool.”

Kristoph bristled when he heard that, but he admitted: “Nah. She’d lose her shit over that.”

“And what about your husband, Gina?” Josh breathed beer fumes into Gina’s face, “What do you think he’d say if he knew you’d just lost your panties?”

The vodka and tequila answered for her.

“Shit, he’d probably cream his pants,” she snorted.

Josh’s eyes widened.

“Are you serious, Bunny?” Kristoph leaned closer. “You mentioned something about that earlier, in the car.”

Gina’s cheeks burned red.

“Look, my husband’s a perv, okay?” She sipped her drink awkwardly. “I mean, when I suggested I go out and hang out with you – my ex-boyfriend – I expected I’d have to justify myself because he’d be jealous… But it turned out he actually liked the idea.” She sipped her drink. “He actually said he’d think it was hot if I hooked up with you.”

“Did he now?” Josh leaned in to listen.

“Fuck, I have the opposite problem,” Kristoph sighed. “I had to lie to my wife even to get the chance to see you. She’s so jealous I guess she just assumed that I’d jump your bones.”

Gina laughed: “Well, can you blame her? Look at me.”

As they laughed, Josh interjected: “So why would your husband be okay with that?”

Gina paused. It was a tough question – one she’d been wrestling with herself for the past few days.

“Do you think he’s cheating on you?” Kristoph asked. “I mean, maybe he assumes that if you sleep with other people, it’ll make it okay if he sleeps with other people.”

Gina pursed her lips. That was just one of the thoughts she’d had about the whole question. It didn’t help that she was somewhat jealous herself, and that her husband had a litany of ambiguous female friends and a history of inappropriate flirtation.

But he worked twelve hours a day, and Gina had pretty much a minute-to-minute itinerary of his movements. If he was cheating, each session of his clandestine affairs would last less time than her Ten-Minutes a Day Flat Ab Workout DVD – and she couldn’t imagine many women putting up with that (well, unless it helped them get washboard abs better than the DVD did.)

“I don’t know,” she eventually shrugged, draining the last of her Bloody Mary. “Maybe he’s just a pervert.”

“Oh, I dunno,” Josh shrugged. “Maybe he thinks it’s hot that other guys find you hot. I mean, it’s like owning a Ferrari. You want other people to look at it.”

“Yeah,” Gina narrowed her eyes. “But that doesn’t mean you toss them the keys and ask them if they want to take a test drive.” And then she sighed. “Besides, I’ve had three kids. It’s not like I’m all that hot any more.”

Kristoph’s eyes widened.

“Are you fucking kidding me?” He wrapped Gina up in a bear-hug. “Shit, Bunny. You’re fucking gorgeous.” Grabbing her shoulders, he held her at arm’s length and looked her up and down appraisingly. “You’re as hot today as you were when we were dating.”

Gina couldn’t help but smile.

“So, you’d still do me?”

And to answer that question, Kristoph pulled her towards him and pressed his lips hard against hers.


Chapter Eight

It was like falling back into a warm, comfy, unmade bed.

Gina revelled in the soft, warm memory of Kristoph’s lips – suddenly no longer just a memory, after all these years.

She breathed in his scent, and felt his tongue slip between her lips, and swooned a little in his strong grip. She knew that this was wrong – that Kristoph was as married as she was – but she didn’t care.

She wanted this.

Eventually, her ex-boyfriend pulled his lips away, and stared deeply into her eyes.

Gina looked up, feeling herself shiver with desire.

“I-I can give you guys some space, if you need it,” Josh stammered – suddenly the awkward third wheel for the first time that evening.

But Gina turned to him, and in a fit of tequila-fueled impulsiveness grabbed the front of his shirt and yanked the taller man down to her level. Lips still tingling from Kristoph’s kiss, she pressed them hard against Josh’s mouth.

Josh’s eyes widened as he felt the delicious softness of Gina’s mouth against his. Within seconds, instinct kicked in and he writhed his lips against hers.

Then, finally, their lips parted with a wet “smack.”

Gina was instantly hit with a pang of anxiety. She turned nervously to Kristoph – wondering if her ex-boyfriend would be enraged by her kissing his friend. After all, they were the ones with the history.

But instead, Kristoph was watching with a wide-eyed smile – the same sort of hungry, perverted smile that Simon sometimes gave her, when she discussed fantasies like this.

“Fuck, that’s hot,” her ex-boyfriend murmured – and then he kissed her again.

Gina’s eyes widened as she felt herself crushed against the bar – being kissed hungrily by her ex-boyfriend. His hands slid around her waist, and his tongue slithered into her mouth deliciously.

And then her lips were alone again, and Kristoph was backing away, glancing over at Josh.

Josh grabbed Gina’s chin gently, and turned to head to face him. Then he was kissing her.

Gina swooned. She suddenly found herself being caressed and kissed by not one, but two handsome, sexy men.

One of Josh’s hands squeezed her breasts through her sun dress. The other squeezed her ass.

Meanwhile, Kristoph cupped her hips, and pulled her sharply against him; until she could feel a hard, hot bulge beneath the material of his pants, pressed hard against her thigh.

“Fuuuck,” Josh breathed hotly, licking his lips as he pulled his mouth away from hers. “Jesus, you’re so fucking sexy, Gina.”

“Yeah,” Kristoph nodded. “Shit, I just want to drag you out into the parking lot and fuck you right then and there.”

Gina looked up at him, and suddenly her pussy gushed at the thought.

“W-well,” she stammered, breathless. “Why don’t you?”

You’ve never seen two men close down a bar tab so quickly.

Josh whipped out his credit card and paid for the drinks. Kristoph grabbed Gina’s hand and practically dragged her to the door.

A moment later, they were out in the cool evening breeze, and Kristoph was leading Gina over to her station wagon.

He threw her roughly against the side of the wood panels and pinned her there, kissing her aggressively. Gina swooned as his hungry kisses, and her nipples hardened as she felt his big, strong hands squeeze her breasts through her dress.

“Let me in on that,” Josh demanded, as he swept up behind them. A moment later he was the one kissing Gina, while Kristoph nuzzled her throat and kissed her shoulders.

“Oh, God,” Gina groaned. She was practically melting – her senses overwhelmed by the sensation of two men devouring her in the parking lot.

It was Josh who pulled down the strap of her sun dress and released one of her heavy breasts, squeezing it gently.

Kristoph, meanwhile, slid his hand under the hem of her dress and his fingertips traced a path up Gina’s inner thigh.

She moaned into his mouth as she suddenly encountered her bare, quivering pussy.

“Mmmmph!”

“Fuuuck,” Kirstoph pulled his mouth away, and stared into Gina’s eyes as his fingers parted the lips of her pussy. “You’re dripping wet.”

And then Gina groaned as she felt his fingers slide inside her, right there in the parking lot.

“Uuuunnfff…”

“Come on,” Josh murmured, as he watched Gina writhe on Kristoph’s fingers. “Let’s go somewhere a little more discreet.” He glanced around nervously. The Checkered Flag was located around the back from the mall, and it wasn’t rare for cop cars to turn up unannounced to check for drug deals or other misbehaver in the parking lot.

The last thing any of them needed was an indecent exposure charge.

Reluctantly, Kristoph pulled his fingers from Gina’s pussy, and her dress fell down to cover her. He lifted his hand up. His fingers were glistening with her wetness.

“Get in the car,” he demanded.

Grinning, Gina scurried over the the passenger door, which Josh held open for her. Kristoph walked around to the driver’s side and clambered behind the wheel. A moment later, the powerful V8 roared into life; the exhaust burbling “dugga dugga dugga dugga”.

Yanking the lever into drive, Kristoph rolled the car out onto the road.

Soon they were cruising down the highway, and Gina was clambering onto her hands and knees in the front seat.

“W-what are you doing?” Kristoph demanded, as she reached for his belt. The answer to his question was obvious, as the beautiful housewife started unbuckling his pants.

Her position meant that Gina’s round bottom was sticking up into the air, right into Josh’s face, as he sat in the right-most seat. Grinning, Josh slid his hand under the hem of her sundress, and his fingers met the soft, bare flesh of her thighs.

“Unnnngh,” Gina bit her lip, as Josh’s fingertips slid higher under her dress.

She tried to ignore his exploring fingers, as she wrenched open Kristoph’s pants and reached inside. Her eyes widened as her fingers wrapped around thick, hard, smooth flesh.

“Oh, Jesus,” Kristoph groaned, as his ex-girlfriend wrangled his hard-on out from his pants.

“You remember that time you drove me to the airport, and I gave you road-head?” Gina purred.

“How could I forget?”

Gina responded by opening her mouth, and lowering her head.

“Oh, fuck me!” The big Ford lurched across the highway, as Kristoph suddenly felt the warm, delicious sensation of Gina’s mouth wrapping around his cock.

“Fuuuuck,” Sitting on the other side of her, Josh watched Gina’s head bobbing up and down in his best friend’s lap, and heard the slurping noise of a sloppy, enthusiastic blowjob. “Jesus, that’s hot.”

Grinning, Josh used his other hand to lift the hem of Gina’s dress, and expose first her thighs, and then her round, ripe ass.

“Mmmph!” Mouth full of Kristoph’s cock, Gina tried to complain as she cool air hit her suddenly exposed rear-end. But she didn’t complain when Josh’s fingers slithered between the wet lips of her pussy, and started rubbing her clitoris. “Mmmph!”

Sandwiched between the two of them, Gina wiggled and ground her backside against Josh’s hand, even as she sucked and slurped on Kristoph’s cock.

This was the most extreme and most outrageous thing she’d ever done, sexually – and she was loving it.


Chapter Nine

“Watch where you’re driving, dude!”

Kristoph was struggling to steer, with Gina’s head bobbing up and down in his lap. It was exquisite – the feeling of her lips, and tongue, and gently sucking mouth… But:

“W-we’ve got to pull over, or I’ll crash.”

Gina mewled in a disappointment, but even she didn’t want her husband and kids to see her face plastered on the New York Post tomorrow with the headline: “Slutty Housewife Dies in Threesome Car Crash” (and the caption under her name to be: “Last meal was believed to be tequila and semen.”)

With a “slurp” Gina pulled her mouth from Kristoph’s straining cock. She wiped the saliva drooling down her chin with the back of her hand.

“Hhhhngh,” she groaned, as Josh continued to rub her clitoris. “I-I’m staying at the Whitman Motor Lodge on Jericho Turnpike.” And then her head fell forward, and she moaned as Josh slid two fingers inside her. “L-let’s go there.”

“Oh, shit,” Kristoph swung the car off the highway, and down a tree-lined street. “I can’t wait that long.” And then the car was up on the grass, and coming to a halt under the cover of the trees.

With a creak, Kristoph swung open the door and clambered out. He practically dragged Gina out after him – pulling her off Josh’s fingers so abruptly that she moaned in disappointment.

A moment later she was standing on unsteady-feet, and then getting pushed roughly against the side of the car.

Kristoph kissed her passionately, crushing her with his weight.

“Oh, fuck, you’ve got me so hot,” he moaned, sliding his hand up under her dress. “I want you so badly.” And then his fingers found her pussy, and he began rubbing her clitoris.

“Huuungh,” Gina’s knees practically buckled as he began rubbing her. “O-oh, God.”

Josh had already clambered out of the passenger seat of the car, and was making his way around the back. He paused, and unlocked the tailgate with a ‘click.’ The glass window rolled down automatically.

“Bring her here,” he suggested, letting the heavy tailgate flop down like a table. “C’mon.”

Grinning, Kristoph grabbed Gina’s wrist and led her to the back of the car. A moment later, she found herself hoisted onto the tailgate like a rag doll.

“Oh, fuck, I have to have you,” Kristoph moaned, yanking down his pants. His thick, throbbing cock sprang from between his legs, bobbing up and down rigidly.

Gina’s eyes widened and her pussy gushed as she saw it.

“Oh, fuck,” she moaned, as Kristoph lay her down on the tailgate and spread apart her legs. “H-have you got a condom?” Even in her sex and tequila-infused fugue, she remembered that she’d stopped taking the pill ever since Simon had a vasectomy, two summers earlier.

Kristoph paused, hanging over her with his hard-on throbbing.

“No,” he admitted. “I’m not going to lie, Bunny. When I came out to see you tonight, I had no idea this was going to happen.”

Gina looked down, between her own legs, hoisted up and spread in Kristoph’s big hands, towards his thick, veiny erection.

She had to have it.

“Be careful, then,” she moaned, and Kristoph’s lips curled.

Throwing her ankles over his shoulders, the big man took one of his hands and grasped the root of his thick cock. He aimed to between her spread legs – nuzzling the head between the glistening lips of her pussy.

“I can see you knew this was going to happen,” he teased, rubbing the head up and down between her quivering folds, and grinding the head of his cock against her throbbing clitoris.

“W-what?” Gina gasped, infuriated by him teasing her.

“Well, you didn’t shave your pussy for nothing,” Kristoph grinned – and then he thrust.

Gina cried out, gripping the edge of the tailgate as she felt herself stretched and filled by Kristoph’s thick, delicious, bareback cock.

“Oooooh, God,” her back arched, and she spread her legs wider as inch after inch of throbbing flesh skewered her. “That’s amazing.”

And then he was inside her all the way – buried right to the hilt inside her quivering pussy.

Gina squeezed shut her eyes and moaned.

This was the first time she’d been fucked by a man other than her husband in over a decade – and it felt wonderful.

Kristoph lodged her ankles over his shoulders, and used his hands to pull the top of Gina’s sun dress down, exposing her large breasts. She gasped as the cool, night air hit them – and then groaned as Kristoph took one in each of his big hands and squeezed them.

He started thrusting, and the suspension of the old Ford creaked as the big car was rocked up and down. Gina moaned, feeling that big, delicious cock slide in and out of her – perfectly skewering her g-spot on each inward thrust.

For a few moments, the beautiful housewife just luxuriated in the sensation of being fucked – but then she felt a gentle grip on her jaw, turning her head to the side.

Lying back on the tailgate, she found herself looking directly at Josh’s crotch – just as the tall man started fumbling with his belt buckle and wrenching open his pants.

Josh’s long, hard cock swung out of his pants, and practically whacked her in the face.

Gina’s eyes opened wide, and she giggled.

Josh wasn’t giggling. He looked just as hungry as Kristoph had – and peered down at Gina eagerly, grasping the root of his thick, throbbing cock. He was offering it to her – and instinctively, she opened her mouth to welcome him.

“Oh, fuck,” Josh groaned, as he felt Gina’s wet, sucking mouth envelop the swollen head of his cock. “Oh, Jesus Christ.”

Suddenly, Gina found herself skewered from both ends – legs in the air, and hard, throbbing cocks buried in her pussy and half-way down her throat.

Every time Kristoph thrust forward, Gina felt herself pushed down the tailgate, which forced Josh’s cock deeper into her throat. Then, as Kristoph pulled out, she was wrenched back down and Josh’s cock slithered out of her mouth – allowing her to suck in a merciful gasp of air.

It was overwhelming. Gina’s whole body was singing. Her nipples, wedged between Kristoph’s squeezing fingers, were hard as rocks. Butterflies churned in her stomach. Inexorable pleasure was building between her legs.

The air was filled with the creak of the Ford’s suspension, the grunts of Kristoph and the wet slurping noise of Gina’s lips and tongue as she slathered Josh’s straining cock with saliva.

“Mmmph!” Gina moaned. “Mmmph!” Eventually, eyes rolling upwards towards her head, she pulled her mouth from Josh’s cock and begged: “L-let me roll over.”

Kristoph grinned, and backed away – his huge, throbbing cock slithering from Gina’s tightness, emerging like a glistening length of pale hardwood.

Josh backed off too, his cock gleaming in the moonlight with her saliva.

Gasping for breath, pussy pulsing with pleasure, Gina rolled over, until she was on her stomach on the tailgate, and her ass and legs were hanging off the edge.

From the angle, Kristoph was perfectly positioned to spread Gina’s ass cheeks and press his glistening cock between them once again; sinking into her pussy effortlessly.

Gina groaned as she felt herself stretched and filled from this new, exciting angle – and with her head held up, she opened her mouth and pulled Josh forward, using his hips as leverage.

“Oh, shit, that’s amazing,” Josh moaned, as Gina’s lips and tongue started pleasuring him again. His cock throbbed as she eagerly swallowed it deeper and deeper into her mouth.

Behind her, Kirstoph started thrusting again – and the old Ford station wagon began to rock from side to side, the suspension creaking.

As Gina sucked and slurped on Josh’s cock, she squeezed shut her eyes.

It was beginning - she could feel the pleasure building between her legs. From this angle, each thrust of Kristoph’s hips speared her g-spot perfectly with the thick head of his cock; and that was driving her closer and closer to…

“Oh, God, I’m going to cum,” Gina gasped, pulling Josh’s cock from her mouth so she could cry with pleasure.

“M-me too,” Kristoph groaned, sinking his fingers into her fleshly hips, and fucking her harder, and faster, and deeper.

Gina squeezed shut her eyes… She was visualising it now – Kristoph’s thick, delicious cock swelling and throbbing inside of her, following by powerful, hot spurts of cum deep inside her.

It was wrong – she wasn’t on the pill… But she also remembered Simon’s breathless fantasies about her, and how she’d made her husband explode with pleasure when she’d murmured into his ear: “You like the idea of me being a dirty little girl, coming back to you with my pussy full of cum – don’t you?”

Now she was about to turn that fantasy into reality – and it was intoxicating.


Chapter Ten

Gina and her ex-boyfriend had passed the point of no return.

“Oh, God, I’m going to cum,” Kristoph moaned, as he fucked her deep, and fast.

“C-cum inside me,” Gina clung to the tailgate, and humped her hips back at Kristoph. “Please. I want to feel it…”

And Kristoph was powerless to refuse her.

Grabbing a fistful of her luxurious black hair, Kristoph yanked Gina’s head back, and sunk himself as deeply inside her as he could. Then his cock throbbed, and swelled, and practically doubled in size deep inside her.

“Oh, fuck,” Kristoph groaned, and then he exploded like a firehose.

Gina came the moment she felt herself flooded with his cum – the cresting wave of pleasure between her legs suddenly exploding, and sending ecstasy crashing across her body like a tsunami. She moaned and groaned in pleasure: “Oh, fuuuuuuck.”

Kristoph’s cock throbbed again and again, each movement signifying another thick spurt of cum flooding her. Only after what seemed like an eternity did the throbbing sensation grow still, and Gina’s ex-boyfriend practically collapsed across her back, gasping for breath.

“Oh, shit,” he panted. “Oh, my God, Bunny… That was incredible.”

With a wet-sounded “slurp”, he pulled his softening cock from her tightness, and it was followed by a deluge of warm, sticky cum.

Kristoph slumped against the back of the Ford, gasping for breath. He struggled to pull up his pants, and tuck his glistening, flaccid cock back inside them.

Josh was still standing there, cock standing proudly to attention between his legs. Looking down at Gina, who was lying red-faced and sweaty on the tailgate of her car, he asked: “C-can I…”

She looked up, and smiled dreamily.

“You’d better.”

But right at that moment, there was the sudden “whurp!” of a police siren, and a flash of red and blue lights through the undergrowth.

“Oh, fuck,” Kristoph looked up, as a police cruiser rolled down the street on the other side of the trees. “Do you think somebody saw us and called the cops?”

Josh and Gina didn’t wait for an answer. Gina slid off the tailgate and wrestled her tits back into her dress, letting the hem of her sundress flop back down to cover her bare pussy. She winced as she felt a rivulet of Kristoph’s cum dribble down her thighs.

Josh zipped up his pants, and slammed shut the tailgate of the old Ford.

“Come on,” Kristoph was already in the driver’s seat – gunning the engine. The big V8 rumbled into life.

Josh headed for the passenger door – but Gina intercepted him.

Grabbing his hand, and smiling wickedly, she dragged him into the back seat and let the door slam shut.

“C’mon, handsome,” she purred. “I’m not done with you yet.”

***

A moment later, the Ford roared out of the cover of the trees, and the tires squealed as Kristoph gunned the big car off in the opposite direction from the police.

“I watched what I was drinking,” Kristoph checked the rear view mirror nervously, “but I’m still in no hurry to get breathalysed – or wind up with a public indecency charge!”

But in the back seat, Josh and Gina weren’t listening.

Josh was sitting in the middle of the bench seat, and Gina was straddling him – her thighs either side of his hips, and her lips locked with his.

Kristoph glanced up in the mirror again, and adjusted it so he got a full view of his best friend making out with his ex-girlfriend.

Kristoph grinned, and only reluctantly turned his eyes back to the road to avoid crashing.

In the back seat, Gina and Josh kissed passionately. Josh was using one hand to yank up the hem of Gina’s dress, exposing her round, bare all. With the other, he pulled down the front of her dress, letting her breasts flop out. Immediately, he pulled his mouth from hers, and started kissing and nuzzling her tits.

“Oooooh,” Gina swooned, cradling his head as she felt his tongue and lips suckle on her nipples. “God, that feels good.”

Her hands weren’t idle during this time. Raising herself up a little, she reached between them and struggled with Josh’s belt. She wrenched his pants open and started tugging them down, until his hard, thick, throbbing cock sprang free.

Her fingers curled around his shaft.

“Oh, God,” Josh groaned, as he felt her fingers stroking his cock.

She wrangled his cock into position, nuzzling it between the lips of her wet, freshly-fucked cunt. Then, with a moan, she lowered herself onto him.

Already slick with cum, her pussy surrendered instantly. Effortlessly, Gina sunk inch-by-inch onto Josh’s big cock, until she nestled into his lap like they were two pieces of a perfectly-fitting jigsaw puzzle.

“Oh, God,” Josh groaned, as he felt her tight, pulsating pussy caress every inch of his cock. “Oh, Jesus, that feels amazing.”

“Mmmm,” Gina moaned, as she began rocking back and forth in his lap.

In the front seat, Kristoph kept trying to steal glances of what was happening just a few feet behind him. He gripped the wheel hard – no longer even sure where he was driving. Just that he had to keep driving until whatever unfolded in the back seat finally finished.

“Mmmm,” Gina bit her lip, as she rocked back and forth in Josh’s lap. His big, beautiful cock was rigid inside her, and she was riding it expertly. The thick, swollen head massaged her g-spot, while each movement of her hips ground her throbbing clitoris against Josh’s bony hips.

Gina was in heaven. Riding a thick, hard cock was the perfect scenario for her – she knew effortlessly what she needed to do to get herself off, and her second orgasm was already fast approaching. She ground herself into Josh’s lap and kept on the pressure, feeling the intensity of her pleasure grow.

“Oh, God,” Josh moaned, his face buried between her breasts.

Biting her lip, Gina turned her head over her shoulder. She caught sight of Kristoph, trying to sneak a look in the rear view mirror.

“E-eyes on the road, honey,” she moaned, her hips undulating in Josh’s lap. “You’ll get your chance to watch if you can get us back to my motel.”

Kristoph grinned.

“I don’t think either of you will last that long.”

And he wasn’t wrong.

Gina turned her attention back to Josh, and crushed his face between her breasts. The movement of her hips was getting faster. She was sinking deeper and deeper into his lap.

“Oh, fuck,” Gina moaned, on the brink of orgasm… And then she exploded.

Clinging to Josh, she continued grinding her hips into his lap even as the detonation sent shockwaves of pleasure resonating through every inch of her. It was an even more intense orgasm than the first of that night – and her muscles involuntarily shuddered as she came.

Including her pussy muscles – and that was enough to tip Josh over the edge. The moment he felt Gina’s tight pussy clench down on him, he sunk his teeth into the soft flesh of her breasts, and his cock throbbed, and swelled, and spurted its load deep inside of her.

“Oh, fuuuuck,” Gina felt herself flooded for the second time that night, and her second orgasm was followed by a third. “Oh, my God.” She clung to Josh desperately, as he emptied himself inside of her.

Only after his balls were completely drained did their ecstasy end – and Gina flopped down on top of Josh, her chest heaving and her body glistening in sweat.

“Oh, wow,” Josh groaned, pulling his face from between her breasts. “Oh, fuck me…”

Gina giggled. Looking down into his brown eyes, she murmured: “I think I just did.”


Chapter Eleven

Kristoph drove the old Ford down Route 110, through row after row of strip-malls and storefronts that were all shut for the night.

In the back seat, Gina finally clambered off from Josh’s lap – pulling herself off his softening cock, and feeling another deluge of cum roll down her thighs.

She flopped into the rear seat beside him, legs spread and dress hiked up around her waist.

“Oh, fuck,” the beautiful housewife groaned. “I-I can’t believe I just did that.”

“That was amazing,” Josh promised, and he turned to face her, and kissed Gina passionately on the lips.

For a few moments they made out. Then, reluctantly, she pulled her mouth away.

“S-so what’s the plan,” she panted. “Now you’ve both had your wicked way with me.”

Josh and Kristoph laughed.

“I thought we could grab a bottle of wine and go back to your motel,” Gina’s ex-boyfriend suggested. “Unless you’re bored of us, now you got what you wanted out of us.”

“Oh, I got what I wanted?” Gina feigned outrage. Then she smiled. “That sounds awesome.”

And then, in a sex-fuelled euphoria, she flopped back in the seat and laughed: “Very well, chauffeur! Onto the liquor store!”

***

As it happens, locating a liquor store at 1am on a Wednesday isn’t as easy as it sounds.

Nevertheless, within twenty minutes Kristoph had come scurrying out of a 7-Eleven that sold beer and wine with two bottles of sparkling Andre, a few bottles of chilled Poland Spring and a bag full of chips and snacks.

Gina accepted one of the bottles of water eagerly, and quaffed half of it down in seconds. Then she flopped back in the seat as Kristoph headed north, towards Jericho Turnpike.

All three of them were familiar with the Whitman Motor Lodge. Once a seedy “no-tell motel” it had smartened up its act considerably over the past few years – but was still the go-to venue for drunken hook-ups and clandestine affairs.

Josh, Gina and Kristoph had all been there before – one or two of them with each other.

Josh pulled the old Ford into the space in front of the ground floor room Gina had reserved, and cut the engine.

It was cool and dark. The cicadas buzzed in the background as Kristoph swung open the driver’s door with a creak and went to help Gina out of the back of the car.

She was giggling, red-faced and sticky.

“I need a shower.”

It took a swipe from her credit card to unlock the door, and a moment later the three of them stumbled into the motel room.

