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    Author’s Note 
 
      
 
    You just purchased Cuckold Insanity – my largest ever bundle of erotic short stories, exclusive to the Amazon Kindle. 
 
    In this mega-bundle you will find no less than 10 intense tales of interracial adultery. That’s over 100,000 words crammed full of cheating wives, big black bulls and sloppy, impregnating creampies. It’s debauched, depraved and absolutely delicious. 
 
      
 
    In this collection, you’ll discover: 
 
      
 
    Getting Pumped - Gina’s lost weight and got toned thanks to Derek, the well-groomed, muscular trainer from the SteelBunz gym. But little does her husband know just how deep and satisfying her training sessions really are. 
 
      
 
    Lick Me Clean! A sequel to Getting Pumped, this story recounts how Gina comes back from her personal training appointment wet and dripping; and her turned-on husband is eager to use his lips and tongue to clean her up. 
 
      
 
    Sweet Dreams - Amanda, Brian’s sexy wife, lies passed out every night listening to her hypnosis tapes. One night, frustrated Brian climbs on top of her to see just how passed out she is. The answer? Very. She’ll just lie there while he fucks her. And, as Brian quickly finds out, she’ll just lie there while anybody else fucks her as well – which is where the problems start, when weak-willed Brian starts to get black-mailed by his horny, black coworker. 
 
      
 
    The Wedding Night - Former party-girl Anne-Marie wanted a romantic destination wedding. But when her virginal new husband passes out before performing his wedding-night duties, she finds a big, black stud to substitute. 
 
      
 
    The Cable Package - Sexy housewife Gina is promised a “surprise” by her absent husband. She’s both surprised and delighted when that surprise appears to be three hot and horny black guys, knocking on her door. 
 
      
 
    Because She Promised - Overwrought housewife Janine knew she was neglecting her hard-working husband – so she wrote him an “I O U” for a sloppy, delicious blowjob. The only problem? It ends up being her husband’s big, black boss who finds the note – and he turns up on Janine’s doorstep demanding what it promises. 
 
      
 
    Obsession - Since he was a teenager, Keith has been obsessed with interracial porn - and when he admits his fetish to his beautiful blonde wife, Nora, she's excited by the idea of turning his fantasies into reality. But when they meet the handsome Winston off the Internet, things start to spiral out of Keith's control. Every boundary he's set gets ignored, and before he knows it, he's on his knees servicing his wanton wife and her black lover. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Humiliated Cuckold - Paul's gorgeous wife Alyssa has everything any woman could ask for - except the love and attention of her husband. So when Paul is as careless and neglectful as ever on their fifth wedding anniversary, Alyssa decides to teach him a lesson with a gorgeous, well-hung black man. While Paul sits helpless and humiliated by the bedside, Alyssa intends to enjoy her lover every which way she can; and then make Paul clean up the mess. 
 
      
 
    You’re My Little Bitch - When Sean’s wife asks to tie him up, he thinks he’s in for a night of kinky sex. Little does he know, however – once he’s tied up and helpless – that her plans extend well beyond Sean’s comfort zone. Soon he’s lying there in stocking and lipstick – and two big, black strangers have let themselves in to give Sean’s wife the night of her life. 
 
      
 
    Rachel’s Desire - Husband Mike has fantasies of seeing his gorgeous wife, Rachel, with another man. But when they meet the intoxicatingly dominant Simon, Mike soon realizes that he’s about to lose control of this situation, and his wife, in the most humiliating manner possible. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Getting Pumped 
 
      
 
    Derek, the well-groomed, muscular trainer at SteelBunz Gym, groaned in satisfaction as he leaned back against the massage table. 
 
    Gina, his 10am appointment, was kneeling down between his outstretched legs, unzipping the front of her sweat-suit with practiced indifference. As her full, firm breasts flopped out, the beautiful brunette housewife looked up and smiled at her ‘personal trainer.’ 
 
    “Same as normal?” She purred. 
 
    “Oh yes,” Derek nodded. “Just like our last session.” 
 
    Just like every single one of their past nine sessions, actually. 
 
    With a nod of comprehension, Gina started her ‘workout.’ 
 
    Her slender fingers curled around the waistband of Derek’s shorts – pulling them down his muscular brown thighs until they pooled around his ankles. 
 
    His thick, ebony cock swung limply from between his legs, looking like a swollen mortadella. His shaven pubes made his sizable cock seem even more enormous than it really was - and responsively, Gina’s mouth started watering as she prepared herself to tackle it. 
 
    Derek threw his head back and groaned. He’d just felt Gina’s warm, went mouth envelope his stiffening shaft. 
 
    The muscular man didn’t give all his clients such ‘personal attention,’ but Gina was a special case. In addition to having a deliciously curvy, compact body – she also sucked dick like a porn star – and with an enthusiasm he found intoxicating. 
 
    When most girls sucked dick, he got the impression they felt they were ‘doing you a favor.’ Not Gina. She genuinely loved it. 
 
    The wet sound of suction soon echoed through the empty gym. Derek closed his eyes, murmuring in bliss as he felt Gina’s slender fingers knead and caress his heavy ballsack. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” he groaned. “That’s good.” 
 
    Kneeling between his legs, Gina felt a vicarious thrill. Turning him on turned her on. 
 
    She worked harder, lovingly lapping his cockshaft with her tongue, all the while caressing his testicles with her fingertips. Saliva drooled from her mouth, dripping down onto her bare breasts. Underneath her sweat pants, a similar moisture was pooling between her thighs. 
 
    She thought Derek’s cock was truly a thing of beauty – thick and black and rock hard. Her lips stretched wide to accommodate it – and she struggled to swallow his length. But Gina liked a challenge – and Derek’s groans and moans of pleasure inspired her to work doubly hard to do a good job. 
 
    Gina was all about multi-tasking. As she bobbed her head, slathering his brown shaft in saliva and slavishly licking his cockhead, one hand massaged and caressed Derek’s balls. The other snaked between his muscular thighs, prodding exploratively between his firm, muscular buttocks. There was no objection as her finger pressed against Derek’s puckered, brown asshole. 
 
    “Oh, God,” Derek groaned, as Gina’s spit-slathered finger sunk into his ass. “Oh, yes!” 
 
    Soon she was knuckle-deep inside his ass – massaging his prostate at the same time she massaged his nuts. His cock stiffened and swelled. Her mouth instinctively watered as she anticipated him spurting his salty load across her tongue. 
 
    But it wasn’t to be. 
 
    “Up,” Derek ordered, wrapping his thick fingers in Gina’s luxurious black hair and wrenching her mouth from his cock. His dick popped from between her lips with a wet-sounding ‘smack.’ 
 
    Gina felt the muscular trainer haul her to her feet. A moment later, she was being pushed down across the massage table, face first. 
 
    Derek effortlessly hoisted her up, until Gina hung there – her sneaker-clad feet dangling inches above the work-out mat. She was lying on the bench, her bare, wet breasts pressed hard against the cold vinyl. Her ass and legs hung off the side of the table, totally unsupported. 
 
    Derek pinned her there easily enough – one hand pressed in the small of her back. With the other, he yanked down her sweatpants, until they were bundled around her knees. 
 
    She felt the cold air-conditioning hit her bare ass. 
 
    “Oh, baby,” Derek muttered appreciatively, gazing lustfully at Gina’s big, round backside. “Very nice. You’re beautiful. That ass is a work of art” He pumped his straining cock, slathering it in Gina’s saliva. 
 
    Gina groaned in pleasure as she felt the heat of Derek’s thighs against hers. His thick fingers parted her ass-cheeks and explored her dripping wet cunt. Two of them slid inside her – as effortlessly as sinking a hot knife into butter. 
 
    “You are so wet, you little slut,” Derek groaned, pulling his fingers from her pussy and sniffing them appreciatively. “You smell so good.” 
 
    A moment later, he pressed the swollen head of his cock against the entrance to Gina’s dripping cunt – and pushed.  
 
    Gina’s eyes rolled into the back of her head, and she moaned thinking about how wicked she was being. Someone else’s wife, taking the big, thick, black cock of a muscular stranger bareback into her cunt. Derek, of course, hadn’t asked if his sexy client was on any form of birth control; and Gina hadn’t felt like revealing that she’d stopped taking the pill since her husband’s vasectomy last year. 
 
    So instead, her greedy, fertile pussy swallowed his cock, inch by tortuous inch. It felt like heaven. His thickness stretched her and filled her. When he was finally buried to the hilt – his hard, muscular hips pressed against her soft, fleshy ass – the big, swollen head of his cock nestled perfectly against her g-spot. 
 
    Derek fucked her. 
 
    He fucked her with the easy confidence of an experienced man. His shaft sunk in and out of her greedy cunt with wet, squishy 'smacks.' As he screwed her, his big, muscular hands caressed Gina’s naked back – giving her a sensual back massage even as his big cock massaged her g-spot. The contrast of his dark, black skin and her beautiful, white curves made his dick swell. 
 
    The pressure of his fingers and dick, paired with the weight of his hard, hot body pressing her against the table, soon had Gina breathing raggedly. She imagined herself melting into the table – just a pool of malleable, fuckable flesh quivering with erotic intensity. 
 
    She came. 
 
    It was a blissful orgasm – radiating throughout her body with warmth and intensity. She felt herself balanced on a precipice of pleasure, powerless to resist Derek’s remorseless thrusts. 
 
    “I’m coming,” the big, black trainer  groaned, his hips thrusting a little harder – his dick skewering her a little deeper. “I’m going to…” 
 
    Gina felt his cock swell and thicken… The thought of this big, strong man flooding her fertile cunt with his potent seed instantly made her come again. She orgasmed at the wet, wicked sensation of Derek’s sperm spurting inside of her unprotected pussy. 
 
    It took minutes for them to come back down to earth from their climax. Gasping and panting for breath – still joined stickily at the crotch – Derek and Gina struggled to rejoin the real world. 
 
    Eventually, reluctantly, Derek withdrew – his thick, flaccid cock slithering from her wetness with a slurp. He gently helped the freshly-fucked housewife slide off the massage table – her feet finding the floor just as she felt Derek’s hot come came dribbling down her thighs. 
 
    She was tingling – she felt wicked, yet wonderful. 
 
    Derek was pulling up his shorts, tucking his glistening cock back into the confines of cotton. He smiled at Gina as she pulled up her own sweatpants – amused by her embarrassment. 
 
    Gina had just enthusiastically sucked and fucked him – but now she suddenly felt shy. She was self-conscious as she struggled to pull her clothes back on. 
 
    Self-conscious, perhaps. But wonderful. Her heart was pulsing almost as fast as her pussy. The hot, damp wetness between her thighs was a sinful reminder of just how ‘personal’ her training session had been. 
 
    Derek handed her his timesheet to sign. 
 
    “Same time Friday?” 
 
    As Gina scribbled her signature, she reflected that her husband probably had no idea why she was quite so enthusiastic about the gym membership he’d bought her. She'd lost 15lbs on the 'Derek' diet so far, though - so as far as he'd been concerned, it was money well-spent.  
 
    But the question of why she’d started to get nauseous every morning, and her period was three weeks late – that she’d leave for another day. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Lick Me Clean! 
 
      
 
    Gina came back from her personal training appointment sweaty, sticky and red-faced – and her husband Simon was waiting for her. 
 
    “Hey, baby,” he wrapped his arms around his petite wife as soon as she came through the front door, pressing his lips against her sweaty neck and kissing her passionately. “I’ve been waiting for you.” 
 
    He swept his arm behind him: “Look. The house is empty. The kids are all away for the day.” He kissed her again, wrapping his arms around Gina’s slender waist. “I thought we could make use of the privacy.”  
 
    Gina laughed, and awkwardly tried to wriggle out of her enthusiastic husband’s embrace. 
 
    “C’mon, honey,” she laughed. “That’s sweet – but I just got back from the gym and I’m all sticky and gross. I need to take a shower.” 
 
    “Mmm, no you don’t,” Simon breathed hotly in her ear, groping her toned ass through the material of her yoga pants. “I think you’re sexy when you’re all sweaty.” He took a deep breath of her wet hair. “I think it must be pheromones, or something.” 
 
    “Wait, hey!” Gina felt him maneuver her towards the couch. “I thought I told you no.” 
 
    But he was kissing her neck now, and that was always a weak spot for Gina. She swooned a little, and that gave her forceful husband the opportunity to push her down onto the couch and then pin her there – kissing her furiously. 
 
    “Wait, ‘cmon,” Gina protested, trying to push him off her. “I’m all sweaty and gross. I’m really not in the mood. Derek really worked me out today.” 
 
    “Derek? Your personal trainer?” Her husband’s kisses were getting more insistant, and she felt him reach his hand under her sports bra to squeeze her breast. “I bet he did.” Gina groaned as she felt her husband position himself between her legs, and grinding the bulge in his pants into her crotch.  
 
    “You filthy pervert,” Gina rolled her eyes.  
 
    “No,” Simon pulled away and hung over her, staring into Gina’s eyes. “I mean it. I get turned on knowing you’re getting all sweaty with that big, black trainer of yours.” 
 
    Gina bit her lip guiltily. Did her husband know? 
 
    “Now, come here,” grabbing the waistband of her yoga pants, Simon yanked them down, half-way over her hips. “It’s been days since we had the house to ourselves.” Grabbing her wrist, he pulled her hand over and pressed it against the bulge in his pants. “Feel that? I’ve had that all morning and there’s no way you’re wriggling out of satisfying me today.” 
 
    “O-okay,” Gina gasped, trying to prevent Simon from pulling her pants off completely. “Give me a second and maybe I can… hey!” Simon had managed to pull her yoga pants half way down her thighs, and hooked his foot into them to pull them down further. 
 
    “Wait!” Gina cried, as she felt her husband kneel on the floor in front of the couch. “I’m all sweaty and gross. I don’t want you to go down on me…” 
 
    But that wasn’t the real reason – and Simon was about the find out the truth. 
 
    Pulling off her sweat pants, Simon wrenched apart Gina’s thighs and opened his mouth – ready to feast on her delicious pussy – and then he paused. 
 
    Gina’s neatly waxed little pussy was exposed to him; but it didn’t look like it had when he’d glimpsed her getting dressed that morning. 
 
    Her cunt was puffy, pink and glistening. A dribble of pearlescent white fluid was running down the crack of her ass. 
 
    Simon looked up, into Gina’s shame-filled eyes. 
 
    “Why, you little slut,” he grinned. “That’s why you didn’t want me going down on you.” Gina groaned as Simon’s fingers spread her pussy lips. “That’s a freshly-fucked pussy if ever I saw one.” 
 
    Gina’s face turned red. 
 
    “Oh, you delicious little whore,” Simon pressed two fingers against Gina’s pussy-lips and felt her cunt open up and swallow them whole. “I know I’ve been going on about how sexy it would be for you to fuck your trainer…” He pulled his fingers out, and they came away glistening with cum. “…but I didn’t think you’d actually go ahead and do it.”  
 
    Gina whimpered. 
 
    “I-I don’t know how it happened,” she moaned, as Simon began to rub his fingers against her wet clit. “I was just joking with Derek about it and…” She squirmed on the couch. “One thing led to another.” 
 
    Simon leaned forward and kissed Gina wetly on the mouth. 
 
    “I bet it did, you little whore.” 
 
    And then he started tracing a path of kisses down Gina’s belly, until she could feel his hot breath on her pussy. 
 
    “No, don’t,” she tried to pull his head away. “That’s gross.” 
 
    “Gross?” Simon batted her hands away. “I think you look fucking sexy, my dear.” And then he leaned forward and Gina felt his mouth on her pussy. 
 
    “Oh, fuuuck,” she groaned, sinking into the couch. “Oh, God, Simon… No…” 
 
    Simon lifted his mouth from her wetness. His lips and chin were glistening. 
 
    “I can taste him inside you, you sexy slut,” he purred. “Now tell me what happened.” And then his face sunk between her thighs again, and Gina’s eyes rolled upwards into her head. 
 
    “I-it all started like normal,” Gina moaned, sliding her fingers into her husband’s hair as he began licking her clit. “I went to see Derek this morning, and we did some squats and kettle bell exercises. And then…. Ooooooh, God….” 
 
    She lost focus as Simon penetrated her with two fingers. 
 
    “….I-I was joking with him about how many wives and soccer moms must hit on him, being a hot young guy and all – and he told me a lot.” Gina was panting now, her hips grinding against Simon’s face. “A-and then, I don’t know why, I-I told him how you’d fantasized about me with black guys before… And he started to get really into that.” 
 
    Lifting her hands from Simon’s head, Gina pulled off her sweaty sports bra and threw it in the corner of the room. Now naked, she cupped her full, sweaty breasts and squeezed her hard nipples.  
 
    “I’I was on my knees, and he said he was going to help me with my form. He got up behind me and put his hand into the small of my back,” Gina gasped and groaned. “And when I pushed back, my ass pressed against his hips.” She pinched one of her nipples, hard. “And I felt it.” 
 
    Simon lifted his face from between her legs. 
 
    “It?” 
 
    Gina nodded. 
 
    “It was big, and hard, and long, and it was throbbing as he pressed it against my ass.” Her breath was ragged now. “I looked over my shoulder and said to him: “Are you just pleased to see me?” And he said: “Yes.”” 
 
    “A-and then what?” Simon demanded, before he got back to licking. 
 
    “A-and then I started grinding my ass back against him, and he started grinding it against me, and I was getting so turned on.” She squirmed and wriggled on the couch. “I didn’t want to cheat on you, baby,” she moaned, “but I was literally dripping. I had to know what was making that big bulge in his pants.” 
 
    “So?” 
 
    “S-so I turned around,” Gina groaned, “and on my knees, I reached over and started rubbing it through his sweat pants.” Gina felt Simon curl his fingers, to rub against her g-spot as he licked her clit. “Oh my God, Simon. It was huge. I could feel it.” She bit her lip. “I know you’re big, honey – but this was… Oh my God, I just had to see it.” 
 
    She continued: “I looked into Derek’s eyes and asked him if I could, and he asked me what you’d say about it… And I told him I didn’t care.”  
 
    Simon’s licking intensified as Gina told him this. 
 
    “A-and then I hooked my fingers into his sweat pants and started pulling them down… And then – WOW! You should have seen it,” she groaned. “It just came springing up out of there like a Jack-in-the-Box.”  
 
    “Mmmmm,” Simon kept sucking her clit. “Tell me more,” he insisted, his voice muffled. 
 
    “A-and it was so big and beautiful, baby. Like this big, foot-long piece of African hardwood. I-I just had to touch it… So I started stroking it with my fingers and it was so warm and the skin was so soft.” 
 
    “A-and then I looked into Derek’s eyes and I asked him if I could kiss it… And he grabbed a fistful of my hair and pulled my head down… Oh, God, I’m such a slut. I just opened my mouth and started sucking it.” 
 
    “Mmmmmm,” Simon started sucking harder and faster on Gina’s clit, and she felt the first waves of orgasm approaching her. “I bet you did, you little whore. Did he like it?” 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” Gina groaned. “Yes. Yes he did. He stroked my hair and told me what a sexy slut I was, and he asked me if I sucked your cock like this.”  
 
    “And what did you tell him?” 
 
    “I-I told him I don’t normally suck your cock… But then when I saw his, I just had to have it in my mouth. And then he told me to lick his balls…” 
 
    “And did you?” 
 
    “Oh, fuck, yes. They were so big, and salty.” 
 
    “And?” 
 
    “And then I kept licking him, and sucking his cock, and then he told me to turn around.” 
 
    Simon swirled his tongue around Gina’s clit, and inside of her tight pussy, his fingers massaged her g-spot. 
 
    “So I turned around,” Gina groaned, “and he started pulling down my yoga pants… And I asked him: Shouldn’t you be wearing a condom or something?”  
 
    “A-and what did he say?” 
 
    “He just asked me if I wanted his dick or not.” 
 
    “And what did you say, you little slut?” 
 
    “I said I didn’t want to get pregnant… And he just told me if I didn’t want to get fucked, that I should just pull up my pants and go home. S-so I…” 
 
    “So you what?” 
 
    “S-so I lifted my ass and spread my legs and said: “Please give it to me?” 
 
    “And then what happened?” 
 
    “And then he pressed that big, beautiful black dick of his against my pussy and pushed.” Gina lifted her hand and balled it into a fist. “And I was so wet…. It just slid right in. Oh, fuuuuck,” she sunk her teeth into her fist. “Oh, God… And then he was stretching me, and filling me, and… and…” 
 
    With her other hand, Gina grabbed Simon’s hair and pulled his head between her thighs. 
 
    “And then…. Oh, fuck, I’m going to cum!” 
 
    And she did. 
 
    Hot and wet, Gina exploded on Simon’s lips and tongue; her body writhing and wriggling on the couch. Between her legs, Simon kept licking desperately, as her fluids flooded his mouth. 
 
    After several sweet seconds, Gina flopped down onto the couch, gasping for breath. 
 
    Simon pulled his mouth away from her pussy, and lifted himself up – sliding his hips between her sweaty, open thighs. 
 
    “You were saying, you little whore,” Simon purred, as he positioned his own hardness against Gina’s freshly-fucked pussy. 
 
    “Oh, God,” Gina looked up, and opened her mouth as her husband kissed her. Their lips were joined as Simon’s dick slid between the lips of her pussy, and deep inside her. 
 
    “Oh, fuuuck,” Gina groaned. “It was like that… Like getting stretched and filled. Only more so.” She gripped Simon’s shoulders hard. “He really filled me, like it was almost going to hurt.” 
 
    And then she turned her head, looking into Simon’s eyes deeply and lovingly. 
 
    “O-only it didn’t hurt.” She wrapped her legs around her husband’s hips. “Oh, fuck me, it felt so good.” 
 
    “Oh, yeah?” Simon grinned, peering down into his wife’s eyes. “Tell me about it.” 
 
    “I was on my hands and knees,” Gina groaned, “with my yoga pants around my ankles and this big, black cock in my pussy.” She started humping her hips, forcing Simon’s cock deeper inside of her. “I felt like such a fucking slut,” she groaned. “Like such a cheating whore.” And then she bit her bottom lip. “And I was loving it.” 
 
    “I can’t believe you let him fuck you without a condom, you slut,” Simon grinned, as he began to thrust. “You haven’t been on the pill since I had my vasectomy.” 
 
    “I-I know,” Gina groaned. “But it felt so good. Because Derek started fucking me deep and slow and it was hitting me just right, y’know?” And then Gina groaned: “And he grabbed my hair and pulled it and, oh fuck, I just melted.” 
 
    “I bet you did,” Simon kissed her on the mouth. “Were you as wet as you are now?” As he thrust in and out of his wife, the wet, sucking noise of their bodies pistoning together echoed through the room. 
 
    “I was even wetter,” Gina groaned. “It was dripping down my thighs.” She slid her hands down Simon’s back, and cupped his buttocks. “I could feel myself cumming… And then he pulled up my bra and my tits flopped out and he squeezed them and… oh, fuck…” Sinking her teeth into Simon’s shoulder, she admitted: “I came.” 
 
    “I just orgasmed right then and there – getting fucked on my hands and knees like some kind of fucking animal.” Gina pulled away and stared deeply into Simon’s eyes. “And I kept thinking about how hot you’d think it would be.” 
 
    “You fucking bet I would,” Simon was fucking her harder and faster now. “You know how much it turns me on.” 
 
    “S-so I’d just cum on his cock,” Gina groaned, “and then he asks me where I want it.” 
 
    “Where you want what?” 
 
    “Where I want him to cum… And I tell him I’m not on the pill, and he threatens to pull out and…” Gina squeezed her legs tightly around Simon’s hips. “And I tell him no. I tell him I want it inside me.” She groaned wetly. “I said I didn’t care if it knocked me up, I wanted him to cum inside me.” 
 
    “A-and then…. Oh, shit,” Gina sunk her teeth into Simon’s shoulder again. “Oh shit, just like that… Yeah. His cock swelled up and I thought it was going to split me in two… And then… Oh, fuck…” 
 
    She threw her head back and howled. She came a second time. 
 
    “Oh, fuck, a-and I came as he came in me… I felt it shooting side of me… Oh God, and I just exploded.” 
 
    And then Simon exploded too, deep inside Gina’s spasming cunt.  
 
    “Oh, shit, it was just like that,” Gina groaned. “I could feel him spurting inside of me… It was so hot, and so wet…” She looked deep into Simon’s eyes. “I felt like such a slut, letting this big, beautiful black men empty his balls in me, like I was nothing but a whore.” 
 
    “Mmmmm,” Simon kissed her hotly on the lips. “But you’re my whore.” He licked his lips curiously afterwards. “Mmmm. I could taste his cum in your, when I was eating you out.” 
 
    She blushed. 
 
    As their orgasms subsided, they stayed connected wetly at the crotch; Simon’s cock growing soft inside of her. Eventually, he pulled himself out; and a flood of cum gushed onto the leather couch beneath them. 
 
    “Oh, shit,” Gina struggled to wipe it up with her hands. “I’m quite the cum dumpster today.” 
 
    “Yes,” Simon kissed her passionately, squeezing her bare ass. “Yes you are.”  
 
    She giggled and they hugged. 
 
    “Man,” Simon breathed hotly. “It’s so fucking hot when you com home filled with another man’s load.” His lips pressed against her throat. “I could taste it inside you as I ate you out.” 
 
    “And I could taste it on you, when you kissed me,” Gina grinned uncertainly. How was it? Eating another man’s cum out of your wife’s pussy.” She kissed him. “You’re a fucking pervert, you know that?” 
 
    Simon laughed, so Gina pushed him off him and, naked and dripping, started padding towards the bathroom. 
 
    “Well, now you’ve ravished me, I’m off to take that shower I wanted.” She turned to him and smiled. “I hope you’ve had your fill of your perverted fantasies for today.” She felt a bubble of cum pop, and run hotly down her leg. “I’ve certainly been filled.” 
 
    She grabbed her bag as she walked off – wiggling her sexy, naked ass at her satisfied husband as she went. 
 
    As she stepped into the bathroom, she quickly grabbed her phone and checked her messages. 
 
    Her husband was turned on by her fucking her personal trainer, and coming back home with her pussy full of his cum – but it wasn’t exactly an unpleasant experience for her, either. In fact, the line between fantasy and reality was easier to cross than anticipated – and now Gina was living her husband’s dream and loving every second of it. 
 
    A message was waiting from her from Derek – a picture of her own, bare ass from a little over an hour ago; cum dripping down her thighs. 
 
    “Same time tomorrow, baby?” 
 
    She grinned guilty. 
 
    She wished she could let her husband know how much fun it was giving him exactly what he’d asked for. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Sweet Dreams 
 
      
 
    Chapter One 
 
      
 
    For the last month, Brian hadn’t got laid. 
 
    “Listen, it’s nothing to do with you, I swear,” his wife Amanda promised, gently touching her husband’s cheek as they got ready for bed. “I just have to listen to these self-hypnosis CDs, and I can only do that if you leave me alone.” 
 
    Amanda, a beautiful, full-figured woman with gorgeous dark hair, had started listening to these self-hypnosis tapes about a month ago. She and Brian had been trying to get pregnant for months, and where science and hormones had failed, she believed hypnosis would succeed. 
 
    “Listen, don’t you realize how ridiculous it is to try and get pregnant by not having sex?” Brian demanded, exasperated – but his gorgeous wife wasn’t having any of it. 
 
    “This tape says if I listen to it every night for 60 days, it will gently help reprogram my fertile cycle to be more receptive to your sperm,” Amanda explained. She added: “Just let me do this, please? It might sound crazy – but I think it might just work.” 
 
    Brian hadn’t been able to deny his beautiful wife anything, in all of the three years they’d been married. He’d put up with the crystals in the bathroom, to her burning sage in the kitchen, and the feng shui garbage that had forced him to get rid of his favourite recliner. 
 
    Her asking for an hour or so of alone time, lying naked in bed while she listened to her hypnosis tapes, was really not that much to ask, in comparison.  
 
    Well, that’s what he’d thought at first. But a month later – after four whole weeks of not having sex – was starting to drive him crazy. 
 
    At around eight o’clock each night, Amanda would kiss him goodnight and retreat into the bedroom – and only after the clock struck ten – after her two hour tape had finished – was Brian permitted to climb into bed himself. 
 
    And every one of those nights, as she slipped naked under the covers, she’d been asleep. 
 
    The first week or two, Brian had attempted to rouse her from her slumbers in his typical, male way. He curled up against her naked body and poked her with his erection – hoping that would wake her up and put her in the mood. 
 
    No such luck. She just lay there. 
 
    For the next week, he gently whispered her name: “You awake, honey?” 
 
    And still nothing. 
 
    So for the rest of the month, the frustrated husband had gone to bed with a raging hard-on and just lay there; waiting until his sex-starved brain finally switched off and he could go to sleep. 
 
      
 
    “Listen, we can’t have sex before,” Amanda had explained, when Brian complained. “If we have sex before I listen to the tapes, I’ll be all flustered and uncomfortable.” She rubbed her husband’s arm lovingly. “It’s all about relaxing into the moment, so my subconscious can absorb the hypnosis instructions. You understand?” 
 
    Of course Brian didn’t understand. He thought the whole thing was rubbish. But if this is what she wanted, he didn’t want to be the dickish husband who stood in her way. 
 
    Or, at least, he didn’t until one memorable night. 
 
      
 
    Chapter Two 
 
      
 
    It started off like all the nights previously had. 
 
    At eight o’clock, Amanda got up from the couch and kissed her husband on the cheek. “I’m going to bed, dear.” And then she padded into the bedroom, closed the door with a ‘click’ and left Brian alone. 
 
    For the first hour, he did what he always did – watched TV and munched chips. But slightly after nine o-clock, a different urge hit him. 
 
    He started to get horny. 
 
    Normally, Brian didn’t masturbate. It felt kind of pathetic to – especially since he had a beautiful wife sleeping naked in the same bed as him. 
 
    But weeks of denial later, the urge hit and it couldn’t be ignored. 
 
    Brian had a month’s worth of blue balls, and if he didn’t do something about them, he swore his head would explode. 
 
    The only problem was that his laptop – his source of porn-cruising pleasure – was in the bedroom, where Amanda was sleeping. 
 
    For a moment, Brian sat on the couch and pondered his options. And then he remembered how softly and soundly Amanda always slept during and after her hypnosis sessions.  
 
    If she didn’t respond to his voice – or to him prodding her with his erection – surely he could sneak into the bedroom and grab his laptop without waking her. 
 
    Fuck it, he eventually decided. If he didn’t rub one out, his balls were going to end up looking bigger and bluer than under-ripe avocados. 
 
    Climbing up from the couch, Brian tiptoed to the bedroom and gently turned the door handle. 
 
    It opened with a soft click. 
 
    Inside, the room was pitch black and cool. The only noise was Amanda’s muffled breathing, and the tinny voice of the hypnosis tape playing through her headphones. 
 
    Brian left the door open so he had some light to work with, and tip-toed inside. 
 
    He was halfway across the room when he stopped – standing beside Amanda’s side of the bed. He glanced down at his hypnotized wife; and like always found himself struck by how beautiful and serene she looked. 
 
    She was covered right up to the neck in the comforter, and her beautiful face was like a mask. Her mouth was slightly open, and only the soft rise and fall of her chest – covered by the comforter – revealed that she was even breathing. 
 
    Brian suddenly found himself hit by the weirdest urge. 
 
    The need to lift the comforter, and look at his sleeping wife. 
 
    Was the naked under there? She normally was, except for “that time of the month” when she normally slept in a pair of panties. 
 
    Brian glanced back to the door; wondering how many seconds it would take him to grab his laptop and run back out. 
 
    Did he have time to sneak a peek? 
 
    Fuck it, he thought to himself. She was his wife. She hadn’t touched him sexually in a month. If she got mad because he sneaked a peek at his own wife, she was the one with the problem – not him.  
 
    Heart pounding, Brian grabbed the edge of the comforter and pulled it up. 
 
    Amanda didn’t stir. She didn’t even change the pattern of her breathing as the comforter lifted and Brian revealed inch after inch of her pale, perfect body. 
 
    Her beautiful, round breasts. Her soft tummy. The sexy hips, and the neatly-trimmed ‘v’ of her pubic hair. She was gorgeous. 
 
    Holding the comforter up, revealing his wife’s naked beauty, Brian suddenly felt his cock swell. 
 
    He hadn’t cum in nearly a month. It was no surprise that the sight of his naked wife would turn him on. 
 
    As Brian stood there, his pants getting uncomfortably snug, he wondered just how asleep Amanda was. Could he forget the laptop entirely, and just use her naked, sleeping form as a masturbation tool? 
 
    He felt butterflies in his stomach. If she’d woken up with him just sneaking a peek at her naked body, it could have been cute. If he stood, looming over her, and she woke up to the sight of him jerking off over her, it might not be quite as “cute.” 
 
    But was she going to wake up? 
 
    Brian gently laid down the corner of the comforter, folding it back to expose her nakedness in all its glory. Then, now his hands were free, he started unbuckling his belt. 
 
    If she woke up, he told himself, he’d just blow it off like he was simply getting undressed. She’d buy that, right? 
 
    Anxious about the sound his rustling clothes and clinking belt were making, Brian swiftly stripped off – his clothes forming a heap on the bedroom floor. 
 
    He was naked, now. Small and scrawny, with a big erection sticking out from between his skinny legs. 
 
    Biting his lip, Brian began to stroke his cock. 
 
    He looked down at his beautiful wife and remembered feeling the softness of her skin, and smelling the scent of her hair. His cock grew thicker and harder in his hand, and he stroked it purposefully. 
 
    As Brian became more turned on, he remembered the feeling of having sex with Amanda. The tightness of her delicious pussy. The feeling of her soft skin against his. The little mews and cries she made as he slid inside of her. 
 
    Knees buckling, Brian groaned. His throbbing cock spurted into his hand, and he closed his fist desperately to try and contain the hot jets of cum as they covered his fingers. One jet missed – and to his horror, he watched it fly through his gooey fingers, across the space between him and the bed, and land in a perfect pearlescent blob right on the nipple of Amanda’s left breast. 
 
    Brian froze – hand clutched to his rapidly softening penis, and warm cum dripping from his fingers. Lifting the covers he’d have been able to explain. Getting undressed he might have been able to talk his way around. Standing over his naked, sleeping wife and jerking off onto her? 
 
    Not a chance. 
 
    But then he realized that she wasn’t stirring.  
 
    Amanda just lay there, motionless, with his cum on her tit like a drop of frosting. 
 
    Brian’s eyes widened. 
 
    This was a miracle, he was sure of it – and so he didn’t waste any time. 
 
    Grabbing a fistful of tissues, he mopped up the cum from his fingers. Then he pulled up his boxers and made himself decent. 
 
    And then, finally, he knelt by the side of the bed and took a deep breath. 
 
    She hadn’t woken up at this point, but he was convinced she would now, as he took a clean tissue and gently wiped his cum from her breast. 
 
    But even as the soft tissue touched her bare skin, Amanda didn’t move. She lay there, like a statue, as he wiped his seed from her boob. 
 
    And then, mind reeling at the audacity of what had just happened, Brian leaned over his sleeping wife, grabbed the corner of the covers and laid the comforter back over her. 
 
    Amanda lay on the bed, eyes closed and chest lifting and falling rhythmically. She looked exactly as he’d found her. And she hadn’t woken up once. 
 
    Reeling at his impossible good luck, Brian slowly tip-toed back out of the door, and let it click softly shut behind him. 
 
      
 
    Chapter Three 
 
      
 
    The next morning, Amanda padded into the kitchen awake, refreshed, and apparently none the wiser. 
 
    “H-how do you feel?” Brian demanded. “How was your hypnosis tape?” 
 
    “I feel great,” Amanda beamed. “Refreshed. Relaxed. I really think these tapes are working, baby.” She rubbed her tummy. “Just another couple of weeks and we can find out for ourselves.” 
 
    As Brian watched his beautiful wife prepare breakfast, he narrowed his eyes. 
 
    We sure can, he thought. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    The following night proceeded just as the previous thirty two had. 
 
    At around eight o’clock, Amanda leaned over the couch and kissed Brian on the cheek. 
 
    “I’m going to listen to my tapes,” she said. “I’ll see you tomorrow, baby.” 
 
    “Yeah,” he kissed her back. “Yeah, you will.” 
 
    And then Brian listened to the door to the bedroom softly click shut, and he looked up at the clock hanging above the fireplace. 
 
    And he waited. 
 
    Brian sat exactly where he was for precisely sixty minutes. He didn’t move a muscle. He didn’t switch on the TV, or glance at his phone, or even cross his legs. He just sat, staring at the clock on the wall. 
 
    And the moment a complete hour had gone by, Brian stood up, shook the stiffness out of his legs, and unbuckled his pants. 
 
    Standing there in the living room, he slowly stripped out his clothes until he was absolutely naked; and then he turned to the bedroom and opened the door. 
 
    The light from behind him arced out across the queen sized bed, and illuminated Amanda; lying there beneath the comforter.  
 
    Just like the previous night, she was utterly serene. Lying there with her eyes closed, headphones around her ears and arms by her side under the covers. She looked like a sleeping angel. 
 
    Brian padded softly across the carpet, and stood by the bed, looming above his silent wife. He peered down at her, and a smile crossed his lips. 
 
    Gently – just like the night before – he gripped the corner of the covers between finger and thumb and peeled them back; exposing his wife’s naked body. Her pale, beautiful breasts. Her soft, feminine stomach. Her hips, and womanly thighs.  
 