It was a nice room – carpeted, with tasteful décor and a large, king-sized bed on one wall. Kicking the door shut, Josh threw Gina’s overnight back onto the bed and Kristoph carried the wine and snacks over to the counter, where there were glasses lined up next to the coffee machine.

He popped the plastic cork on the bottle of Andre and began sloshing it into the glasses.

Josh flopped onto the bed, and reached for the remote. A moment later, infomercials started playing as he flicked through trying to find a music channel.

“Okay, boys,” Gina grinned, as she accepted the glass Kristoph handed her. “I’ve got to take a shower.” She squirmed delicious. “You boys have made me all dirty.”

“Maybe we could help?” Josh suggested, and Gina laughed at the idea.

As it turned out, the bathroom in the motel room had a huge shower cubicle, and the idea of all three of them piling into the shower suddenly didn’t seem all that crazy.

Laughing, the three of them peeled off their clothes, throwing them onto the floor.

Gina was immediately struck with self-consciousness at her body – very different to the trim, skinny figure she had when Kristoph and she were dating. Three children and fifteen years aren’t always that kind.

But if Kristoph noticed anything different about her, he didn’t say it. Instead, he looked her curves up and down with a look of pure hunger. “Fuck, you’re gorgeous, Bunny.”

Kristoph’s body had changed too in the interim. He’d been weight-lifting for a decade, and his arms and chest were huge. Gina actually thought he looked better than she remembered him, and her pussy throbbed as she watched him strip out of his t-shirt and jeans.

Josh, peeling off his shirt, was tall and lanky, with black hair on his chest. Together they made quite a contrast – Josh’s swarthy complexion very different to Kristoph’s pale skin.

The hot water roared and the three of them clambered into the shower.

Gina soon felt two pairs of hands on her body, soaping her up. It was delicious.

Josh had grabbed her coconut shampoo and body wash from her overnight bag and squirted a big dollop into his hands, standing behind her and slathering her breasts in it. From where he was standing, his half-hard cock slotted perfectly in place between the cheeks of her ass, and Gina wiggled her butt back into him.

Kristoph was standing in front of her, using his soap-free hands to rub between her legs, and kissing her passionately.

Gina was overwhelmed. It was delicious – the sensation of two bodies slithering against her own soapy skin. Josh was kissing her throat. Kristoph was kissing her mouth. Hands explored every inch of her body – soaping and squeezing her breasts, massaging her ass-cheeks, exploring between her legs.

Within seconds the relative softness of Josh and Kristoph’s skin was being contrasted by two hard, hot objects prodding Gina in the ass and stomach. They were both sporting raging erections.

“W-why don’t we rinse off?” Gina suggested, curling her fingers around Kristoph’s shaft and soaping his hard cock. Meanwhile, Josh was sliding his cock up and down, between Gina’s soapy ass-cheeks – nuzzling his shaft between them like a beefy hot dog between two soft buns.

Laughing, they washed the soap off themselves and took turns drying each other up with the fluffy white towels hanging on the wall. Moments later, bundled up in white robes and towels, the three of them stumbled into the main room and they all fell onto the king-sized bed.

Almost immediately, they began kissing and cuddling.

Josh was up at the head of the bed, and began kissing Gina passionately, rubbing the wet hair from her face and gazing into her eyes as he made out with her.

Kristoph, at the bottom of the bed, parted the white folds of Gina’s robe and found her bare, damp legs beneath. He spread them – exposing more and more of her through the robe until her pink, shaven pussy was exposed.

Then he opened his mouth and kissed it.

“Oooooh,” Gina moaned, as she felt Kristoph’s tongue slither between the lips of her pussy and begin circling her clitoris. It was exquisite.

And as Kristoph began kissing and licking her, Josh kissed her again – this time pulling open her robe to expose her damp breasts. His hands cupped them eagerly.

Gina groaned, and reached down with one hand. She found Josh’s big cock effortlessly, and began stroking it. He groaned hotly into her mouth at the delicious sensation of her slender fingers on his hardness.

Lying there, Gina’s mind raced. This was the most intensely erotic situation she’d ever been in. She was lying there with her body being literally worshipped by two hard, horny men… It felt wonderful.

In fact, Kristoph’s licking and sucking mouth was making her pussy sing with pleasure. If he kept that up, he was going to make her…

Make her…

“Oh, fuck,” Gina cried, and she gushed into Kristoph’s mouth as an orgasm shuddered across her body. Josh had to practically pin her to the bed to keep her flopping about, and Kristoph kept licking her clitoris mercilessly until she tore her mouth away from Josh and begged: “N-no more! It’s too sensitive!”

Grinning, chin and lips glistening with her wetness, Kristoph’s head reared up from between her legs.

He shrugged off his robe, revealing his muscular body and the thick, throbbing cock jutting from between his legs. Clambering forward, he positioned himself between Gina’s legs and pressed the head of his cock against her quivering pussy.

“No more?” He ex-boyfriend purred. “We’ve hardly got started…”


Chapter Twelve

Kristoph thrust forward, and his hard, thick cock sunk inside Gina effortlessly.

She groaned at the now-familiar sensation of being stretched and filled by her ex-boyfriend’s delicious cock. Stretching up her arms, she wrapped them around Kristoph’s shoulders as he crushed her to the bed, and began thrusting.

Josh was still kissing her, and as Gina felt her body respond to Kristoph’s thrusts, she pulled her mouth away and ordered: “Come up here.”

Josh didn’t waste any time.

Shedding his own robe, he crawled, naked, across the bed until he was kneeling by Gina’s head – throbbing cock suspended above her face.

Sliding her hand between his thighs, to cup his ass from underneath, Gina pulled his hips forward and opened her mouth. Josh groaned in pleasure as he felt her swallow his cock into her warm, wet, sucking mouth.

The room descended into silence – only the sound of the infomercials on the TV behind them disturbing the calm.

The bedsprings creaked. Kristoph grunted as he fucked Gina. Josh groaned as she sucked him, and the whole room echoed with the wet “slurp, slurp, slurp” of Gina’s lips and tongue pleasuring Josh’s big cock.

After a few minutes, Kristoph paused. Sweat was already beading on his brow.

“C’mon,” he laughed, pulling himself from Gina’s tight wetness. “I can’t do this with an advert for fucking Bow-Flex on in the background.”

Josh laughed too – and flopped back, springing his cock from Gina’s mouth and splattering her face with saliva. She struggled to sit up, shedding her damp robe and joining the two boys in their nakedness.

“Okay, okay,” she switched the TV off and the room fell silent. “Now where were we?”

And, with that, Kristoph and Josh pounced on her again.

This time is was Josh’s turn to slid his hard, spit-slick cock inside of Gina, and she moaned as she felt herself filled with the second cock in as many minutes. Kristoph kissed her passionately, and squeezed and kneaded her breasts.

“Oh, fuck,” Gina groaned, listening to the bedsprings creak as Josh fucked her. “I wish I could have both of you inside me at once.”

Kristoph grinned wickedly.

“Who says you can’t?”

Clambering up from the bed, he ordered Josh: “Have her ride you.”

Josh grinned eagerly, and grabbing Gina’s hips, rolled her on top of him; never breaking their connection. With a squeak, Gina suddenly found herself on top, and that thick, hard, throbbing cock had stayed inside her the whole time.

“Mmmm,” Gina bit her lip, as she nestled into Josh’s lap for the second time that evening. “I like this position.” She began to ride him, placing her hands on his chest and undulating her hips so that his massive cock moved about deliciously inside her.

Kristoph was clambering onto the bed again now, and he crawled up behind Gina, between Josh’s outstretched legs.

“W-what are you doing?” She demanded, as his hot, hard body pressed up against her back. Kristoph’s lips found her neck, and he started nuzzling her. At the same time, there was a “click” as he popped open the bottle of coconut oil he’d grabbed from the nightstand.

Gina’s nostrils flared as she smelt the coconut oil, and then she squealed as she felt Kristoph’s hand – dripping with oil – slither between her ass cheeks.

“Y-you can’t be serious.”

“Oh, come on, Bunny,” Kristoph purred into her ear, as he slathered up his throbbing cock with gleaming coconut oil. “You remember how much you used to love me doing this back in the day.”

Gina’s cheeks burned red. Anal sex had been a fairly regular part of their sex life.

Bracing herself, she gripped the covers either side of Josh’s head, and leaned forward until she was smothering Josh with her breasts. He didn’t seem to care.

And then she felt Kristoph pressing his hard cock between her ass cheeks.

At first she thought that it was going to be a disaster – that Kristoph was going to try and skewer her in the ass, and her body would reject him. But with her legs spread, and bent over, and with a thick, hard, throbbing cock already buried in her pussy, it seemed her body had given up on offering resistance.

With a thrust of his hips, Kristoph’s cock pushed against the tightly-clenched knot of her ass. The coconut oil did its trick, and her ass blossomed open and accepted the thick, throbbing invader.

“Ooooooh, fuck!” Gina’s eyes grew wide as she felt herself skewered in the rear. “Oh, dear God!” And then her tight little ass surrendered fully, and Kristoph sunk inch-by-torturous-inch into her rear-end.

Gina started whooping now, sucking huge gasps of air into her lungs as she tried to adjust to the incredible sensation of two cocks inside of her – one lodged deep inside her pussy, and the other buried in her ass.

“G-give me a second,” she begged, feeling each throb of Kristoph’s cock in her tightly-clenching ass. “J-just a second to get used to this.”

“Fuuuck, you’re tight, Bunny,” Kristoph murmured, his hot body pressed against her back.

“God, I can feel him inside you,” Josh mumbled, his face between her breasts.

“Uunnngh,” Gina bit her lip, and dared to wiggle her hips.

Christ! It was like explosions going off between her legs. Her body was hypersensitive to every movement, and she’d never felt so stretched and filled in all her life.

But then Josh began to suck and nibble at her breasts, and Kristoph gently thrust his hips a little, and she felt the sensations grow, and swell, and overwhelm her.

“Oh, Jesus,” she gripped the sheets with white knuckles. “Oh, God, you’re going to split me in two!”

But, as it happened, her body started to relax, and the intense discomfort began to soften into something else. She moaned, and Kristoph was able to ease himself even deeper inside of her ass.

“God, man,” Josh groaned, “I can feel your dick move inside her.”

“Y-yours too,” Kristoph groaned, sinking his teeth into Gina’s shoulder.

“D-do you have any idea how gay that sounds?” Gina giggled.

Faking enragement, Kristoph bit Gina’s shoulder hard, and started thrusting faster. She cried out at the sensation, and bit her own lip at the intensity of the sensation.

“Oh, fuck,” Josh groaned, pinned beneath them both. “I’m not going to be able to hold out for long.” Gina could feel his cock throb and swell inside her.

“N-not going to be a problem,” Kristoph groaned, as he began to thrust faster and harder into Gina’s ass.

And as for her?

She could barely speak. She just clung to the sheets, and felt her body rocked back and forth between them. Her clitoris was grinding against Josh’s hips. Her g-spot was being assaulted from and rear. She felt so deliciously full that she thought she’d melt.

“Oh God,” Josh groaned beneath her. “I’m cumming!”

And the moment Gina felt his cock swell, and throb, and spurt inside of her, she exploded too – crying out in pleasure as an explosion of ecstasy detonated between her legs.

For a moment she was lost to the world – shuddering in sexual abandonment. Then, slowly, she came back to reality, just as Josh and Kristoph slid her onto her back on the bed, where she lay deliciously close to comatose.

Josh slid off the bed, his cock soft and drained.

Kristoph, meanwhile, was still hard as a rock – and, lifting her legs up, he pressed the head of his dick back against the tight little knot of Gina’s ass and she groaned as her backside opened up to accept him.

“Fuuuuck,” Kristoph groaned, as Gina’s tight ass welcomed him. “I haven’t done this in so long.” He looked down at his ex-girlfriend, as she lay on the bed, bent in half like a pretzel. “You always were the best, Bunny.”

She smiled wickedly, her body still tingling from orgasm.

“So Siobhan won’t let you fuck her in the ass?”

“Hell no,” Kristoph groaned, as he bottomed out inside her. “She’ll barely give me a blowjob.”

“Mmmm,” Gina licked her lips. “Imagine, if you lived closer, I’d let you have this ass whenever you wanted it.”

Kristoph’s cock throbbed at her words.

“I’d let you come on over whenever you wanted, and shove that big, fat cock in my tight little ass.”

“Oh, stop, Bunny, or I’ll cum…”

“I’d let you blow your big load into my tight little ass whenever you were feeling horny.” Gina lifted her fingers to her mouth and sucked them seductively. “Wouldn’t you like that?”

“Oh, shit,” Kristoph groaned. “You always knew how to push my button…”

“You know, my husband’s such a freak he’d actually like that. He’d actually pour you a beer and make you a sandwich while you fucked his wife’s tight little butt…”

“Oh, Jesus, Bunny…”

“He’d sip his drink and watch you and give you a cheer when you…”

“I’m cumming!”

And, with a groan, Kristoph exploded into Gina’s ass – spurting like a firehose.

Gina’s eyes widened as she felt herself flooded with heat and wetness – skewered almost painfully on Kristoph’s thick, throbbing cock.

Eventually, exhausted, her ex-boyfriend flopped down across her, panting and gasping for breath. His softening cock slithered from her ass – followed by a deluge of cum that drenched the sheets.

Gina lay there, crushed by her ex-boyfriend’s comforting weight. She stroked his hair thoughtfully, and kissed his forehead.

“I-I missed you, Bunny,” he panted breathlessly.

“I missed you too, Kristoph,” Gina purred.


Chapter Thirteen

It was almost noon the following morning when Gina finally arrived home.

Pulling her old Ford onto the driveway, she noticed that her husband’s Lincoln was still parked out front – probably because he’d worked from home that day, in case Gina hadn’t made it back by the time the kids needed to be picked up.

A little bow-legged, Gina clambered the steps to the front door and swung it open.

“Hey, honey! I’m home!”

There was a cheer from upstairs, and her husband appeared at the top of the landing with a smile on his face. He was wearing his Saturday pants and Batman t-shirt – the timeless uniform of the work-from-home Dad.

“Hi, honey,” Simon grinned, coming down the steps and kissing Gina warmly. “The kids are still in school. How was your trip?”

Gina’s pause was what gave it away.

For a moment, Simon was expecting nothing – just a “it was fun” delivered with innocence. After all, that’s all he’d expected from her visit to her ex-boyfriend.

But instead Gina paused, and her eyes flashed, and Simon knew.

“Holy shit,” his grip on her arms tightened. “Something happened, didn’t it?”

“M-maybe,” Gina admitted, biting her lips.

The fucked up thing was that, for a moment, she’d been tempted to lie. She’d been tempted to keep the outrageous adventure of the previous night all to herself; to cherish it like a private keepsake.

But she knew that what had happened had been Simon’s biggest fantasy. And, if nothing else, she was kind of proud of herself (but it wasn’t the sort of achievement you posted on Facebook.)

“You have to tell me,” Simon insisted, practically dragging her upstairs to the living room.

“Wait, wait,” Gina laughed. “Let me get my bags in, and have a shower…”

“Don’t you fucking dare,” Simon growled. “I want you just as you are.” And Gina felt a thrill – knowing that when she’d left Kristoph and Josh that morning – two gorgeous men, lying in her king-sized bed – she hadn’t washed off the last of their sweat, or cum.

Simon dragged his wife upstairs, and practically threw her onto the couch.

“So what happened?” Simon demanded, grabbing Gina’s boots and pulling them off.

Simon was tearing his clothes off, acting like a madman. Gina was partly horrified, but also a little thrilled. She could see the bulge in the front of his Saturday pants.

“Okay,” she told him, as he began tearing off her t-shirt. “I’ll tell you…”

And so she did…

Gina told Simon everything that had happened – from the shots of tequila to getting fucked on the tailgate of her car. She told Simon about the shower they’d taken together, and being double-penetrated on the bed like some kind of porn star.

“You fucked him too? Josh?”

“Y-yes,” Gina nodded, realizing that she’d never even considered that before she’d left.

“Jesus, you’re such a fucking slut,” Simon growled. “I fucking love you.”

Gina grinned, and kept talking.

And as Simon listened, his frenzy grew. Soon his had pulled her panties off, and had Gina naked from the waist down on the couch. Then, with a snarl, he’d dived between her legs and started feasting on her pussy.

“Oh, my God!” Gina cried out, feeling his tongue part the lips of her cunt, and eagerly lick her clitoris.

So she continued talking – mentioning waking up in the morning, sandwiched between the two hot, handsome men – and how she’d made good on her promise to Simon, and made sure they’d both fucked her, and cum in her pussy, before she’d left.

“Oh, fuck, I can taste it,” Simon confirmed, slurping and sucking between her legs. “You’re dripping in their cum.”

Gina groaned, and surrendered to his enthusiasm. Within minutes, he was licking her to yet another climax, and Gina continued telling him about what had happened as he drove her closer and closer to orgasm.

“I-I told them about your fantasy,” she groaned. “About coming home with two loads of cum inside me. And so before I left, the pinned me to the bed and they both fucked me, one after the other, and came inside me…”

“Mmmmph!” Simon was devouring her. “Mmmmph!”

Gina’s head swam.

He was doing it. He was really doing it. He was eating her like she was the ripest, most succulent fruit on earth; and, in doing so, swallowing the cum from not one but two other men.

It was disgusting. It was hot.

Gina came.

“Uunnnngh,” arching her back, she groaned in climax, and yet another climax washed over her with an intensity almost unmatched by all the countless orgasms she’d had in the hours before.

She was still in the midst of ecstasy when Simon pulled his mouth from between her legs, his lips and chin glistening with wetness. He tore down his pants and his thick, throbbing cock sprang from between his legs like a tree trunk.

“Shit, you make me so fucking crazy,” Simon growled, grabbing a big fistful of Gina’s hair and pulling her head back. “I’ve been so crazy waiting for you to come back home.”

And then he grabbed the root of his cock, positioned himself at the entrance to her dripping cunt, and pushed.

“Ooooooh,” Gina groaned, pinned to the couch. She felt herself stretched, and filled.

“You liked getting fucked like a little slut?” Simon hissed, grinning like a madman as he fucked Gina with long, powerful strokes. “You liked having other man’s dicks in you, while your husband waited for you back at home?”

“Ungh,” Gina groaned, feeling another orgasm build inside her. “I-I did.” She clung to her husband desperately. “They fucked me so good.”

“Next time I’m going to watch,” Simon groaned. “I want to see them empty their balls inside you.”

“Y-yes,” Gina groaned. “Oh, God, yes!”

And then they both came.

Crying out, Gina flailed on the couch – pinned to the spot by Simon’s big, hard cock.

His dick throbbed, and swelled, and suddenly flooded her with warmth and wetness.

“Oh, God,” Simon groaned. “That’s it… That’s what I want…”

And then there was still.

Simon hung there for a moment, before flopping across Gina like a dead man. His chest heaved, and his ragged breath was hot against her breasts.

Gina stoked his hair and shuddered – feeling strangely, intoxicatingly, fulfilled.

And also, she noticed, as wetness began running down the crack of her ass, just plain filled.

***

Twenty minutes later, Gina came out of the shower with her hair wrapped in a towel – finding Simon on his hands and knees rinsing a stain she’d left out of the couch.

“Hey, baby,” he got up and kissed her, with passion and enthusiasm she hadn’t felt for years. “Do you feel better now?”

Gina yawned.

“I need to take a nap,” she admitted. “Can I leave you to pick up the kids?”

“Whatever you want,” Simon purred, and kissed her again. “Right now? I don’t think I could refuse you anything.”

Gina’s eyes widened.

“You mean because I made your fantasies come true? I went and fucked two other men?”

Simon snorted.

“Exactly,” he laughed. And then he shook his head wistfully. “Wow, you know, could you imagine if you’d actually gone and done that? That would be so hot.”

Gina blinked.

“What?”

Simon looked up.

“Damn, I’m getting hard against just thinking about it,” he told her. “That fantasy you told me on the couch? That’s exactly the sort of thing I was imagining you getting up to.”

“What do you mean: ‘fantasy’?”

“Well,” Simon snorted. “As hot as it was, it would have been even hotter if you’d actually done it.”

“Of course I did it!” Gina cried.

Simon laughed again, and squeezed her shoulders.

“Yeah, of course you did.” He kissed her on the lips, and Gina was so bemused she let him. “You are so sweet, indulging my fantasies like that. And damn, what an imagination.”

Gina was utterly shell-shocked.

You mean – she’d done all that and he didn’t believe her?

“Simon, I wasn’t making it up,” she told him. “Kristoph and Josh actually fucked me. Like, six times. I really did come home with their load inside me, like you told me to.”

Simon shook his head.

“You’re sweet, but I know it’s not true.” He smiled wistfully. “I wish it was, though.”

Gina’s eyes widened even further.

“Jesus Christ,” she scoffed. “Are you fucking kidding me? After all that you don’t believe me?”

She turned to her husband and snarled: “What would it take? Would I have to drag you out to Long Island and make you watch them fuck me before you’d believe it?”

Simon turned around, and his eyes widened.

He didn’t say anything, but Gina knew he didn’t have to.

She was already reaching for her phone.

“You’d better get a babysitter for tomorrow night,” she ordered, as she punched in Kristoph’s number. “I know he flies back to the West Coast on Friday, so we don’t have much time.”

As Kristoph’s number rang, Gina turned her back on her husband and headed next door, to talk to her ex-boyfriend in peace – and ask if he and Josh were up for a repeat performance.

And that meant she missed the smile that Simon gave her as she walked away: A smile that revealed he’d known the truth all along, and that Gina was doing exactly what he’d hoped she would.

A bulge was already forming in the front of his pants again…


Shaved

By Ruby Beauvoir

Chapter One

Simon rubbed his stubble thoughtfully.

“When you said you didn’t want me to shave for a few days,” he grinned at his wife, Gina, “I thought you were trying to get me to grow a beard.”

“No, no,” Gina laughed, which always made her look beautiful. “I just wanted to make sure my birthday surprise for you was going to be worth it.”

Simon’s brow wrinkled in confusion.

Truth be told, Gina’s handsome husband looked kind of sexy and rugged with a few days of scruff adorning his square jawline; but Gina was willing to overlook her own preference for beards in order to fulfil her birthday surprise.

Simon’s sexy wife was behind the wheel of his vintage Cadillac, guiding the big car through the streets towards their secret destination. It was nearly midnight, and after a delicious birthday meal and a bottle of champagne, Simon was feeling relaxed, happy, and not a little curious about what lay ahead.

Simon peered out of the window as they moved through the streets. They were headed to the ‘bad’ part of town. Not that any part of their town was particularly ‘bad’ – but this side of the railroad tracks was definitely a world away from the Hipster-gentrified streets of downtown.

For a moment, he had kinky thoughts about what Gina’s ‘surprise’ for him might entail… But then reality washed over him, as he realised that the importance of him having a few day’s stubble probably meant that it was going to be more pedestrian than perverted.

That suspicion got confirmed a few moments later, as Gina pulled the Cadillac to a halt outside the glass-fronted shop front of “Sweeney’s” – an old-fashioned barber’s shop.

Cutting the purring engine, Gina turned in the creaking leather seat and smiled at her husband.

“Surprise,” she grinned. “I thought you deserved a real, old-fashioned gentleman’s shave for your birthday.”

Simon grinned. As an old-fashioned kind of guy, the idea of a classic hot-shave with a straight razor appealed to him.

He swung open the long, low door of the Cadillac and walked around the long hood, to open the door for Gina. He offered his hand, and his tiny, curvy wife took it as he helped her onto the kerb.

She led him into the barber’s shop.

It was a beautiful place – all gleaming polished brass and dark, stained wood. A rack of whiskey bottles was on one wall, while black and white photographs of celebrities and sports stars – all of whom visited the barber’s at least once – adorned the other.

As nice as it was, one thing struck Simon immediately.

The guys working there – five of them, all young looking fellows in casual, but smart clothes – were black. “Sweeney’s” was clearly a barber’s aimed for African-Americans.

As-if reading Simon’s mind, Gina explained: “You’ve got super-curly hair. Only a place that specializes in afro-style hair will be able to give you the close shave you need.”

That made sense. Simon’s thick, red hair was frizzy and nappy. He tended to use products from the African-American section of his local pharmacy, and the cabinet in his bathroom was never without Bumpstop and other products to get rid of razor bumps.

“I figured we’d get you a real shave,” Gina grinned. “And this place stays open late.”

Simon grinned, as they walked inside.

A handsome young black guy grinned as they entered, and purred: “Good evening! Your wife called ahead to let us know you’d be coming.”

“Good thing too,” said one of the other guys – a trim-looking black guy lounging in a chair, watching the game on the TV in the corner. “We’ve been dead tonight.”

“Come in, come in,” the first guy beckoned Simon towards a chair in the center of the room – a stunning, chrome and leather chair that must have been a hundred years old. “Take a seat.” He offered Simon his hand, as Gina’s husband sat down. “I’m Jordan.”

“Pleased to meet you,” Simon grinned. As he settled into the chair, one of the other black men – a burly, weight-lifting type with a goatee and a shaved head – offered Simon a tumbler swilling with amber liquid.

“Hudson Baby Bourbon,” he explained. “Your wife mentioned you like American whiskey.”

“I do, indeed,” Simon grinned, accepting the glass. He took a deep sniff, and then sipped appreciatively. The oak-aged corn whiskey tasted smoky and delicious.

Feeling like a veritable king, Simon turned to his wife. She was looking cute in her tight jeans and low-cut top – and the five black guys were clearly appreciative of this hot little Italian housewife brightening up their evening.

“You’re just going to sit there and watch?” Simon grinned.

Gina flashed him a wink, as the man with the whiskey offered her a similar glass. She settled down on the leather bench opposite, sitting between two of the handsome black strangers.

Giving each of them an appreciative look, Gina licked her lips, and turned back to her husband.

“Oh, don’t worry about me,” she purred. “I’m sure these boys will take care of me fine.”


Chapter Two

Jordan fussed around his tools, while Simon sipped his whiskey.

“It’s been real quiet tonight,” he explained, adding a fresh blade to his straight razor. “Normally we get a bunch of college kids in, but school’s out this week.”

“And there’s a game on,” said the whiskey-toting guy with the goatee. “That’s why we’re all here.” He snorted. “I don’t have ESPN at home.”

Up on screen, a college basketball game was going into extra time.