    And as he did so, he stared intently at his wife’s beautiful face; and saw nothing. She didn’t move. She looked like she was in the deepest, most serene sleep in the world. The only noise was her soft breathing, and the tinny noise of the hypnosis tapes as they continued playing through the headphones. 
 
    Brian let the folded comforter drop; exposing her completely. 
 
    Between his legs, his cock was growing thick. The sight of his gorgeous wife, totally naked and still, was arousing him in a way it had never done before. 
 
    For a moment, Brian was tempted to grab his cock and jerk off, like he had the night before. But something inside him told him to be bolder. 
 
    Last night, she hadn’t stirred – not even when he’d wiped his cum from her breast. He was wondering just how deep her sleep was – and the throbbing organ between his legs demanded he test his theories. 
 
    Dropping to his knees by the bed, Brian stared at his wife. 
 
    And then, fingers trembling, he reached out his hand, 
 
    He curled his fingers, and they hovered above Amanda’s right breast.  
 
    Slowly – counting the breaths he took as he did so – Brian lowered his hand. 
 
    His fingers touched her skin. It was blissfully warm and soft. 
 
    Brian glanced up at Amanda’s face as his palm cupped her breast – scanning her features for any sign of movement. But there was nothing. She was utterly still. Even as he squeezed her tit; feeling its ripe firmness beneath his palm.  
 
    To test his theory further, he raised his thumb, and pressed it against her soft brown nipple; circling the delicious nub slowly. 
 
    It tightened. At the pressure of his fingertip, her nipple grew firm and erect. But while her body responded, Amanda didn’t. She just lay there like Sleeping Beauty. 
 
    Brian’s eyes grew wide, and his cock grew hard. 
 
    Growing bolder, he kneeled up and laid his other hand against her other breast. Again, she didn’t move. She just lay there, still, as he began kneading and massaging her bare breasts. 
 
    Her nipples grew hard, and her breath deepened, but she didn’t stir. 
 
    My God, Brian thought. She’s out cold. She’s utterly unconscious. 
 
    Except she wasn’t.  
 
    Sure, she was physically unconscious. She was sleeping as soundly as a baby. But her body was responding to her touch. Her nipples were as hard and swollen as the erasers on the tips of pencils, and her breathing had deepened noticeably since he’d begun touching her. 
 
    As he massaged her breasts, Brian had a crisis of conscience. 
 
    Part of him told him to continue – probably the part of him that was hard and swollen between his legs. But the rational side of him was howling at him to stop – that this was a terrible idea, and that his wife would awaken at any moment and scream as she found him violating her. 
 
    Only she was still. Utterly still. 
 
    And so Brian pushed those rational thoughts aside, and listened to his more carnal instincts – and one of his hands left his wife’s breasts. 
 
    His fingertips traced a path down her soft stomach, until they met the soft bristles of her trimmed pubic hair. And then they ventured further, until they encountered the cleft between his wife’s legs. 
 
    Brian added pressure, and he felt moisture. Like a flower, the lips of her pussy blossomed and his fingertip slid frictionlessly between them. 
 
    Amanda stirred. 
 
    Still lying absolutely still, the unconscious beauty sighed. It was akin to a moan, only barely audible. And she remained utterly, totally dormant even as her breath deepened. 
 
    Brian narrowed his eyes and stared at her face; scanning for any sign of consciousness. But there was nothing – not even as a second fingertip joined the first, and then a third. Moment later, he was rubbing all four fingers up and down between the lips of her glistening pussy, and aside from her deepening breath, she was silent. 
 
    Brian’s thumb pressed her clit, and it grew hard. As he began to trace circles around it, Amanda’s breathing grew deeper, but she remained utterly asleep. 
 
    Her pussy gushed. His fingers, between her legs, encountered wetness. A moment later, two of his fingers pressed against the resistance of her cunt and were sucked inside. 
 
    Amanda moaned. 
 
    It was a soft, guttural, instinctive moan. Her legs twitched, and her thighs opened, and Brian’s eyes widened as she felt her body almost suck his fingers inside of her. 
 
    Holy shit, he thought. I’m fucking fingering her. She’s fast asleep and I’ve got two… no, wait, three fingers inside of her. 
 
    And then Brian’s cock throbbed, and he knew what he had to do. 
 
    Still staring intently at his wife’s serene face, he clambered onto the bed. His knees pressed against the mattress, between her legs. They nudged her legs aside and spread her thighs. 
 
    And then gripping the base of his throbbing cock with one hand, Brian thrust. 
 
    The swollen head of his cock met a moment of soft, wet resistance; and then his wife’s body accepted him. Her deliciously tight cunt literally sucked him inside of her; inch after glorious inch until he found himself buried to the hilt inside his unconscious wife. 
 
    God, it felt amazing. After weeks of going without, he was suddenly buried in her soft, tight cunt; and as he pulled his hips back, the friction was exquisite. 
 
    Brian thrust. He sunk himself inside his sleeping wife and then pulled out, almost to the tip. God, it felt amazing. After weeks without sex, it was intoxicating.  
 
    He knew he wouldn’t last long – couldn’t last long. But he kept going as long as he could, revelling in the delicious sensations until… 
 
    Brian bit his lip. He hunched his back. He thrust inside Amanda’s pliant depths and exploded.  
 
    He detonated hot, wet spurts inside his wife’s willing body and unloaded weeks of pent up frustration. She accepted every jet; a sleeping, serene vessel for him to fill with cum. She barely even stirred as Brian finally emptied his balls inside of her. 
 
    And then still staring at her face – still paranoid that his wife would wake up in horror – Brian pulled his softening cock from his wife’s tight depths and rolled off her unconscious body. 
 
    He lay on his back on the bed, chest heaving, gasping for air.  
 
    My God, he thought, that had been incredible. 
 
    As it always was after orgasm, he started to feel himself grow drowsy. He had the wherewithal to lean over his wife’s sleeping body and throw the covers back over her before his eyes closed and he fell into a deep, dreamless sleep. 
 
      
 
    Chapter Four 
 
      
 
    The next morning, Brian awoke gripped with paranoia. 
 
     Amanda was going to wake up and know what had happened, he felt sure. His beautiful wife was going to realize he’d violated her in her sleep, and then there would be hell to pay. 
 
    Only, she didn’t. 
 
    That morning, just like the previous one, Amanda padded out of the bedroom in her nightgown and stretched like a lazy kitten. 
 
    “Wow,” she purred, as Brian handed her a bowl of steaming oatmeal. “I slept so well.” She gave a happy little wiggle. “I feel great.” 
 
    And then, to Brian’s amazement, she sauntered over to where he was standing and grabbed his crotch – squeezing his cock and balls right through the thin fabric of his slacks. 
 
    “You know what?” Amanda purred sexily, looking her husband direct in the eye. “When I woke up this morning I was sopping wet down there,” her eyes fell downward, towards her crotch. “I was so wet, I must have been having some very sexy dreams about you.” 
 
    Brian grinned nervously. Oh, she was wet and gooey down there, alright. But he’d had more than a little to do with that himself. 
 
    But apparently Amanda was none-the-wiser; and she trotted off to work whistling a happy tune, as relaxed and cheery as Brian had ever remembered seeing her. 
 
    As he looked out of the kitchen window, and watched her drive away, his cock throbbed at the memory of the previous night. 
 
    She hadn’t remembered a thing, Brian realized. 
 
    Which meant he could do it again tonight. 
 
    As soon as those thoughts had appeared inside his brain, he felt himself grow hard again. The feeling of her soft skin and supple body was fresh in his memory. Blowing his load deep inside her tight little pussy had been amazing.  
 
    He couldn’t wait. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    That night ended like the night before. 
 
    Exactly one hour after Amanda had headed off to bed, to listen to her hypnosis tape, Brian stripped out of his clothes and tip-toed into her room. 
 
    Of course, he was a little more confident this time. Immediately, he threw back the covers and exposed her beautiful naked body. He was a little rougher, too, fingering her until Amanda’s tight little pussy grew moist and slick. 
 
    And then, hard-on raging, Brian climbed between his unconscious wife’s legs and aimed the head of his swollen cock for her dewy pussy. 
 
    Fuuuuck, she felt good. As each inch of Brian’s straining erection slid into his wife’s tight wetness, his eyes rolled up into his head and he groaned in pleasure. She was so tight, and so wet. Just like the night before, he knew he wouldn’t be able to last long. 
 
    But this time, Brian took his time as best he could. He lifted his wife’s knees, so he could plunge even deeper inside of her. He squeezed her tits, to feel the supple firmness between his fingers. He revelled in the feeling of power, as he fucked her like she was a helpless slave to his desires. 
 
    And as his balls churned, and he felt his orgasm building, he thought about the tape she was listening to – the one he could still vaguely hear reverberating through her tinny headphones. 
 
    Amanda had told him she was trying to ready her womb to get pregnant.  
 
    So in some ways, Brian was only doing something a little more proactive about it than listening to audiobooks.  
 
    As she lay there, trying to “reprogram her fertile cycle to be more receptive” by listening to her tapes, he was seconds away from blowing a load of his hot, powerful seed into her willing, fertile cunt; and making their wished-for pregnancy more of a possibility. 
 
    And just the thought of that tipped him over the edge. 
 
    “Oh, fuck, yes,” he found himself groaning, not even caring that he might wake her up. “Oh fuuuuck yes.” And then he exploded; spurting powerful jets of wetness into Amanda’s body and feeling her pussy clench hard in response to his thrusts. 
 
    Finally, balls drained, Brian flopped onto the side of the bed and lay gasping for breath.  
 
    Did he just knock her up? 
 
    After months of trying, were these nocturnal trysts what were going to solve their infertility crisis? 
 
    Brian didn’t know the answer to that – but he knew that what he was doing was far more likely to solve the problem than listening to tapes would. 
 
    He knew it so-much-so, in fact, that just the thought made his drained, flaccid cock throb. 
 
    He wondered how long it would be before he was ready to go again – and if his gorgeous wife would still be unconscious when he was. 
 
    And twenty minutes later, he found out for himself that she would be. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    The third night mimicked the second. And the forth. 
 
    In fact, in every one of the seven days since Brian had first fucked his unconscious wife, he’d repeated the experiment – sometimes more than once. 
 
    Finally, after months of frustration, he’d found an outlet for his sexual urges – and, each morning, Amanda would awaken refreshed, relaxed, and seemingly none the wiser. 
 
    It all seemed too good to be true. 
 
    And, as it turned out, it was. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Five 
 
      
 
    On the last Friday of every month, the guys from work went out for Happy Hour. 
 
    Brian wasn’t always too enthusiastic about this, but he went along every month because it was a good opportunity to meet other people at the company he worked for – stuck in his cubicle each day, he didn’t get much of a chance to get out. 
 
    That particular Friday, things were getting rowdy. 
 
    Towards nine o’clock, people from the sales department and finance peeled off; heading back to their wives and their kids. Brian was about to make similar excuses, when Frank from I.T. swaggered over. 
 
    “Yo, yo – Brian,” the imposing black man barked. 6’2” and 250lbs, Frank Brown was a broad-shouldered and thick-necked character who looked a little like a strategically-shaved black bear. “C-can you give me a ride home tonight?” He hiccupped. “The guys back there say I’ve had too much to drink.”  
 
    Brian had spent his entire life with an inability to say “no.” Tonight was no exception. 
 
    “Er… Sure,” he shrugged. “Are you ready to go? I was just about to leave.” 
 
    “Fuuuck, no!” Frank rolled his big, brown eyes. “I just ordered some shots. You want one?” 
 
    Brian really didn’t – but that inability to say “no” hit him again, and before he knew it he was being ushered over to a booth and handed a shot of Jack Daniels. 
 
    And that’s when things started to get messy. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Brian wasn’t much of a drinker – and although he’d been able to refuse the next round of shots, on account of “I’m driving”, he still ended up sipping a beer and feeling kind of buzzed. 
 
    A little woozy, he listened to Frank from I.T. and his raucous buddies exchanging stories. 
 
    “So one time, right,” Frank was regaling them with tales of his days making house-calls as a computer repairman, “I knock on the door to this guy’s house to fix his computer, right? And his wife answers the door buck ass naked.” 
 
    There were howls of laughter from his buddies in the I.T. department. 
 
    “The way I figured it, she was just horny – and her computer ‘breaking’ was just an excuse to get a well-hung brother over to do what her husband wasn’t!”  
 
    More howls of laughter. 
 
    “Oh, I gave her my hard drive, alright,” Frank roared. “And before I left, I uploaded all over her fat ass!” 
 
    That moved the conversation on towards wives in general, and a few of Frank’s colleagues expressed frustration similar to what he’d experienced. 
 
    “Ever since the kid was born, my wife just ain’t interested,” a technician called Lou complained.  
 
    “It’s Friday nights or nothing,” a guy called Ted complained, “if I bring home flowers – and I’m lucky.” 
 
    Frank rolled his eyes. 
 
    “Man, this is why I got divorced. Putting up with that shit?” He swigged his beer. “No fucking way.” The big, black man turned to Brian. “So, B-man. How’dyou get over your wife saying ‘no’?” 
 
    Maybe it was the beer. Perhaps it was the shot. Most probably, it was because Brian felt not a little pride in getting more tail than any of the men sitting at the table. In any event, he shared his little secret. 
 
    “I get some every night,” he boasted. “Sometimes more, if I’m in the mood.” 
 
    Every man at the table – including the swaggering Frank – turned and listened to Brian at that point. 
 
    “See, she listens to these hypnosis tapes, right?” Brian was digging the attention, and swallowed his reluctance to share these personal details. “She lies down, and it just out cold. So if I want some?” He winked in an attempted display of suave confidence. “I just go in there and take it.” 
 
    “You mean, she just lies there?” Ted asked in hushed tones. 
 
    Brian nodded. “She’s out cold. I could bring one of you guys home to look at her, and she’d never even know.” He raised his glass. “Here’s to that, right?” 
 
    The rest of the guys raised their glasses and chinked. All except Frank. Brian didn’t notice at the time, but Frank was staring at Brian particularly intently; uncomfortably so. 
 
    In no short time, the conversation had shifted course, and the I.T. guys were discussing which female member of the sales team had the nicest breasts.  
 
    Brian sat back and didn’t say anything; still wallowing in his moment in the spotlight. As a textbook introvert, it wasn’t often he felt like the centre of attention; even if it did come at his wife’s expense. 
 
    At close to nine, the guys at the table started to disperse and Brian used that as an excuse to tell Frank: “We’ve got to leave.” 
 
    At first the big black man complained – but when it came apparent that nobody else was hanging back, or (more importantly) buying any more shots, he reluctantly grabbed his coat and followed Brian to the door. 
 
    A few minutes later, they were rolling down Route 110 in Brian’s Camry. 
 
    Brian was annoyed. He wished he’d had the balls to tell Frank “no” when he’d demanded a ride home. Frank lived on the other part of town; and Brian actually had to drive past his own house to get the big guy home. 
 
    But while that was inconvenient, Frank was at least making the trip entertaining. 
 
    “So you know that cute little intern last summer?” Frank boasted. Alison had been a tiny slip of a girl – 98lbs soaking wet and from a hugely overprotective Jewish family. “I fucked her.” 
 
    Brian’s eyes widened and he gripped the steering wheel harder. 
 
    “No way,” he scoffed. “She was such a good little girl! She went home early every Friday for shabat and everything!”  
 
    Frank laughed heartily.  
 
    “It’s the quiet ones you gotta watch out for, brother! She pulled my pants down in the server room and boy can that girl suck dick.” 
 
    Frank nudged Brian so hard in the ribs when he said that, that the car swerved into the other lane. 
 
    “So,” Frank continued. “Is it true what you said about your wife? That those hypnosis tapes lay her out so cold you can fuck her without her waking up?” 
 
    Brian started to feel a little awkward about admitting that, but he felt pressured to respond. “Y-yeah,” he stammered. “Pretty much every night.” 
 
    “And you said you could take one of us guys home to look at her and she wouldn’t even wake up?” 
 
    Brian’s stomach knotted when he heard Frank say that. 
 
    “Y-yeah, I guess.” 
 
    “Damn, brother! You gotta let me see that shit!”  
 
    “Oh no,” Brian shook his head. “No way.” 
 
    “Aww, c’mon, man. I know we drive right by your house. Let’s just stop in for a second, and let me get a look at that good lookin’ wife of yours while she sleeps.” 
 
    “Hell, no!” For the first time in his life, Brian was actually standing up to somebody. 
 
    Frank noticed this, and changed tactics. 
 
    “I’ll tell you what,” he offered soothingly. “How ‘bout I call a cab and get it to pick me up from your place. Saves you the trip across town, right?” 
 
    Brian said nothing. That would save him forty minutes of driving.  
 
    “We’ll go in, grab a beer, and you can show me your sleeping wife’s titties, and then I’ll be on my way.” 
 
    Brian had drunk just enough to think that this wasn’t such a bad idea. 
 
    “Hey, I’ll even tell you what,” Frank added. “You let me see your wife’s bazongas, and maybe I can do you a favor at work in return. Got anything in mind?” 
 
    Brian’s eyes widened. As a matter of fact, he did. 
 
    His boss was a huge sports freak, and had been bitching about the new company firewall blocking his coverage of the golf, football, baseball or whatever other sport he was passionate about that week. 
 
    If he could get those sites unblocked… 
 
    “Okay,” Brian said. “How about this?” He outlined his plans. 
 
    Frank listened, nodding. 
 
    “Okay, brother. You got yourself a deal. Now you got some beer at home, or do we have to stop by a liquor store on the way to your house?” 
 
      
 
    Chapter Six 
 
      
 
    Brian parked his Camry outside his little condo, and they stood in the cold for a moment while Frank called the local cab company and booked himself a taxi. 
 
    “It’ll be here in fifteen minutes,” the big man nodded, snapping shut his phone. “Just enough time to down us a cold one and get a look at that good-looking wife of yours.” 
 
    Brian led Frank up the steps and unlocked the front door. 
 
    The condo was utterly silent. Brian assumed Amanda must already have gone to bed – and given her hypnosis tape schedule, that meant she was about an hour and a half into her trance. 
 
    “Crack open a beer,” Frank ordered, throwing off his coat, “and let’s get this show started.” 
 
    Brian was starting to have second thoughts. Serious, second thoughts. He had this big, overwhelming man in his house now, and he felt extremely vulnerable. 
 
    Not to mention, he’d promised to show him his wife’s naked, sleeping body. How could he have agreed to something so utterly unspeakable? 
 
    His brain went through the same justification process it had done the first time he’d dared to have sex with the unconscious Amanda. What he was proposing doing was utterly wrong – divorce-worthy, even. But if she never knew about it… 
 
    “C’mon,” Frank clapped his hands together, so loudly that Brian winced. “We gonna do this, or what?” 
 
    Brian sipped his drink. He thought about how pleased his boss would be if he got the sports firewall lifted. And he knew that the sooner Frank’s cab came, the quicker he could get the big guy out of his house. 
 
    “Alright, then,” Brian finally nodded. “Be quiet, though. Super quiet.” 
 
    “I thought you said she didn’t wake up for anything?”  
 
    “Well, I don’t want this to be the night I find out I’m wrong.” 
 
    Frank chuckled as he heard that: “I feel you, brother.” 
 
    Slowly, the two of them tip-toed into the living room and Brian opened the bedroom door with a soft ‘click.’ The door swung open – bathing the bedroom in light. 
 
    Just like for the past month and a half, Amanda lay there – fast asleep. The covers were up to her neck, and her face was a serene mask. The only sounds in the room were her soft breathing and the tinny sound of the hypnosis tapes playing through her headphones. 
 
    Frank stood in the doorway, and peered inside. 
 
    “Damn,” he murmured. 
 
    And then the big black man turned to Brian. 
 
    “Well, what happens next. You gonna show me she’s naked under there, or what?” 
 
    Brian’s stomach knotted. Was he really about to do this? 
 
    But Frank’s insistent staring was difficult to say ‘no’ to. And for all of his reticence, Brian had to admit he was kind of proud to show off his beautiful wife. 
 
    “Sssssh,” Brian hissed. 
 
    And then slowly – tip-toeing across the carpet – he crept to the side of the bed and looked down at his sleeping wife. 
 
    Just as before, she was utterly still; only the soft rise and fall of the comforter across her chest revealing that she was breathing at all. 
 
    Brian looked over his shoulder, to where Frank was silhouetted in the doorway. The big black man grinned at him, and Brian smiled back; swept away in the moment. 
 
    And then he turned to look down at his sleeping wife. 
 
    Fingers trembling, he pinched the corner of the covers between thumb and forefinger and peeled them back. 
 
    Inch my inch, his beautiful wife’s body was revealed. Her slender neck, and pale shoulders. Then her breathtaking, round breasts. Then that soft, womanly tummy, and finally her gorgeous hips and thighs. 
 
    Brian stared down at his wife’s nakedness, and his felt his pants get tighter as blood rushed to his swelling cock. 
 
    Click! 
 
    A bright flash of light illuminated the room. 
 
    Brian span around, still holding the covers up. Frank had taken a step into the bedroom and, to Brian’s horror, was holding up his phone. 
 
    Click! Another bright flash of light. 
 
    He was taking pictures! 
 
    “What the fuck?” Brian hissed, letting the covers fall across Amanda’s sleeping torso. He pushed both hands into Frank’s massive chest and shoved the bigger man out of the bedroom – two more camera flashes blinding him as he did so. 
 
    “What the fuck?” Brian repeated, as Frank staggered back into the living room. Clicking the door shut behind him, he allowed his voice to raise. “What the hell, man?” 
 
    “Oh, relax,” Frank rolled his eyes. “I was just snapping a few shots. For the old ‘spank bank’, you dig? Man, your wife has some beautiful titties.” 
 
    “Give me your camera,” Brian grabbed for the phone. “Delete those!” 
 
    “Hey, easy there pipsqueak,” Frank held his camera above his head – a foot higher than Brian could jump and reach for. “Don’t do anything I’ll need to kick your ass over.” 
 
    “I said you could look at her,” Brian snapped. “Not take pictures of her.” 
 
    “Chill out, man,” Frank pushed Brian back; gently, but forcefully. “I’m gonna go home and rub one out to your wife’s hot bod, and then I’ll delete them. I promise.” 
 
    “Y-you promise?” 
 
    “Cross my heart, man!” Frank laughed. “Now let me finish my beer. I think my taxi’s here.” 
 
    And indeed it was – there was the ‘parp!’ of the horn outside the window. 
 
    Frank gave Brian a slap on the shoulder and winked at him. 
 
    “Hey, thanks for that, buddy,” the big, black man joked, pulling on his jacket. “I’m gonna enjoy those tonight. Now look me up on Monday and we’ll get your boss’ firewall sorted out.” He made a gun gesture with his finger and went ‘pow’ with it. “A deal’s a deal, right chief?” 
 
    And then the front door clumped shut and Brian was left standing in his living room; not quite sure what had just happened. 
 
    Had he just let a virtual stranger – a workmate he didn’t even like that much – snap pictures of his naked wife? 
 
    Butterflies churned in Brian’s stomach as he thought about what could happen. What if Frank put them online? Or shared them around the office? 
 
    And then something else struck him. 
 
    Frank said he was going back home to “rub one out” to those pictures. He was going to jerk off, looking at photos of Brian’s wife. 
 
    And the thought should have disgusted him; but it actually made his cock throb. 
 
    In fact, as Brian thought about the big, burly black man going home to pleasure himself at the sight of Brian’s gorgeous wife, he found himself getting incredibly turned on. 
 
    Immediately, he started unbuckling his belt. He pulled off his shirt. He kicked off his socks, and tip-toed barefoot into the bedroom. 
 
    There, lying still, was Amanda. The covers were half over her naked body; right where Brian had let them fall when he’d dropped them to push Frank out of the bedroom. 
 
    Cock throbbing, Brian crossed the room. 
 
    He was too horny to screw around at that moment. He wanted to be inside his wife immediately – only he knew her tight little pussy needed to be moistened up first. 
 
    Dropping to his knees, Brian crawled onto the bed and parted his wife’s thighs. Like a rag doll, she let him push her knees up and expose her beautiful, neatly trimmed pussy to him. 
 
    Brian opened his mouth, and lowered his head between her thighs. 
 
    The smell of her warm pussy filled his nostrils, and made his cock throb. Brian stuck out his tongue, and licked upwards to part the lips of her pussy. Her hips trembled as his wide, wet tongue slathered over her clitoris. 
 
    She tasted delicious; and Brian feasted on her. He licked her pussy until it blossomed open like a glistening flower. Then he sucked on her clit and swirled his tongue around it until the little nubbin grew hard and throbbing. And finally, as he felt a gush of moisture flood his mouth, he knew his wife was ready for him. 
 
    Brian clambered up onto his knees, between his wife’s splayed legs. He gripped the base of his cock, aiming the swollen head towards his wife’s open, glistening cunt. And then he pushed. 
 
    His lips and tongue had done their job. Amanda’s pussy opened up to him and virtually sucked him inside. A moment later, he was buried balls-deep inside his sleeping wife, and the feeling of her tight, trembling pussy was incredible. 
 
    He thought about Frank, sitting at home staring at those fuzzy pictures of Amanda. He imagined the big, black man unbuckling his pants and pulling out his cock. Brian had never seen any black man’s cocks except on the Internet; and in keeping with the stereotypes of porn, he imagined Frank to have a thick, black dick almost as long as his forearm. 
 
    Brian began to thrust; and as he did so, he imagined Frank stroking his enormous dick; pleasuring himself to the sight of Amanda’s pale, perfect body. 
 
    Brian thought about the contrast between Frank’s dark, brown skin and Amanda’s beautiful, alabaster flesh. And then, just for a second, he imagined what it would look like to see Frank’s dark skin against hers. 
 
    And then he came. 
 
    Groaning hotly, Brian arched his back and detonated inside his sleeping wife; balls tightening and cock throbbing. She accepted each spurt, a motionless vessel to be filled with his hot, wet need. 
 
    Finally, as he cock began to soften, Brian rolled off his wife and lay panting on the bed beside her. 
 
    That mental image – of dark skin against white – flashed through his head again. But he tried to ignore it. Right at that second – moments after orgasm – the image horrified him. Not because it was necessarily wrong, or disgusting, or taboo – but because it had scared him just how exciting he’d found it. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Seven 
 
      
 
    The following, at work, good things happened. 
 
    As Brian settled into his cubicle, his boss called out to him from his nearby office. 
 
    “Hey! Brian! Get in here!” 
 
    Slightly nervously, Brian padded into his boss, Lou’s, office, and was greeted with a big smile by the man.  
 
    “Just got an email from I.T.,” he explained. “Frank down there told me you’d pulled a few strings. I got ESPN and Live Sports white-listed on my firewall.” To demonstrate, Lou clicked his mouse and immediately the sound of a football game came roaring through his speakers. “Thanks, man. I appreciate it.”  
 
    Brian smiled, and before he left heard Lou tell him: “It doesn’t hurt to be the guy that gets shit done for people around here. You’re on the right track.” 
 
    Sitting back down at his desk, Brian smiled. He’d been racked with guilt all weekend, at the thought of letting some stranger snap photos of his naked wife.  
 
    But given this little victory, perhaps it had been worth it. In fact, what was the worst that could happen?” 
 
    Brian got the answer to that a little sooner than he’d like. 
 
    Double-clicking on his email inbox, the first thing he opened – without even thinking about it – was an email from Frank. 
 
    And when the message appeared onscreen, Brian suddenly found himself staring at a naked picture of his wife. 
 
    His eyes widened. Desperately, Brian tried to click the ‘x’ button on the top right of the window, and then he stabbed at the minimize icon. Finally, thankfully, the picture shrunk off screen and Brian glanced around behind him to make sure nobody had seen it. Fortunately, it looked like nobody has spotted the life-sized photo of his wife’s breasts momentarily flashed on onscreen. 
 
    Chest heaving, he leaned back in his seat and tried to get his shit together. 
 
    Then the phone rang. 
 
    It was the ringtone of an internal call, and as Brian glanced at the screen on his phone, he saw the call was listed as “F. Brown, I.T. Dept”. 
 
    Brian snatched up the phone. 
 
    “Frank?” He hissed, trying to keep his voice low enough so nobody in neighboring cubicles heard it. “What the fuck, Frank? I thought you said you’d deleted those pictures.” 
 
    There was a warm, sinister chuckle from the other end of the phone. 
 
    “Hey, relax, buddy,” Frank’s deep voice demanded. “Just get your ass down to the I.T. department. You and I need to have ourselves a little talk.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Stomach churning, Brian rushed downstairs to the basement of the building – where the I.T. department was located (or ‘locked away’ as the sales team described it.) 
 
    In amongst the racks of equipment, and banks of flickering lights, Brian found Frank’s office next to where the janitor kept his mops. He rapped on the door loudly. 
 
    “Come in,” Frank barked. 
 
    Brian turned the handle and pushed. Boxes of computer parts blocked him from opening it, but he was eventually able to force his way through. 
 
    And inside the tiny office, sitting behind a crumbling formica desk, was Frank. 
 
    “Hey, buddy,” the big, black man beamed when he saw Brian’s face. “Come in. Take a seat, man. We need to talk.” 
 
    Brian didn’t feel in the mood to sit down. 
 
    “What the hell, Frank! You just emailed me a picture of…” his voice lowered, “my wife.” 
 
    Frank leaned back in his seat and laughed. 
 
    “Actually, buddy, you just emailed you a picture of your wife. I was just cc’d in, you dig?” 
 
    “W-what?” Brian’s legs started to feel week. 
 
    “Yeah,” Frank nodded. “Why don’t you shut that door behind you and I’ll explain.” 
 
    Brian nervously clicked shut the door. He threw a couple of empty boxes off the seat opposite Frank’s desk, and sat down. 
 
    Frank leaned back in his seat and smiled devilishly. 
 
    “If you check out the address fields on that email,” he explained. “You’ll see it was your account that sent out that picture. To me.” He winked. “Nobody else has seen it. Yet.” 
 
    “What the fuck, Frank! Why are you emailing me pictures of my wife? From my account! You promised me you’d delete those pictures!” 
 
    Frank nodded. 
 
    “Yeah, I did say that, didn’t I?” He admitted. “And I really meant to, at the time. But when I got home and started rubbing one out, I thought to myself: You can’t delete these. Just look at them. That dude Brian’s got a hot-ass wife. It would be like deleting a Rembrandt, or something.” 
 
    Brian closed his eyes. Shit.  
 
    He knew he’d come to regret letting Frank into his house that Friday night. Now photos of his naked wife were in Frank’s hands – and who knew what the unscrupulous bastard was going to do with them.” 
 
    “Here’s what I’m going to do with them,” Frank decided to answer that question himself. “I’m going to use them to earn myself a feel of those delicious titties of hers.” 
 
    Brian went white. 
 
    “W-what?” 
 
    “You heard me,” Frank purred, leaning back in his seat. “When I saw those big ol’ boobs your wife had on display, I thought to myself: I have to feel those things for myself. And it wasn’t until this morning, I figured out how to do it.” 
 
    Brian gripped the arm-rests of his chair so hard, his fingernails dug into the plastic. 
 
    “As for making that happen – well, that’s down to you, brother.” Frank narrowed his eyes. “There’s a hard way, and there’s an easy way.” 
 
    Brian said nothing, so Frank continued: 
 
    “So, you’re going to be waiting at your door at nine o’clock tonight, you dig? And I’m gonna come knocking and you’re going to let me in. And then you’re going to watch while I kneel down beside that queen-sized bed of yours and give your wife’s beautiful titties a good ol’ squeeze.” 
 
    The bile started rising in Brian’s gullet. He glanced around the office, looking for something to throw up into. 
 
    “Now, if you get it in your head to say ‘no’ to this arrangement,” Frank explained, “I’m gonna go ahead and print out that email ‘you’ sent me this morning, and take it straight to HR.” 
 
    “I’ll tell ‘em you’re one of these perverted white guys who’s got a fetish for getting black dudes to bang their wives, and you’ve been hassling me, sending me naked pictures of your woman, to try and get me to sleep with her.” 
 
    Frank allowed himself a sinister chuckle. 
 
    “We’ve got all the ingredients there. Sexual harassment, racial discrimination. Man, I could end up with a nice tidy settlement from that, and you’d get your ass fired.”  
 
    He then winked menacingly. “And imagine what your wife will say, when she finds out you’ve been sharing pictures of her naked? Brother, I still don’t know how you scored a broad that hot – but she’d be filing divorce papers before you’d even collected your first unemployment check.” 
 
    Brian nearly retched. 
 
    “But here’s the alternative scenario,” Frank’s voice got softer. “The one I hope you’ll be more… amenable to. Let’s say you go ahead and let me feel up your sleeping wife. How about then, in return, I make life a little better for you?” 
 
    Frank grabbed one of the monitors and wheeled it around so Brian could see the screen. 
 
    “You know what these are?” He asked. 
 
    Brian narrowed his eyes. Lists and lists of websites, subdivided by usernames – the first initial and last name of his colleagues, upstairs. 
 
    “This is the web monitoring screen – I can see what everybody in the company’s doing on their computers from here.” He clicked on the name of Brian’s boss, Lou. “Check it out. Your boss just logged into Live Sport to catch the Formula One race.”  
 
    He then scrolled to another user. “And check out Phil, from your Investor Relations department. He’s logged into eTrade for the third time today. Bet your boss would like to know he’s doing some insider trading on company time.” 
 
    Brian’s eyes widened. He never knew the people in the IT department had this kind of power. 
 
    “Or what about this? We keep quiet about Phil’s stock deals, in return for taking a few screenshots of them.” Frank hammered into his keyboard, clicked a mouse button and then, to Brian’s amazement, a picture captured from Phil’s computer screen appeared.” 
 
    “What’s that stock he just bought? $SFIO? Might not be a dumb idea to sink a little money into that yourself.” Frank winked. “You see my ’85 Corvette out in the parking lot? I bought that on the money I made following these kinds of stock tips.” 
 
    Frank wheeled the computer screen back to face him. 
 
    “You’re a smart guy, Brian. I reckon you could figure out a way to make your life mighty convenient if I gave you access to this kind of information.” The big, black man smiled. “And I’m sure you’d agree, it’s a lot better than the alternative.” 
 
    Frank leaned forward and said slowly and menacingly: “You take your pick. Either way, I’ll be ready for you to let me in at nine o’clock tonight.” 
 
      
 
    Chapter Eight 
 
      
 
    For the rest of the day, Brian was in a daze. 
 
    He shuffled back from the IT department like a zombie, and then sat in his cubicle staring at a blank screen for what must have been most of the day. In fact, the only human interaction he had was at five o’clock, when Lou – who was still fired up with his new-found access to the sports websites - sauntered past his cubicle and called over the top: “Hey, good work today!” 
 
    Ha, Brian thought. That’s the first time I’ve been praised for my work in months; and it happened on the one day I genuinely didn’t do any work. 
 
    At five thirty, Brian packed his own things into his backpack, and shuffled off to his car in the parking lot. A half hour of stop-start traffic brought his to his driveway, and then he hauled himself up the steps to his front door. 
 
    As he unlocked it, he realized he felt like a condemned man. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    “Are you okay, honey?” 
 
    Amanda looked worried as Brian unlocked the door; shoulders slumped in resignation. 
 
    “I-I’m fine,” he put on a brave front, and kissed his beautiful wife on the cheek. “Just feeling a little under the weather.” 
 
    “Aww, poor baby.” She gave him a hug. “Maybe you need an early night. Just as soon as I’ve finished listening to my tapes, alright?” 
 
    Brian grimaced. 
 
    Part of his reason for grimacing was the knowledge that, in just a couple of hours, Frank would turn up on his doorstep. But pretending that wasn’t the case, Brian also smarted from the way his wife blithely decided that her sick husband could rest and recuperate only after she’d listened to her tapes. 
 
    And while Brian loved Amanda, and felt awful about what he was potentially about to have done to her, he still felt a hot flash of anger at her attitude; and it made him feel slightly better about the whole Frank situation. 
 
    They ate dinner with little but small talk between them, and then headed off to the living room to watch TV. At eight o’clock, like clockwork, Amanda kissed Brian on the cheek and told him: “I’m off to listen to my tapes.” 
 
    And then Brian found himself alone on the couch – staring at the clock above his head. 
 
    In sixty minutes, he’d hear a knock at the door – and then who knew what would happen? 
 
    Brian couldn’t help it. He sat there and just stared at the clock, at the minute hand as it slowly tick-tick-tocked its way around the clock face. As a kid, he’d heard somebody tell him that the hands on a clock moved too slowly for the human eye to see – but that didn’t stop it from still slowly turning around over the course of the following hour. 
 
    And at nine o’clock exactly, there was a rap at the back door. 
 
    Brian jumped, even though he’d spent the last hour expecting it. 
 
    Climbing up off the couch, he hurried to the back door as the knocking continued, and unlocked it to find Frank there grinning eagerly. 
 
    “Hey, buddy,” the big black man beamed. “What took you so long?” 
 
    Brian wasn’t in the mood for small talk. 
 
    “Come inside,” he snapped. 
 
    “Okay, okay,” Frank played it cool, as he stepped past Brian and into the kitchen. “I’m just here to get my end of the bargain. We still cool, brother?” 
 
    Brian glowered at him – giving the unspoken message that they had never been cool when it came to this. 
 
    But Frank’s reaction suggested he really didn’t care one way or another. He shrugged off his coat. 
 
    “So… We gonna do this, or you want to drink a beer first?” 
 