“While you’re here, I might as well introduce the crew,” Jordan grinned, pouring boiling water into a gleaming ceramic bowl. “The guy with the Bourbon is Armstrong. Your pretty wife is sat between Antoine and Cleveland. And that joker over there?” He pointed to the trim black guy, lounging back in one of the other barber’s chairs, “he’s Ivan.”

Simon nodded, and grinned. Gina looked around, and toyed with a strand of her luxurious black hair as she smiled at her new acquaintances. “Pleased to meet you.”

Now the introductions were out of the way, Jordan got to work.

“Finish your drink,” he was soaking a hot towel in the boiling water, “and we’ll soak your face.”

A moment later, the Bourbon was swilling hotly in Simon’s stomach, and he was getting lowered back in the chair. Jordan laid steaming towels over his entire face – almost painfully hot against his bare skin.

“This will soften the bristles,” he explained, as he carefully wrapped Simon’s face. “And bring them closer to the surface of the skin, for a tighter shave.”

Simon lay back, blinded by the towels.

As he lay there, he suddenly heard Gina giggle.

“Stop that,” she was whispering. Then she giggled again.

Simon’s mind raced, wondering what she could be giggling about.

Eventually, the towels got lifted, and Simon emerged pink-faced and sweating. He looked into the mirror, and smiled as he saw his wife swilling what was apparently her second glass of whiskey.

Antoine, the handsome, well-muscled young black man sitting next to Gina, had casually placed a large, heavy hand on her leg, and was rubbing it up and down Gina’s thigh. She clearly didn’t seem to mind.

Jordan swung the chair around, and started lathering Simon’s jawline with hot foam.

“Back in the old days,” he explained, rubbing Simon’s bristles, “the rich folks would come in for a shave one a week. Should last you three to five days.”

“That sounds a lot nicer than having to get a Gilette to your face every morning.”

“Well, if you got a shave after church on a Sunday, I’m pretty sure you’d be looking kind of fuzzy by the end of the week,” Jordan admitted. “Guess that’s why they invented the electric razor.”

Chuckling, he whipped out the gleaming straight razor and began his work.

For Simon, it was a pretty intense experience. He’d seen hot shaves in westerns and old movies many times; but they didn’t really portray the authentic experience.

For a start, Jordan didn’t made wide, smooth swathes with his razor. He scratched away, up and down, like a kid using a pencil eraser on his homework. The noise was distracting – a scritch, scratch, scratch – until the hair was all gone and the blade ran across smooth, frictionless skin.

“That’s the closest shave you’ll get in your life,” Jordan explained.

It took him a good ten minutes to shave the whole of Simon’s jawline; but when he finished, and washed away the lather with another hot towel, the results were incredible.

Jordan splashed some Pinaud Clubman aftershave on Simon’s face, and then the handsome husband ran his fingertips across his jawline.

Smooth. Soft. It truly was the closest shave he’d ever had.

“Hey,” grinning, Simon turned to Gina and demanded: “Get up here and give me a kiss!”

Gina pulled Antoine’s hand off her knee and climbed up. She’d had three glasses of whiskey at this point, and swayed a little – giggling. Stumbling over to her husband, she pressed her lips against his face and her eyes went wide.

“Oh wow,” she purred. “That’s smoother than a baby’s butt.” She kissed him again. “Mmmm. It’s going to make kissing you a lot less scratchy.”

And then, giggling, she added: “It’ll make you kissing something else a lot less scratchy too.”

Then she threw looks over her shoulder to gauge the reaction of Jordan, Antoine and the others in the barber shop – and blushed furiously as they all grinned lasciviously.

Clearly they all knew what she was referring to.


Chapter Three

Nobody seemed to mind what Gina had implied. In fact, they all laughed and smiled about it.

“Aww, yeah,” Cleveland nodded, rubbing his own stubble-free jaw. “When I’ve had a fresh, hot shave, my woman had my head between my legs before I’ve even put my shirt back on. She loves the feel of a nice, smooth man down there.”

“Yeah, but dawg,” Antoine thumped him in the ribs with his elbow, and laughed. “It’s only fair that she shaves her kitty as well. No point being all smooth if she’s got a jungle going on down there, if y’all know I mean.”

The black guys laughed uproariously.

Simon snorted too. Rubbing his sleek, smooth jawline, he turned to Jordan and joked: “It’s a pity you can’t give other areas of the body a nice, hot shave, too.”

And on hearing that, a huge smile spread across Jordon’s handsome face, and the good-looking young black man purred: “Hey, whoever said I couldn’t?”

There was a sudden moment of awkward silence, and the six men chuckled quietly. Gina stood there, flushed-faced and smiling, and detected the change of atmosphere in the little barber’s shop.

“Say, cutie-pie” Jordan grinned, as he cleaned up his equipment and slid the used razor-blade off this straight razor. “When was the last time you had a shave?” He winked. “Y’know… Down there.”

Gina’s face turned pink. She laughed, both at his comment, but also in embarrassment.

“Oh,” she squirmed. “I don’t think that’s any of your business.” And then she turned to Simon, looking for support from her husband, but found him smiling at her mischievously instead.

“She likes to keep the hedges trimmed,” her husband explained, accepting another glass of Bourbon from Armstrong, “but she doesn’t mow the lawn.” He winked at his wife. “Well, except for special occasions.”

“And even then,” Gina stuck out her tongue at her husband, “I prefer to wax.”

The alcohol was helping her over her embarrassment. So was knowing that all six men in there were hanging off her every word. “Actually, I think you get much smoother down there when you use wax strips.”

As if to hint at that, she lifted one foot onto the edge of the barber’s chair – almost as if she was showing off her yoga-pant clad crotch to them.

“Girl,” Jordan grinned, “you don’t even know what smooth is until you’ve had a proper hot shave down there.” He grinned, and licked his lips. “When I work my magic on my woman, she’s softer and smoother than butter between her legs.”

“Yeah,” Cleveland spoke up. “My woman loves it too. She skips the panties the next day, and says she feels everything. Hell, she told me she busted a nut riding home in the bus one night, just because the driver rolled over the rumble strip.”

Jordon looked over his shoulder, towards the glass windows looking out onto the street. At this time of night, they were deserted.

Turning back to Gina, he grinned: “Tell you what, beautiful. Since it’s such a quiet night, and you and your hubby came down here especially, why don’t you hope up onto this chair and I’ll give you a shave for free.”

Gina’s cheeks burned bright red.

“You can’t be serious!”

“I surely am.”

Gina laughed nervously.

“You just expect me to lose the pants, hop up on that chair and you’ll shave my poon?”

“I’ll shave it smoother than a boiled egg,” Jordan grinned. “Honey, you’ll be porn star smooth.”

“You’re out of your goddamn mind!” Gina laughed. She turned to Simon, and snorted: “Can you believe this guy?”

But Simon was just looking at her, hungrily. Even worse, Gina noticed there was a bulge in the front of his pants.

And the really worse thing?

The more she thought about it, the more curious she was about the idea.


Chapter Four

It was the whiskey talking. That was the only explanation.

“You guys are crazy,” Gina laughed, her voice cracking. But then she looked around at the six expectant, male faces and stammered: “W-wait… You’re serious?”

Simon leaned back in the barber’s chair and purred: “Well, honey, it is my birthday.” He winked at her. “A smooth, shaven punani would definitely be a treat to enjoy when we got home.” He licked his lips lasciviously as he said it, and Gina felt a throb between her legs.

“And, baby,” Jordan added, eyes flashing, “a hot shave down there is a once-in-a-lifetime experience. It’s bucket-list shit. My girl? Her eyes rolled up into the top of her head the first time she got it done.”

Gina shivered. She looked around nervously.

The weird thing? She was actually curious.

“Come on, darling,” Simon slid from the barber’s chair, and patted it invitingly. “Live a little.”

And maybe it was the whiskey talking – or possibly her throbbing clit – but Gina suddenly found herself nodding, and murmuring: “O-okay.”

But then she turned around and stared at the huge glass windows, looking out onto the street.

“W-wait,” Gina stammered. “I can’t… I mean, not when everybody in the world can see me.”

“Relax,” Jordan stepped up, and curled a hot hand around Gina’s wrist. “There ain’t nobody out this time of night.” And then he led her to the chair. “Besides, who’d begrudge anybody a little show and tell, right?”

Gina found herself giggling.

“Come on, girl,” Jordan grinned, close enough so that Gina could smell the whiskey on his breath. “Pull off those pants and hop up on the chair.”

And with butterflies in her stomach – she couldn’t fucking believe she was doing this! – Gina hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her yoga pants and wiggled them down over her round, sexy ass.

A murmur of approval echoed through the room. Gina blushed.

She couldn’t believe she was taking her pants off in front of a room full of handsome, black strangers!

But a moment later, she kicked the yoga pants aside and clambered up into the chair. A moment later, she felt the warm leather caress her bare cheeks as she sat down.

“Perfect,” Jordan grinned, looking down at the bare-from-the-waist-down housewife.

Gina’s cheeks burned red as she felt five strangers and her husband staring at her bare legs and exposed pussy. She was embarrassed – not least of which because her thick, black pubic hair was a little overgrown at this point.

But she was also breathing raggedly, and between her legs she felt herself growing inexorably wet.

Jordan grinned.

As casually as when he’d shaved Simon, the handsome black man busied himself with a hot bowl of boiling water and clean, fresh towels. A moment later, he was draping the scalding cloth over Gina’s crotch; making her squirm uncomfortably. The soft cotton was perhaps a single degree cooler than it needed to be not to burn her.

For a few moments, Gina sat back, her crotch warm and wet under the towels. It felt weird, with the heavy weight of the wet terrycloth swaddling her.

“At least when we’re shaving down there,” Antoine grinned, handing the bare-from-the-waist-down housewife yet another glass of bourbon, “you can have a drink while you wait.”

Gina eagerly sipped the whiskey.

Finally, Jordan straightened up and arranged his tools – the badger hair brush, and hot foam dispenser, and that gleaming, sterile straight razor.

“Okay, girl,” he grinned, grabbing a stool so he could squat between her spread-apart legs. “Shall we begin?”


Chapter Five

Gina felt a shiver of anxiety – and then a shudder of pleasure as Jordan’s dark, firm hands touched the bare flesh of her inner thighs and pulled the towels away.

Cool air caressed her bare, wet cunt. Steam was literally coming off her curly, black pubes.

“First thing’s first,” Jordan grinned. “Let’s trim the hedges.”

And then from the counter, he pulled an electric razor and set it buzzing. A moment later, he cut a two-inch swathe through Gina’s thick public hair – the black hair falling to the floor.

“Fuuuck,” Gina squirmed, as the heavy, vibrating razor pressed against her pubes. It was like a vibrator, with the brum-brum-brum of the electric motor, and it was close enough to her pussy to make her squirm uncomfortably.

If Jordan noticed her reaction, he ignored it. A total professional, he cut swathes of her curly, black pubes away until her crotch was neatly trimmed. Above her pussy was easy – but to get other side of her labia, and between her thighs and crotch, he had to hold apart her skin and dig his fingers into her soft flesh.

“Unnnngh,” Gina groaned, feeling the warmth of this stranger’s fingers as he touched her in the most intimate of places.

Moments later, he was done. Taking a wet towel, Jordan wiped away the severed hairs and revealed Gina’s now closely-cropped pubes.

“Drink up,” he told her. “We’re going to heat them up a little longer.”

“Huuungh,” Gina groaned, as Jordan laid more scalding towels across her crotch.

As she sat there, sipping her drink, Cleveland stood up and grabbed a broom. A moment later, he was sweeping up Gina’s pubes into a dustpan.

It was actually pretty amazing – the synchronicity of the way these handsome young barbers worked together. For a moment, Gina wondered if that’s why the whole “barber’s shop quartet” had popped up all those years ago.

But those thoughts were pretty quickly ended when Jordan lifted the towels away again and bared her close-cropped pubes to the room.

“Now let’s get you lathered up, Missy.”

Gina blushed at the thought.

She blushed even harder as she looked up, across the room, and saw that standing outside the glass windows of the barber shop were two young, white college kids. A boyfriend and girlfriend, they were staring through the glass at the spectacle of this pretty Italian housewife sitting bare-assed in the barber’s chair.

As soon as Gina made eye-contact with them, they scurried off nervously.

For a moment, Gina felt like freaking out – Jordan and his pals had promised her that ‘nobody’ was out this time of night.

But then she felt an illicit thrill, knowing that the young couple had been watching her. Where they going to scurry off to their dorm rooms now, and fuck like rabbits? Turned on by watching this stranger surrounded by six handsome men.

“Phew,” Gina gasped. “Was it just those hot towels, or is it getting warm in here?”


Chapter Six

Jordan whipped out his badger-hair shaving brush, and slathered hot foam into it. A moment later, he painted a wet swathe across Gina’s crotch.

“Oh, God,” she squirmed, as she felt the soft bristles slither across her skin.

“Feels good, don’t it?” Jordan grinned. “This is the old-school stuff, before they started putting eucalyptus and menthol and all that other crap in it. Those things cool and soothe, but they tend to pucker the skin out. You get a much closer shave with nuttin’ but soap.”

Gina wasn’t really listening. She was gripping the edges of the barber’s chair with white knuckles, trying not to betray how the brush against her skin was making her feel.

Jordan was being indiscriminate with his lathering – perhaps deliberately so. He ran the brush several times over Gina’s clitoris, and she moaned each time he did. That just made the rest of the swathes – up and down along both sides of her pussy, and then between the cheeks of her ass and over her puckered little asshole – excruciatingly teasing.

Finally he was done, and Gina peered down and saw her entire crotch was painted in thick, clinging white foam.

Then there was the gleam of steel, and Jordan flashed the lethal-looking straight razor.

“Hold still,” he grinned.

Gina froze. Until now, this had been a sexy, sensual experience. Now she was looking at the gleaming razor and a flash of fear shook her.

What if something went wrong? She couldn’t think of anywhere less she wanted a man wielding a razor-sharp blade.

Clinging to the edges of the seat, she froze as Jordan pressed the razor against her skin.

It was electric. The icy touch of the cold metal against her hot skin. The scratch-scritch-scratch as Jordan carved away her hair – and then the blissful smoothness that followed.

Gina bit her lip as Jordan worked, not daring to breath unless he made a wrong move. But Jordan was relaxed and experienced, and worked diligently.

The other men in the room all stared, open mouthed, as the young black barber worked.

It was thoroughly distracting, Gina found.

Jordan used his fingers to stretch each swathe of skin before he shaved it, and that meant his warm, firm fingers were pressing, and pulling, and fiddling between her legs – nuzzling between the lips of her pussy, and rubbing over her clitoris almost my accident.

It was bizarre – leaving Gina wildly turned on, while at the same time utterly terrified.

Soon, they, Jordan was nearing the end.

“Lift your butt up,” he ordered, and with some final strokes of his blade ran the cold steel between the cheeks of Gina’s ass, and over her tightly-clenched little asshole.

Then, with a grin, Jordan put the razor down, and reached for a scalding towel to wipe Gina down with.

“Oh, my GOD,” Gina shuddered, as for the first time she felt the unbelievably delicious sensation of hot, wet cloth running frictionlessly over her beautifully bald pussy.

It was incredible. She felt everything. It was the most sensitive, and the most naked she had ever felt in her life.

Jordan grinned, watching her reaction.

“I told you, baby,” he grinned. “A hot, shaved punani? There ain’t nothing better.”


Chapter Seven

Jordan was clearly proud of his work.

“Here, come feel this,” he demanded, looking at Simon. With a grin, Gina’s husband stepped over and a moment later, Gina felt his fingers slide smoothly over her bare skin.

“Unnngh,” she squirmed in the seat, as she felt Simon’s fingers slide either side of her labia. With a grin, he briefly nuzzled her clitoris, and Gina writhed in the chair as he did so.

“You guys should see what a good job I did,” Jordan turned to the other barbers, and stood back so they could view his handiwork.

Gina suddenly felt four additional pairs of eyes, all staring hotly at her bare cunt.

“Huuuugh,” she panted. Her pussy felt as moist and glistening as an oyster right then.

“Let me feel,” Antoine stepped up, and without asking for permission ran his own thick, black fingers between Gina’s legs. She moaned hotly, and gripped the side of the seat.

Cleveland followed – and then Ivan and Armstrong examined her too. For what seemed like an eternity, Gina felt herself stroked and explored by the fingers of five total strangers, one after the other, until she was squirming in the seat, and her smooth, hairless pussy was practically dripping onto the leather.

“Damn,” Jordan straightened up, and looked at Gina’s husband mischievously. “I think your pretty lady is a little… well, worked up.”

“Huuungh,” Gina groaned, as Armstrong’s fingers actually slithered between her pussy lips, and began rubbing up and down.

“Yes,” Simon nodded, grinning wickedly. “Yes, I think she is.”

“Oooh, fuuuck,” Gina groaned, throwing her head back. Armstrong had forgone all pretence at ‘feeling the smoothness’ and was just actively rubbing her clitoris at this point; and Gina was practically melting into the chair as he did so.

“Yo, yo, dawg,” Jordan turned excitedly to Simon. “Since you just got a shave too… you know what you should do?” His eyes flashed. “Go down on her, man! It’s gonna make her head explode.”

Simon grinned at the thought.

“Move over,” he told Armstrong.

Shoving the muscular black guy out of the way, Simon eagerly knelt between Gina’s legs, and stared at her beautiful, bald pussy.

It looked sublime. Her skin was smooth and pink. Her pussy lips were engorged, and her cunt was glistening like the pulp from an over-ripe blood orange. Opening his mouth wide, Simon burrowed his head between her legs and sunk his tongue between the lips of her pussy.

“Oh, my fucking GOD!” Gina’s back arched, and she practically flopped out of the chair as she felt Simon’s tongue on her pussy.

It was amazing. His jaw and chin slid smoothly against her hairless pussy, and it was exquisite. The feel of his thick, rough tongue lapping at her clitoris soon had her panting, and as Simon slurped up and down the folds of her shaven pussy, she couldn’t stop herself from wailing in pleasure.

Jordan and Cleveland practically had to hold her down – and Jordan was quick to grab and squeeze one of Gina’s big, bull breasts through her t-shirt as he did so.

With her tits getting mauled by a stranger, and her husband driving her to ecstasy between her legs, Gina couldn’t last long.

“Oh fuck,” she groaned, grabbing Simon’s head with both hands, pushing him deeper between her legs. “Oh fuck! Oh God! Yes! Yes!” And then she screamed, and arched her back, and came loudly and wetly in Simon’s face.

Simon kept licking eagerly, until Gina flopped limply back into the chair, and has to push his face away. “T-too much,” she gasped. “Too much!”

Simon emerged from between her legs, his smoothly-shaven chin glistening with her wetness.

“That was out of this world,” he grinned. “You try and stop me from eating you out, now I know how good that tastes.”

Panting, Gina could do nothing but give her husband a quick thumbs up.

Simon clambered to his feet. The front of his pants were tented out, barely containing his erection. In fact, it was pretty clear that every man in the room was sporting a hard-on.

And with the atmosphere in the little barber shop so sexually charged, it perhaps wasn’t surprising when Ivan stepped up behind Simon, and placed a heavy hand on the white husband’s shoulder, and asked respectfully: “Mind if I have a taste?”

And Simon, with his eyes flashing, grinned: “Help yourself.”


Chapter Eight

Gina’s eyes shot open as she heard this.

Still woozy from her orgasm, she struggled to sit up in the chair and uttered a shocked murder of: “S-Simon… You can’t be serious.”

But her protest soon ended, as Ivan knelt down in front of Gina’s chair, and sunk his head between her legs.

“Oooooh,” Gina gasped, as she felt this black stranger’s tongue slurp between the lips of her pussy. “Oh, my God,” she groaned, as Ivans’ lips suckled at her clitoris. “Jesus!”

And then, within seconds, she was cumming again – thrashing in the chair, and moaning as Ivan licked and sucked and slurped her over the edge into a shuddering climax.

Gina flopped back into the chair, panting and groaning.

Ivan triumphantly lifted his head from between her legs. He looked up at Simon, his lips and chin glistening with Gina’s wetness.

“Yo, dawg,” he grinned, pointing to the huge bulge in the front of his sweat pants. “D’you mind if I… y’know. Stick it in her for a bit?”

And not waiting for permission, Ivan hooked his thumbs into the waistband of his pants, and yanked them down.

Sproing! Out bounced a huge, black cock – as thick and long as Gina’s forearm.

Simon’s eyes widened.

“I…” He stammered. “Er…”

He’d originally intended to say ‘no’ outright. I mean, what a request! Some stranger wanting to fuck his wife!

But the moment Simon saw Ivan’s impressive cock, he felt an uncomfortable swelling in his own trousers. His mouth watered at the thought of seeing that big, black cock slid into his wife’s little, pink pussy.

Gina didn’t have much to say on the subject. As Ivan looked up expectantly, he pressed his thumb against Gina’s clit, and rubbed gently. Gina flopped back in her chair, groaning and squirming; oblivious to the world.

Simon struggled to speak.

“D-do you have a condom?” He asked. “She’s not on the pill.”

The entire room laughed at the suggestion.

“Shit, dawg,” Ivan chuckled. “We run a barber’s shop, man – not a fucking CVS. Where are we gonna get a condom from?”

“Well,” Simon’s eyes narrowed. “Don’t you have a ‘packet of three’ behind the counter? Isn’t that what you mean when you ask: “Something for the weekend, sir?”

The five black faces looked at him in confusion. Clearly that was a British stereotype about barbers.

“Dawg, it’ll just be for a moment,” Ivan promised. “Man, I just gotta feel that tight, wet pussy for myself.” And he grabbed the root of his cock, and pressed the head of it against Gina’s pussy as he said it.

Gina groaned as she felt something hot, and hard, and thick nuzzling between the lips of her pussy.

“O-okay,” Simon nodded. “But just for a second!” And then he warned: “You better not fucking cum in her.”

“No worries, man,” Ivan grinned. “No worries.”

And then the big, black man turned to Gina, and spread her legs, and thrust his hips forward.


Chapter Nine

“Oh, my GOD!” Gina groaned, arching her back as she felt Ivan’s thick, throbbing cock slid into her.

Her pussy was dripping wet, and she accepted inch after inch of Ivan’s big, black cock effortlessly. Opening her eyes, she looked up at the handsome, black man kneeling between her legs, and groaned in surprise and pleasure.

She’d been so out of it, she hadn’t even realized what was going on until Ivan was practically six inches inside of her.

“Oh, God,” Gina groaned. “W-what are you doing?”

“Babe, there’s nothing hotter than a freshly-shaved little poon,” Ivan grinned, as he finally bottomed out inside her – his muscular hips pressed against her clitoris. “And fuck, after making you cum on my tongue, if I didn’t get to feel what yours was like, I was going to cum in my pants.”

“Unnngh,” Gina groaned, reaching up to grab Ivan’s shoulders as the big, black man began to thrust.

Simon and the rest of the guys stood and watched as this handsome, black stranger fucked Simons’ wife.

The barber’s chair creaked and rocked, as Ivan thrust deep inside Gina, and then pulled slowly and sensuously out of her. His hands groped her breasts through Gina’s t-shirt, and the wet sound of suction echoed through the room as Ivan pistoned in and out of her.

“Oh, fuck,” Gina groaned, throwing her head back. “Oh, that feels fucking amazing.”

“Holy shit, you’re tight,” Ivan grinned. He reached up and stroked Gina’s face as he fucked her, and with her eyes closed, Gina eagerly sucked his fingers into his mouth.

“Aww, shit,” the handsome black guy’s eyes opened wide, as he felt her lips tighten and her tongue swirl around his fingers. “Fuuuck.” Just the thought of her pretty mouth on another part of his body tipped him over the edge.

Gina shuddered and groaned as she felt Ivan’s cock swell and throb inside her, and then her eyes shot open suddenly.

He’d thrust inside her as deeply as he could, and then paused; buried to the hilt inside Gina’s eager pussy.

She could feel his cock bulge, and swell, and then she felt him spurt inside her.

“Oh, fuck,” she groaned.

“Unnnngh,” Ivan gasped, and Gina felt herself flooded with further hot, powerful spurts. He was emptying his balls inside of her. “Oh, Jesus, yes.”

“Holy shit,” snapped Simon, taking a step forward. “Are you fucking cumming in her?”

“Aww, man,” Ivan eventually gasped, slumping over Gina on the barber’s chair. “I couldn’t fucking help it, man.” He looked up at Simon, with an expression like a little boy who sneaked a second cookie from the jar. “Her pussy was just so sweet, man.”

And with that, he clambered off Gina – his softening cock slithering from inside her like an anaconda leaving its borrow. As his cock flopped free, it was followed by a deluge of pearlescent white cum, which ran down the crack of Gina’s ass like a scalding river.

“Goddamn!” Gina’s eyes widened, and she clamped her hand between her legs to stop the flood. “I’m overflowing!”

Ivan nodded. He clearly felt no remorse.

“Yeah, I’d been saving up that nut for three days,” the big, black man snorted. “And when I cum, I cum a lot.”

Gina’s eyes were wide. She looked up Simon with a look of panic on her face.

“Holy shit, Simon! I’m not on the pill! What if I’m…. y’know…”

Y’know clearly meant pregnant, to which Ivan snorted: “I’m pretty potent. I’ve got five kids, y’know.”

Gina gulped.

“Hey, hey,” Jordan swept in, raising his hands and acting the peacemaker. “It’s okay, it’s okay. We’ll get you the Plan B pill tomorrow.”

And then he grinned mischievously.

“But… I mean, since the damage has already been done – how about letting me have a turn?” He looked to Simon for approval, as he unbuttoned his pants. “I mean, c’mon. It’s not like we could make your wife any more pregnant.”

And Simon would have loved to say ‘no’ – but at that point, his pants were almost painfully tight. He just looked at Jordan, as the young black man pulled his half-hard cock out of his pants, and nodded eagerly.


Chapter Ten

Jordan dropped to his knees between Gina’s outstretched thighs, and wrangled his cock into position at the entrance to her cum-filled pussy.

“You ready, baby?”

And without waiting for an answer, he thrust inside her.

“Oh, fuck!” Gina’s eyes widened. Moaning, she accepted the big, black cock inside her, but looked up pleadingly at Simon as Jordan began to thrust.

“Jesus, Simon,” she moaned. “How could you?” But then she wrapped her arms around Jordan’s broad shoulders and moaned as she felt him move inside her.

“I couldn’t help it,” Simon grinned, rubbing himself through his pants. “Just the thought of you getting fucked was so damn sexy.”

“Unnngh,” Gina groaned, “goddamn you, you pervert,” and then she turned from her husband, and looked into Jordan’s eyes. “Shit, your cock feels good inside me.”

Jordan grinned, and began thrusting faster.

Gina reached up and grabbed a fistful of Jordan’s wiry black hair. Then she pressed her mouth hotly against his, and kissed him wetly.

“Awww, fuck,” Gina groaned, as their lips parted. “Does it feel good? Fucking this slutty white wife in front of all your friends?”

Jordan kissed her, and growled: “Baby, I’m about ready to pop, you’re so damned hot.”

Gina moaned wetly.

“W-well,” she gasped. “What are you waiting for?” She looked deep into his eyes. “Cum in me.”

Jordan groaned.

“Oh, shit.”

And then Gina felt his cock swell inside her, and then moaned as his spurts flooded her pussy.

The moment she felt herself filled with his hot wetness, Gina came. Shuddering and moaning, she humped her hips back at Jordan, until her throbbing clitoris delivered what she wanted, and a wave of pleasure washed over her.

Eventually, she slumped back into the seat, gasping for breath.

Drained and exhausted, Jordan staggered back – pulling his cock from her tight, wet pussy and unleashing another deluge of cum.

Gina giggled, feeling the hot wetness slither down the crack of her ass.

“Oh, you naughty boy,” she laughed. “Fuck, if Ivan didn’t knock me up just then, I’m pretty sure you just did.”

Jordan laughed, and tucked his drained cock into his pants.

In response, Cleveland, Antoine and Armstrong all shuffled into a line, and began unbuckling their pants.

Gina’s eyes grew wide. She looked up worriedly at her husband.

“H-holy shit, Simon,” she murmured. “A-are you okay with this?”

And Simon grinned wickedly.

“Okay with it?” He bent over and kissed her. “Fuck, the moment all five of these big, black studs have emptied their balls in you, I’m going to have you myself.”

Gina groaned as she heard that.


Chapter Eleven

An hour later, Simon led Gina from the barber’s shop, and the handsome redhead’s wife was walking bow-legged.

She’d been fucked one after the other by five, big black guys. Each of them had cum deep inside of her, filling her fertile pussy with their seed. They’d humped her hard, and deep, and long and she’d lost count of the number of times she’d cum. All she remembered was the feel of those big, beautiful cocks inside her, and the illicit thought of them cumming inside her, knowing that they might make her pregnant.

The only weird thing had been that Simon hadn’t followed them, as he’d promised. In fact, after all five of the black men had staggered back, drained, Simon had thrown Gina her yoga pants, and handed Jordan a pile of money, and practically dragged her out of the barber’s shop.

For a moment, Gina had a pang of concern. Was he freaking out? Had this been a step too far?

She’d always been scared that Simon’s outrageous fantasies would one day become too intense for him to handle in reality.

But as it turned out, the opposite was true.

Moments later, they were walking around the corner to the alleyway where Simon’s gleaming 1970s Cadillac was parked – and as soon as they were alone, Gina’s husband became an animal.

He literally threw her against the wall, and pinned her there while he kissed her intently.

“Fuuuck,” Simon breathed hotly into her mouth. “You made me so fucking hot in there.”

Gina moaned as she felt his hard hands groping her body, and his lips pressed aggressively against hers.

Then, with a squeal, Gina found herself hefted up, and Simon practically carried her across the alleyway, to throw her face-down across the long, low bonnet of the Cadillac.

He wrenched down her yoga pants with one hand, pinning her down to the car with the other.

Then, Simon knelt down behind her.

“W-what are you doing?” Gina groaned – but she didn’t need to wait long for an answer. A moment later, as he yanked her sweat pants down to her ankles, Simon thrust his head between Gina’s thighs, and his tongue eagerly slithered between the lips of her five-times-fucked pussy.

“Oh my GOD!” Gina groaned.

Oh, it was so fucking wrong! Simon’s face was buried between the cheeks of her ass. His nose was pressed against her tightly clenched little asshole, and his tongue was slurping between the lips of her pussy like a deliciously hot, rough shovel.

She was filled with the cum of five complete strangers, and he was eating her out like she was ripe, delicious fruit.

“Unnngh,” Gina groaned, clawing at the hood of the car.

She couldn’t believe it. Here she was, pants around her ankles, getting eaten out on the hood of a car in an alleyway. It was trashy. It was dirty. It was so fucking good.

Simon slurped, and sucked, and swirled his tongue around Gina’s clitoris until she groaned hotly and came on his tongue; thrusting her ass back into his eagerly-licking face. The way his smooth, freshly-shaved jawline felt between the cheeks of her ass was amazing.

And then, with a snarl, Simon pulled his face from between her thighs, and reared up behind her. Groaning, Gina looked over her shoulder, and saw her husband looming over her with his freshly-shaven face glistening with both her own wetness, and the cum of those strange men.

He yanked open his pants, and pulled out his cock. It was as big, and hard, and angry as Gina had ever seen it.

Spreading the cheeks of her ass, Simon thrust inside her deeply.

“Oh, fuuuck,” Gina’s fingernails crawled at the hood of the car, as she felt the sixth man of the evening thrust himself inside her. “Jesus…”

Simon thrust like a frenzied animal, his fingers pressing almost painfully hard into the flesh of Gina’s hips.

“You looked so fucking sexy, getting fucked,” he grunted, thrusting so hard the Cadillac creaked as the suspension rocked it back and forth. “I bet you loved it, you little slut.”

“I… I did,” Gina groaned, rolling her eyes upwards as she felt another orgasm approach her. “Oh, fuck… I was so bad for you, baby.”

“You’re a little slut,” Simon groaned. “You let those big, black fuckers knock you up. I heard you, begging for them to cum in you.”

“Oh, God, yes,” she groaned. “I-I did. I wanted it so bad…”

And then she came again, pleasure shuddering over her body.

But Simon wasn’t done with her yet.


Chapter Twelve

Suddenly, he pulled out of her, and Gina groaned in disappointment.

Her husband knelt down behind her once again, and this time pulled apart the cheeks of her ass. Gina suddenly cried out, as she felt his hot, rough tongue slather between her cheeks, and swirl around the tight little knot of her asshole.

“Oh, fuck,” Gina groaned. “W-what are you doing?”

“Mmmph,” Simon groaned, as he French-kissed her asshole, prying her tight little knot open with his tongue. Then, as Gina groaned and ground her ass back into his face, Simon lifted himself up again and spat a hot, scalding glob of saliva between the cheeks of her ass.

Then he grabbed the root of his straining cock – glistening with her wetness, and the cum from those five strangers – and pressed it against the knot of her ass.

“Oh, shit!” Gina’s eyes widened as she realized what Simon was doing.

“You’re such a bad little slut,” Simon grinned, as he thrust. Gina’s ass briefly struggled to keep the intruder out, but the slick spit was too effective – and with a howl, Gina felt her ass ‘pop’ open and Simon’s cock sunk two inches inside her.

“Oh, fuck,” Gina scratched at the hood of the Cadillac. “Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck!”

Simon grinned eagerly, thrusting forward and sinking his cock inch after inch inside his wife’s tight little ass. Gina herself felt like she was being skewered by a redwood – split in two by her husband’s thick, impossibly hard cock.

But then he was inside her, all the way, and he began to thrust.

“You bad little slut,” Simon growled, as he ass-fucked her. “What a whore you are – dripping with other men’s cum, and getting butt-fucked in an alleyway.”

And Gina groaned in discomfort and pleasure, both mixed together.

Fuck, this was intense. Getting ass-fucked in public, right out in that alleyway, like a slut.

But it felt so good. So intense.

“Oh, Jesus,” Gina felt Simon’s cock throb, and swell inside her ass. “Oh, you beautiful slut… I can’t… I can’t…” And then he groaned, and thrust inside her so deeply it hurt, and Gina felt him explode inside her tight little butt.

She moaned in pleasure as she felt her ass flooded, and then sighed happily as Simon slumped across her back, panting and gasping.

For a few moments they just lay there. Then, awkwardly, Simon clambered off her, and Gina gasped as his softening cock slithered out of her ass. Hot cum run down her thighs, onto the hood of the Cadillac.

“W-wow,” Simon’s wife gasped, as he helped her off the hood, and she struggled to pull up her yoga pants. “W-we’ve never done that before.”

“Yes we have,” Simon zipped up his own pants. “We did it just last weekend.” He was referring, of course, to anal sex.

“Not in an alleyway,” Gina giggled.

“And not with cum in that pretty little pussy of yours,” Simon added.

They chuckled for a moment, and then Simon wrapped his arms around his wife’s slender shoulders and squeezed her tightly.

“I adore you,” he told her, kissing her intently.

“I love you too,” Gina purred, squeezing her husband close. Then she looked up, and giggled nervously. “But there’s time for that later.” She felt a hot rivulet of cum flooding her panties. “We really need to get to an all-night pharmacy about that Plan B pill…”


Touch

By Ruby Beauvoir

Chapter One

“I’m sorry, honey,” Marcus sighed down the phone line. “The meeting’s gone way over. They’re debating the company going into bankruptcy or not – I have to stay.”

Gina, wrapped in a bathrobe and lying back in their luxurious hotel bed, was not happy.

“Jesus, Marcus,” she snapped down the phone. “Tonight is our anniversary.” She rolled her eyes in frustration. “I know this was supposed to be a business trip, but since you dragged me all the way to New York City I was expecting at least one evening with you.”

“Honey, I know,” Marcus apologized. “But this is a really big deal. This is the one that could make me a partner next year, if I get it right.”

Gina’s eyes narrowed.

When they’d been dating, she’d found Marcus’ laser focus on his career to be a turn on (the money didn’t hurt, either.) But after four years of marriage, it was getting increasingly frustrating to find herself sidelined time after time for one business meeting or another – each one of them promising to be “the one that could make me a partner next year.”

Flopping back into bed, Gina snapped: “So what time are you going to make it back? And don’t bullshit me, Marcus.”

“Maybe nine,” her husband admitted. Then he paused; his guilty conscious apparent in his voice. “Okay, maybe later.” Finally, he confided: “This thing might run on ‘til midnight.”

“Yuck,” Gina rolled her eyes. “So what exactly do you expect me to do? Our reservations are for seven, Marcus.”

“Well, just go without me!”

“I’m not going to One if by Land, Two if by Sea by myself,” she snapped. “It’s the most romantic restaurant in New York City and you expect me to go in there and ask for a table for one?”

Marcus was silent. You couldn’t really argue with that one.

“You know what I’m going to do?” Gina snapped. “I’m going to order a bacon cheeseburger and a bottle of Cabernet from room service, and rent a movie on pay per view.” She pouted. “And when you finally drag your sorry ass back to the hotel room, you’re sleeping on the goddamned couch.”

Marcus wasn’t exactly new to that experience. It’s why he always booked suites, rather than rooms, whenever he travelled with Gina.

Hanging up, Gina threw he phone across the bed and flopped into the cushions.

She couldn’t believe it. Marcus had done it again. Every time he seemed to plan something romantic – to finally make her feel appreciated – he managed to discover a way to douchebag it up at the last minute.

Gina felt hot, angry tears well up in her eyes.

She could have been back home right now, drinking chardonnay with her girlfriends and laughing and joking. Instead she was sitting alone in this luxurious hotel suite – a guilded cage if there ever was one.

Just then, her phone buzzed angrily.

With a snarl, Gina snatched it up and looked at the screen.

MARCUS

I’m so sorry, baby. I just booked you a surprise to make up for it.

The phone flew across the room again. She’d gone through three iPhones and a Galaxy S5 doing that. 

She could already guess what the “surprise” was – probably a lame bunch of flowers, or an edible arrangement delivered to her hotel room. Something else that demonstrated how Marcus thought he could buy her affection, instead of earn it.

Whatever it was, and whenever it arrived, she was going to trash it – and leave it on display for Marcus to discover when he finally dragged his sorry ass back to their hotel room.


Chapter Two

An hour later, there was a knock on the hotel suite door.

Still wearing just her robe, Gina padded over to the door and wrenched it open – expecting some floral arrangement being held proudly by a bell boy eager for a tip.

She’d already planned on how to turn it into pot pourri.

But instead, she found herself staring at the stomach of a towering, dark figure.

With a small squeak, Gina looked up – right into the handsome, smiling face of one of the tallest people she’d ever met.

He must have been nearly seven feet tall – a good-looking, muscular black man who could have walked straight off an NBA basketball court – if it wasn’t for the long, clean-looking dreads and short, wiry beard.

“Yo, I’m Elijah,” said the towering black man.

“Uh,” Gina was tempted to slam shut the door and call security. “C-can I help you?”

Elijah looked a little confused.

“I’m the masseuse,” he explained. “Your husband booked me, like an hour ago?”

Gina blinked. This was the surprise?

“You’re the hotel masseuse?”

“Heh, no,” Elijah admitted. “They were fully booked. I’m from another agency.”

Gina paused.

For a moment, she was angry enough to turn this tall, handsome man away and return to pouting on her bed. But then she remembered how much she loved deep tissue massages; and just like everything else on this towering man, his hands looked big and satisfying.

Marcus was going to be paying for it either way, so she might as well enjoy this ‘surprise.’ She could still make her husband sleep on the couch for standing her up.”

“Okay, come on in,” Gina stood back, and let the massive man heft his massage table into the hotel room. “Can I get you anything? A water? A cup of coffee?”

“A beer would be great,” Elijah grinned, setting up his table.

A beer? That didn’t sound very professional. Then again, it was Marcus paying for whatever they used out of the mini bar, so she might as well get her money’s worth.

“Amstel Light or Heineken?” she asked, opening the fridge.

“Heineken.”

“Good choice.”

Fuck it, Gina though, grabbing herself a mini bottle of chardonnay at the same time. Then she turned around – and gasped.

Elijah had finished setting up the table; and had removed his own shirt in preparation. He had a magnificent body; ripped, and lean, with firm muscles and a delicious chocolate brown complexion.

Standing there in her bathrobe, Gina gulped rather self-consciously.

She loved getting massages, but she was used to them being performed by other women, or resolutely uninspiring men. The fact that Elijah was so… attractive was distracting to her.

Gina cracked open the wine and gulped down half of his straight from the bottle.

It wasn’t even like she was especially attracted to black guys – she’d only ever dated clean cut white men, like her husband. But Elijah was a whole lotta man; and the sheer masculine-ness of him was making her feel very… squirmy.

“Why don’t you ditch the robe and hop up on the table,” Elijah grinned.

Gina blinked. She quickly drained the rest of the bottle.

“S-shouldn’t you, like… leave the room or something?”

Elijah’s smile widened.

“It’s nothing I haven’t seen before,” he told her. “And besides, I’m going to be seeing all of you under that towel anyway.”

Gina’s cheeks burned. This seemed very unprofessional. But, then again, he wasn’t exactly lying. She had always thought it was a bit ridiculous to act all chaste and shy in front of your masseuse, considering he was going to rub and knead your naked flesh a few seconds later.

And besides, Gina suddenly had a thrill at the thought of stripping naked in front of a man who wasn’t her husband.

Marcus was so arrogant, leaving her all alone. It might be much of a misbehaviour – but she knew he’d be very uncomfortable at the thought of revealing herself to a complete stranger.

So with a shrug, Gina let her robe slip off – and stood there absolutely naked in front of Elijah.

And, damn him, the guy just stared at her.

Gina’s cheeks turned pink, as she crossed the room and climbed up onto the massage table. Elijah was staring at her like a hungry dog looking at a porkchop.

The whole exhibitionism thing had backfired on her. Now she felt self-conscious.

And she knew she shouldn’t. She was in her thirties, but was still pretty nicely put together. She was a little curvier than at college, but still a compact, attractive woman.

Still blushing furiously, Gina lay face-down on the cold vinyl, and placed her face in the hole.

She was grateful for the fact that she’d prepared herself for a romantic weekend away – and had freshly shaven legs, and her pubic hair was neatly trimmed. It wasn’t like she was under any duty to impress this handsome stranger – but considering how attractive he was, it was nice to know that she was looking her best.

“Mmmm,” that was a very unprofessional noise from Elijah, as he splashed massage oil into his big hands and rubbed them together. “Why on earth would your husband be leaving you at home tonight?”

And then his hands touched Gina’s back.

She moaned audibly as his big, strong fingers crushed her muscles deliciously, his thumbs digging into her shoulders and pinning her to the table.

“H-he had to work late,” Gina moaned, as Elijah got to work. She might have had her doubts about this beer-swilling, leering black guy’s professionalism – but it was apparent within seconds that he really knew how to give a deep tissue massage.

“He said it was your anniversary,” Elijah mused, as he worked on Gina’s shoulders, until she was practically melting into the table. “Doesn’t seem very romantic to be ‘working late.’”

“He works late all the time,” Gina complained. “He figures he can buy me off with treats like this.” She pouted. “He doesn’t understand that I’d rather spend time with him than anything his money can buy.”

And then Elijah hit an aching bit on her back, and it twanged back into alignment like a guitar string.

“Ahhhh,” Gina moaned in happiness. “A-although this massage isn’t exactly unpleasant.”

Elijah grinned, and his hands moved lower – big thumbs working into the small of Gina’s back. He was releasing tension and frustration with each crushing movement of his big hands. Gina was turning into a puddle on the massage table.

“S-so if you don’t work for the hotel, where did my husband find you?” She tried to make conversation.

“You don’t need to make conversation,” Elijah said soothingly, as if reading her mind.

“N-no, really,” Gina moaned, as Elijah’s big hands worked into the muscles at the top of her round ass. “Did he just find your number in a book or something?”

“Ha, no,” Elijah laughed. “If your husband’s working late in the city, he’s probably working for one of the companies that we have an… ahem… arrangement with.”

“Arrangement?” Gina asked. “What kind of arrangement?”

“Well,” Elijah kept massaging her with his magical hands. “I went to college for therapeutic massage. I’m fully licensed and all that,” he admitted, “but the company I work for is a little more… specialized than that.”

“Oh?” Gina said suspiciously.

“Yeah,” now Elijah’s hands were travelling a little further south that Gina remembered being appropriate – but they felt delicious on her backside.

“I work for a new age company. We’re into all sorts of hippy shit that executives like – including my speciality.” He cleared his throat self-consciously. “Ahem, tantric massage.”


Chapter Three

“Tantric massage?” Gina tried to roll over, but Elijah’s strong hands pinned her to the table. “Y-you mean, like sex massages?”

The big, black man laughed.

“No, no. Not quite. I mean, we’re not a rub-and-tug joint. You don’t need to worry about your husband calling us up for a ‘happy ending’ every time he’s in the city.” He added: “Besides, as far as I know, this was the first time he’d ever called us. Which explains why he wanted a regular massage instead of our… ahem… more unusual services.”

Gina slumped back into the massage table. Elijah had read her mind: The moment she’d heard the word ‘tantric massage’ she’d suddenly worried that Marcus was off getting handjobs from skinny little Asian chicks every time he ‘worked late’ in the city. She was glad to hear that wasn’t true.

Relaxing back into the luxurious massage, Gina closed her eyes and let Elijah knead and grind and rub the tension and stress out of her muscles.

She was starting to get supremely relaxed. The massage, combined with the small-sized bottle of chardonnay she’d just necked down, was beginning to make her feel a lot less angry and frustrated, and a lot more…

Well, let’s just say she wasn’t ignorant of the fact that she was naked, in the same room as a gorgeous, shirtless man.

And that’s when curiosity got the better of her.

“So,” Gina asked, as she lay beneath Elijah’s expert hands. “When you say ‘unusual services’ what exactly do you mean?” She giggled. “Are you the one who gives busy New York City executives their ‘happy endings?’”

Then: “Ow!!!”

“Sorry,” Elijah joked, as he took his thumb out of a particularly sensitive nerve cluster under Gina’s shoulder. “Did I hurt you then?”

Gina’s eyes narrowed.

“I’ll take that as a yes… Ow!!”

“Sorry,” Elijah took his thumb from the same spot. “And the answer is; no. I only deal with female customers, thank you very much.”

Gina laughed, the temporary pain immediately disappearing thanks to Elijah’s magic massage.

“Okay, then, big boy,” the relaxed wife sighed. “What ‘tantric services’ do you offer these lucky women, then?”

Right then, Elijah’s hand slid extremely low, and he squeezed one of Gina’s round ass cheeks – a totally, blatantly inappropriate manoeuvre.

“I can give you a little taste,” Elijah promised, and his hand moved lower – to squeeze Gina’s thigh as she lay face down on the table. “But if you want… ahem… full service, then I’m going to have to charge you what I do the other ladies.”

“Oh, really?” Gina teased. “Show me.”

And then she gasped.

Elijah’s big, hot hand slid between her legs, and his thick fingers pressed against her pussy.

“Oh, my,” Gina’s eyes shot open.

She felt his fingertips nuzzle between the lips of her pussy, and his thumb spread the cheeks of her ass, to press against her tightly clenched little asshole.

“It’s a little something like this,” Elijah grinned, and began to rub his fingers up and down.

“Huuungh,” Gina’s fingers clutched the edge of the table as she felt his fingertips spread the lips of her pussy. His hands were oily already; but they needn’t have been. She was instantly wet.

“With a traditional massage, I work the stress and tension out of the muscles,” Elijah explained, as his fingers slid up and down between Gina’s legs. “With tantric massage, I just work that frustration out through other parts of the body.”

“Unnnngh,” Gina groaned, squirming on the table. God, Elijah knew exactly what he was going. His regular massage had already turned her into a pliable puddle on the table. This much more intimate massage was going to make her melt.

Or, at least, it would have done – because right at that second, Elijah stopped abruptly.

He pulled his fingers from between Gina’s legs, and held them over her, glistening with her wetness.

“You want me to continue?” Elijah asked.

“Oh, God, yes,” Gina groaned.

“Well, it’ll cost you.”


Chapter Four

“Hhhhungh” Gina squirmed. “O-okay,” she nodded. “I’ll pay. J-just charge it to my husband’s credit card.”

Elijah’s other hand stroked Gina’s back; giving her just enough of a taste of his touch to make her quiver all over.

“I’m afraid your husband only authorized up to four hundred dollars on the card,” Elijah grinned, stroking just over Gina’s ass. “For these services I normally charge six.”

“Uuuungh,” Gina groaned. “O-okay. I’ve got another hundred in my purse.”

There was a pause. Then Elijah’s had slid back between Gina’s legs.

“Oooooh,” she groaned in relief, feeling his fingers slither between her pussy lips again. “Yes.”

“No,” Elijah paused, making Gina squirm in frustration. “I said six hundred. Four hundred, plus another hundred, is only five.”

“Unnngh,” Gina humped her ass back against his hand, trying to stimulate herself.

Slap! Elijah’s big hand left a stinging red hand print on her ass.

“You’re still a hundred short, sweetheart.”

“Unnngh,” Gina groaned.

Then Elijah’s lips curled.

“But I’ll tell you what. You’re a beautiful lady, and you’re my last customer tonight,” his fingers started moving between Gina’s legs again; sliding up and down between the glistening lips of her pussy. “Perhaps I can do you a deal.”

“Huungh,” Gina groaned. “Y-yes please,”

“Doing this kind of work,” Elijah purred, “you can understand that I build up a lot of… ahem… frustration myself.” And saying that, he used his free hand to grab Gina’s wrist, and drag her hand from the edge of the massage table, to place it on the crotch of his linen pants.

Gina’s eyes widened.

She could feel an impossibly thick, hard, throbbing object beneath the thin linen material. Her eyes shot open. She suddenly understood what Elijah was referring to.

“If you think you could take care of my frustration after I take care of yours,” he grinned, “then perhaps we could let that extra hundred slide.” And then, as if to emphasize his point, he rubbed her hand up and down his crotch, so she could feel just how impossibly long and thick his cock was.

Gina moaned.

As she lay there, Elijah started to rub his hand up and down between her thighs again. His fingertips circled her clitoris. His thumb slid between the cheeks of her ass and pressed against the tight little knot of her asshole.

“Unnngh,” Gina groaned.

She was totally conflicted.

Just accepting the offer of ‘extra services’ was bad enough. Marcus had paid for Elijah to give her a luxurious, deep tissue massage. Paying for this handsome black man to pleasure her went far beyond that arrangement. Marcus would be furious if he ever found out.

But, then again, that was half the thrill, wasn’t it?

Gina squirmed on the massage table.

She was fucking pissed at Marcus. He was always standing her up and ‘working late.’ And he’d done it again tonight – on their anniversary, no less.

She was sick of the neglect. They should be out on their date together right now. She should be looking forward to Marcus pleasuring her when they finally returned home after a romantic night out.

But if Marcus wasn’t going to do his duty? She felt a delicious shiver. Perhaps it was only right that she’d found a man who would.

And if it just happened that Marcus would be paying for that privilege? Well, it made it all just that much sweeter.

But, of course, that was only half the dilemma.

Because Elijah had implied that to make up the difference in the price for his ‘tantric massage’, she’d have to do more. She’d have to satisfy him in the same way he was promising to satisfy her.

And however she did that – with her hands, or her mouth, or (God forbid) actually had sex with him – that would be crossing a line even she didn’t know if she’d be okay with. That would be cheating.

But then again, she already had a handsome black man’s fingers buried between her legs, rubbing her clitoris. As far as Marcus would be concerned, that was already cheating. Did it really make much difference to what degree?

She snorted at the hypocrisy of it all – of her girlfriends back at college who’d justified their one-night-stands behind their boyfriends’ backs with lines like: “But it was only a blowjob.”

Like that really made a difference?

And that’s when Gina made the decision.

Rolling over, so she could look up at the handsome black man towering over her, Gina purred: “You got yourself a deal, lover.”


Chapter Five

As soon as he heard that, a huge grin spread across Elijah’s handsome face.

Between Gina’s legs, his hand started becoming more explorative; his fingertips probing the entrance to her pussy.

“Uuunngh,” Gina groaned, as her cunt gushed eagerly. She knew just one nudge of her hips would send those fingers plunging inside of her; and she was on the knife-edge of anticipation.

But then Elijah surprised her by demanding: “Roll over.”

With a mewl of disappointment, Gina did as she was told – rolling over to lie on her back, staring up at the ceiling. She missed the feeling of his hand between her legs already.

Elijah’s dark shadow fell across her, and then his big, hot hands caressed her breasts. Oily and slick, they squeezed and kneaded her big tits, with Elijah’s calloused thumbs circling her nipples until they were as hard and pliable as pencil erasers.