    Brian’s eyes widened. It was bad enough this big, black bastard wanted to feel up his sleeping wife. Now he wanted to make small talk, too? 
 
    “Come on,” Brian led him into the living room. 
 
    At the door to the bedroom, Brian’s hand hovered over the door handle. Then he froze. 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    “Give me your hands,” Brian snapped. 
 
    “You what?” 
 
    “Give me your hands!” 
 
    “Dude, that’s some gay shit right there.” 
 
    “Just let me hold your hands for a second,” Brian snapped – and when Frank reluctantly offered up his big hands, Brian felt them and they were cold. 
 
    “You were outside,” the smaller man explained, marvelling at how big and rough and calloused Frank’s hands were. “They’re like blocks of ice. If you touch her with those, she’ll wake up for sure.” 
 
    “Oh,” Frank seemed to get it. “Alright, no problem.” He began to rub his hands together, and then tucked them under his armpits.  
 
    Eventually, when he was convinced they’d be warm enough, Frank pulled his hands out and presented them to Brian. The smaller man touched them. 
 
    “Okay,” he growled. “Now be quiet, okay? Really fucking quiet.” 
 
    Frank nodded eagerly, and watched as Brian opened the door to the bedroom with a soft ‘click.’ 
 
    The light from the living room bathed the bedroom; and illuminated Amanda as she lay sleeping on the bed. 
 
    Brian felt his stomach tie itself into knots. His wife looked like a sleeping angel lying there; and he was about to let this beast – this big, black animal – lay his hands on her. 
 
    But what choice did he have? 
 
    “C’mon,” Brian hissed, and he beckoned Frank to the side of the bed. 
 
    The big man listened, and fell to his knees beside the bed eagerly. 
 
    Brian felt revolted by what he did next – but he also felt exhilarated. Like a boy again, when he and his schoolmates had spied in on the girl’s locker room. It was deeply, disgustingly unethical. But it was also kind of hot. 
 
    Lifting the covers, Brian peeled back the comforter to reveal inch after inch of his sleeping wife’s body. Frank watched, his eyes widening. 
 
    “Goddamn,” the big black man breathed. “She’s fucking beautiful.” 
 
    Brian felt a stab of pride, and the corner of his lips curled. 
 
    “O-okay,” Frank murmured, and he held up his hands. “C-can I… Can I touch her?” 
 
    Brian looked at him; and for the first time in their weird relationship, he actually felt power over the other man. And he suddenly felt his cock swell in his pants. 
 
    “G-go on,” Brian ordered. 
 
    And then he watched as Frank Brown – a heavy-set black man he’d barely spoken to until the previous Friday night – reached trembling fingers out and held them above his wife’s bare, pale breasts. 
 
    Frank looked at Brian, as if demanding permission. And Brian nodded. 
 
    Frank’s lips curled.  
 
    And then he cupped Amanda’s beautiful breasts, and squeezed. 
 
    Brian’s eyes widened, and his cock throbbed, as he saw Frank’s big, brown hands squeeze the tender white flesh of his wife’s breasts. The contrast was electric. It looked so fucking sexy.  
 
    And so was the look in Frank’s eyes, as he massaged Amanda’s tits. He licked his thick, brown lips, and rubbed his big thumbs over her nipples, until they hardened like little nubs at the pressure. 
 
    “Fuuuck, man,” Frank grinned, looking up at Brian for approval. “Man, your wife’s titties feel fucking amazing.” 
 
    Brian grinned in pride. Yeah, he thought to himself. They do. 
 
    And then, without his brain giving his mouth permission, Brian whispered: “If you think her tits feel good, you should feel her pussy.” 
 
    Frank immediately froze, and his big head turned to Brian as if to demand he repeat what he’d thought the smaller man had just said. 
 
    “Yeah,” Brian nodded. “Feel her pussy. Go on.” 
 
    Frank’s smile widened obscenely; and then he lifted one hand from Amanda’s breast, and traced a path down the softness of her stomach, to her neatly trimmed ‘v’ of public hair. 
 
    One of his big, black fingers slipped between Amanda’s thighs. And then she moaned. 
 
    Both Frank and Brian froze in horror, snapping their necks to look at her face for any sign of consciousness. 
 
    But while Amanda’s breathing had deepened, and her mouth had parted a little, she still appeared to be asleep. 
 
    Frank grinned again, and he moved his hand. 
 
    One of his big, thick fingers slid between the lips of Amanda’s pussy, and rubbed up and down until it glistened with moisture. 
 
    Then he added another. 
 
    Still sleeping, Amanda’s breathe deepened. 
 
    Frank started to scissor his hand up and down between Amanda’s legs, and then his thumb started circling her clitoris. In response, the unconscious wife’s thighs parted, and she shifted her hips a little; as if offering herself to the hand between her legs. 
 
    Brian’s eyes grew wide, as he watched Frank work. 
 
    Moments later, the man’s big fingers slipped inside Amanda, and while she remained asleep, it was clear she was almost humping his hand, as he rubbed her clit. 
 
    Fuuuck, thought Brian. He was being hit with a one-two punch. On one hand, he was burning with jealousy at the thought of another man pleasuring his wife so expertly. And then, on the other, he couldn’t believe how fucking hot it looked. 
 
    Frank’s big, thick fingers – so dark and leathery – disappeared in and out of his sleeping wife’s hungry pussy, glistening with lubrication. His big thumb circled her clit expertly. The contrast against her pale white skin was incredible. 
 
    Brian couldn’t help himself. He suddenly started wondering what Frank’s cock would look like; slipping inside of his wife’s beautiful body. 
 
    The sound of Amanda moaning shook him out of his thoughts. She was still sleeping – still unconscious – but she was grinding her hips against Frank’s hand and it looked like she was about to… 
 
    About to… 
 
    “Ahhhhhhhhh….” 
 
    The sound that emerged from Amanda’s mouth was barely above a murmur; but it was unmistakable. It was a sound Brian had only heard a few times in his marriage to his beautiful wife. 
 
    The sound of her cumming. 
 
    And as his sleeping wife orgasmed, Brian was hit with a sudden wave of shame. This was his wife. He should be the one making her cum. Instead it was this… this… 
 
    And then, to make it worse, there was a flash of light from Frank’s other hand. Brian looked back and saw that the big black man had whipped out his cell phone for a second time and was recording the action.  
 
    “Okay,” Brian snapped. “Enough.” And when Frank didn’t stop fingering his sleeping wife, the smaller man slapped Frank on the arm – hard. 
 
    “Okay, okay,” with a wet-sounding slurp, Frank pulled his thick fingers from inside Amanda’s pussy. They came away glistening and wet. The big, black man lifted them to his nose and took a deep, lascivious sniff. 
 
    “Mmmmm,” Frank beamed. “Smells good.” 
 
    “Get out,” Brian hissed. “Get out, get out, get out.” And then he hustled Frank out of the bedroom and left his naked wife lying uncovered on the bed; her legs splayed and her pussy glistening. 
 
    Back in the living room, Brian pushed shut the bedroom door with a ‘click’ and then turned to Frank. 
 
    “Give me that phone,” he demanded.  
 
    “You what?” Frank looked innocently at the cell phone in his hand. “This lil’ thing? I was just taking a few snaps.” He then turned to Brian and his lips narrowed. “Y’ain’t getting it, you hear?” 
 
    “Well,” Brian flustered, “Delete them, you promise?” And then his anxiety got the better of him. “You’ve got to leave,” he snapped. 
 
    Frank peered at him, and again lifted his glistening fingers to his nose and sniffed them. And then, to add insult to injury, he licked them.  
 
    “Mmmmmmm,” Frank beamed. “Tastes good.”    
 
    “C’mon,” Brian snapped. “A deal’s a deal. You got what you came for.” 
 
    “That I did, brother,” Frank beamed. “And more.” 
 
    “So you gotta leave,” Brian insisted. “Go on. There’s the door.” 
 
    “Okay, okay,” Frank nodded, scrambling for his coat. “Are we cool, brother?” 
 
    Brian didn’t know how to answer that, so he just mumbled: “Yeah.” And the next thing he knew, he was hustling Frank out of the back door and slamming it shut behind him. 
 
    The last thing he heard was Frank calling through the door: “See you tomorrow.” 
 
    And then Brian slumped against the kitchen counter, chest heaving.  
 
    His head swam. What the fuck had just happened? What had he just watched? What had he just done? 
 
    He’d just let some big, black stranger come into his house and finger his wife - until she came, grinding her hips like a whore. 
 
    And the worst thing? Brian liked it. 
 
    He hadn’t rushed Frank out of the house because he was disgusted, or angry, or ashamed. He’d forced him out of the house, because Brian had a raging hard-on in his pants, and he needed to do something about it. 
 
    Brian unbuckled his belt. He tore off his pants. He practically ripped off his shirt – buttons pinging around the room. And then he strode down the corridor, swung open the door to the bedroom, and pounced on the bed like an animal. 
 
    Amanda was still unconscious – her face as serene as an angel’s. But her thighs were spread open, and her bare pussy was glistening and wet from where Frank had fingered her.  
 
    Brian clambered onto the bed, and slipped between her legs. He grabbed the base of his throbbing cock and aimed it for her pussy – knowing that he’d slip inside her like a hot knife through butter. And then he thrust. 
 
    As his cock sunk inside Amanda’s tightness, a vision of Frank’s fingers crammed inside his wife’s pussy flashed inside Brian’s head. He was struck simultaneously by jealousy and arousal – anger and need. He fucked her, hard. He thrust deeply inside his wife’s body, almost oblivious to the risk of waking her up. 
 
    But she didn’t wake up – not even as Brian’s thrusts rocked her back and forth on the bed, and made her beautiful breasts jiggle. She didn’t wake up when he grabbed one of her bouncing tits, and squeezed it in his hand. He remembered the contrast between Frank’s dark skin and hers, and the image made his cock swell. 
 
    God, Brian thought to himself. What would it look like to see Frank fucking his wife? If it was his big, dark body between her thighs? How would it look to see Frank’s thick, brown cock buried balls-deep inside of Brian’s beautiful wife? 
 
    Brian groaned, as the mental image tipped him over the edge. His last thought was imagining Frank cumming inside of Amanda; unloading his big, black balls inside his precious wife. And that mental image made him explode – burying his cock as deeply inside his wife as he could, and flooding her with cum. 
 
    And it was only then, as his balls drained, that a level head returned to Brian. Post climax, he came crashing back to reality, and realized everything he’d done that night. 
 
    Still buried inside Amanda, his cock softening with each passing second, he looked down and saw her hair all messed up, and her pale breasts pink and red with finger marks and bruises. 
 
    “Oh, shit,” he muttered, pulling out of her. Cum dribbled onto the sheets, flowing down between her buttocks. 
 
    Amanda was still unconscious, but she was a dishevelled mess. She looked freshly fucked; and even Brian knew that if she woke up like this the following morning, she’d know something had happened. 
 
    So desperately, he tried to clean her up. 
 
    Flustered and naked, he brushed her hair straight, and then grabbed for the box of Kleenex on the dresser. 
 
    Empty! 
 
    Snarling, Brian yanked open the dresser drawers looking for another box. He found one, still in its cellophane, and as he wrenched it out of the draw he dislodged something wedged up behind it. 
 
    An orange prescription pill bottle – the type you get from a pharmacy – rolled into view. It looked familiar - they had a few of them in the cabinet above the sink back in the bathroom. 
 
    So why was this one hidden in the drawer? 
 
    For a second, Brian forget his desperate search for tissues and stared at the pill bottle. Then, with trembling fingers, he picked it up, out of the drawer, and read the label. 
 
    Zolpidem, 10mg 
 
    Brian worked for a company that had a pharmaceutical wing, so he knew what these pills were – a generic form of Ambien, at the maximum dose. Enough to knock somebody out for a few hours; which explained why Amanda had just been lying there, oblivious to whatever happened to her. 
 
    He knew that drugs that initiated sleep were known as “hypnotics” which perhaps explained why Amanda was taking them while she listened to those hypnosis tapes… But it didn’t explain why she was taking them – but it did suddenly explain why he’d been able to subject his beautiful wife to all the things he had over the last couple of weeks. She was drugging herself… 
 
    Brian shook his head. 
 
    This was a puzzle for another time. He had other priorities. 
 
    Throwing the bottle back in the drawer, Brian grabbed a clump of tissues and span back to where Amanda was lying on the bed. He spread her pale, beautiful thighs; her pink, freshly-fucked pussy opening as he did so, and a fresh dribble of pearlescent white cum pouring down the cheeks of her ass. 
 
    Brian wiped it away. As he did so, he had a sudden flash in his imagination of what it might be like if it wasn’t his cum he was cleaning from his wife’s cunt. If it had been Frank’s… If he’d just watched the big, black man fuck his wife, instead of him. 
 
    And he was ashamed at how his recently-drained cock still throbbed just at the thought. 
 
      
 
    Chapter Nine 
 
      
 
    The next morning, Brian barely touched his coffee. 
 
    He sat on the stool in their kitchen waiting, breathlessly, for Amanda to come padding out of the kitchen.  
 
    Would she realize what he’d done? He’d tried his best to clean her up; to leave her so she wouldn’t know what he’d subjected her to. But was it enough? 
 
    And then he heard the whistling, and realized that it must have been. 
 
    Out of the bedroom padded Amanda, in her robe. 
 
    “Morning, Sweetheart,” she beamed. Then she reached down and rubbed just above her crotch through her robe. “Man, I think my time of the month must be coming. I’m kind of achy down there.”  
 
    Brian’s eyes widened. No shit, he thought to himself.  
 
    But as Amanda sat down and drank his coffee and ate the whole wheat pancakes he made for her, it suddenly occurred to him: She had no idea. 
 
    He’d invited a complete stranger into their house the previous night; and he’d fingered Brian’s wife to orgasm. And then Brian had fucked her, like a piece of meat, emptying his balls into her; and she’d had no idea. 
 
    It was clearly something to do with those pills she’d taken – and why she was taking them, Brian still didn’t know. But at the moment, it meant that he’d gotten away with it. And while his nerves and his dignity were in tatters, that at least meant he still had his marriage. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    And he still had his job!  
 
    That was something Brian considered as he rolled his Camry into the parking lot the following Monday, and reluctantly gazed up at the five storey office block where he worked. 
 
    Truth be told, despite delivering on his arrangement with Frank, Brian was incredibly nervous about seeing the IT director that morning. He didn’t think he’d be able to look him in the eye. Not so much because he’d just let him finger his own, unconscious wife – but because of the dark and sordid thoughts he’d had afterward. 
 
    But as it happened, Brian needn’t have worried. Frank wasn’t in that day. “Working from home” was the official response on his email. 
 
    But Frank had left Brian something – a manila folder on the seat of his chair in Brian’s cubicle. 
 
    Glancing over his shoulder, to make sure nobody was looking, Brian peered inside. 
 
      
 
    Hey Buddy, 
 
    A deal’s a deal. Here are the login details for our IT monitoring software. Use them responsibly! 
 
    Frank 
 
    P.S. When I’m back in the office, we’ll talk about our arrangement a little further. 
 
      
 
    Brian went white. 
 
    Their ‘arrangement’? 
 
    Wasn’t it over? Brian had delivered on his part of the bargain; and it had torn him up inside to do so. What more could Frank want for him? 
 
    But since he had no answers to that question, Brian instead logged into the URL Frank had provided, and started snooping around. 
 
    It was amazing. 
 
    From his modest little cubicle, Brian suddenly had access to everything and anything within the company. He could flick between live screens of users, or churn through page after page of web records, to see who had visited which site on their company computers. 
 
    At first Brian was overwhelmed, and didn’t know what to make of all this new information. Then he remembered the things Frank had showed him; especially how Phil, from Investor Relations, liked to do stock deals during office hours. 
 
    Phil was a handsome, successful guy – wearing Brooks Brother’s suits, and driving a brand new BMW. Obviously his dabbling in the stock market had been successful. 
 
    Reassured by that knowledge, Brian felt bold enough to lot into his eTrade account, one he hadn’t even touched since before he was married. He had a few hundred dollars-worth of stocks invested there – stuff that hadn’t made him a penny since he’d sunk the money into it. Uncertainly, he pulled five hundred dollars from a poorly-performing portfolio and bought shares in the penny stock that Phil had invested in that morning with the money instead. 
 
    And then, hands trembling, he tried to focus enough to get back to work. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    “Hi, Honey,” Amanda greeted Brian when he got home that night with a chaste kiss on the cheek and a freshly microwaved meal. “How was your day?” 
 
    Brian can’t even remember what he told her; but that didn’t matter. He was pretty sure she wasn’t listening, anyway. Amanda just cheerfully whisked her way through the house, tidying up a little, watching her show and then hopping into the shower to get ready for bed. 
 
    Brian pretended to follow his own evening routine – but tonight he was paying special attention to what Amanda was doing. Specifically, he wanted to know about those pills he’d found. 
 
    While Amanda was in the shower, Brian tiptoed into the bedroom and opened up her dresser drawer. There, hidden in the back, was her bottle of pills.  
 
    Carefully listening to the sound of the running water in the bathroom – to make sure Amanda didn’t catch him in the act – Brian opened up the bottle and poured the pills into his hand. 
 
    He counted them out – there were sixteen in total. Then, pouring them back into the bottle, he jammed it back into the drawer and crept back into the living room. 
 
    Just a few moments later, Amanda emerged from the bathroom smelling delicious. Her body still glistening with water and body lotion, she kissed Brian on the cheek and told him: “I’m off to listen to my tapes.” 
 
    Brian watched her go. “Sure you are,” he thought to himself. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Like all the previous evenings, Brian waited precisely one hour before making his move. And while he’d sat still on the couch for almost all of that time, his mind had been racing as he waited. 
 
    If he was right, he’d tiptoe into the bedroom and find his gorgeous wife unconscious on the bed again. But this time, he might discover why she was so unconscious. 
 
    And that, in itself, was awakening dark and dirty thoughts in Brian’s mind. The kind that made his cock swell to attention. 
 
    At nine o’clock exactly, Brian got up and carefully removed his clothes. His cock was already standing to full attention; knowing what awaited in the room next door. 
 
    Opening the bedroom door, Brian peered at his beautiful wife, sleeping on the bed. She looked like a serene angel; so peaceful and still. 
 
    Brian crept to the dresser and opened the drawer. He fumbled in the back for the pill bottle. Then, opening it, he poured the pills into his hand and carefully counted each one. 
 
    Fourteen. 
 
    Two were missing. 
 
    So that confirmed it. Amanda had been drugging herself every night. Why, Brian couldn’t say. But it did explain how he’d been able to get away with what he had – and made him feel confident to keep on doing it. 
 
    Which is precisely what he did next. 
 
    Putting the pills back in the dresser, Brian turned to Amanda’s sleeping body and stood over her; peering down at his defenceless, beautiful wife. 
 
    He was mad at her. 
 