“Unnngh,” Gina groaned, squirming on the massage table.

Looking down at her with a benevolent smile, Elijah squeezed one of her breasts with one hand, and slid the other on a path down her ribs, and then over the soft flesh of her tummy, until his fingers bristled between the neatly trimmed hair of her pubes.

Gina shivered at the sensation.

“I’m a licenced massage therapist,” Elijah grinned, as his fingertips slipped lower, and nuzzled between the lips of her pussy. “But tantric massage isn’t something they teach at Community College.”

Gina arched her back and cried out, as Elijah’s slick fingers found her clitoris, and began rubbing circles around it.

“The trick is build-up,” he grinned, rubbing her clitoris with mercilessly delicious intensity. “You have to keep your subject balancing on the knife-edge to really give them the release they crave.”

And, as he said that, he moved his fingers lower, and Gina felt them press against the entrance to her wet and quivering pussy.

Elijah was still intently rubbing her clit with the flat pad of his thumb, but now he was threatening to slid two – or was it three? – thick fingers inside her.

“Ooooh, God,” Gina squirmed on the table.

And then Elijah pushed.

“Oh, fuuuuck,” Gina arched her back, as she felt herself stretched and filled by Elijah’s thick fingers. They slid in, inch after inch, until all three of his fingers were buried inside her right up to the knuckles.

Then he began to move them inside her.

“Oh, Jesus,” Gina wriggled from side to side as she felt Elijah’s fingers making a ‘come hither’ motion inside her, rubbing her g-spot from the inside.

That motion, combined with his thumb circling her clitoris, was almost too much to bear. Throw in his other hand, pinching her nipple, and Gina realized she was balanced on the knife-edge of orgasm already.

“Can you feel it?” Elijah purred, relentlessly pleasuring her with his fingers. “All that frustration, and tension, bubbling up and pooling down between your legs?”

“Oh, fuck, yes,” Gina nodded, reaching out to grip the edges of the massage table. “Oh, fuck, yes I can feel it.”

And she really could. It was like a big, burning, needful tide of energy was swelling up between her legs, and all it needed with the spark of a match to make it all explode.

“Here,” Elijah pulled his hand from her breast, while continuously pleasuring her with the other. “This will help.” And then Gina vaguely heard the rustle of material as the big, black man tugged his pants down around his thighs.

Still fingering her, making delicious squishing noises now, Elijah took his free hand and grabbed Gina’s wrist. He wrenched his hand off the edge of the table, and placed it on his now exposed cock.

Gina’s eyes shot open as she wrapped her fingers around a hot, hard, throbbing shaft. For a moment, the magical spell of Elijah’s fingers was broken, and she raised her head to glance at what he’d just placed in her hand.

It was the largest cock Gina had ever seen – like three Coke cans stacked end-to-end. Elijah’s linen pants were pulled down around his thighs, and his bare cock stuck out like a tree branch.

“Ohh, my,” Gina’s eyes widened, and her pussy gushed.

Elijah grinned, and began moving his fingers inside her again. His thumb brushed over Gina’s clitoris, and she moaned and squirmed at the sensation.

At the same time, she absent-mindedly started stroking his big, thick cock; a reflex action; albeit one that made her pussy throb needfully.

Then she closed her eyes, and settled back into the delicious ‘tantric massage.’

Elijah worked silently and diligently, his fingers moving like magic between Gina’s legs. Those three thick fingers slid slickly in and out of her. Her clitoris was swollen and throbbing as Elijah circled his thumb around it. The tipping point was when Gina suddenly felt the big, black man’s pinky finger nuzzle between the cheeks of her ass and press firmly against the wrinkled pink knot of her asshole.

“Unnnngh,” she groaned.

“Are you close?” Elijah purred.

“Ooooh, God, yes,” Gina groaned.

“Can you feel all that tension, and frustration, and stress pooling down around your hips?”

“Oh, God, I can,” Gina nodded frantically. She could actually almost visualize it – like a bundle of nervous pleasure, waiting to explode.

“In a moment, you’re going to release it all,” he told her hotly. “You’re going to let it explode out of you, and it’ll evaporate into nothingness.”

“Hnnnngh,” Gina didn’t know how long she could stand this. She was tempted to beg him for release now. She stroked his cock harder, hoping that would inspire him to finish her off.

“Are you going to cum for me, beautiful?” Elijah asked, as if reading her mind.

“Oh, God, y-yes,” she moaned.

“I can feel it,” lifting his hand from her breast, he placed on on her stomach, feeling her abdominal muscles tighten and quiver.

“Unnnngh,” Gina moaned, squirming and writing on the massage table. “P-please.”

“You really want it?” Elijah grinned.

“Oh, fuck, I need it,” she begged.

And then laughing, Elijah tipped her over the edge.

Working his fingers inside her to the point of explosion, Elijah pinned Gina to the table as she finally climaxed. It was lucky he did that, because she cried out and arched her back the moment her orgasm washed over her; feeling a detonation between her legs that sent shockwaves through her body.

God, it was divine, she realized. The most intense orgasm of her life; washing over like a tsunami, and then sending all her frustration, and tension, and anger flooding out of her.

But Elijah didn’t stop there…

Like a concert violinist, his fingers kept working inside her. His thumb swirled around her clitoris mercilessly. Lubricated by her gushing pussy, his little finger pressed against Gina’s tight little asshole until it ‘popped’ inside, and at that sensation Gina came again.

“That’s my little kitten,” Elijah grinned, watching as Gina arched her back on the table, and explode into a third, forced orgasm. “Cum for me, baby,” and then a forth orgasm.

“Oh, please!” Gina flopped onto the massage table, and tried to pull his hand from between her legs. “Oh, God, please… No more… It’s too much!”

Elijah laughed uproariously.

Letting Gina flop down onto the now sticky vinyl, he carefully pulled his hand from between her legs. It came out with an audible ‘schlurp’ and his fingers were glistening with her wetness. He held them over her face, and she looked up dreamily.

“Look how wet you got,” Elijah grinned. “Now, how do you feel?”

Gina groaned.

“I feel…” She pondered the question. “God, I feel wonderful. Like all my anger and frustration has just washed out of me.”

Elijah’s big hands fell to Gina’s body, and he began massaging her again; squeezing her breasts, and then digging his thumbs into her shoulders. She practically melted a second time.

“Well,” the handsome black man grinned, “our time is nearly up.” And then he looked down, towards the huge, throbbing cock sticking out angrily from between his legs. “And before we can conclude our business, there’s still your end of the arrangement to take care of.”


Chapter Six

Gina followed Elijah’s gaze down, towards his massive, black cock.

Her pussy throbbed at the sight of it.

Nervously, she reached a trembling hand over and curled her fingers around it again; marvelling at the contrast of her slender white fingers against the thick, throbbing hardness.

Then she began stroking.

Elijah groaned quietly, and grabbed her other hand – bringing it over until she was using both hands on his immense shaft. Even with both hands working on it, she could barely wrap them around his massive tool.

Not to mention the fact that it was an awkward position to give a hand job in – lying on her back on a massage table.

“Here,” As if reading her mind, Elijah scooped the naked wife up effortless.

He kicked aside his linen pants and then, totally naked, carried Gina across the hotel suite as if she weighed nothing. Then he lowered her to the bed, and climbed on beside her.

Gina gasped.

Here she was, naked and quivering from orgasm, in bed with another man. And not just any other man, but a hulking black stranger with a throbbing erection that was bigger and thicker than anything she’d ever imagined.

This was the same bed she shared with Marcus, and now she was about to cheat on him in it.

“So, baby,” Elijah grinned, running a big hand up and down the contours of Gina’s bare skin. “The clock is ticking.”

She bit her lip, and reached out to curl her fingers around Elijah’s enormous shaft again.

He groaned as she started stroking him.

The truth be told? Gina didn’t know what she was doing. She’d never been much of a fan of handjobs; much preferring to use her mouth. But she was hesitant about doing that with Elijah – not just because she considered that somehow more like ‘cheating’ than just giving him a handjob would be.

She was also intimidated by the size of his massive cock.

And Elijah could sense her hesitation.

With a frustration snarl, he rolled over on top of her, and pinned Gina to the bed.

She moaned, feeling his hot, muscular body pin her to the mattress. She was so tiny compared to him. She felt so helpless, as his big hands explored her body.

“Honey, why don’t I just take matters into my own hands?” He grinned.

And, as he said that, Elijah reached down with his big hands, and forcefully spread Gina’s legs.

“Oh, God,” she moaned, as the huge man slid between her thighs. “W-what are you doing?”

“You agreed to help relieve me of my… ahem… frustration,” he purred, positioning his big cock at the entrance of Gina’s pussy. “And no offense, baby; but you don’t give massages nearly as well as I do…”

“B-but…” Gina squirmed. She’d never agreed to fuck Elijah.

“Do you want me to stop?” Elijah pressed the tip of his cock at the entrance to Gina’s pussy. It nuzzled inside her glistening folds effortlessly, and she moaned as she felt the hot, throbbing hardness poised to enter her. “I can stop any time you want…”

“Huungh,” Gina groaned, reaching up to wrap her arms around Elijah’s impossibly broad shoulders. “Oh, God, this is so wrong…”

Elijah grinned, taking that as a yes. And then he thrust.

Gina’ pussy was wet and eager. Her cunt opened effortlessly as Elijah thrust inside her, and swallowed up his massive shaft inch by inch.

“Oh, my God!” Gina groaned, arching her back as she felt herself stretched and filled. “Jesus, that’s big!”

“Bigger than your husband?” Elijah groaned hotly into Gina’s mouth. Then he kissed her.

Gina moaned as she felt Elijah’s hot lips pressed against hers, and his massive cock slide inside her. She thought she was being split in two; but it was a delicious way to go. She actually orgasmed as he filled her; the moment his bony hips pressed against her clitoris, and she realized she’d taken every single inch of him.

“Baby,” Elijah moaned, kissing her again. “You are tight.” And then he began to thrust.

The bed rocked as Elijah slid his massive cock in and out of the tiny wife, impaling her with each thrust. She gasped, and groaned, and lifted her knees up to let him sink even deeper inside her; eager to feel every inch of him buried in her quivering cunt.

“Oh, fuck, this is wrong,” she moaned into Elijah’s ears, clinging to his broad shoulders desperately. “Oh, I’m such a whore. A cheating whore.”

“Nah,” Elijah stroked her hair, and gazed deeply into Gina’s eyes as he fucked her. “You’re just paying off your end of an arrangement.” And then he kissed her again, and groaned: “Uuugh, and I’m going to be making my deposit very soon.”

Gina moaned when she heard that.

She suddenly realized what he meant; and she could feel it, too. That already impossibly thick cock was swelling and throbbing inside of her, growing bigger and harder.

Elijah was about to cum.

And he wasn’t wearing a condom.

Gina had been so swept away by the moment that it hadn’t even occurred to her to ask about protection – not until long after Elijah’s beautiful, black shaft had slid inside her. He was fucking her totally bareback – and about to cum.

She thought about the implication of that; of letting his big, beautiful black stranger fill her with his cum. She imagined his scalding seed, flooding her fertile pussy.

It was wrong. It was irresponsible. Shit, it could get her pregnant.

And she came again imagining it.

“Oh, fuck,” she sunk her teeth into Elijah’s shoulder, and groaned as he sunk deeply inside her.

“I’m going to cum in you,” he groaned hotly in Gina’s ear. “I’m gonna bust my nut so deep inside you.” And then he arched his back, and cried out, and Gina felt his cock swell and throb.

“Fuuuuck!”

Hot spurts flooded her. She moaned as she felt herself flooded. It was like a firehose going off inside her; and the blast was directed right at her g-spot. Helplessly, she came again.

They clung together in mutual orgasm as Elijah emptied his balls into the quivering housewife. Only when he was sated and drained did he let her flop back down onto the bed, gasping and groaning beneath him.

Panting, Elijah looked down at Gina as she lay, practically comatose, beneath his massive bulk.

“Aww, fuck,” the handsome man grinned, pulling his softening cock from inside her. “Man, I should have been paying you.” And then he flopped onto the bed beside her, staring up at the ceiling as he caught his breath.

Gina lay there, stunned. She suddenly felt a hot dribble gush down the crack of her ass. Clamping her hand between her legs, she lifted her fingers to find them glistening with Elijah’s cum.

“I left a creampie for your husband,” the big black man grinned, rolling over and kissing her. “No extra charge for that one.” And then the big man clambered off the bed, and padded across the suite to find his linen pants.

Sticky, panting and dishevelled, Gina struggled to sit up. She watched this gorgeous black stud pull on his pants.

With a grin, Elijah turned to her and asked: “So where’s that extra hundred you mentioned?”

Gina’s eyes widened.

“A-are you serious?”

“We had a deal,” Elijah grinned good-naturedly. “And don’t say I didn’t leave you satisfied.”

Gina’s cheeks burned hotly.

“B-but…” She looked down between her legs, to her cum-filled, quivering pussy. “But you still want me to pay you after we did that?”

Elijah’s brow creased.

“But… of course.” Then his smile turned devilish. “Unless you want me to call your husband. Explain to him how you opted for… ahem… my additional services.”

Gina felt an icy chill run down her spine.

“Fine,” she clambered off the bed and snatched her purse off the counter. Angrily, she pulled out a wad of twenty dollar bills and offered it to the handsome black man.

He chuckled.

“You know what? I’ve changed my mind. Keep it.”

Gina blinked. This was becoming quite the roller coaster ride.

“Keep it,” Elijah repeated. “You can pay me back tomorrow.”

“T-tomorrow,” Gina stammered.

Elijah took a step forward, until he was towering above Gina, with a mischievous grin on his handsome face. He leaned down and kissed her.

“I know you’re not due to check out until the day after tomorrow,” he grinned, “and I know that your husband’s going to be in meetings all day.” Then, he reached between Gina’s bare thighs and pressed her fingers against her quivering, cum-filled cunt. “So between appointments, I’m going to come back here and take another helping of this sweet little pussy.”

Gina’s cunt suddenly became very wet and sensitive.

“O-okay,” she agreed, without even thinking about it.

“Good,” Elijah kissed her again. “And if you’re a good little girl, maybe I’ll even give you a massage afterward.”

And then he turned and started folding up his table, as if she wasn’t even in the room.


Chapter Seven

As it was, Marcus didn’t even return until past midnight.

Gina was asleep by then – curled up in the big, luxurious hotel suite. She’d called down and asked them to change the cum-stained sheets, and she’d scrubbed herself for thirty minutes in the shower to wash off the scent of Elijah’s body. Nevertheless, the taste and feel of him was still fresh in her memory.

When the hotel suite door opened and Marcus stumbled in, Gina sat up sleepily and looked across the room at him.

He was looking exhausted and dishevelled – his thousand dollar Brooks Brother’s suit as crumpled and wrinkled as a dollar bill. For a moment, her anger at Marcus’ neglect was replaced by a hot flash of sympathy.

Say what you want – there was no question that he worked hard for the money.

But then again, so had she that evening.

Marcus threw his jacket over the back of the couch and started unbuckling his pants as soon as the door shut behind them. He looked up nervously at his wife, and said quietly: “I’m sorry, baby. Did I wake you?”

Normally Gina would have yelled at him, or thrown something across the room. But this time around, she was feeling both wonderfully relaxed, and extremely guilty. Elijah’s massage had worked the tension from her muscles, and that vigorous fucking had knocked some of the bitchiness out of her.

But not all of it.

“Hi, honey,” Gina cooed sleepily, rubbing her eyes as Marcus stripped off his tie and shirt, and climbed into bed with her wearing nothing but a pair of boxer shorts. “I thought I told you to sleep on the couch.”

Marcus’ face fell. He knew he was still in the dog house.

“I’m really sorry, honey,” he pleaded. “I tried to make it up to you. You liked the massage, right?”

Gina had a sudden flash of memory; thinking about Elijah’s big black hands on her supple white skin. She shuddered.

“I liked the massage,” Gina admitted. “But it still wasn’t as good as an anniversary dinner with my husband.”

“I’m so sorry, baby,” Marcus tried to snuggle up with her. “Is there anything I can do to make it up to you?”

And that’s when a devious idea flashed into Gina’s head.

“Well, maybe,” she purred mischievously, and rolled over in bed.

Marcus watched, crouching in his boxer shorts, as Gina pulled back the covers to reveal her naked body.

She spread her legs invitingly.

Marcus’ eyes flashed, and the front of his boxer shorts started to tent out. He made a move to climb between Gina’s legs, but she shook her head and tutted: “No!”

And then she pointed to her pussy; still pink and glistening from the bareback sex she’d enjoyed with Elijah earlier.

Not that Marcus knew that.

“If you want to make it up to me, baby,” Gina purred. “You have to kiss it.”

Marcus smiled.

“Why, of course,” he grinned, imagining that he was getting off easy.

Crawling forward, he lay between Gina’s legs, and breathed in the heady scent of her pussy.

“Hmmmm,” her husband purred. “You smell so good.”

“Taste me,” Gina demanded – and then she moaned as Marcus spread her glistening pussy lips with his hot, wet tongue.

“Mmmm,” he groaned, looking up from between her legs. “Baby, you’re so wet.” And then he returned to lick her again; lapping up the juices glistening on her pussy lips.

Gina shuddered in pleasure at the feel of his tongue.

And then she shuddered again, knowing that it wasn’t her wetness alone that Marcus was tasting.

“Mmmph,” her husband mumbled, snuffling between her legs like a pig looking for truffles. “Mmmph!” His tongue slathered her pussy, bottom to top, and then swirled around her clitoris until Gina moaned in pleasure.

And then she heard him gulp down the wetness that gushed from her.

Elijah’s cum; still dribbling from her freshly-fucked pussy despite the long, hot shower.

Gina’s face split into a wicked smile, and she moaned in pleasure as she watched her husband unknowingly devour another man’s cum from her quivering cunt.

It was wicked. It was wrong.

And she came within seconds.

And the best part? As she lay writhing and moaning on the sheets, Gina was impossibly aroused knowing that she’d be repeating the experience tomorrow.


Surprise

By Ruby Beauvoir

Chapter One

“W-what the fuck’s going on?”

It was a fair question. As Gavin Vandervecht opened the front door to his apartment, the last thing he’d expected to see was the scenario laid out for him.

There was a stranger sitting in his chair in the living room. A big, black stranger wearing nothing but a bathrobe.

And Gavin’s wife – his beautiful blond bride Kaylee – was standing in front of him, wearing nothing but her own pink, silk robe.

Gavin slumped against the door frame, mortified.

Kaylee turned to her husband, putting her hands on her hips and smiling wickedly.

“Oh, there you are,” she giggled. “Tyrone and I have been waiting ages for you.” She saw the look of confusion on her husband’s face. “What’s wrong, baby? Surprised to see all this?”

Gavin’s voice cracked as he answered: “A-are you cheating on me?”

Kaylee laughed wickedly – her laugh as clear and beautiful as the sound of ice cubes clinking in a gin and tonic.

“Oh, good Lord no, baby,” she cooed. “Did you think that? Did you think you’d walked in on us in the middle of something?” She waggled her finger disapprovingly. “No, no, honey. Quite the opposite. This is all for your benefit.”

Gavin blinked.

“I-I don’t understand.”

“Well, first shut the door. Otherwise the neighbors will see.”

Robotically, Gavin kicked shut the apartment door behind him.

“Well, honey,” Kaylee purred, walking up to her husband with her hips undulating seductively. “I’ve been a little worried about you. About us.” She stood in front of Gavin, and looked up at him with her big, brown eyes. “You’ve seemed so stressed… So distracted.” She pouted playfully. “You know, we haven’t even made love in what seems like forever.”

“W-well,” Gavin stammered. “You know I’ve been stressed and work… And…”

Kaylee continued to pout. She reached up and grabbed Gavin’s tie, loosening it.

“At first I thought you were having an affair,” she admitted. “And then I thought you were gay. But then I started paying attention to what you were doing, and I discovered the truth.”

Reaching into her pocket, Kaylee produced a folded sheet of paper.

“You were staying later and later at work… When you came back, it was always after I’d gone to bed – and you never came it and woke me up to make love.”

She unfolded the paper.

“And then I figured out what you were doing in the living room by yourself every night. I checked the browser history on our computer.”

Gavin’s face went red as he looked down at the piece of paper she was holding up.

It was all the websites he’d been visiting.

Blacks on Blondes.com.

InterracialAdventures.net.

MILFS Go Black.

Cuckold.Wives.com.

The list went on and on… and Gavin wanted to shrivel up with embarrassment.

“When I saw this, I had to know for myself,” Kaylee sighed, “so I stayed up one night, and peeked through the bedroom door when you thought I was asleep. And then I saw it.”

Gavin gulped uncomfortably.

“I saw you jerking it, in front of the computer,” Kaylee pouted. “You had your beautiful wife lying naked in bed, just twenty feet away, but you instead decided to rub one out looking at interracial porn.”

“I….” Gavin stammered. “I mean…”

Kaylee giggled.

“Don’t worry, baby,” she reached up a hand and pressed it gently against his chest. “It’s okay. At first I was mad, but now I get it – and it’s okay.”

She jerked her thumb over her shoulder, towards the black man sitting in the chair.

“I know you have needs, baby. And I know the porn was meeting those needs. But I have needs too. And so I figured I could kill two birds with one stone.”

She turned to the black stranger.

“This is Tyrone. He’s a personal trainer at my gym. All the girls at the gym want to get with him, but for some reason he’s interested in me.”

And then Kaylee turned to her husband, and licked her lips.

“Unlike you, he wants to fuck me. And after looking at all your browsing history, I have a sneaking suspicion that you want him to fuck me too!”

And then Kaylee took a step back, and shrugged off her robe, and she was suddenly standing there completely naked.

“So, baby,” his wife purred seductively. “Shall we make that happen?”


Chapter Two

There was complete silence in the room for what must have been three whole minutes.

Gavin stood there in his suit, face red. He looked down at his naked wife, drinking in her compact, curvy body.

He gulped nervously.

Kaylee laughed. She put her hands on her naked hips and growled at Gavin: “Well, baby? Do you want me to walk on over there and fuck him?”

She pointed towards the black stranger, sitting in Gavin’s armchair with a big smile on his face.

“J-Jesus, Kaylee,” Gavin eventually stammered, standing there mortified. “A-are you serious? You want to have sex with t-that man right there?” He pointed at Tyrone with a trembling finger.

Kaylee giggled flirtatiously. She rolled her eyes and purred: “Oh no, baby. It’s not about me wanting to have sex with him… I want you to want me to have sex with him.”

Gavin slumped against the wall.

“Oh, c’mon, honey,” Kaylee winked. “I’ve seen the videos you look at. I’ve seen the search terms you plugged into Google.” She span around, and wiggled her curvy, naked ass it him. “I know you want to see my little white ass get fucked by a big, black cock.”

“K-Kaylee,” Gavin stammered. “This is too much...”

“Oh, is it?” Kaylee grinned, unapologetically. She took a step forward, and pressed her palm between Gavin’s legs. She felt a thick bulge beneath the material of his suit pants. “If this is ‘too much’, then why are you so fucking hard?”

Gavin’s cheeks burned red. He hadn’t even noticed, but she was telling the truth. Kaylee’s nakedness, and the handsome black stranger, and the thought of watching him fuck her was only ‘too much’ in the sense that he was harder than he’d ever been.

“C’mon, baby,” Kaylee licked her lips. “I’m also giving you exactly what you want.” She jerked her thumb towards Tyrone. “It’s the best of both worlds. I finally get a handsome, well-hung man who wants to fuck me…” And then she fluttered her eyelashes, like a flirty schoolgirl. “And you get to watch it, baby.”

Gavin stood there, stammering. Fortunately, that was when Tyrone chimed in.

With a slightly amused expression on his face, and the front of his robe tenting out, Tyrone leaned back in his seat and purred: “C’mon, bro. I missed watching the football game for this.”

He lounged back in his seat.

“Your sexy ass wife said you’d be down for letting me fuck her. Now is that gonna happen, or do I have to get up and leave?”

Kaylee giggled, and pouted playfully.

“See, baby? I arranged this all for you.” She pouted even harder. “Are you going to be a spoilsport and ruin it all?”

Gavin stood bolt upright, hands balled into fists. Erection or not, it was clear he was just as mortified by Kaylee’s challenge as aroused by it.

Which is why she decided that actions would speak louder than words.

Tyrone did too, and he called out to Gavin’s wife: “Hey, baby. Maybe instead of just talking to him about it, we should show him.” He rubbed the bulge in the front of his pants. “If you come over here and give me a little sugar, maybe he’ll come around.”

Kaylee giggled. She span around and crossed the room, deliberately wiggling her ass at her husband as she walked.

“Maybe you’re right, baby,” Kaylee purred, as she stood, unabashedly naked, in front of Tyrone.

Turning to Gavin, she purred:

“Do you want to watch him fuck me?” She turned, and wiggled her bare bottom at Tyrone. “Do you want to see his big, black cock buried inside of me?”

Gavin said nothing, and Kaylee giggled at his lack of reaction.

“Awwww,” she murmured in baby talk. “Is my poor little horny hubby alright? Does he need a little demonstration?”

She bit her lip flirtatiously.

“Maybe he doesn’t believe me,” she cooed. “Maybe we have to show him first.” And then she lowered herself onto her hands and knees. “Do you need to see me offer up my sweet little pussy to this big, black stud?”

Gavin stood there, and gulped dryly.

“That’s it, isn’t it?” Kaylee giggled. “You need to see it first, right?” And then she crawled in a circle, until her bare ass was facing Tyrone, as the big black man sat regally in his chair.

She wiggled her ripe little backside from side to side seductively.

Tyrone’s eyes widened as watched Gavin’s wife presenting herself to him, the way a horny bunny might lift up her tail, and waggle her backside invitingly at a rutting buck rabbit.

Her round, ripe ass was delicious, and Tyrone’s mouth watered as he saw the cleft of her pussy peeking out from between her thighs.

Gavin, too, was entranced. As Kaylee wiggled and shook her backside in Tyrone’s direction, her husband suddenly felt butterflies in his stomach, and blood rushed even faster between his legs.

“Awww,” Kaylee licked her lips seductively, clearly enjoying this. “Maybe my horny husband needs a little more encouragement.” And then she crawled around again, until she was facing Tyrone, naked and on her hands and knees. “How about I crawl on over there and suck his cock first?”

“Fuuuuck,” Gavin breathed, just loud enough for Kaylee and Tyrone to hear.