    She’d spent the last two months making their marriage a sexless drudge, and he didn’t know why. It was almost like she was deliberately avoiding sex with him; and these pills gave her the opportunity to give her husband the sexual cold-shoulder without having to explain her reasoning. 
 
    Well, Brian thought to himself. The joke’s on you. And then he pulled back the covers and bared his wife’s beautiful body. 
 
    She was truly gorgeous – her pale body was curvy and inviting. And Brian decided to take her up on that. 
 
    Getting onto his knees, he lifted his unconscious wife’s legs and draped them over his shoulders. This presented her pussy to him, sealed tightly shut like a little clam. But all Brian needed to do was lean forward, and extend his tongue, and… 
 
    With one lick from bottom to top, Amanda’s pussy opened like a blossoming flower; and Brian’s tastebuds were suddenly flooded with a tangy, erotic taste. His cock swelled. 
 
    Sliding his hands down her gorgeous thighs, Brian cupped one of Amanda’s ripe buttocks in each palm and lifted her hips to his mouth; drinking from her like she was a cup. 
 
    Brian remembered how Frank had made his wife cum, by fucking her with his fingers. Now knowing that she was utterly unconscious, Brian decided he needed to do the same; to prove himself. 
 
    And so he feasted on Amanda’s pussy; sucking her clit between his lips, and swirling his tongue around it, until it grew hard and throbbing. And as her pussy began to gush, he took two fingers – fingers he couldn’t help notice were so pale and thin compared to Frank’s – and slid them inside of her. 
 
    Unconsciously, his sleeping wife began to grind her hips. Lying there, like a serene doll, her breath deepened. 
 
    Brian worked diligently; familiar with her body and what she liked. With the two fingers buried in her wetness, he began to make ‘come hither’ gestures; curling his fingers so his fingertips stimulated her g-spot. And as he did so, he licked and sucked her clit like a man possessed. 
 
    And then the wave came; and the sleeping Amanda cried out gently as her hips began to undulate. Brian kept licking, and kept curling his fingers inside her, until the sleeping Amanda arched her back and a cannonade of wetness gushed into Brian’s face. 
 
    “Aahhhh!” And then she flopped back onto the bed and continued sleeping. She’d come. 
 
    Triumphantly, Brian lifted his face from between her thighs. His lips and tongue were dripping with her arousal, and the scent made his cock painfully hard. 
 
    Scooching up the bed, Brian slipped between her thighs; and then his rock-hard cock sunk inside Amanda’s dripping pussy effortlessly. He groaned. It felt exquisite. 
 
    But he wanted more. Even as he fucked his sleeping wife, his whole body demanded more. 
 
    He threw his mind back to a few nights ago, when he’d watched Frank fuck Amanda with his fingers. 
 
    “Did you like that?” He hissed, knowing he’d get no reply. “Did you like having some dirty stranger finger-fuck you like that?” Brian sunk as deeply into his wife as he could; eyes half-closed at the incredible, velvet grip of her wet and inviting cunt. “Maybe I should let him fuck you next.” Brian reached up and squeezed one of his wife’s tits. “Maybe I should let him blow his load inside of you, you beautiful little whore.” 
 
    And just that mental image – of watching Frank’s hefty frame between his wife’s thighs, and of seeing the big black man fill her with his cum – tipped Brian over the edge. He groaned. His eyes rolled into the back of his head. His balls contracted and his cock swelled to painful proportions before firing off jet after jet of boiling cum into his wife’s wet and willing pussy. 
 
    “Oh, God,” Brian gasped, panting, as he hung over his sleeping wife’s body; still buried to the hilt inside of her. “Oh, God, what did I say that for?” 
 
    And then Amanda’s husband pulled his softening cock from her tight embrace, and slumped onto the end of the bed. 
 
    He looked at his sleeping wife – so sweet and serene from the waist upwards, but looking freshly-fucked and used from her crotch down.  
 
    Amanda’s thighs were spread, and were red with finger marks. Her pussy was a dewy, glistening flower open for the world to see. And Brian’s cum was dribbling out of her, down the crack of her beautiful ass. 
 
    Brian stared at the river of cum, and madness gripped him. 
 
    He imagined, once again, that it was Frank’s cum he was looking at. That it had been the black man who’d just blown his load inside Brian’s unsuspecting, unconscious wife, instead of him. And then he had an uncontrollable urge to taste it. 
 
    And so, unable to stop himself, Brian spread Amanda’s legs again, and once against dove his head between her thighs. And this time, as his tongue delved between the folds of her freshly-fucked pussy, it was the salty, pungent scent of his own cum that filled his nostrils. 
 
    Brian feasted. He slurped at Amanda’s pussy, and felt strings of his own cum sucked into his mouth. Then he licked up the rest; cleaning each inch of her. He devoured her, and then sucked and licked her clit until the beautiful wife bucked her hips for a second time and gushed more moisture into his mouth. 
 
    Finally, once they were both sated, Brian pulled his head from between her legs and rearranged her in bed; covering his sleeping wife with the comforter. 
 
    Then he collapsed into bed and fell into a deep, dreamless sleep. 
 
      
 
    Chapter Ten 
 
      
 
    Brian was transfixed with anxiety as he made the coffee the following morning – sure that Amanda would have figured out what had happened to her – if not from the red marks he’d left over her breasts and thighs, then from the sticky residue from where he’d licked her clean (he still couldn’t believe he’d done that!) 
 
    But instead, his gorgeous wife padded from the bedroom like a graceful house cat – stretching her slender arms and yawning. 
 
    “My goodness,” Amanda purred. “I’m stiff.” She turned to her husband and giggled. “And I feel all tingly.” Her eyes dropped to her crotch. “In a good way. I must have been having more dreams about you.” 
 
    Brian’s eyes grew wide. He smiled wickedly. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    That good mood was spoilt the moment Brian got into work. 
 
    As soon as he’d logged into his computer, a meeting maker popped up on his screen telling him that he was required to attend an IT review at 9:30am – hosted by, no less, Frank Brown himself. 
 
    Nervously, Brian started preparing his notes. 
 
    Before he left his cubicle, though, he took a moment to click through to his eTrade account and check how the penny stock he’d bought had done. 
 
    And he nearly fainted. 
 
    Since the previous morning, it had more than doubled in value – and was still going up. 
 
    Overnight, Brian had made nearly an entire week’s salary. 
 
    In some ways, it was fortunate that Frank had invited him to that nine thirty meeting – otherwise Brian would have simply sat there; looking at the screen where his new-found riches were on display. 
 
    Instead – nervously – he headed off to the conference room. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Conference Room C was on the other side of the building, and when Brian finally got there, Frank was the only other person in the room. 
 
    Brian dropped his notepad onto the conference table. “Who else are we expecting?” 
 
    And that’s when Frank wheeled his chair around and purred: “Nobody. Now shut that door.” 
 
    Brian’s heart skyrocketed into his throat. 
 
    “The door, B-man,” Frank repeated. “Close it.” 
 
    Fingers trembling, Brian clicked shut the door. 
 
    “Take a seat, my man,” Frank beamed, swivelling in his seat. Nervously, Brian did as he was told. “Now catch a load of this.” 
 
    And Frank pressed a button on his computer. 
 
    Immediately, on the projector screen on the opposite wall, a leering and grainy close up of a naked pair of breasts appeared; plus a loud and crackling soundtrack of gasps and groans. 
 
    Brian went white. 
 
    He recognized those breasts. 
 
    They belonged to Amanda. 
 
    The grainy shot panned down, to a shot of pale, splayed thighs and a big, brown hand sliding in and out from between them. Then the camera reared upwards – the soundtrack catching Brian’s own voice angrily demanding: “Okay! Enough!” 
 
    The screen showed a lingering, two-second close-up of Brian’s wife’s face. Then it swung upwards and caught Brian’s own outraged face, as he shooed Frank from the room. 
 
    And then the video stopped. 
 
    Brian sat there, open-mouthed. 
 
    Frank swivelled his chair around, and flashed his bright, white teeth. 
 
    “I ain’t exactly Stephen Spielberg,” he admitted. “But I think I got the gist of it.” 
 
    Brian struggled to fill his lungs with oxygen. 
 
    “W-why,” he stammered. “Why are you showing me this?” 
 
    Frank’s smile widened. 
 
    “Just a little insurance,” he beamed. “I’ve given you a lot of power, letting you access the IT monitoring portal.” He leaned forward in his seat. “I just want you to remember where that came from.” 
 
    Brian said nothing. He just stared across the table at Frank. 
 
    “And,” the big black man purred, “that there’s a cost attached.” 
 
    Brian gripped the edge of the table. 
 
    “W-what do you mean?” 
 
    “Well,” Frank purred. “I was planning on circling back around your house tonight, after work.” He held up his big hand – specifically, the two fingers he’d used to finger Amanda to orgasm the other night. “You gonna answer the door, right?” 
 
    Brian felt sick. Butterflies churned in his stomach. He thought this was over. He thought he’d settled up with Frank. 
 
    But the big man’s smile proved otherwise. 
 
    “It’d be a shame,” he purred, “if this video got out. You know, for your family and friends to see.” Again, Frank leaned closer. “Or even just your pretty wife.” His smile widened menacingly. “How d’you think she’d feel? Watching herself, passed out, with some big black brother shoving his fingers up her coochie?” 
 
    Brian went white. 
 
    “I figured as much,” Frank clambered from his seat. “I’ll see you and nine o’clock, okay brother?” And then he headed for the door. 
 
    Frank Brown paused in the doorway, and looked back at Brian one last time. 
 
    “One last word of advice,” he offered. “When Phil, from Investor Relations, sells his stock? You should too.” 
 
    And then he was gone. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    For more than twenty minutes, Brian just sat there, in the empty conference room. He stared at the big screen; where he’d seen his wife on display just moments earlier. 
 
    His stomach churned. He had to go through this again? 
 
    But at the same time, his cock swelled inside his pants. 
 
    Because while watching Frank finger his wife had been one of the most humiliating situations of his life, it was also one of the sexiest.  
 
    And for all his nerves, and self-loathing, he was kind of excited for it to happen again. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    The rest of the day passed like a blur. 
 
    Before he knew it, Brian found himself driving home in his Camry, nerves wracked about what he was about to do that evening. 
 
    Amanda greeted him with a hug and kiss. 
 
    “How was your day at work, honey?” 
 
    He couldn’t even remember what he told her. 
 
    But during dinner, Brian’s brain did start operating again. 
 
    “S-so, honey,” he asked, as he picked at his mashed potatoes. “You’ve only got another seven days of the hypnosis tapes, right?” 
 
    Amanda’s head snapped up when she heard that. 
 
    “Uhhh,” she blinked. “Yes.” She looked amazed. “Good memory, honey.” 
 
    Actually, it wasn’t. Brian just remembered that there were fourteen of Amanda’s sleeping pills left; and since she took two a night, that left only a week before her prescription ran dry. 
 
    But that confirmation was important to Brian. Because not only did it mean that he’d finally have his wife back – and she’d actively, consciously want to have sex with him. It also meant that this nightmare scenario with Frank would end. 
 
    He could hardly invite himself over to finger Amanda if she was wide awake, could he? 
 
    And that, in itself, was the only reason he was able to sit through dinner, and their show on TV that night. And, at eight o’clock, kiss his wife goodnight as she retired to the bedroom to “listen to her tapes.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    At nine o’clock, there was familiar rap on the back door. 
 
    Climbing up from the couch, Brian nervously scuttled to the back door and opened it. There, as expected, stood Frank – a shit-eating grin on his face. 
 
    “Evening, bro,” he beamed – and then, from behind his back, he produced a bottle of Courvoisier. “Thought we could have a little drink before this evening’s festivities.” 
 
    Brian didn’t say anything. He just ushered the big, black man inside before the neighbors could see. 
 
    “Okay,” Brian hissed, as he locked the back door. “Stay put. I’m just going to check that she’s asleep.” 
 
    “Do what you need to, bro,” Frank purred. He started rooting around the cabinets for glasses. “I’ll pour us some brandy.” 
 
    Brian didn’t really drink hard liquor – but given the circumstances, he felt like he might need it. 
 
    Tiptoeing down the corridor, Brian opened the door to the bedroom and light shone across the bed. There, lying as still and serene as she had for almost two months now, was Amanda. 
 
    Still keeping quiet, Brian tiptoed to her dresser and opened the top drawer. He retrieved the pill bottle from where she’d wedged it. 
 
    Emptying it out, he counted the contents. Twelve pills left. 
 
    She’d taken two – leaving her out for the count. 
 
    Brian didn’t know how he felt about that. Part of him was ashamed and disgusted at what he was about to let happen to his wife. But then, another part of him was angry at her.  
 
    Why was she taking these pills? Why was she so desperate to knock herself out? Was it because she didn’t want to be intimate with him? Her own husband? 
 
    In many ways, Brian’s irrational anger outweighed his guilt. As did that nagging, infuriating excitement at seeing his innocent, beautiful wife in such a disgusting situation. 
 
    So she’d rather drug herself than be intimate with her own husband, eh? 
 
    Well, Brian sneered to himself. Perhaps she deserved this. 
 
    And with that, he strode purposefully into the kitchen and snapped at Frank: “Are we doing this, or what?” 
 
    Frank’s eyes widened as he heard Brian say this. He handed him a wine glass full of brandy. 
 
    “Let’s toast to this, first,” the big, black man purred. 
 
    Brian snatched the glass and drank. The cheap brandy burned his mouth and throat. 
 
    “Just so you know,” he coughed, as the burning liquor warmed his throat, “my wife’s stopping these hypnosis tapes next week.”  
 
    He looked up, and caught Frank’s eyes. 
 
    The black man grinned. 
 
    “Well, that don’t give us much time, does it?” 
 
    And with that, Frank drained his glass and slid off his jacket. 
 
    A moment later, Brian found himself following Frank down the corridor, and into their bedroom. 
 
    “Man, fucking look at her,” Frank hissed, as he stood in the doorway and gazed down at Brian’s sleeping wife. “She’s so fucking beautiful.” He elbowed Brian in the ribs. “How did you get a girl that beautiful to marry your skinny white ass?” 
 
    Brian narrowed his eyes. 
 
    “140lbs might be skinny,” he admitted. “But 110lbs of that is my cock.” 
 
    Frank’s eyes widened at the uncharacteristic joke. 
 
    “Shiiit,” he beamed. “We need to feed you brandy more often. You’re a funny motherfucker.” 
 
    Brian said nothing. 
 
    Instead, he watched as Frank crossed the room and nervously lifted up the covers. Underneath lay Amanda – naked and beautiful. 
 
    Both Frank and Brian gasped as they saw her exposed body. 
 
    “Fuck me, that’s a hot looking woman,” Frank nodded. Then he dropped to his knees; and before Brian could say anything, started spreading her legs. “Man, I gotta taste that pussy.” 
 
    “Hey, wait,” Brian objected. “That wasn’t what we agreed…” 
 
    Frank turned his head and growled: “Oh, chill out, brother. Is eating your wife’s pretty pussy any different to fingering it? Really?” 
 
    Brian said nothing. In some ways, it really wasn’t. 
 
    “So shut the fuck up,” Frank nodded, and he grabbed Amanda’s knees and lifted and separated them; exposing the pink clamshell between her legs. “Man, I bet she tastes sweet – like pink bubblegum.” 
 
    And then the big, black man opened his mouth and lowered his head between Amanda’s thighs. 
 
    Brian stood there and watched, aghast, as a virtual stranger started going down on his unconscious wife. 
 
    Frank opened his mouth and clamped it over Amanda’s pussy. Brian heard the wet suction as he licked and sucked.  
 
    Almost immediately, Brian’s sleeping wife opened her mouth, and unconsciously gasped; and her hips started grinding against the big man’s mouth. 
 
    Brian was gripped with jealously. Again, he was watching a virtual stranger make sounds of pleasure emerge from his wife’s mouth that he had rarely heard himself. 
 
    It was painful, watching somebody else demonstrate a mastery over Amanda’s beautiful body that he didn’t have. To see somebody else make her moan, and gasp, and buck her hips like that. 
 
    But it was also hot - incredibly hot. In fact, as Brian watched Frank lick and suck his sleeping wife’s cunt, he felt his cock swell to massive proportions inside his pants. 
 
    The sleeping Amanda was breathing fast and deeply now; her chest turning pink. As Brian watched, he noticed her nipples grow as hard as little bullets, and her tongue dart from her mouth to lick her slightly parted lips. 
 
    She was close, Brian realized. Once again, he was about to witness another man drive his unconscious wife to climax.  
 
    As if sensing that himself, Frank started snuffling and slurping like a pig looking for truffles; and Amanda’s body seemed to be responding to the stimulation in a way it rarely had for Brian himself; even when she was awake. 
 
    Her whole body trembled on the bed. Her hips bucked. And then she let out an exquisite, muffled moan that echoed around the bedroom. Lying there, unconscious, she was cumming on Frank’s tongue. 
 
    He kept licking and sucking through it all; driving her further into the wave of pleasure and letting the climax wash over her. Only when Amanda’s trembling, shuddering body went limp did he stop feasting on her pussy. 
 
    And then, still licking, one of Frank’s hands left Amanda’s knee, and dropped to his own crotch. 
 
    Brian watched with mounting dread as Frank unbuckled his pants and unzipped his fly. 
 
    “W-what are you doing?” he demanded. 
 
    Frank lifted his face from between Amanda’s thighs. It game away glistening with her juices. 
 
    “I’m gonna fuck her,” Frank snapped, staring up at Brian with an expression that most wouldn’t want to argue with. 
 
    Brian, understandably, wasn’t most people. 
 
    “Woah,” he snapped, even as Frank wrenched a thick, throbbing brown cock from his pants. “You were just going to finger her. That was the deal.” 
 
    Frank met Brian’s gaze and grinned. He didn’t miss a beat; stroking his enormous cock as he spoke: 
 
    “That was before, buddy,” Frank purred. “You think you’re going to send me home with this shoved in my pants?” He gestured to his enormous hard-on. 
 
    Brian stared it it, awestruck. His mouth went dry. 
 
    “I’ve got to bust a nut,” Frank warned, “and from the way your beautiful wife just came on my tongue, I’ve got a feeling she’d welcome it inside her.” 
 
    “No fucking way,” Brian took a step forward. 
 
    Frank held up his hand menacingly. 
 
    “Stop right there, buddy. Remember what I’ve got on you.” 
 
    Brian paused. 
 
    “You want that nice little video I showed you this morning to do the rounds? To hit your bosses’ office, before your wife sees it herself?” 
 
    Brian went white. 
 
    “Didn’t think so.” And with that, Frank yanked down his pants; fully exposing a hard-on that looked as long and thick as three Coke cans stacked end to end. “Now stand back. I’m going in.” 
 
    Brian was aghast. He’d never seen anything so big; even in porn. And to make matters worse, Frank’s cock was swelling to attention as the big, black man stroked it – until it reared from out of his pants like an angry bird. 
 