Chapter Three

Taking that as encouragement, Kaylee started crawling towards Tyrone, on her hands and knees. Her ass undulated with each stride, and her full breasts swung seductively beneath her.

Tyrone grinned as he watched her approach – like a big, African king being stalked by a sexy, seductive leopard.

And then suddenly she was kneeling in front of him.

Tyrone grinned.

“Look at your little slut wife, white boy,” he called up to Gavin. “You see her? She’s practically drooling for a taste of my black cock.”

“Oh, Christ,” Gavin’s knees buckled. Tyrone laughed at him. Then he turned to look down at Gavin’s wife, kneeling seductively in front of him.

Looking up with her big, brown eyes, Kaylee licked her lips sexily.

“Are you ready for me, you big, black stud?” she asked.

“Bitch, I’m just wondering why your lips aren’t wrapped around my cock yet.”

She giggled, reaching up to pull Tyrone’s robe open.

Tyrone groaned, as he felt the air on his skin.

She revealed his flat, black belly, and his thick, muscular thighs. And then, with a gasp, she revealed inch after inch of a half-hard, black cock – laid out between his legs like a thick length of mortadella sausage.

Kaylee’s eyes flashed, and hands slithered up Tyrone’s thick, brown thighs.  He groaned audibly at her touch.

“Wow,” Kaylee cooed again. “I can’t believe how big it is.” She turned, and looked up at her husband. “Can you believe how big this cock is?”

“And honey, I ain’t even hard yet,” Tyrone breathed.

Kaylee giggled, and her fingers curled around his cock.

One hand slithered underneath his heavy, egg-sized balls, and Kaylee began to massage them gently. The fingers of her other hand curled around the shaft of Tyrone’s cock, and she giggled as she felt his half-hard shaft throb.

“I can hardly reach around it!”

Eyes glinting mischievously, Kaylee threw Gavin one last look.

Her husband was transfixed – standing there like he was hypnotized, with his mouth hanging open and his pants tented at the front.

She rolled her eyes playfully, and turned back to Tyrone. Looking up, and deep into the handsome black man’s eyes, the little white wife opened her mouth, and lowered her head.

A moment later Tyrone threw his head back and moaned as he felt the delicious sensation of Kaylee’s mouth engulfing the head of his enormous, black cock.

He’d swollen to full hardness within a second.

“Yummy!” Pulling her mouth from Tyrone’s huge, black cock, Kaylee stroked his shaft up and down, using her own saliva as lube. “Oh, my God. My first black cock – and it tastes delicious.”

She licked a droplet of pre-cum, glistening on the tip of Tyrone’s shaft, and purred in Gavin’s direction: “Do you see how big and hard he’s getting for my pussy, baby?”

And then she wrapped her lips around his cock again.

“Oooh, fuck,” Tyrone groaned, head flopped back. He stared at the ceiling as he felt Kaylee’s head bobbing up and down in his lap, and the exquisite sensation of her swirling tongue and sucking lips pleasuring his throbbing cock.

Turning to Gavin, Tyrone mocked him:

“Shit, your little slut wife sucks cock so good.” He ran his dark fingers through her blonde hair, as her head bobbed up and down in his lap. “Shiiit, dawg. It wouldn’t surprise me if she’d been practicing while you were at work.” He looked down at the top of Kylee’s head. “Have you been sucking cock while your poor hubby’s out making the bacon?”

“Mmmmph,” Kaylee replied, because her mouth was full of cock.

Tyrone laughed, and gave Gavin the thumbs up.

Gavin was still standing there, and he didn’t know what to do.

He couldn’t believe it. His sweet, beautiful, innocent bride was on her hands and knees in front of a big, black stranger. She was sucking his huge, black cock like a porn star – like a greedy little slut. It was disgusting. It was degrading.

And his cock had never been harder in all his life.


Chapter Four

Standing there, Gavin thought his hard-on might burst open the front of his pants.

He was turned on as hell, watching his naked wife on her hands and knees, enthusiastically worshipping this big, black cock and balls with her talented mouth and fingers.

As her head bobbed up and down in Tyrone’s lap, and wet sucking noises echoed across the room, Gavin stared at Kaylee’s upturned ass. She was swaying her naked rump from side to side, and the sight of those ripe globes made his mouth water.

He narrowed his eyes. And then he made a decision.

He began tearing off his clothes.

Tyrone looked up from where he was lounging. He grinned as he saw Gavin tearing off his shirt.

“That’s the spirit, white boy!” He grinned. “Get your ass over here. Maybe you can get her good and ready for me!”

Gavin nodded, and wearing nothing but his boxer shorts, he crossed the room.

Tyrone watched him approach, while still lounging back in the armchair. Kaylee’s head was still buried in his lap, and the wet suction of her sucking and slurping echoed around the room – matched only by Tyrone’s eager moans and sighs.

“Fuuuck, this bitch has one hell of a mouth on her,” he groaned. “What kind of pussy are you, white boy? If I had a talented little whore like this waiting for me at home, I’d never have to find another man to fuck her right.”

Gavin’s cheeks burned as Tyrone insulted him – but the tent in the front of his boxer shorts didn’t get any softer. In fact, his cock seemed to grow even bigger as Gavin crouched down behind his wife, and reached out to stroke her round, delicious ass.

He luxuriated in the warm, smooth feel of her skin beneath his palm.

The moment Kaylee felt Gavin's touch, she let out a muffled moan.

Her head lifted from Tyrone's lap, and with saliva dribbling down her chin, she turned to look over her shoulder to see who was touching her.

Her lips curled when she saw that it was her husband, and she instinctively pushed her ass backwards, into his hands – inviting him to touch her more.

"Yeah, dawg, I knew you wouldn’t be able to resist." Tyrone looked over the top of his Kaylee’s head, into Gavin’s gleaming blue eyes. “You ready to watch me fuck her?”

“I… er…,” Gavin stammered. “I mean.”

Tyrone laughed heartily. “It’s okay, white boy. You don’t need to feel bad. In fact, you’re not even the first white motherfucker who asked to want me show how a real man fucks his wife.”

Kaylee licked her glistening lips, and looked up at her husband from over her shoulder. Her cheeks were pink, and her pupils were dilated – almost as if she was drunk on the taste of Tyrone’s big, black cock.

“Honey,” she grinned, “Are you ready for this?”

Gavin finally found his voice.

“I-I guess,” he admitted, mouth dry.

Kaylee’s eyes flashed.

“Well, make yourself useful, baby.” She wiggled her ass in his hands. “Why don’t you get down there and lick it. I’m so fucking wet already, but his cock is so big, baby.” She playfully pouted again. “If you don’t lick my pussy, and get it nice and purring, maybe Tyrone’s big, black dick is going to be too big for my itty-bitty kitty.”

Gavin nodded eagerly.

Kaylee smiled triumphantly, and turned back to face Tyrone. A moment later, her mouth engulfed Tyrone’s cock once again and the big man groaned, flopping back into his seat.

The moment Gavin saw Tyrone flop back, he bent his head to place his lips on one of Kaylee’s pert ass cheeks. Her skin was soft, and smooth, and delicious.

As he did that, he slid one hand up her inner thigh, until it met the warm, wet flesh of her pussy.

“Mmmmphh,” Kaylee groaned, as she felt his fingers nuzzle between the lips of her pussy.

Gavin grinned, and pressed two of his fingers against the entrance to her cunt. She was so wet at that point that her pussy offered barely any resistance. With a moan, Kaylee felt two thick fingers stretch and fill her.

A moment later, Gavin was fucking Kaylee with his fingers, sliding them in and out of her tight little pussy. At the same time, he used his thumb to nuzzle between her pussy lips until he found her clitoris, and he began rubbing in slow, inexorable circles around it.

“Mmmmppph!” Kaylee’s knees nearly buckled at the sensation. “Mmmmmpppph!”

But that was only the beginning.

Kneeling down onto his elbows, Gavin pulled his fingers from Kaylee’s pussy, and spread the cheeks of her ass. Then he buried his face between her cheeks, and slathered his tongue between the lips of her glistening cunt.

As Gavin’s tongue spread open her pussy, Kaylee whinnied like a little pony, her voice muffled by Tyrone’s cock.

Gavin stretched out his tongue, and slurped from Kaylee’s clit, all the way up to the crack of her ass. As she felt him lick her, Kaylee let out a muffled groan. Then she pushed her ass back, into Gavin’s face, to encourage him to keep licking.

Which is exactly what he did.


Chapter Five

Burying his face between her thighs, Gavin swirled his tongue around Kaylee’s clitoris, and then slurped up and down, opening her pussy up like a blossoming flower.

“Mmmmmppph,” Kaylee’s eyes were rolling upwards, as she was overwhelmed with sensation. “Mmmph!” She focused on the only thing she could – sucking on Tyrone’s cock – and Tyrone groaned in pleasure as she took him deeper, and swirled her tongue around his shaft more intently.

For a few delicious moments, that’s how the three of them remained – Gavin’s face buried between Kaylee’s thighs, and her head buried in Tyrone’s lap. Tongues swirled. Lips sucked. The wet sound of suction was drowned out by moans, and sighs, and murmurs of: “That’s so fucking good.”

Eventually, Kaylee pulled her mouth from Tyrone’s straining cock. Arching her back – long strings of saliva stretching from her lips to his gleaming shaft – she threw back her head and came, loudly and wetly, on Gavin’s tongue.

“Fuuuuck,” Kaylee groaned, as her body shuddered in orgasm. “Oh, Jesus, yes.”

“Mmmmph!” Gavin’s encouragement was muffled by Kaylee’s thighs. She was thrusting her hips back at him, grinding her ass into his face, and forcing his tongue deeper inside her.

Eventually, as her orgasm subsided, Gavin stopped devouring her.

Kaylee was panting now, and she moaned in disappointment as Gavin pulled his face from between her thighs with a wet slurp.

Looking over her shoulder, she peered into Gavin’s face, and murmured: “It’s time, isn’t it, baby?”

Gavin’s lips and chin were glistening with her wetness. He nodded eagerly.

Giggling, the beautiful housewife turned again and looked up into Tyrones eyes, as he sat there with his impossibly huge cock straining and throbbing.

“Are you ready, baby?” She asked flirtatiously: “Are you ready to fuck my little white pussy?”

“You fucking bet, you sexy little slut,” Tryone grinned. He looked up at Gavin. “You ready to watch me fuck your wife, white boy?”

As Gavin nodded, Kaylee crawled around on her hands and knees, in a full circle until she was presenting her ass to Tyrone.

The big, black man’s eyes widened as she eagerly offered herself to him.

She was sticking her ass in the air, undulating her ripe cheeks back and forth hypnotically. Gavin’s saliva glistened between her buns, and from between Kaylee’s thighs, Tyrone could see her pussy dripping with saliva and wetness.

His big, black cock throbbed eagerly.

Slipping off the armchair, onto his knees, Tyrone positioned himself behind Kaylee. He placed one big, black hand between her bare shoulderblades, and pushed her down.

“Unnnngh,” Kayle groaned, dropping to her elbows. With Tyrone pinning her down, she had no choice but to lift her ass higher into the air – offering herself sluttily to him.

And then she moaned, as she felt Tyrone press his fingers against her pussy lips.

They sunk inside her effortlessly.

“Oh, fuuuuck,” Kaylee moaned, as she felt herself stretched and filled. Just two of Tyrone’s fingers were already bigger than Gavin’s cock. But they were tiny compared to the real thing – that big, black thing she anticipated sliding into her in just a few, tantalizing moments.

“Damn, you’re tight, girl,” Tyrone grinned. “I’m gonna enjoy this.” He slid his fingers in and out of her, and Kaylee moaned at the sensation. “You on the pill, slut?”

“Unnnngh,” Kaylee moaned. Then SLAP!

Tyrone’s palm left a stinging, red handprint on her right ass cheek.

“I said ‘are you on the pill, slut?’” He repeated.

“Unngh,” Kaylee moaned. “N-no.”

Tyrone’s face broke into a grin.

“Well, shit. Sorry I forgot to bring any condoms.” But then he looked up, into Gavin’s eyes, and challenged Kaylee’s husband with: “But you don’t mind, do you? You don’t care if I fuck your little slut wife bareback.”

“I…” Gavin murmured. “I mean…”

Of course, he did mind. He knew full well that Kaylee wasn’t on any sort of birth control, since they’d been trying for a baby.

But, then again, the thought of seeing that big, black cock slide inside his wife skin to skin was electrifyingly exciting. And the fact that this big, potent, virile man might cum inside her…

Gavin nearly came in his pants.

“Heheh,” Tyrone grinned. “Didn’t think so.”

And then he looked down, at Kaylee’s white ass, and the slender curves of her back.

“You ready to feel my cock inside you, slut?”

“Unnngh,” she moaned.

Kaylee was now on her elbows now, facing her husband. Gavin was half-lying on the floor, and her head was level with his crotch. Her mouth watered as she saw the tent sticking out the front of his boxer shorts.

But before she could do anything about it, Gavin had reached down to stroke Kaylee’s cheek. She looked up, into his eyes, and moaned softly at the intensity of his gaze.

“My God,” Gavin grinned, looking into her eyes. “You’re so fucking beautiful.”

And she was. Even with her hair mussed up, and her lips swollen, and saliva glistening on her chin, she looked like a princess.

In this case, a slutty, just-about-to-get-fucked princess.

At that moment, Tyrone lifted himself up and positioned himself behind Kaylee.

His fingers slid from inside her, and he replaced them by pressing the tip of his swollen cock between the lips of her glistening pussy. Kaylee moaned, as she felt his hot hardness nuzzle between her labia.

And then he pushed…

“Oh, fuuuuck,” Kaylee groaned, reaching forward to grab Gavin’s hand.

She squeezed her husband’s hand and looked deep into his eyes as Tyrone began to enter her.

It was exhilarating. Gavin watched the reactions on his wife’s beautiful face, as she was slowly stretched and filled by inch after inch of Tyrone’s impossibly huge cock.

“Oh, fuuuck,” she moaned, rolling her eyes at the sensation. “Oh, baby… He’s so big. He’s so much bigger than you.” She squeezed Gavin’s hand lovingly. “I’ve never been this full before.”

“Damn, girl,” Tyrone grinned, as he looked down and saw his thick, black cock disappearing inch by inch into her tight, white pussy. “You’re practically a virgin.”

“Unnnngh,” Kaylee bit her lip. “It’s been a long time since anybody’s made me feel like a virgin.” But then she shuddered, as Tyrone grabbed her hips and pushed himself even deeper inside of her. “O-oh, fuck. Be gentle, baby.”

“The hell I will.”

Kaylee moaned, and gazed intently into her husband’s eyes as Tyrone penetrated her.

And the intensity of her gaze was returned. In fact, Gavin thought that this was one of the most erotic experiences of his life: The way his wife’s eyes grew wider, and she bit her lip, as another man sunk into her pussy.

“Fuck, you’re sexy,” he murmured.

And then, finally, Tyrone was in all the way – buried to the hilt inside Gavin’s wife.


Chapter Six

“Oh, shit, this feels amazing,” he groaned, luxuriating in the sensation of Kaylee’s impossibly hot, tight little pussy. Then he began to fuck her.

Kaylee squeezed Gavin’s hand, and braced herself as Tyrone fucked her.

After a few moments, she began humping back – meeting each of Tyrone’s thrusts with a hip thrust of her own. It was delicious. Each inward stroke was perfectly aligned to press against her g-spot.

And Tyrone was reaping the benefits too.

“Fuuuck,” Tyrone groaned, realizing that he was sinking even deeper into her each time Kaylee pushed back to receive his stroke.

“Ooooh,” Kaylee moaned, stretching her free hand between her legs to rub her pussy. “T-that’s so fucking amazing.” She turned, and looked over her shoulder, into Tyrone’s eyes. “Oh, fuck my little white pussy, baby. Fuck it.”

“Oh, shit,” Tyrone groaned. “Your pussy is so fucking tight.” He licked his lips. “Man, I am going to bust such a nut inside you.

“Mmmmm,” Kaylee was getting into it now. “I can’t wait, baby.” She rubbed her clitoris in time to Tyrone’s thrusts. “It feels so good, you fucking me.” And then she moaned, and shuddered, and turned to Gavin in time to admit: “Fuuck, I think I’m going to cum again.”

And she did.

Rubbing her clitoris, while Tyrone pounded her tight little pussy, Kaylee climaxed with a hot, wet groan.

Gavin lay there, watching with amazement.

His cock, trapped in his boxer shorts, was painfully hard. He was desperate for relief… And Kaylee’s mouth was right there.

“H-honey,” Gavin asked, clambering to his knees. “D-do you mind?”

Kaylee was too lost in orgasm to even notice – but Tyrone did.

He saw Gavin kneeling in front of Kaylee’s face – his tented boxer shorts directly level with her face.

He was fucking this little white boy’s wife, and it was the greatest sensation in the world. In fact, right then and there, the only thing that would have made it hotter was if that little slut Kaylee lived up to her slutty potential, and started sucking on her husband’s cock at the very same time.

So he groaned: “Go on, slut,” and reached down to grab a fistful of his Kaylee’s hair.

Tyrone pulled her head back sharply, and Kaylee moaned in a mixture of discomfort and pleasure as Tyrone did so. She found herself forced to looking up, straight at the throbbing bulge hidden beneath the white cotton of Gavin’s boxer shorts.

Her mouth watered. She licked her lips.

“P-please, Gavin,” she begged, like a little sex kitten. “Let me suck it.”

Gavin didn’t need to be told twice.

Hooking his thumbs into the waistband of his boxer shorts, he pulled them down.

Sproing!

Out bounced his hard-on – still pretty impressive, even if was dwarfed by comparison to Tyrone’s immense cock.

Kaylee moaned as she saw it – eager for the feel of her husband’s smooth, firm flesh inside her mouth. She opened wide and lurched her head forward, swallowing the head of Gavin’s cock in one smooth movement.

“Oh, Jesus,” Gavin’s knees nearly buckled, as he felt his wife’s warm, wet mouth close around him.

“Mmmph,” Kaylee mumbled, lifting one hand to brace herself on Gavin’s hip. “Mmmph!” And then she swirled her tongue around the head of her husband’s swollen cock, and he nearly spurted in her mouth right then and there.

Silence descended on the room – well, as silent as it can be, amidst the moaning, and sighing, of three people twisted and entwined in sex.

Tyrone’s black fingers sunk into the flesh of Kaylee’s hips, as he slid his cock in and out of her deliciously tight pussy. He stared down, watching the sight of this thick cock slithering in and out of her fertile little cunt.

Kaylee, meanwhile, was lurching backwards and forwards. With each thrust of Tyrone’s hips, she’d be propelled forward – gulping down another inch of her husband’s cock, until her nose pressed against Gavin’s stomach, and tears sprung to her eyes.

Then, gasping, she’d thrust back – skewering herself on Tyrone’s cock; delighting in the deliciously dirty, intense sensation of being fucked by a big, black stranger.

Her breasts swung back and forth. Her skin glistened with sweat.

And finally there was Gavin, kneeling there in front of Kaylee, surveying the scene almost as if he was having an out-of-body experience.

Which was what it almost felt like. He was so turned on. He was so hard. But he was also ashamed and aroused at the nature of this encounter – of letting a black stranger fuck his wife, without a condom, right on the floor of their living room.

But he wouldn’t have been able to stop himself even if he’d wanted to. This was the most exciting sexual encounter of Gavin’s life.

A glance down revealed Kaylee’s beautiful face, with her lips stretched wide as she eagerly sucked, and licked, and worshipped his cock.

And then, gazing down the valley of her arched back, Gavin could watch Tyrone fucking her – that big, black cock sliding in and out of her as he rutted her round, upturned ass like a horny black bear.

This was one of the most exciting and memorable moments of Gavin’s life.

And it wasn’t over yet.


Chapter Seven

“Oh, fuck,” Tyrone suddenly groaned, thrusting harder. “Oh, Jesus, I’m gonna cum.”

“Mmmmph.” Kaylee’s eyes flashed enthusiastically. She started humping back eagerly, as if trying to tip Tyrone over the edge, and steal his orgasm from him.

“Oh, shit, I can’t hold out,” he groaned. “Oh, God, you’re so fucking sexy, you little slut…” And then he grabbed her hips so hard that her flesh bulged out from between his fingers, and Tyrone thrust himself as deeply inside Kaylee’s tight little pussy as he could.

He exploded inside of her.

“Mmmmmppph!” Kaylee’s eyes grew wide, and she moaned hotly around the dick in her mouth.

As she felt Tyrone’s cock throb, and swell, and spurt inside of her, she came too.

Part of it was the warm wetness, spurting against her g-spot like a firehose. Part of it was the delicious knowledge that this big, black stranger might be knocking her up. But mostly it was the intensity of being used, and taken, by two men at once.

As Kaylee climaxed, Tyrone finished emptying his balls inside of her. Finally drained, the big, black man slumped back onto the floor, and his cock slithered from Kaylee’s plundered pussy with a wet-sounding ‘schlurp.’

It was followed by a deluge of cum, which gushed down her thighs like a pearlescent river.

“Damn,” Tyrone whistled. “I bust a big nut in you.” He laughed warmly. “Honey, I hope you were on the pill, because otherwise I just knocked your little white ass up for sure.”

Kaylee shivered deliciously at the thought.

She let Gavin’s cock slurp out of her mouth, and flopped into a heap on the cushions on the floor. For a moment or two, all Kaylee could do was shudder and shiver, lying there as the after-shocks from her orgasm rippled over her.

But then she looked up; watching Gavin looming above her. His hard-on was sticking defiantly out from between his legs; needful, and angry, and gleaming wetly with her saliva.

“Honey,” Kaylee purred wickedly. “Did you hear that? He came a lot in me.” And then she rolled onto her back, and spread her legs, and presented her freshly-fucked pussy to her husband.

Gavin looked down, between his wife’s legs.

Her hairless little pussy was pink and swollen, glistening with wetness. A dribble of pearlescent cum was running down the crack of her ass; revealing the big, potent load Tyrone had spurted deep inside her.

Gavin saw it, and a thrill rushed through him.

Fuck! Maybe this big, black stud had knocked his wife up!

There was fantasy, and reality, and the thought of his pretty white wife carrying another man’s little brown baby was definitely something he’d intended to keep in the ‘fantasy’ realm.

Yet, then again, his cock was throbbing painfully at the thought.

“Oh, fuck, baby,” Kaylee bit her lip. “W-what do we do?”

Gavin dropped down onto his hands and knees.

“I-I know what to do,” he murmured, and crawled towards her. A moment later, he was kneeling down between her spread legs, and lowering his head between her thighs.

“Oh, fuck,” Kaylee groaned. Taking a big fistful of her husband’s hair, she guided his head between her thighs. “Oh, baby. That’s so fucking dirty.” But she didn’t seem to mind – and she groaned eagerly as she felt his lips contact hers.

“Mmmmph,” Gavin mumbled, as he stuck out his tongue and parted the lips of her cum-filled pussy. “Mmmph.”

“Oh, fuuuck,” Kaylee threw back her head. She groaned loudly. “Oh, God, yes. That’s it. Eat that fucking cum out of me.”

Tyrone, drained and exhausted, watched with amusement.

“Dayum,” he grinned. “White boy has a taste for black cum, I see.”

And, apparently, Gavin did. In fact, within seconds he’d overcome his initial hesitation at delving his mouth into a pussy full of another man’s cum, and began to really enjoy the experience.

It was so fucking hot to taste Kaylee’s delicious, tangy pussy juices mixed with the curious, oyster-like scent of Tyrone’s own sperm. He felt his swollen, needful cock throb with excitement as he devoured her cum-filled pussy.

“Oh, that’s it, baby,” Kaylee moaned, as he slurped and sucked and swirled his tongue around her clitoris. “Oh, baby… Eat it all.”

And Kaylee’s groans and sighs of pleasure spurred him on. Gavin licked, and sucked, and slurped and teased and kept on the relentless pleasure until finally, he knew Kaylee couldn’t stand it any longer. He winced as she grabbed a fistful of his hair, but Gavin kept licking – focusing on Kaylee’s clit until she literally screamed and bucked her hips against him.

“I’m cumming,” Kaylee cried, and her pussy gushed as she ground it against her husband’s face.

Between her thighs, Gavin kept licking; swallowing the gush of moisture even as a realized that the deluge probably included a pussy-full of Tyrone’s cum.

He eagerly swallowed another man’s seed, gulping each mouthful down his throat as if it was nectar.

Finally, panting and groaning and gasping, an exhausted Kaylee pushed her husband away.

“It’s too much,” she gasped. “Y-you have to stop.”

Pulling his head from under her skirt, Gavin emerged with his chin and lips glistening. He looked incredibly proud of himself.

Clambering to his knees, and crawled between Kaylee’s legs, and pressed his wet lips against hers. She moaned as she tasted Tyrone’s cum on them.

“Stop?” He scoffed. “I’m only just getting started, you little slut.”


Chapter Eight

Gazing deeply into her eyes, Gavin positioned his straining cock at the entrance to his wife’s freshly-fucked, and still-trembling pussy.

He thrust inside her deeply.

“Oh, God,” Kaylee groaned, feeling herself stretched deliciously. After the intensity of taking Tyrone’s thick cock, this was beautifully intimate and pleasurable.

Staring into her husband’s eyes, she felt him slide inside her, deeper and deeper, inch after swollen inch. Soon he was buried to the hilt inside her – their bodies connected hotly at the crotch.

He began to thrust.

It didn’t take long, of course. Her hot body beneath him… Her needful sighs and moans…. The delicious tightness of her pussy… Within seconds, Gavin felt a familiar churning in his balls, and he looked deep into Kaylee’s eyes as his orgasm approached.

“Y-you’re so fucking beautiful,” he moaned. “My beautiful little black cock whore.

And then he kissed her, and the moment their lips met, he came.

Thrusting as deeply inside Kaylee as he could, Gavin exploded inside of her. Powerful spurts of cum flooded Kaylee’s tightness, and she shuddered as a fifth and final orgasm engulfed her as the same time it did Gavin.

He emptied his balls inside of her, and she eagerly took every spurt.

Only when he was drained and empty did Gavin slump across Kaylee’s naked body, gasping for breath. She clung to him as he crushed her to the cushions, feeling the warmth of his naked skin against hers, and his softening cock still buried deep within her.

In just a few short minutes, she’d had two men cum deep inside her.

And the worst part? She felt like she could take them both on again.

***

As it happened, that was exactly what happened.

Tyrone fucked Kaylee twice more than evening, and once the following morning. In fact, when he finally returned to work at the gym, he left Kaylee so bow-legged and aching that she couldn’t even make her Zumba class.

And Gavin?

He felt like he’d gulped down two pints of cum that weekend, and that wasn’t necessarily that far from the truth.

After months of an unsatisfying marriage, he discovered a new-found obsession with sex. In fact, he’d never been more aroused or in love with Kaylee than when he watched her getting fucked by a big, black stranger.

But it took just two weeks for their fantasy to come crashing back down to reality.

It was a Saturday morning, and Gavin was still lounging in bed when he heard Kaylee call from the bathroom.

“H-honey,” she said nervously, padding barefoot into the bedroom.

In one hand, she held a little white plastic stick.

“Honey,” she repeated. “You know how you sucked, and licked, and ate all of Tyrone’s cum out of my pussy?”

Gavin lay in bed, cock growing hard at the memory.

“Yeah?” he nodded.

Kaylee held up the little plastic stick. It was a pregnancy test, and both lines were visible.

“Well, I think you might have missed a spot.”


Unexpected

By Ruby Beauvoir

Chapter One

Marc was in a good mood.

It was midday on Thursday, and he was already driving home.

“Take the rest of the week off,” Marc’s boss had told him. “You did a great job landing the Ricciardi account, and I want you fresh to handle the paperwork on Monday.”

So that’s exactly what Marc did – jumping into his Audi and heading home with thoughts of relaxation, rest and – perhaps – a little romance on his mind.

He stopped off at the liquor store on the way home for a bottle of Verve Cliquot and a dozen roses, and then maneuvered his car down the street to the beautiful home he shared with his wife of three years, Julia.

This, he grinned, would be a fantastic surprise. She’d be so happy to see him home so early. Perhaps they should even just run with it – fly off to Vegas for a romantic weekend, on the spur of the moment.

But those thoughts died when he pulled into his driveway and saw an unfamiliar car parked there.

He pulled his Audi to a halt alongside it and checked it out.

A late 90s Cadillac sedan, with expensive-looking rims and chrome details. The sort of blinged-out car you’d expect to see in the ghetto, downtown – not up here in the suburbs.

Narrowing his eyes, Marc started padding up the stairs to the front door – and that’s when he heard it.

The sound of music – thumping drum and a bass, up so loud the windows were vibrating.

Butterflies in the pit of his stomach, Marc climbed the last of the stairs and opened the front door; letting it swing open to reveal the hallway beyond.

Empty.

But the music was roaring from the living room, down the hallway. That and something else – the sound of a woman moaning.

At first Marc thought it was Julia – but he realized it was too shrill for that. It sounded tinny and recorded. He’d heard that sort of soundtrack enough times to know where it was coming from; a porn DVD he and Julia kept hidden under the bed.

Marc kicked shut the door behind him and stepped slowly down the corridor, bottle of champagne in one hand and roses in the other.

The sound of the porn was playing through his expensive home theater set-up; but the sounds were barely audible over the thumping hip hop. He caught odd snippets – “fuck me! Do it!” in between obscene hip hop lyrics “…gave a blow job to my whole mob, with no prob…”

Marc was nervous. His palms were sweating. He almost dreaded what he might see when he rounded the corner and peered into the living room.

But, in the end, it was exactly what he’d imagined it might be.

There was Julia, his pale and gorgeous wife. Totally naked. On her hands and knees, being fucked front and rear by two huge, hung black guys.

Marc froze in the hallway, and the bottle of champagne went crashing onto the hardwood floor – shattering into a million pieces.

That was enough to attract the attention of the three people in the center of the living room.

Julia pulled a foot-long, black dick from her mouth with a slurp, and wiped the drool from her lips with the back of her hand. Meanwhile, the big, black guy fucking her from behind reached for the remote control and killed the music and TV.

There was suddenly silence in the room.

Julia looked up – still skewered by the black man kneeling behind her, and casually stroking the spit-slick cock she’d just pulled from her mouth.

She looked up at her husband, and smiled casually.

“Oh, hey, honey,” she winked. “You’re home early…”


Chapter Two

Marc slumped against the doorframe.

“W-what the fuck is going on?” He demanded.

He couldn’t believe it. His beautiful, gorgeous wife was cheating on him. Not just that – she was on her hands and knees getting spit-roasted like a common slut, by two big, tattooed black guys who looked like they’d stepped right from the ghetto.

And from the look of the car outside, perhaps they had.

Julia turned and looked over her shoulder, at the hulking black man fucking her from behind.

“Honey?” She purred. “D’you mind?”

The black man grinned, flashing a mouthful of gold teeth. With a wet-sounding ‘slurp’ he pulled inch after inch of an impossibly thick, black dick from Julia’s tight little pussy. It ‘spoinged’ free like it was spring-loaded, glistening with her juices.

Marc watched and felt sick. Not only was it the largest, thickest cock he’d ever seen – even in pictures – but it was apparent it had been buried in his wife’s pussy without a condom.

He gulped. She wasn’t even on the pill. They’d been trying to get pregnant for the last two months.

Now unattached to the two huge, hard cocks, Julia picked herself up from the thick carpet and turned to her husband.

She looked beautiful. Even with her lips bruised, and glistening wetness dripping down her chin, and running down her thighs. She was an alabaster dream – tall, and toned, and lean and pale.

“Baby,” Julia purred, brushing her long, brown hair out of her eyes, “I said: “You’re home early.”

Marc didn’t know what to say. He just stood there, open-mouthed.

“Oh, how rude of me,” Julia grinned. “I didn’t introduce you to my two friends.”

She turned to the huge black guy on her right, and one whose immense cock she’d been sucking. Giving his now flaccid dick a squeeze, she introduced him. “This is Trayvon.”

Then she turned to the other black guy, whose cock was still standing at half-mast – a mast that was nearly a foot long. “And this is DeShawn.”

And then Julia turned to her husband.

“They’ve been visiting me every afternoon this week.” She stretched out her arms, in an exaggerated yawn. “Why do you think I’ve been so tired every night, when you come home?”

“K-Julia,” Marc eventually managed to splutter. “W-why are you doing this?”

And that’s when Julia smiled her most naughty, most seductive smile.

“Because, baby – you wanted it.”

Marc blinked.

“W-what?”

She tip-toed through the broken class at Marc’s feet, and came up to stand in front of her husband. Pressing her lean, naked body against his, she stretched up and kissed him on the lips.

Her lips were soft, but tasted salty. As Marc felt her kiss him, he remembered that just moments before, they’d been wrapped around the thick, black cock of that hulking stranger ‘Trayvon.’

“Mmmmm,” Julia pulled her lips away. “You see, I took your laptop to get repaired, like you asked,” she smiled. “It was loaded with viruses, you know. They showed me why.”

Marc stood there, frozen to the spot.

“You’ve been looking at porn, you naughty boy,” Julia licked her lips. “After I’ve gone to bed, I guess. Instead of coming up to bed with me, you’ve been looking at dirty pictures and watching filthy films instead.”

Marc gulped.

She was absolutely right.

He’d always been a fan of online porn – perhaps even an addict, before they’d met. And recently? That addiction had been coming back. It had even got to the stage in which he’d rather sit downstairs and jerk off to dirty movies then go upstairs and make love to his gorgeous wife.

“And what filthy sites were you going to?” Julia said teasingly, reaching down to cup her husband’s groin through his work pants. “All those sites about cuckolds, and big, black guys fucking little white women.”

Marc moaned, feeling his wife’s fingers squeeze his flaccid cock through his pants.

She was right. He was obsessed with interracial sex, and had a particular fascination with ‘cuckold’ porn – stories and videos of white wives cheating on their husbands with big, black men.

“So you know what?” Julia stretched up and kissed her husband on the lips again. “I figured I’d make your dirty little dreams come true.” She indicated Trayvon and DeShawn with a wave of her slender hand. “I invited these two boys over to give you exactly what you have been lusting after.”


Chapter Three

Marc stood there, his gorgeous wife pressing her naked body against him.

Her hands rubbed his cock, through the thin material of his suit pants. Nestled inside his boxer shorts, his dick throbbed at her touch.

“Come on,” Julia lifted her hand from his crotch and entwined her fingers in his. “Sit down, baby. Let’s do this properly.” And with that, she led him through the broken glass and pushed him down until he was sitting in one of their luxurious leather armchairs.

Marc went along with it, pliable as a rag doll.

“Here, Trayvon, honey,” Julia ordered one of the two black men, “get him a glass of whiskey. The drink’s cabinet is over there.”

With a crooked grin, the big, black man crossed over to Marc’s elegant drinks cabinet and reached for the bottle of Crown Royal.

“No, the good stuff,” Julia snapped. “The Laphroig. Three inches.”

“Yes, ma’am.” Trayvon obediently poured three fingers of the rich, dark scotch into a tumbler and handed it to her.

“Here you go, baby,” still naked, Julia knelt by the armchair and pressed the glass into her husband’s hand. “You just sit back and enjoy this.”

Marc finally found his voice.

His timbre cracking, he turned to Julia and demanded: “W-why?”

She giggled. Leaning forward, Julia kissed her husband on the lips.

“Because I was wondering why you weren’t sleeping with me, baby.” She stroked his cheek. “You used to stay up so late, and never made the moves on me. I went to bed horny so many times.”

She shook her head.

“Until I found out about the porn, I thought you were cheating on me.” And then she shrugged. “Well, in some ways, you kind of where.” She pouted. “Do you know how it feels to know your husband would rather jerk off than make love to you?”

Marc blushed.

“I-It’s not that…” He stammered.

“Ssssh,” Julia pressed a finger to his lips. “It’s okay. I get it. We’ve been married three years. The spark’s gone. You don’t want to make the effort.” She shook her head. “Truth be told, I’ve felt like that sometimes. When you come to bed, if you’re not already hard, I haven’t felt like doing all the work to get you erect.”

Marc stared into his wife’s eyes. Maybe she did get it.

It wasn’t that he didn’t find her attractive. He still thought she was the most gorgeous girl he’d ever laid eyes on. It was just that sex had become so perfunctory and routine. At least with porn he didn’t have to make the effort. He just switched it on and it was there.

With love-making? He had to get her in the mood. He had to work himself to an erection. And recently? Nine times out of ten she’d reject him; leaving him lying in the space next to her on the bed with a raging hard-on, blue balls and a long, sleepless night ahead of him.

Porn was easier. Porn didn’t need have its neck kissed, and its back rubbed. Porn didn’t change its mind half-way-through. Porn didn’t expect to cuddle afterwards.

But Marc’s choice in porn? It was all about Julia.

He still adored his wife. She was the one who sexually excited him. So cuckold porn? Watching hung, black men with gorgeous, white wives? He could imagine it was her in that place; receiving the pleasure and adoration she craved. Meanwhile, he could live vicariously through them; without the pressure of having to perform in real life.

But then, this suddenly was real life. Julia was making those pornographic fantasies come true.


Chapter Four

“You know what, baby?” Julia smiled, as she straightened up. “When I got your laptop back, I went to all those sites you’d been checking out. Cuckold Fantasies, Cheating Wives.”

She bit her lip mischievously.

“And you know what? I kind of got into it.” She giggled. “At first I thought it was disgusting. I was so mad at you. But the more I looked into it?” She shivered deliciously. “The more I found myself getting wet at the idea.”

She turned her back on Marc and stepped over to where Trayvon was standing, wrapping her slender white arms around his thick, brown waist.

“So I got that Tinder app for my iPhone, and I looked up a couple of big, black men to come and show me what it is you’ve been fantasizing about.” And then she turned to Marc and licked her lips. “And you know what, baby? I like it.”

“S-Julia,” Marc felt paralyzed, stuck in the armchair. “Y-you can’t be serious…”

“Oh, but I am, baby,” Julia warned. “And you know what? I think you are, too.” She winked at her husband. “In fact, I’ll tell you what. If you’re not sitting there with a hard-on in thirty seconds time, we’ll pack this all up and I’ll send these two boys back home.”

And with that, Julia sunk onto her knees on the carpet, and licked Trayvon’s massive, flaccid cock.

In the armchair, Marc sat bolt upright, as if he’d been stabbed with a cattle prod.

He watched, with horror, as his beautiful white wife opened her mouth and closed her lips around a stranger’s thick, black cock.

And the worst part?

She looked beautiful doing it.

Entranced, he watched as Julia sucked inch after inch of Trayvon’s impossibly thick dick into her mouth, and her pale, white hands clasped his muscular, brown ass cheeks for support.

“Ooooh, baby,” Trayvon groaned, looking down at the gorgeous wife kneeling in front of him. “You suck dick so fucking good.”

With a wet-sound smack, Julia pulled Trayvon’s dick from her mouth. She jerked it off with one hand, while gazing up at the hulking black man.

“Until this week I’d never sucked a dick this big,” she purred. “I used to hate giving blowjobs.” And then she licked his cock, which was now standing to full attention. “But now?” She giggled sluttily. “I think I’m addicted.”

And then she started to bob her head, slurping and sucking on Trayvon’s massive, black cock.

The wet sounds of her lips and tongue working on the thick, black shaft echoed through the room. She was moaning, her voice muffled by the big cock in her mouth. With one hand, she steadied herself by clutching Trayvon’s muscular ass. With the other, she reached down and started rubbing her pussy.

“Oh, shit, baby,” Trayvon grinned. “That’s so fucking good.” The big, black man looked up – across the room at his buddy, DeShawn. “You bust your nut in this bitch’s mouth yet?”

“Nah, dawg,” DeShawn grinned, stroking his own cock as it grew harder and thicker. “I’ve popped inside her tight little cunt each time.”

Sitting on the armchair, Marc went pale. That big, black thug had cum inside his wife? But she wasn’t on the pill!

Marc gulped.

With another wet smack, Julia pulled her mouth from Trayvon’s dick. It came away throbbing, glistening with her saliva.

“Mmmmm,” playfully, Julia kissed the tip of Trayvon’s big dick. “To be continued, honey…”

And then she turned and clambered to her feet, striding back across the room to where Marc was sitting.

She knelt down in front of him, and ran her hands up his thighs, though the thin material of his pants.

“So, maybe, it’s make or break time,” she purred. “If your little white dick is soft, I’m going to send these boys back to the ghetto, where they belong.”

And then she looked up, deep into her husband’s eyes.

“But if your cock is hard, then you’re going to watch all of your dreams come true.”

And with that, she unbuckled his belt and tore open the front of Marc’s suit pants.

Sproing! Out from his pants burst Marc’s entirely modest, 5-inch long cock. Except it suddenly wasn’t that modest. It was thicker and harder than Julia had ever seen it before.

She licked her lips, and curled her fingers around Marc’s erection.

“Mmmmm,” Julia purred. “Do I know you, or what?” She leaned forward and gave Marc’s cock a gentle kiss with her lips. “This turns you on like crazy, doesn’t it?”

And Marc looked deep into his wife’s eyes, and murmured woozily: “Y-yeah. Yeah, it does.”


Chapter Five

Julia grinned.

Releasing his cock, she straightened up, and turned back to Trayvon and DeShawn.

“C’mon, boys,” the gorgeous white wife grinned. “Let’s gets back to work.” She turned to Marc and blew her husband a kiss. “Daddy, over there, deserves a show.”

Marc watched, in horror and arousal, as his gorgeous wife knelt back down on the carpet.

The two huge, black men stepped in front of her, offering Julia their cocks.

Trayvon was still hard, his cock glistening with her saliva. DeShawn was half-erect, and quickly rose to attention as Julia reached up and curled her slender, white fingers around his thick, black shaft.

“Mmmm,” she licked her lips. “Two big, black cocks to take care of.” Slowly, she gave DeShawn’s foot-long shaft a lick; all the way up from his balls to the swollen, throbbing tip. “Aren’t I a lucky girl?”

“C’mon,” Trayvon grabbed a fistful of Julia’s luxurious brown hair, and jerked her head toward his cock. “Let’s put on a show for white boy over there.” And then he groaned as Julia obediently opened her mouth and engulfed the head of his cock.

“Fuuuuck,” Trayvon groaned, and his knees nearly buckled from pleasure.

“Hehe,” DeShawn laughed, turned to Marc. Julia was jerking off DeShawn’s thick, black cock even as she sucked Trayvon’s swollen shaft. “You ever imagine seeing your wife like this? Sucking cock like a motherfucking whore?”

And the truth was, Marc had thought about it. In fact, it had been one of his most reoccurring fantasies for the past few months; ever since he’d caught onto the genre of ‘cuckoldry’.

Which was why he sat there, with a raging hard-on, while his wife sucked the cocks of two black strangers in front of him.

“C’mon,” saliva dribbling down her chin, Julia pulled Trayvon’s cock from her mouth. “I want one of you inside me.” And then she lifted herself up onto her knees, and wiggled her ass in the air provocatively.

“You don’t need to ask me twice,” DeShawn grinned, and knelt down behind her.

His dark skin was a delicious contrast against Julia’s pale complexion. Wrenching apart her thighs, DeShawn spat into his palm, slathered up his massive cock and then poked it between her legs.

“Aaaaahhhh,” Julia groaned, as she felt his shaft press against the lips of her pussy. “That’s the… oh my!” And she arched her back as DeShawn sunk inch by inch inside of her.

“Shit, you’re tight, you slut,” DeShawn groaned, as he dug his fingers into Julia’s pert little ass and began to fuck her. “Bet you’d never had cocks this big before we turned up.”

“Oh, hell no I hadn’t,” Julia admitted, panting with lust. “Take a look at Hubby over there,” she pointed a trembling finger at Marc. “Look at that little white dick of his.”

“Man, you’ve been missing out, girl.”

“Uh huh,” she nodded, and then turned to Marc. “See what a real cock does for me, baby?” She licked her lips sluttily. “That’s why I didn’t get him to wear a condom.” She pouted. “I know I should. I mean, I don’t want to get knocked up… But I had to feel that big, beautiful dick inside me raw.”

“It’s the only way I’d have it, baby,” DeShawn groaned, as he slid that massive cock in and out of her. “Now back that ass up. Let me feel you work those hips.”

“Mmmmm,” Julia licked her lips, and did as she was told – undulating her hips and working that big, black cock deep inside her. “Oh, God, that feels so good.” She turned to Marc. “It’s not going to take me long to cum with this inside me.”

Slap!

Trayvon had just slapped Julia in the face.

“Yo, slut,” he growled. “What about me?” And then, grasping the root of this equally massive dick, he presented it to Marc’s beautiful wife. “Give my dick some lovin’, before I flip you on your back and shove it in that tight little ass of yours instead.”

“Mmmm,” Julia’s eyes grew wide. “Is that a threat, or a promise?” But she grabbed Trayvon’s dick and opened her mouth, obediently swallowing the head of his massive cock, and slathering his shaft with her tongue.

From the armchair, Marc watched, enthralled, as Julia was rocked back and forth between the two, massive black cocks.

He sipped his single malt whiskey, holding the glass with one hand while he jerked his cock off with the other.


Chapter Six

“Oh, fuuuck,” After five minutes of being pounded front and rear, Julia pulled her head from Trayvon’s massive cock and gasped for breath. “I-I can’t take any more. Let’s switch it up.”

“Awwww, shit,” DeShawn complained, as he continued to fuck Julia from behind. “I’m close to bustin’ my nut, girl.”

“J-just let me get on my back,” Julia groaned. “Oh, God, and then I want it.”

DeShawn grinned, and the two young men rolled Julia onto her back on the plush carpet.

From the armchair, Marc watched as his gorgeous wife spread her thighs and welcomed DeShawn back between them. His cock was glistening with her juices, and he sunk inside her effortlessly.

“Oh, fuuuck,” Julia groaned, as she felt his cock stretch and fill her. “That’s so fucking good.” Her slender white arms curled around DeShawn’s massive, brown shoulders, and she clung to him as he began to pound her.

Slap! Slap! Slap! The sound of sweaty flesh against flesh reverberated around the living room.

“Aww, shit, here it comes you little slut,” DeShawn groaned, drooling onto Julia’s pale breasts. “I’m gonna bust my nut, bitch.”

“Mmmmm,” Julia smiled, and kissed him wetly on the mouth. “Cum inside me, baby. I want to feel it.”

“Fuck, yeah.”

And then as DeShawn continued to fuck her, Julia turned her head and gazed deeply into her husband’s eyes.

“He’s going to blow his load inside me, honey. He’s going to shoot a big, hot load of cum into my slutty little pussy and….” She bit her lip. “And I’m not on the pill.”

Marc watched, and moaned a little.

“Uuuuh,” Julia squirmed on the carpet. “Oh, God, I know I’m going to cum the moment he does,” and then she closed her eyes and bit her lip. “Oh… Oh, fuck. Here it is…”

“Damn right it is,” DeShawn groaned, and thrust inside her one last time.

“Fuuuuuuuck!”

DeShawn’s ass cheeks tensed up, as he spurted his load deep inside Julia’s unprotected pussy. She groaned at the sensation, instantly climaxing as she felt herself flooded with powerful jets of cum.

“Oh, fuck yes,” she groaned. “That’s it! That’s the spot!”

After what seemed like forever, DeShawn finally stopped coming, and collapsed on top of Julia, panting wildly.

“Oh, baby,” she stroked his back. “That was so good.”

“Yeah,” Trayvon stood towering over the two of them, jerking off his massive black cock. “But it’s my turn now, right?” He knelt down and pushed DeShawn. “Get off her, bro. I’m gonna add to that creampie.”

DeShawn laughed, and rolled aside – his flaccid cock slithering wetly from Julia’s ravished cunt. The moment it popped free, a deluge of cum poured out, down the crack of Julia’s pale ass and onto the carpet below.

“Oh, dear,” she bit her lip, and looked at Marc. “We made a wet spot.”

Marc didn’t care. He was sat there, jerking off like crazy, watching as his wife opened her legs to welcome the second cock in as many minutes.


Chapter Seven

Trayvon grabbed Julia and hefted her up like she weighed nothing.

“Get on your hands and knees, bitch,” he told her, dragging her across the carpet. “I want you to suck your hubby’s little white dick while I fuck you.”

“Mmmmm, yeah,” Julia licked her lips. “I like the sound of that.” And, like a good little girl, she started crawling on her hands and knees to where Marc was sitting.

Marc watched her approach, and stopped jerking off his cock as she nuzzled between his thighs. He gazed down at his beautiful wife as she pulled down his pants, and curled her fingers around his throbbing shaft.

“Mmm, baby,” Julia grinned, licking Marc’s shaft. “My pussy is dripping with cum.” And then she engulfed Marc’s cock with her mouth, and he arched his back in pleasure.

“You like that?” With a ‘pop’, Marc’s cock sprang wetly from Julia’s mouth. She licked her lips. “You like me sucking your cock, knowing that my pussy is full of another man’s cum?”

And as she said that, Trayvon nuzzled up behind her, kicking apart her thighs and grabbing the base of his cock. He aimed it between her ass cheeks – rubbing his cock head up and down between the lips of her glistening, cum-filled cunt.

“You ready, bitch?”

“Oh, fuck yes,” Julia groaned, turning to look over her shoulder. “Fuck me good, Trayvon. Give me another big, hot load.” And then she turned back to her husband and gazed into his eyes, all the while stroking his hard cock. “Are you liking this?”

And Marc could barely talk – but he did manage to find the words to say: “Y-you look beautiful.” He reached down and stroked Julia’s cheek. “You’re so fucking sexy.”

She bit her lip coyly, and blushed.

Marc found it kind of hard to take – his gorgeous wife, acting all shy and coy, even as she was penetrated by the second big, black cock of that afternoon.

“Oh, God,” she groaned, as Trayvon grabbed her hips and began to fuck her. “Jesus, Marc. He’s so big. It’s so good.” She gripped the base of Marc’s cock with her slender fingers. “Fuck, baby. He’s going to make me cum.” And then she groaned, and humped her ass back at the big, black man.

“That’s it, baby,” Trayvon grinned, slapping her ass. “Work that fucking ass. Milk my cock, bitch.”

“Mmmm,” Julia turned and gazed over her bare shoulder, staring into Trayvon’s eyes. “I might do just that, stud.” And then she turned back to Marc, and grabbed his cock again. Opening her mouth wide, she engulfed his dick.

“Ooooh,” Marc threw his head back. “Baby.”

And for a few moments, the three of them fucked in silence – Trayvon pounding Julia from behind, splitting her apart with his massive dick. Meanwhile, she greedily sucked and slurped and licked her husband’s dick; milking him closer and closer to orgasm.

But it was Trayvon who was to cum first.

“Oh, fuck,” he groaned. “I’m cumming, baby,” the wet ‘slap, slap, slap’ noise of his hips against her ass grew faster. “I’m gonna cum in you, you sexy slut.”

“Mmmmph,” mouth full of cock, Julia could only mumble her enthusiastic response. “Mmmmph!”

“Here it comes!”

“Mmmmph!”

And then Trayvon thrust himself into Julia, and squeezed his fingers into the soft flesh of her ass cheeks. Like a firehose, he spurted deep inside her fertile, unprotected cunt; flooding her with cum.

“Oooooh, fuck!” Julia pulled Marc’s cock from her mouth, and flopped her head into her husband’s lap. “Oh, holy shit, I’m cumming!” And she did. Like a well-used slut, she climaxed right there in Marc’s lap; and he looked down at his wife as she writhed and squirmed and groaned and realized that she’d never looked sexier.

Eventually, after he’d emptied his balls in her, Trayvon pulled his cock from her tight, wet cunt inch-by-inch. A deluge of cum followed, running down her thighs in a pearlescent river.

“Oooooh,” Julia giggled, clamping her hand between her legs, and flopping down onto the carpet. “You boys have made a mess out of me.” And then she looked up at her husband, who was sitting there with his erection rock-hard and glistening with her saliva.

“Look at the mess they’ve made of me, daddy,” she purred, spreading her thighs and presenting her well-fucked, cream-filled cunt. “Don’t you think you ought to clean it up?”


Chapter Eight

And that, of course, was the moment of truth.

Marc looked down at his beautiful wife, her naked body glistening with sweat, and cum dribbling from between her legs.

His cock throbbed. His mouth watered.

And like that, he slid off the armchair and threw her to the floor.

Julia cried happily as she flopped back onto the carpet. She gazed up as Marc towered over her, tearing off his shirt and jacket, and kicking off his pants.

Then, naked, her husband plunged his head between her thighs.