    Frank clambered onto the bed. It creaked under his weight. Then he positioned himself between Amanda’s outstretched thighs. 
 
    “W-wait,” Brian cried. “You can’t do this!” 
 
    “Just watch me” 
 
    “Don’t you at least have a c-condom or something?” 
 
    Frank turned to him and smiled. Still making eye-contact with his colleague, the big black man gripped the base of his penis and aimed it for the lips to Amanda’s tender, glistening pussy. 
 
    “Nah, man,” he purred “I’ll be careful, okay?” And, then, without waiting to hear the response, he thrust. 
 
    And like a flower, Amanda’s pussy opened. Brian watched with horror as Frank’s penis sunk inside of her – inch after inch, stretching her apart - so much so that the sleeping girl arched her back and moaned audibly. 
 
    And the worst part? Brian found himself unable to move – unable to take that step forward and haul the big, black brute off his wife. He was hypnotized by the sight of Frank’s enormous dick sliding into his wife’s tender pussy.  
 
    The contrast was electric – big, black, hard flesh and her pale, perfect skin. And then the sight of Frank’s bulky body, crushing Amanda to the bed. It was like looking at something from a porn movie. It was unreal. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” Frank’s voice brought Brian back to reality. The bedsprings started creaking as Frank began to thrust in and out of Amanda. “Oh, shit. She’s so tight.” The big, black man turned to Brian and grinned; not stopping his thrusts even for a second. “Man, your wife’s pussy is fucking delicious.” 
 
    Brian whimpered. The only thing worse than watching Frank fuck Amanda was the fact that Brian’s own cock was as hard as a fucking rock; painfully cramped inside his pants. 
 
    “Oh, man,” Frank hunched over Amanda, and bent his lead to lick her neck. “Goddamn, she’s amazing.” And then he turned to look at Brian again.  
 
    “You like this, bro? You like watching me fuck your wife?” And as if to reinforce that, he began to thrust faster, harder and deeper. The bedsprings creaked in protest.  
 
    Brian felt tears well up in his eyes. 
 
    “Oh, don’t give me that shit,” Frank warned. “I see the front of your fucking pants.” His eyes flicked to the front of Brian’s slacks, which were distended by his erection.  
 
    “Go on,” Frank insisted, as he fucked Amanda. “Whip it out. You know you want to.” He began to hammer his hips faster, and reached up with one hand to squeeze one of Amanda’s pale breasts. “This is better than a fucking porno for you, isn’t it?” 
 
    And Brian couldn’t help himself. He did as he was told. Standing there, watching Frank fuck Amanda, he reached down and unbuckled his belt. 
 
    A moment later, his pants fell down around his ankles, and Brian found himself stroking his own erection. 
 
    He felt miserable; his hard-on between his fingers so pale and tiny compared to Frank’s enormous cock. But he was also more aroused than he could ever remember; and his balls were tight with desperate need. 
 
    “That’s it,” Frank watched Brian jerk off, and thrust deeper into Amanda’s pliant, unconscious body. “You like watching your wife get fucked by a big, black cock – don’t you?” 
 
    And then Frank bit his lip. 
 
    “Shit,” he grinned. “Man, your wife’s pussy is too much.” He began to thrust harder. “I’m about to bust my nut.” 
 
    Brian knew he had to say something. Brian knew he had to tell him to stop – that Amanda wasn’t on any form of birth control and they were trying to get pregnant. 
 
    But he didn’t. Instead, he just stroked his cock faster, and shuffled closer to the bed. 
 
    “Here it comes,” Frank warned, pounding Amanda hard and fast. “Oh, Jesus. It’s coming. I’m going to fill her up, you little slut.” 
 
    And then he came. 
 
    Groaning, Frank arched his back and thrust deeply inside Amanda’s unconscious body. Buried balls deep in the sleeping white wife, he spurted into her fertile, unprotected cunt. 
 
    And as Brian watched, he too tipped over the edge. Watching this big, black stranger cum inside his wife made his own balls contract; and a moment later he was jerking hot spurts of cum over Amanda’s bare breasts. 
 
    “Oh, shit,” Frank, still buried inside Amanda, watched her husband paint her breasts with his seed. “That’s hot. Cum all over her tits, that’s right.” 
 
    And Brian did; covering her with his load until his cock grew soft, flaccid and exhausted. And only when his balls were empty did he start to emerge from the erotic fugue and take stock of his surroundings. 
 
    He was standing there, pants around his ankles, with his limp cock dripping stickily into his fingers. Meanwhile, Frank was clambering off the bed, pulling his own softening cock from Amanda’s tight pussy with an audible “schlurp.” 
 
    And, to Brian’s horror, as Frank pulled himself away, a torrent of cum poured from Amanda’s pink, freshly-fucked pussy. 
 
    “Oh, shit,” Brian reached down and tried to pull up his pants. “Oh fuck. You came in her.” 
 
    “I sure as hell did,” Frank was pulling up his pants.  
 
    “She’s not on the pill,” Brian wailed. “Oh, shit. What if you got her pregnant?” 
 
    Frank chuckled. 
 
    “Holy crap! You just let a fucking stranger bareback your wife and she wasn’t even on the pill?” He slapped Brian good-naturedly on the arm. “You’re a sick motherfucker, Brian.” He grinned. “I like that.” 
 
    “I’m serious,” Brian wailed. “What do I do?” 
 
    Frank was tucking his shirt in. 
 
    “Man, I’ve got three kids already, so I know I’m not shooting blanks.” He jerked his thumb towards Amanda, who was lying there with her thighs spread, filled with another man’s seed. “Looks like I just planted a baby-maker in there.” 
 
    Brian turned and stared at his beautiful wife’s splayed legs. 
 
    He suddenly knew what he had to do. 
 
    “Get out of here,” he ordered, and pushed Frank towards the door. “Go on, leave.” 
 
    “Hey, let me at least do my pants up,” Frank complained. 
 
    “Go on,” Brian hissed. “You got what you came for.” 
 
    Frank grinned. “That I did, brother.” He slapped Brian on the shoulder again. “Same time tomorrow?” 
 
    And Brian felt like throwing up. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    A few moments later, Brian had locked the back door on Frank and was padding back into the bedroom. 
 
    He couldn’t believe what had just happened – how quickly this had all spiralled out of control. How could it have come to this? To watching another man fuck his sleeping wife? 
 
    And, even worse, possibly make her pregnant. 
 
    But Brian knew what to do. 
 
    He unbuttoned his shirt and kicked off his pants. Then, naked, he slid onto the bed between Amanda’s legs. 
 
    He peered, close-up, at his wife’s freshly-fucked pussy. It was pink, and glistening; rivulets of Frank’s cum dribbling down the crack of her beautiful ass. 
 
    Brian extended his tongue and licked. 
 
    He didn’t know how he could do it; how he could stomach the thought of licking up another man’s cum. But he also knew that if he didn’t, the consequences of this night could last a lifetime. 
 
    First, Brian delved his tongue between the cheeks of Amanda’s taut ass and slurped up a mouthful of hot, salty cum. He forced himself to swallow it. Then he lifted his head and latched onto Amanda’s pussy; sucking and slurping until thick, salty ropes slithered across his tongue and he swallowed each and every one of them. 
 
    Brian feasted on Amanda’s pussy, and desperately tried to eat Frank’s cum from it. He invaded her wetness with his tongue, and sucked her clean, and slurped each fold and crevice of her delicious cunt until it was glistening with his saliva; and his unconscious wife was writhing and moaning on the brink of another orgasm. 
 
    And then finally, he tipped her over the edge; and she gushed into his mouth. Brian swallowed eagerly; hoping that he’d managed to catch every bit of Frank’s load. The thought of what might happen if he hadn’t appalled him. 
 
      
 
    Chapter Eleven 
 
      
 
    “Honey, did you change the comforter in the middle of the night?” 
 
    It was Amanda, padding out of the bedroom the following morning. 
 
    “Y-yeah,” Brian said nervously, cornflakes poised to enter his mouth. “I… erm… spilt some water on it when I was getting into bed.” 
 
    “Oh,” Amanda seemed to buy this – unaware that the real reason Brian had changed the sheets the previous evening was because they were covered with cum. “I’m going to go and take a shower, okay?” She scratched her head. “For some reason, I feel all achy and dirty today.” 
 
    Brian watched her go, heart pounding. How could she possibly not have known what had happened the previous night? 
 
    But she didn’t… And that both thrilled him, and filled him with dread. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    The nerves continued at work. 
 
    As soon as Brian sat at this cubicle, the telephone rang and Brian could see that it was Frank on the other end of the line. 
 
    “W-what do you want, Frank?” 
 
    “Hey, B-man,” Frank’s voice was laconic. “No need to be unfriendly. How are you this fine morning?” He paused. “You got everything, ahem, cleaned up after last night?” 
 
    Brian bristled at the comment. 
 
    “Hey,” Frank’s voice suddenly turned serious. “Figured I owed you a solid. You checked Phil’s screen today?” 
 
    “Phil? Investor Relations’ Phil?” 
 
    “Yeah. Remember what I told you?” 
 
    Brian blinked. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “I told you to sell your stock the moment he does – and he’s dumping a shitload of it.” Frank sucked his breath in through his teeth. “You might want to follow that up.” 
 
    Shit. Brian remembered the small fortune he’d made investing in Phil’s newfound penny stock. What had happened? 
 
    “I gotta go.” Brian hung up the phone. 
 
    A moment later, he was logging into his eTrade account and rushing to that stock page. 
 
    His heart sank. 
 
    In big, red numbers, the website announced that the stock had dropped 50% just that morning. 
 
    Brian rapidly clicked through to his account and clicked the “sell” button; refreshing the screen once, twice, and then three times until some buyer on the other end of the Internet accepted his price and bought him out. 
 
    Heart pounding, Brian clicked through to see how bad the damage had been. It would be incredibly disappointing to have made what seemed like an incredible fortune, only to watch it disappear almost as fast. 
 
    Except it hadn’t. 
 
    The eTrade website hadn’t lied. Today, the stock that Brian had invested in had halved in value. 
 
    But that was today. 
 
    And in the two days Brian hadn’t bothered checking it, something incredible had happened. His stock, which he’d bought $500 dollars in, had increased in value ten times.  
 
    1,000%. 
 
    Brian knew words like quadruple, for four times something, but he didn’t even know what the ‘ruple’ was for ten times something. 
 
    All he knew that it now referred to him. 
 
    Of course, that 50% drop that morning had sucked away half of those incredible gains; but it still left Brian with $2,500; for four days work. You could hardly even call it ‘work’ since Brian had pretty much forgotten about it until that morning. 
 
    For a moment, Brian wondered if he should cash the money in, and started thinking about what he could do with the equivalent of two week’s pay. 
 
    But then madness gripped him – and, still reeling at his good fortune, Brian logged back into the monitoring portal and brought up his colleague Phil’s screen. 
 
    In real-time, he watched as Phil started investing in another penny stock; and this time Brian was right behind him. He jotted down the stock symbol, and the price, and simultaneously opened up a browser on his screen to purchase it himself. 
 
    And he did. With all $2,500 dollars of his newly found wealth (well, minus fees and with a bit of small change left) he bought the stock. 
 
    And then he did something else. Noticing that Phil had put a sell order on the stock, Brian to set an automatic function to do the same. This time, he hoped, he wouldn’t lose out if the stock came crashing down again. 
 
    For a moment, Brian wondered why the stock grew so high in value, and then came crashing down so quickly. And then he wondered how Phil had known so deftly to sell the stock when it was at its highest. 
 
    But then the phone at his desk rang again. Brian clicked “Okay” to complete the transaction, and snatched up the receiver. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    A little before the end of the workday, an instant message popped up on Brian’s screen. 
 
    It was from Frank. 
 
      
 
    See you tonight? 
 
      
 
    Brian’s heart missed a beat. 
 
    He tried desperately to think of an excuse – some way of saying ‘no.’ But then he remembered the image of the big, burly black man fucking Amanda, and his cock swelled in response. 
 
    He didn’t want this. He swore to himself he didn’t. But, nevertheless, he typed: 
 
      
 
    Ok. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Twelve 
 
      
 
    It was almost nine o’clock. 
 
    Brian had checked on Amanda, and found her sleeping peacefully once again; the tinny noise of her hypnosis tapes playing through her headphones. 
 
    He checked the drawer and, as expected, found just twelve of her sleeping pills left. 
 
    And then he heard a rap on the back door. 
 
    Mouth dry, he went to answer it. 
 
    But as Brian opened the door, Frank’s wasn’t the face that greeted him. 
 
    “Yo,” it was another black guy – a burly looking dude with a gold tooth and shaved head. “S’up, blood?” 
 
    Frank was standing behind him, and ushered this stranger into Brian’s kitchen. 
 
    “H-hey,” Brian staggered back, watching this big man swagger in ahead of Frank. “Who is this?” He sucked his breath in through his teeth. “Who the hell is this?” 
 
    “Relax, Man,” Frank assured him. “It’s cool. This is my cousin Tyrone.” 
 
    “But what is he doing here?” 
 
    “Oh, him?” Frank shrugged, as casually as if he’d just invited somebody over for happy hour. “I was telling him about your hot-ass wife and he wanted to come check her out.” 
 
    Brian nearly exploded. 
 
    “What the fuck do you mean?” he snapped. “Get him out! Get out!” He started to push Tyrone towards the back door – and that turned out to be a very bad move indeed. 
 
    Like an angry bear, Tyrone whipped around and clamped a big, black hand over Brian’s throat. Then he picked up the smaller man and slammed him into the wall; so Brian’s feet were dangling off the floor. 
 
    “Don’t you fucking touch me, man.” 
 
    Brian’s face went white. His whole body went limp, as a defense mechanism – kind of like “playing possum.” 
 
    “Woah, ease up on the kid, man,” Frank stepped in, and laid his hands on Tyrone’s arms; encouraging him to lower Brian back to the floor. “He’s just looking out for his woman, dig?” And then Frank turned to Brian. “Yeah, you don’t want to pull that shit with Tyrone.” He sniffed. “Let’s just say my cousin isn’t as… refined as the likes of you and me.” 
 
    Brian staggered back, clutching his throat.  
 
    “Y-you can’t do this,” he gasped. “The arrangement was f-for...” 
 
    Frank laughed. 
 
    “Arrangement? Our arrangement?” The big, black man narrowed his eyes. “I seem to remember, the arrangement was I got to look at your wife’s tits. But instead, I bust my nut in the bitch last night, so it seems to be that the ‘arrangement’ is kind of fluid.” 
 
    He patted his cousin on the shoulder. 
 
    “And it just so happens I owe Tyrone here five hundred bucks,” Frank grinned, “and he’s willing to… overlook that if he gets his turn with your sweet-ass woman.” 
 
    “No, no, no,” Brian shook his head. “Absolutely not.” 
 
    Frank rubbed his hands together. 
 
    “Listen, buddy,” he placed a heavy hand on each of Brian’s shoulders and stared into the smaller man’s eyes intently. “I kind of owe Tyrone, and you kind of owe me – and I’ve got a feeling that whether you say ‘yes’ or ‘no’ to this, it’s going to happen either way.” 
 
    Brian swallowed. He felt like he was going to vomit. 
 
    “Let me see her,” Tyrone grinned. “Man, my balls are aching.” 
 
    “She’s this way,” Frank pushed Brian aside, and the two big, black men started striding down the corridor towards the bedroom.  
 
    “Wait,” Brian called after them; and when they ignored him, he just scurried in their wake. “Wait! Guys!” 
 
    Frank was already opening the door to the bedroom. He held up his thick finger to his lips. “Sssssh!” Then they peered inside. 
 
    “Aw, man,” Tyrone’s eyes widened as the light fell across the bed. “She looks like an angel.” He turned to Brian and snorted: “How’d this skinny white boy score a beautiful girl like that?” 
 
    “Beats me,” Frank laughed. “Come on; let’s take a closer look.”  
 
    “Guys,” Brian warned. “Seriously, guys…” But they ignored him. 
 
    Frank stood at the top of the bed and grabbed the covers; lifting them up and exposing Amanda’s pale, curvy body. 
 
    “Dayum,” Tyrone groaned. “Fuck, man. She’s gorgeous.” He started unbuckling his belt. 
 
    “Woah,” Brian stepped forward and grabbed Tyrone’s shoulder. “What the hell do you think you’re…. uumph.” 
 
    The ‘uumph’ was because Tyrone’s big fist had just impacted with Brian’s stomach; knocking the air straight out of his lungs and sending him slumping onto the opposite wall. 
 
    “Stay down,” Tyrone ordered, and continued unbuckling his pants. 
 
    They fell to the floor just as the winded Brian looked up – and he immediately lost his breath again. 
 
    Tyrone was naked from the waist down, and hanging from between his legs was the biggest slab of cock Brian had ever seen; even on the Internet. It made Frank’s impressive dick seem entirely average; and made Brian feel like a eunuch by comparison. 
 
    Tyrone saw the look on Brian’s face. 
 
    “You like this, white boy?” He sneered. “I figured as much. Just wait ‘til you see it buried in that hot ass wife of yours.” 
 
    And to Brian’s shame, he suddenly had an urge to see just that. 
 
    “Yo,” Frank was also stripping off his shirt. “What are you gonna do? You can’t go in dry, man.” 
 
    “I got it.” 
 
    Tyrone turned to Brian again. He pulled off his shirt; revealing a muscular body covered in tattoos. He tossed the shirt at Brian’s head, and then knelt, naked, in front of the cowering husband. 
 
    “I saw that look in your eyes, white boy,” he sneered. “You want to see me fuck your wife.” He reached over and grabbed Brian’s chin between his thumb and finger. “You do, don’t you? Frank told me about the last time – you jerking your little cocktail weinie off over your wife’s tits.” 
 
    The big man leaned forward; so Brian could feel his hot breath on his face.  
 
    “I’m about to fuck your wife,” Tyrone hissed, “and if you don’t want me to tear her up, you better get her ready.” He grabbed Brian’s collar and wrenched the smaller man onto his knees. “Crawl over there, bitch, and get her wet and ready for me.” 
 
    “W-what?” 
 
    Slap! 
 
    Tyrone had just bitch-slapped Brian. The smaller man fell to the carpet, clutching his stinging cheek. 
 
    “You heard me,” the big man growled. “Don’t make me ask again. Now get on your fucking knees over there and eat that bitch out until she’s dripping.”  
 
    Brian whimpered.  
 
    “Now, bitch!”  
 
    Trembling, Brian clambered to his knees and crawled across the room to the edge of the bed. Then he found himself kneeling beside Amanda, head level with her hips. 
 
    Hands trembling, he grabbed her knees and parted the sleeping woman’s knees. That exposed her neatly trimmed pussy; which opened like a flower as her thighs spread. 
 
    The two black men were towering over Brian, watching impatiently. 
 