“Oh, my!” Julia cried happily, as she suddenly felt Marc’s tongue slither between the lips of her pussy, and lap up the dribbling cum like it was syrup. “Oh, baby!”

As she lay there, her husband devoured her cunt. He licked it, and sucked it, and worshipped it with his tongue and lips. Her clit was nuzzled, and kissed, and licked until it was throbbing and on the brink of explosion. Her cunt was licked clean of cum; every nerve ending tingling with intensity.

“Holy shit, baby,” Julia threw her head from side to side, moaning and writhing on the carpet. “You’ve never been like this before.” And then she came – licked to a glorious orgasm by her husband’s talented tongue. “Fuuuuck!”

And even before her body had stopped twitching, Marc was clambering between her thighs – pressing the tip of his more-modestly-sized cock against her glistening, licked-clean cunt lips.

“You’re such a fucking whore,” Marc groaned, as he thrust inside Julia’s well-fucked cunt. “I can’t believe what I just watched you do.” But from the way his cock throbbed, and how he fucked her deep and hard, it was clear he still loved it, even if he didn’t believe it.

“Oh, yeah, baby,” Julia curled her arms around her husband’s shoulders, and peered deeply into his eyes. “I’ve never seen you this intense before.” She bucked her hips; grinding against Marc as he sunk his cock deeply into her pussy.

“I’ve never wanted you this much before,” Marc groaned. “It’s like an addiction. You’re such a fucking beautiful slut.” And then his shoulders tensed. “Oh, shit, I don’t think I can hold out…”

“It’s okay, baby,” Julia stroked his face. “Oh, fuck, I’ve cum three times now…” She leaned up and kissed him. “Cum in me, baby. Make this one just about you. Give it to me…”

And so Marc did. With a bellow, he thrust into his wife’s tight cunt and detonated; flooding her with cum.

It was the most intense orgasm of his life – made even more so knowing that his was the third load that she’d had in her cunt that afternoon.

“Oh, fuck, I love you,” he told her. “I fucking adore you.” And then he collapsed on top of his wife, panting desperately for breath.

Julia lay crushed beneath him, a slutty smile on her face.

She stroked her husband’s hair, and listened to his ragged breath in her ear.

“That’s it, baby,” she purred. “You rest now.” She bit her lip. “If I’d have known you’ve have reacted like this, I’d have started fucking other people months ago.”


Chapter Nine

Who knew infidelity was better than marriage counseling?

A week after that unforgettable afternoon, Marc came back home bearing two dozen roses, and a case of champagne – and a little blue box from Tiffany’s that he’d never had thought of purchasing before.

And Julia gave him kisses and hugs and a home-cooked dinner that sent him into an immediate food coma.

It was like they were newlyweds again – unable to keep their hands off each other, and dragging each other off to the bedroom… or bathroom… or washroom at the slightest opportunity.

Eight days later, Julia started teasing Marc in the bedroom.

“Mmmm,” she’d whisper in his ear, as he fucked her. “Imagine if I’d just had another big cock in there, before yours…?” And he’d fuck her deeper, and harder as a result.

Ten days later, he got in on the act.

“Man, I’d like to see you wrap those pretty lips around a big, black cock,” he purred, as Julia lovingly sucked his dick. “You give the best blowjobs, you pretty little slut.”

And fourteen days later?

Shit got real.

Julia stood in the entrance to their marble bathroom and looked at the plastic stick in her hand.

Two little lines showed.

The other two tests, lying on the floor, had similar patterns.

The third one showed a smiley face.

That meant ‘pregnant’, apparently.

Julia looked up, and called nervously into the bedroom, where her husband was waiting for her.

“Honey,” she called. “This cuckold fantasy thing… About big, black men knocking up pretty white wives.” She bit her lips. “Just how into that are you?”

“Aww, babe,” Marc called back, oblivious. “You know that turns me on a lot.”

Julia looked at the pregnancy test one last time, and shouted: “That’s good, baby.” She whispered afterwards. “That’s really good.”

Because the fantasy might just be about to become reality.


Given

By Ruby Beauvoir

I’ve never seen When Harry Met Sally, but I’ve heard the principle – that guys can never be ‘just friends’ with a girl.

Now as far as Helen and I go, you’d think we blow that misconception straight out of the water. We hang out all the time and have tons of fun together. She often tells me that I’m her best mate and tells me everything - like we’d been friends all our lives.

But while Helen thinks of me as ‘just a mate’ I think of her very differently. I’ve been absolutely crazy about her since I first met her.

Let me tell you a little about Helen. Sure, she’s lovely. Tall and slim, with big boobs and a round, ripe bottom and a pretty face framed by an elegant and sleek bob of brunette hair. But it’s not her gorgeous looks that make her so sexy. She’s just so much fun.

She always laughing. She’s crazy. She’s always cracking jokes and making up silly catchphrases and characters… And she tells me everything, which is a double edged sword. While I love being so close to her, it kills me when she laughs and jokes about her sex life with her boyfriend.

“Last night he tied me up and spanked me,” she’d giggle girlishly - and I’d have to cross my legs so she wouldn’t see I’ve just developed the biggest hard on thinking about her beautiful body laying helpless on the bed covers…

What a lucky bastard her boyfriend was… I’d be jealous if I wasn’t mates with him as well.

What am I saying? Even though I’m mates with him, I’m as jealous as hell.

Anyway. Things got a lot worse just last week.

***

Helen and her boyfriend were moving house, so they didn’t have an Internet connection at their place. I told them they could come over and use mine whenever they needed to.

Helen took me up on that offer immediately.

“I’ve got this essay to write for college,” she explained, “so can I come over and do some research? And I mean, like, a ton of it?”

I was working that day, but I tossed her my spare set of keys and told her to hang out at my place as long as she needed to.

As it happened, Helen turned up at seven the next morning – I unlocked the door wearing just a towel and she can’t have failed to see the instant erection that bulged under my towel when I saw her. She was looking fantastic, as always. She was wearing a slinky Bench t-shirt that made her big boobs look amazing and hip-hugging jeans that could have been sprayed on. They hugged her round, ripe rump deliciously.

“Erm… Listen… Just make yourself at home,” I told her, holding a packet of Frosted Flakes in front of the bulge in my towel. “I’ve got milk in the fridge and take whatever you want to eat.”

“Aw, thanks, Hun,” she stood up on tip toes and kissed me on the cheek. Damn that flirt! She was driving me crazy!

I hurriedly got dressed for work and crammed my throbbing erection into a pair of boxer shorts. Grabbing my car keys, I gave her a smile goodbye and reluctantly left her sitting in front of my computer with a cup of coffee.

As I drove to the office, I couldn’t stop thinking about her. How close her sexy body had been. The scent of her perfume. Her sexy, mischievous smile. I wished that I’d been somebody different – some kind of James Bond guy – because I’d have thrown her on the sofa right then and there and ravished her.

But I wasn’t. I was just her “mate”.

My erection died down by the time I pulled into the car park. I locked my car and wandered into the office, still woozy from the sensation of her hot, soft lips on my cheek.

“What are you all standing around for?”

My colleagues were lounging around the conference table drinking coffee – normally, by this time, they’d all be hard at work at the computers.

“The Internet’s down,” one of my colleagues explained. Considering we’re a web design company, that pretty much put paid to any work we could have done that day.

We gave it an hour. Then the boss came down and graciously gave us the day off. There was no point paying us to sit around the office twiddling our thumbs (and given how turned on Helen had left me, I’m sure I’d have nipped into the executive washroom and twiddled something else just to relieve my sexual frustration.)

Just as I was walking out the door, my mobile phone rang. I checked the number. It was Ben – Helen’s boyfriend.

“Hiya, Mate,” I greeted him reluctantly (I’m jealous, okay?)

“You’ll never guess what,” I couldn’t see down the phone, but by the sound of his voice, Ben had a shit-eating grin on his face. “I just got that new Playstation 4 delivered. Since we don’t get the Internet up until next week, I was wondering if I could pop round to your place and keep Helly company…” Helly was his nickname for Helen.

“And use my new flatscreen TV?”

He laughed guiltily.

“Listen, mate. I just got out of work early, so I’m heading home anyway. How about I pick you up, get some beer and we’ll make a day of it?”

“Sounds like a plan.”

So having made the decision to squander my day off with alcohol and video games, I hopped into my car and picked up Ben from his place.

“Helen’s going to be surprised as hell to see us,” Ben beamed as I roared down the highway.

And boy, he wasn’t wrong…

Pulling back into my street, I parked the car and led Ben up the steps to my apartment. Yawning, I unlocked the front door and threw it open, expecting to find Helen sitting studiously in front of the computer just like I’d left her a couple of hours earlier.

Except she wasn’t…

She was in front of the computer all right – but her crumpled jeans were on the floor and her pretty pink thong was around her ankles.

Legs spread wide, wearing nothing but her slinky bench t-shirt, Helen had one hand hard at work between her thighs. The other was squeezing one of her round breasts through the thin cotton t-shirt.

On the screen on my PC was a wide-screen, high definition video of a slinky little blond girl getting reamed from behind by a well hung, muscular black guy.

I paused in the doorway.

“Oh my God!” Helen span around, covering her mouth with her sticky fingers. Then she gasped again and her hands dropped to cover her neatly trimmed brown bush. “Oh Christ!”

I stood there like a startled rabbit – watching the object of my lust cover her shame and blush wildly.

In the background, the video kept playing. My speakers were rattling: ‘Fuck me! Yeah! Oh, that cock feels so good, Baby!”

Helen didn’t know what to do. She tried to pull up her panties with one hand and shut off the porn with the other. Her mouse click was off target. She minimized the video instead of cancelling it. The screen flashed blue, but the loud fucking continued to pump out over the speakers: ‘Oh, yes! Fuck, yes! Harder! Fuck me harder, Baby!’

Helen had tugged her tangled panties up mid-thigh when Ben pushed past me and barrelled into the room.

He caught one sight of his blushing, dishevelled girlfriend… And laughed.

“Oh, you dirty, dirty girl…”

I remained in the doorway, frozen to the spot. With mounting amazement, I watched Ben cross the room and tower over his blushing girlfriend.

“Did I not give it to you good enough this morning, Babe?” With his big hands, he grabbed Helen’s arms and lifted her to her feet. “You are a really bad girl, d’you know that?”

He kissed her.

Ben pressed her mouth wetly against Helen’s and I could see her tension evaporate. Her arms dropped to her sides. Her panties slid down her thighs, leaving her naked except for the slinky Bench t-shirt.

As he roughly kissed her, Ben slid one hand down Helen’s curves and slid it between her thighs.

“Fucking hell,” his fingers came away glistening. “You’re soaking wet.”

Roughly squeezing one of Helen’s arms, he wheeled her round until she faced me.

God, she looked sexy. Her hair was a mess. Her cheeks were red. Her lips were parted and her aroused gasps left her big chest heaving beneath that t-shirt.

Boing! I had an instant erection. The front of my boxers suddenly felt incredibly cramped. I gripped the side of the door frame as my knees felt wobbly.

“You’re a really naughty girl, Helen,” Ben hissed. “I can’t believe you came around to our mate’s place and borrowed his computer just so you could look at porn.”

Helen bit her bottom lip. Her big, dilated eyes looked up at me.

Ben squeezed her arm – hard. She whimpered sexily.

“Now you’ve gone and got porn all over his computer,” he growled huskily. “And you’ve made his seat all sticky. Are you going to apologise?”

“Mmm-hmmm.” Helen nodded. She looked at me and sexily licked her lips. “I’m really sorry.”

Ben squeezed her arm again. I was worried he was going to bruise her, but Helen didn’t seem to mind.

“I think you can do a little better than that, my love,” he growled. “Why don’t you really apologize.”

“Erm, listen…” I finally found my voice. “Look, it’s fine… If you want me to give you a moment to get dressed…”

But Helen had stopped looking embarrassed now. She smiled. It was the sexiest smile I’d ever seen in my life.

“Come here…” She ordered.

I stayed exactly where I was.

“Come here.” Her voice was sharp.

Nervously, I shuffled forward, through the kitchen into the den.

“Closer,” she ordered.

“Come on, mate,” Ben barked. “Stand right here. Up close.”

Suddenly, I found myself standing right in front of Helen. I looked down. Her sexy, sweaty face was inches away from me. Sniffing the air, I could smell her perfume and something else. The unmistakable, musky scent of sex.

Ben released her arm. His fingers had left red marks in her pale, flawless skin.

He gently slid his fingers through Helen’s sleek, brown hair. Then, just as suddenly, his hand balled into a fist and Helen cried out as he balled a fistful of her hair tightly around his fingers.

“Now, apologize to our friend,” Ben hissed.

He yanked Helen’s hair. Fat tears sprung to her eyes. Whimpering in pain and pleasure, she dropped to her knees in front of me.

My breath was ragged. Gazing down, all I could see was the top of Helen’s head, level with my crotch.

My throbbing erection twitched. I practically came right then, because I could suddenly feel Helen’s fingers trace a path up my thighs, running over the rough cotton of my pants.

With one hand, she unbuckled my belt. With the other, she unzipped my flies.

“Good girl,” Ben hissed, still gripping her hair painfully tight. “Good little girl.”

My trousers crumpled around my ankles. I stood there in my shirt and boxer shorts – which were bulging out from my hard on.

“Wow!” Helen breathed huskily. “What have you got crammed in there?”

Her fingers brushed the bare skin of my hips. Her thumbs hooked into the waistband of my shorts.

Painfully slowly, she slid my boxers down and released my throbbing cock.

Boing! Up it bounced.

“Oh my!” Helen’s eyes widened. “If I’d known you had this hidden in there, I’d have done this a long time ago!”

My boxers joined my pants on the floor.

Her hands slid up my naked thighs. Suddenly, her hot fingers caressed my balls. With her other hand, she curled her fingers around my firm shaft and started pumping gently.

I groaned. I nearly came right then and here.

“Oh, you poor baby,” she started planting wet kisses on my cock. “Where you all snarled up inside those tight boxers?”

The kisses continued. They got wetter. Sometimes, they even turned into licks.

“Oh my god,” I groaned, slumping back against the wall. “Oh wow…”

Helen’s wet tongue lathered up and down my shaft. Her agile fingers massaged my balls. Suddenly, I felt the hot, heavenly wetness of her open mouth engulf the straining head of my dick.

“Mmmm,” she groaned, gazing up at me with those sexy eyes of hers. “Mmmm!”

“Oi!” Ben yanked Helen’s hair. My cock sprang from her mouth and slapped her wetly across the cheek. “It’s rude to talk with your mouth full.”

“Yes,” she murmured obediently. “Sorry.”

As Ben released some slack on her hair, Helen’s fingers curled around my dick and her talented mouth got back to work.

She licked and slurped my shaft like it was an ice cream cone. Her mouth created suction. Her tongue lathered every inch of my throbbing cockhead. Saliva dripped down my balls.

As she sucked me, I noticed her free hand has slid between her bare thighs. As Helen gave me the most amazing blow job of my life, I heard the wet noises of her fingers as she plunged them into her wet, tingling pussy.

“Oh good girl,” Ben was murmuring. “Look how fucking good you are at this…”

It felt crazy to have my friend watching me get blown by his sexy girlfriend. But it didn’t feel nearly as crazy as having Helen’s talented mouth engulf me.

It was too much. I couldn’t take it much longer. I was going to…

“Oh God, I’m going to cum…”

“Suck it!” Ben warned Helen, using her hair as a lever to pump her mouth up and down my shaft. “Swallow it, you sexy little slut…”

My hips bucked. My balls tightened. Suddenly, I felt myself spurting into Helen’s mouth.

Her eyes widened, but she never missed a beat.

Her lips kept sucking. Her tongue kept slurping. Her throat bulged as she struggled to swallow my spurts of sperm.

Eventually, drained dry, I slumped back further against the counter and Helen’s vacuum-like mouth released my flaccid cock. Wet and lifeless, it slapped against my thigh.

“Mmmm,” Helen was licking her lips. “I liked that…”

Ben hauled her to her feet with the fistful of hair. He roughly shoved her forward.

Before I knew what was happening, I had Helen’s arms around my shoulders and her wet, bruised lips pressed against mine.

Oh God… I’d desired her for so long. I’d spent weeks imagining what it would be like to kiss her… But I’d never imagined it would be like this. With her lips wet and bruised from sucking my cock. With her kisses tasting salty from my sperm.

I couldn’t help myself. My hands wrapped around her tiny waist. My palms cupped her round, naked bottom.

Despite the fact that I’d climaxed just seconds earlier, my cock twitched and throbbed, filling with blood again…

Suddenly her mouth was yanked away from mine.

Ben had hold of her arms again and was pulling Helen across the room.

“Listen, mate,” he winked, pushing Helen down onto the sofa. “I need you to do something for me.” He started pulling off his t-shirt.

Unbuckling his belt and kicking off his trousers, my friend Ben was suddenly standing naked in my living room – a massive, throbbing cock standing to attention.

He scooped Helen up, manhandling her like she was doll. Ben callously slung her over the arm of my sofa, so her pretty face was buried in the cushions and her round, ripe bottom was sticking up into the air. Helen’s legs dangled down, her toes inches from the hardwood floor.

Ben grabbed my shoulder. With the same roughness he’d shown towards Helen, he forced me to my knees.

I found myself kneeling behind Helen, face to face with her big, round bottom.

Ben towered above me, idly stroking his big, fat cock.

“Get her ready for me, would you?” He barked.

“R-ready?”

Grabbing the back of my head, Ben shoved my face roughly between her thighs.

I knew what he wanted.

My mouth opened, my tongue plunging into Helen’s wet, warm pussy. My hands grasped her thighs, holding her legs up and open.

Helen gasped in pleasure.

“Oh, baby…”

With big, wet, slathering licks, I feasted on her wet pussy. It opened like a flower. Her big clit throbbed every time I dragged my rough tongue over it.

“Oh yeah,” Helen was moaning into the cushions, her small hands balling into fists. “Oh, Christ that’s good.”

I licked harder, pressing my nose between the round, firm cheeks of her bottom so I could lick her longer and harder with my tongue. She pushed back, shoving her beautiful bum hard into my face and grinding her sopping pussy on my slathering tongue.

She tasted musky and salty.

“Taste that, do you?” Ben laughed, watching me work. “I filled her up this morning…. Twice…”

My mind reeled at the thought of licking her freshly fucked pussy, but I didn’t pause. Not for a second.

“Oh, God!” Helen groaned. “I’m going to cum!”

And she did. She exploded on my tongue, her thighs clamping around my head and her cries barely being muffled by the cushions.

I kept on licking… she trembled, on the brink of another orgasm.

Ben towered over his girlfriend. Grabbing another fistful of her hair, he yanked her head free of the pillows and exposed Helen’s panting mouth.

His knees sunk into the sofa cushions. He presented his enormous erection to his girlfriend and she obediently swallowed it.

“She’s got a fucking talented tongue, this one,” Ben boasted, as he watched inch after inch of hard dick sink between Helen’s lips. “She could suck a golf ball through a garden hose…”

My tongue was beginning to ache. I didn’t think I could keep on licking her for much longer.

As it turned out, I didn’t need to.

After just a few minutes of heavenly head, Ben pulled his cock from Helen’s mouth. His huge shaft was glistening with saliva. He slapped it wetly across her cheek, leaving a big, wet mark.

Then, straightening up, he pushed me aside and stood between her outstretched thighs.

Ben bent his knees. With his fist, he rubbed his dripping cock up and down the slippery lips of Helen’s quivering quim.

“Ohhhhh,” she whimpered, as inch after inch of his enormous dick sunk inside her.

Ben was soon up to his balls inside her. I knew because I was still sitting on the floor, gazing up at his tight backside as he slammed his hips into Helen’s upturned ass.

The slap of sweaty skin against skin was rhythmic. His big hands grasped Helen’s round bottom tightly, spreading her cheeks so he could sink inside her even deeper.

“Oh baby,” Helen groaned. “Oh fuck me… fuck me…”

And he did. Hard and fast and deep. Ben’s hips hammered into Helen’s backside and her creamy flesh jiggled as he pounded her.

I was already getting another erection. I was so turned on…

“Here….” Biting her lip and gripping the cushions for leverage, Helen turned to me. Her eyes were huge. Her pupils dilated. She looked drunk on sex.

“Come here, Hun,” she murmured.

I shuffled forward, until one of Helen’s hands stretched over and her fingers curled around my engorged dick.

While Ben roughly fucked her, Helen pulled me onto the sofa and crinked her neck, so her open mouth could welcome my hardness.

The touch of her tongue on my shaft was enough to get me harder than before. Her swirling tongue was heaven. I roughly shoved my hips forward, forcing her to swallow more of my shaft until her eyes bulged.

“Good man,” Ben was watching his girlfriend suck my dick a second time. “Going back for seconds, eh?”

It was the sexiest situation I’d ever found myself in. On my knees on the sofa, the girl I was crazy about was adoringly tongue-bathing my erection. Meanwhile, her boyfriend was pounding her upturned hips, hammering into her pussy like a pile-driver.

“Fuck, yeah,” he roared. “Oh Christ, yes!”

Suddenly, I felt Ben’s hand in the centre of my chest. He pushed me roughly back, forcing my cock out of Helen’s eager mouth and splattering her face with saliva.

Ben grabbed a fistful of Helen’s hair. He yanked, arching her back.

Helen groaned in pain and pleasure. Her back was a C shape, her head held high, her breasts proudly jutting forward beneath the material of her sweaty t-shirt.

Holding her short hair like reins, Ben fucked her roughly, fast and hard. As sweat dripped off his body, he pulled Helen’s hair tightly and sunk himself as deeply into her willing body as he could.

His buttocks clenched. His face scrunched up.

Buried deep inside Helen’s pussy, he exploded.

Eventually, Ben’s hand released her hair.

Exhausted, Helen’s head flopped back into the cushions.

She lay gasping for breath, bent over the arm of the sofa. Ben, on the other hand, calmly slid his flaccid cock from inside her and slapped it wetly across Helen’s sweaty buttocks, planting a big, red mark and a silvery trail of cum across her alabaster skin.

Ben looked at me, grinning wolfishly.

“Sloppy seconds?” he demanded. He lowered one hand and I saw his fingers force Helen’s thighs apart. When he lifted them again, they glistened with a mixture of her wetness and his sperm.

I was hard. I was so hard, you could have used my erection as a crow bar.

Awkwardly, I clambered to my feet.

“No!” Ben snapped at me. Bending over, he roughly pulled Helen into a sitting position. “You,” he ordered her. “Fuck him.”

Helen mewed agreement.

As she straightened up, Ben padded across the room, his flaccid penis swinging between his thighs as he did so.

He swung the computer chair out and slumped into it, watching his girlfriend as she straightened up.

“Come here,” Helen murmured huskily, reaching out and taking my hand.

She pulled me closer as she adjusted her position on the sofa.

Soon, she was sitting on it, her bottom on the edge of the sofa. She spread her thighs and lay back, beckoning me forward.

I shuffled between her outstretched thighs. Peering down, I could see her pussy was glistening - Ben’s cum oozing from her moist and inviting folds.

“Come here, baby,” she pulled me closer.

My erection pressed against the wetness between Helen’s thighs. Like quicksand, her hungry pussy swallowed me up, inch after inch…

As I sunk inside her, Helen’s arms grabbed my shoulders. She pulled me down, embracing me.

Her lips met mine.

Soon I was kissing her, my hardness lodged deep inside her well-fucked pussy.

She hugged me tightly. It was delicious. There was an intimacy here that thrilled and terrified me. When Ben had fucked her, it was rough and impersonal. Now, I almost felt like I was making love to her.

“Fuck me,” Helen murmured between kisses. “Do it… Now!”

Slowly and sensuously, I ground my hips against hers. She wriggled her body in response, her hips undulating and her pubis grinding against my bony hips.

We kissed, our tongues exploring each other’s mouths. Her hands ran up and down my shoulders.

I peered into her eyes. She peered back.

I find myself lost in her gaze. I was crazy about her. Here was the friend I adored and lusted after for so long… and now I was making love to her. And that’s what it was. I wasn’t fucking her. I was making sweet, slow, sensuous love to her.

Helen looked back at me. She wrapped her thighs around my legs, urging my thrusts deeper inside her.

I felt a familiar tingling in my groin. I was going to explode any second.

Helen felt it too. Gripping my shoulders harder, she ground her hips against me, urging me on, teasing me to orgasm.

I gazed dreamily into her eyes, on the brink of climax.

“Cum in me,” Helen murmured huskily, so softly that not even Ben could have heard. “Cum inside me,” she repeated. “Just don’t fall in love with me…”

I exploded.

Thrusting myself as deeply as I could inside of her, my balls tightened and I felt my second spurts of cum fill her.

Helen closed her eyes. The hotness and wetness triggered a trembling and tightening of her pussy. I’m not sure if she came again or not, but I felt her tightness milk my shaft.

Eventually, after the most intense orgasm of my life, we collapsed back into reality.

We were both gasping, locked wetly at the groin. Sweaty. Sticky. Disheveled.

“Oh well done…” Ben was clapping his hands. “That was amazing…”

***

That was over a week ago now.

And I’ve seen them since. Helen came over for a drink the other night and Ben and I have spent a few nights playing on his console at his new house.

But no repeat performances. Nothing – not even a mention of what happened. It’s as if it was all a dream. A delicious, sexy dream.

But the worst part is having had it – and then having had it all taken away from me.

I can’t forget Helen’s words to me as I exploded inside her – “Cum in me… Just don’t fall in love with me.”

Too late for that.

In fact, it was too late for that before I’d even had that strange, sexual adventure.

But I know I can’t ever tell her how I feel. Even now, after I’ve been inside her, she treats me as ‘just a mate.’

My phone’s ringing. That’s her calling right now.

I know how she’ll answer the phone.

“Alright Mate?”

And every time she calls me ‘mate,’ it breaks my heart all over again.


The End


Thank you for reading this book!

I hope you enjoyed reading it as much as I enjoyed writing it (which was a lot!) And if you didn’t, please get in contact with me and tell me what you didn’t like - I’m always grateful to get feedback on how I can make my work better!

If you’re interested in reading more, check out my author profile on Amazon – or follow me on the social media channels below. I’m always eager to hear from my readers, and in return I’ll be sure to let you know when my stories are available for a free download, and post a ton of other cool, fun and sexy stuff.

I look forward to hearing from you! And thanks again!

Love, kisses and other indoor sports,

Ruby Beauvoir

New York, 2019
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