    Nervously, Brian leaned forward, and opened his mouth. 
 
    A moment later, his lips were touching her lips; and the sleeping wife moaned almost imperceptibly at the sensation. 
 
    Brian’s tongue parted her pussy lips, and he tasted the familiar tang of Amanda’s delicious cunt. Despite the humiliation and terror of his current circumstances, Brian felt himself growing hard as the scent of his wife’s pussy flooded his nostrils. 
 
    And Amanda was reacting as well. Even though she was unconscious, her body responded to Brian’s lips and tongue and wetness flooded his mouth. 
 
    Eagerly, Brian started circling her clit with his tongue, and he shifted his weight so he could reach between Amanda’s legs with one hand. That allowed him to press two fingers against the tight little fissure of his wife’s cunt. 
 
    He pressed, and felt resistance. Lifting his mouth from Amanda’s clit for a moment, Brian sucked his two fingers until they were glistening with saliva and then tried again. This time, her tight little pussy opened up and his fingers sunk inside; right up to his knuckles. 
 
    Fingering Amanda’s g-spot and slathering her clit with his tongue had the desired effect. Within minutes, the sleeping wife’s breath had become deep and ragged, and her pussy was soaking wet; Brian’s fingers making an audible ‘squish’ as he pumped them in and out of her tight cunt. 
 
    “’Kay, bro,” it was Tyrone, grabbing Brian’s collar and pulling his head from between Amanda’s legs. “That’s enough. I can hear how fucking wet she is.” 
 
    Brian slumped to the floor, and found himself level with Tyrone’s crotch. The big, black man’s cock was half hard, and as long and thick as Brian’s forearm – just inches from his face. 
 
    “Tell you what, punk,” Tyrone sneered, gazing down at the cowering husband. “You can have a little treat, if you want. Get my dick nice and wet, so it goes into your wife’s cunt smooth and easy.” 
 
    Brian’s eyes widened. 
 
    “W-what?” 
 
    “You heard,” Tyrone gripped the root of his thick, flaccid dick and swung it into Brian’s face with a wet and meaty-sounding ‘thwack.’ “Suck it, bitch.” 
 
      
 
    Chapter Thirteen 
 
      
 
    Brian tried to form a response, but he couldn’t. His head was reeling. 
 
    He wasn’t gay. He’d never even thought about sucking another guy’s dick before; and if he had, he was sure his response would have been disgust. 
 
    But instead of that, Brian was feeling something else. Curiosity. 
 
    His face was inches away from Tyrone’s enormous dick, and the sting of its meaty impact of his cheek still hurt. But Brian found his mouth watering…  
 
    Without thinking about it – instinctively – the white husband leaned forward; and the next moment he found himself opening his mouth.   
 
    “Oh, fuuuuck,” Tyrone groaned, as he felt Brian’s mouth envelop the head of his massive cock. “That’s right, you little man-bitch. Suck it.” 
 
    And Brian did. 
 
    He’d never sucked a cock before – never even thought of sucking a cock before – but he was a guy, and instinctively knew that what would feel good for him would probably feel good for Tyrone. 
 
    So he sucked, and he swirled his tongue around the thick head of Tyrone’s dick, and he bobbed his head up and down until he gagged. Saliva started drooling down his chin and Tyrone’s massive, flaccid dick started to swell. Soon it stretched the corner of Brian’s mouth and prodded uncomfortably against his tonsils. 
 
    Just as he started to choke, Tyrone grabbed a fistful of Brian’s hair and wrenched the husband’s mouth off his dick. The black man’s enormous cock slid from between Brian’s lips with a wet and sloppy ‘slurp’.  
 
    “Damn,” Tyrone looked impressed. He was gazing down at his massive brown cock; glistening and rock-hard, like a freshly-oiled baseball bat. “You suck cock like a bitch.” The thug smirked. “You kept that up, I might have bust my nut down your throat, boy.” 
 
    Brian’s eyes widened. For a second, his cock throbbed at the thought. 
 
    “But I got other plans,” and Tyrone pushed past him and crawled onto the bed. 
 
    Kneeling on the floor, Brian watched with horror as the bulky black man crawled between his sleeping wife’s legs. Hunched over her, Tyrone gripped the base of his massive black cock and aimed the head for the glistening lips of Amanda’s wet and waiting pussy. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” Tyrone groaned, as he nuzzled the head of his cock between the folds of Amanda’s pussy. “She’s sweet as apple pie, this bitch.” He rubbed the head of his cock up and down the slit of Amanda’s pussy, opening her up and coating his tip with her wetness. “I bet this is going to go in smooth and easy.” 
 
    And it did. 
 
    As Brian watched, Tyrone eased his hips forward; and Amanda’s pussy opened to accept him. Inch after inch of that massive black dick slid inside her; stretching her pussy wide. At the half-way mark, the sleeping girl even arched her back and groaned; her hips lifting and give Tyrone even easier access. 
 
    “Oh, shiiit,” he groaned, as he finally buried himself balls-deep inside her. “This bitch is tighter than a monkey’s knot.” He gazed down at Amanda’s serene face, on the pillow beneath him, and bent down to lick her cheek. 
 
    Brian tried to get up as he watched this big, black brute lick his wife’s face, but Frank had stepped up behind him and he pushed him back down. 
 
    “She might be tight,” Tyrone turned to the two other men as he started thrusting, “but this bitch took every inch of me.” The bed started rocking as Tyrone fucked the sleeping wife. “Ain’t many white women who can do that.” 
 
    Brian watched with horror at the sight: Tyrone’s big, black body between his wife’s pale, white thighs. Tyrone’s huge back and massive shoulders, riddled with gang tattoos. His bony hips and tight ass, pounding up and down as he forced that massive cock in and out of Brian’s unconscious wife. 
 
    And then Brian looked lower, and his eyes widened. 
 
    He could see it. He could see that massive shaft pistoning in and out of her – glistening with Amanda’s wetness. Tyrone’s big, black balls swung back and forth as he fucked her, and they slapped against her ass wetly with each thrust. 
 
    “Dayum,” Tyrone gasped. “I’m about to bust my nut,” he turned to Brian and locked his gaze with the trembling husband. “You ready to watch me cum in your sweet little wife, white boy?” 
 
    “N-no,” Brian murmured. “Please…” 
 
    “What he’s trying to tell you,” Frank laughed, patting Brian on the shoulder, “is that his woman ain’t on any form of birth control. In fact, they’re trying for a baby.” He looked down at Brian and stroked his cheek. “Ain’t that right?” 
 
    Brian whimpered. 
 
    “Well,” Tyrone groaned, “this bitch ain’t going to be trying for very much longer.” And then he arched his back, and thrust himself as deeply inside of Amanda as he could, and groaned. 
 
    “Oh, fuuuck,” Tyrone’s eyes rolled upwards and Brian could see his muscular ass contract. “I’m cumming.” And then he spurted inside Brian’s fertile wife; flooding her with his potent black cum. 
 
    Brian’s stomach flipped. He didn’t know what to do, or think, or say. He just watched, in horror, as this complete stranger potentially impregnated his sleeping wife. 
 
    After several seconds, Tyrone’s body relaxed. Gasping for breath, the big, black man leaned back and Brian watched him pull his softening cock from Amanda’s tight pussy. Even half-flaccid, Tyrone’s cock was immense; and it acted like a stopper in a bottle. As the thug pulled his shaft from Amanda’s tightness, it was followed by a deluge of cum; pouring in rivulets down the crack of her pale ass cheeks. 
 
    “Aww, shit,” Tyrone grinned, as he clambered off the bed. “I hadn’t cum in a couple of days. I filled that bitch right up.” 
 
    “Well, she ain’t had her fill yet,” Frank grinned, unbuckling his pants. “Watching that got me hotter than Georgia asphalt.” A moment later his pants fell around his ankles and he stepped out of them. “Reckon I’m gonna have me some sloppy seconds.” 
 
    Brian’s eyes widened. He’d already seen Frank’s impressive cock before; but this time it was already standing to attention; rock hard and throbbing. 
 
    As Brian knelt on the floor, he watched Frank take his turn; clambering onto the bed and positioning himself between Amanda’s thighs. 
 
    “She’s fucking dripping,” Frank groaned, as he positioned himself at the entrance to her freshly-fucked pussy. “This is going to be like sinking into melting butter.” 
 
    “Ha!” Tyrone was struggling into his pants. “You’re welcome, brother.” 
 
    And then Frank found out for himself. 
 
    Lurching forward, he thrust into Amanda’s still body and, as expected, her freshly-fucked pussy welcomed his enormous cock eagerly. There was a ‘squish’ as Frank sunk straight to his balls inside her; and then he started thrusting. 
 
    Brian watched, transfixed. 
 
    The bed rocked. The bedsprings creaked. Amanda’s mouth let out a soft ‘mew’ at every thrust – and there was a ‘slurp’ every time Frank withdrew to prepare for another thrust. 
 
    “Oh, shit, man,” Tyrone stood up for a better look. “You’re fucking drenching the sheets.” 
 
    “Hey, don’t blame me,” Frank was sweating. The older and heavier man couldn’t keep up with Tyrone’s pace. “You filled her up.” 
 
    His thrusts grew faster. 
 
    “Ah, man. I can feel it.” He turned to Brian. “I’m about to bust my nut too. How do you feel, watching two black dudes cum inside your wife? You like that?” 
 
    Brian said nothing, but he didn’t need to. 
 
    “Sure he does,” Tyrone whooped. “Check out his little boner, sticking out the front of his pants.” 
 
    And Brian realized they were right. The front of his slacks were sticking out in a tent – formed by his rock hard erection. 
 
    “Oh, he likes it,” Tyrone grinned. “Tell me, boy. Did ya like sucking my cock earlier too?” 
 
    “Maybe he wants his turn after I’m finished in the bitch,” Frank groaned, humping away. 
 
    “Nawww,” Tyrone shook his head. “After she’s had both of us, his little wiener won’t be able to feel nothing. It’ll be like throwing a hot dog down the Lincoln Tunnel.” 
 
    “Awww,” Frank stuck out his bottom lip sarcastically. “Maybe he wants to jack off over his wife’s pretty titties again.” 
 
    “Yeah,” Tyrone licked his lips. “I’d like to see that.” 
 
    Frank paused his thrusting and growled at Brian. 
 
    “C’mon then, boy. Get on your feet. Lose those pants.” 
 
    “Yeah, bitch,” Tyrone grabbed the collar of his shirt and heft him upright. Brian’s legs wobbled. “Get naked. Show us that puny little dick of yours.” 
 
    Brian didn’t know what to do – so, as he normally did in circumstances like that, he did as he was told. 
 
    Fingers trembling, he unbuttoned his shirt and slipped out of it. Then, nervously, he unbuckled his pants. A moment later, the scrawny white husband was standing naked with his hard-on straining for attention. 
 
    “Jeez, you look like I could snap you like a twig,” Tyrone whistled. 
 
    “C’mon,” Frank was thrusting again, and the bed was creaking in protest. “Get up here. I’m gonna bust my nut the same time you do.” 
 
    “Yeah,” Tyrone pushed Brian forward. “Let’s see that! Let’s see you cover her titties in jizz when Frank blows his load inside your bitch.” 
 
    Brian shuffled forward. He looked down at his naked wife, as she slept on the bed. Her whole body was being rocked back and forth in time to Frank’s thrusts, and her big, pale breasts jiggled as the bed moved. It was hot. Fucking hot. 
 
     Brian’s hand dropped to his crotch and he started jerking himself off. 
 
    “Yeah,” Frank watched. “That’s the spirit.” He started pounding harder. “Think you can cum before I do?” He increased his pace. “I’m fucking close, boy.” 
 
    Brian continued jerking. 
 
    “So what did you do the last time?” Frank demanded, as he fucked Brian’s sleeping wife. “After I’d cum in her? Is this bitch going to wake up in nine months’ time with a black baby coming out of her?” 
 
    Brian continued masturbating, but grunted: “I ate it out of her.” 
 
    “What did you say? I couldn’t catch that.” 
 
    “I said I ate it out of her,” Brian felt his cheeks burning. “I went down on her and got it all out.” He looked down in shame. “With my mouth.” 
 
    “Fuuuck,” Frank’s face lit up. “Did’ya hear that, Tyrone? I bust my nut in the bitch last night and this little bitch ate it out of her afterward.” 
 
    “Shiiiit,” Tyrone’s eyebrows shot up. “That’s nasty.” 
 
    “I didn’t want her getting pregnant,” Brian admitted. 
 
    “Well, fuck, that ain’t gonna work,” Frank shrugged. 
 
    “I dunno, it might.” Tyrone snapped. “Besides, better ‘n nothing, right?” 
 
    “Well, I hope you’re hungry, bitch,” Frank groaned, looking up at Brian with a sneer, “because it’s chow time.” 
 
    And with that, the big man let out a low groan and thrust hard into Brian’s sleeping wife. 
 
    “Ohhh, fuuuck,” he groaned. “I’m cummin’ in her, Brian. You see that? I’m blowing a big load deep in your pretty wife’s cunt.” 
 
    “Aww, man,” Tyrone clapped his hands. “That’s a baby maker right there.” 
 
    “Sure is,” Frank squirmed, as if adjusting his position to make sure the last few spurts hit their target. “Good ‘n deep inside the little slut.” 
 
    And as Frank came inside her, Brian came over her. Stroking his cock, he felt his balls contract and spurts of hot cum jetted out; splattering his wife’s beautiful tits like drops of frosting. 
 
    “Good man!” Tyrone cheered. “Glaze that bitch!” 
 
    And Brian did, squeezing each and every drop from his throbbing cock until he was finally empty. 
 
    “That was an impressive load,” Frank peered at the sticky mess all over Amanda’s tits. “Been holding it in a while?” 
 
    The big man clambered off Brian’s wife, and there was a sticky sounding ‘slurp’ as his long, softening cock pulled from her well-used cunt. It was followed by an even bigger deluge of cum. 
 
    “Dayum,” Tyrone’s eyes widened as he saw it. “That bitch is a mess.” 
 
    “Yeah,” Frank nodded, as he climbed off the bed. He turned to Brian. “Quit fucking about and get on your knees, bitch. It’s clean up in Aisle Four.” 
 
    “Yeah,” Tyrone grinned. “If you don’t start eating that out of her, the bitch is knocked up for sure.” 
 
    “Go on,” Frank insisted. 
 
    “Fucking hurry up, man,” Tyrone hissed. 
 
    Cock growing soft, the naked husband dropped to his knees and crawled to where Amanda was lying. He lifted her knees to give himself access - and soon found himself looking down at her open, overflowing pussy. 
 
    Amanda’s cunt was open and dripping; like a glistening pink flower, drooling with cum. The thick, pearlescent fluid was dribbling down between her ass cheeks, and without even thinking about it, Brian dropped his head to catch it before it soaked the bed sheets. 
 
    He extended his tongue and it slipped between her ass cheeks. Cum flooded it, and Brian slurped it up; sucking the salty strings into his mouth eagerly. He swallowed, mind reeling at the thought of drinking a cum cocktail straight out his wife’s freshly-fucked cunt. 
 
    “Damn, boy,” Tyrone cheered him on. “That’s right. Drink that shit up.” 
 
    “Get your tongue in her,” Frank ordered. “Get it all out.” 
 
    “Yeah,” Tyrone whooped. “My baby makers are swimming for their fucking life right now. Deeper and deeper. Gotta catch ‘em all, or you’re gonna have a beautiful black baby in nine months’ time.” 
 
    Brian intensified his efforts. He slurped at Amanda’s pussy, and felt his mouth flooded with the combined cum of Frank and Tyrone. It was salty, and acrid, and it brought tears to his eyes as he swallowed each mouthful. 
 
    He cleaned every fold of Amanda’s pussy. He stuck his tongue deep inside of her and licked her out. Then he latched his lips around his wife’s throbbing clit and licked and sucked it until the sleeping wife groaned and arched her back and flooded his mouth with her juices.  
 
    “Shiiit,” Frank groaned in approval. “You sure know how to do that.” 
 
    “Yeah, you might have a puny little dick,” Tyrone nodded, “but I can see why this bitch married you, the way you eat pussy!” 
 
    “Maybe you could come around to my place sometime,” Frank scoffed. “My wife’s always complaining I don’t go down on her.” 
 
    Brian had tuned all their banter out, and was focusing on the job in hand. Only when Amanda’s twitching finally finished – after he knew he’d cleaned her as best he could, and licked his sleeping wife to orgasm at the same time – did he stop and pull his mouth away. 
 
    Chin and lips glistening, he turned and looked up at the two men. 
 
    “Okay,” Brian finally found some confidence. “Show’s over. You guys have to leave.” He looked at his sweaty, dishevelled wife. “I have to clean up.” 
 
    Tyrone and Frank exchanged looks. 
 
    “Damn, watching you eat your bitch out got me half hard again,” Tyrone rubbed his crotch through his jeans. “Maybe we should stick around for round two.” 
 
    Frank nodded: “I might be up for that.” 
 
    “The tape ends in fifteen minutes,” Brian was clambering to his feet. He jerked his thumb towards his sleeping wife, and the headphones she wore around her ears. “You want her to wake up and find one of you balls-deep inside of her?” 
 
    Tyrone gave Frank a nervous glance. 
 
    “Okay, okay,” he held up his hands. “We’re outta here.”  
 
    “Yeah,” Frank was pulling on his shirt. “But same time tomorrow?” 
 
    “No,” Brian repeated. “No, no no.” He pointed at Amanda, sleeping naked on the bed. “Her hypnosis course runs out in a couple of days. This is over, d’you here? Done.” 
 
    It was all a horrible nightmare. A terrible mistake. He needed to end it. 
 
    “Okay, okay,” Frank saw the frantic look in Brian’s eyes. “We’re cool, brother. We know all good things gotta come to an end.” 
 
    “But you said a couple of days, right?” 
 
    “You did say that,” Frank reminded him. 
 
    Brian narrowed his eyes. 
 
    “Yes,” he hissed. “Why?” 
 
    Frank’s smile widened. 
 
    “’Cos I reckon you owe me one more night, brother. Just one more.” He held up his phone, and a grainy video started playing on the tiny screen. Brian squinted his eyes to view it; and his stomach did a flip. 
 
    It was a recording of Tyrone fucking Amanda – grainy and of poor quality, but good enough to clearly, undeniably make out Amanda’s features; and a big, broad black man hunched over her naked body; thrusting obscenely. 
 
    “One more night,” Frank repeated. “Just one more, or this video hits the Internet.” 
 
    Brian’s shoulders slumped. 
 
    He nodded, miserably. 
 
      
 
    Chapter Fourteen 
 
      
 
    The next day, in the office, Brian tried to concentrate – but it was difficult with the taste of two other men’s cum still in his mouth. 
 
    So instead he logged into his eTrade account to check on those stocks he’d bought in Phil’s wake – and nearly spat coffee over the keyboard. 
 
    Once again, there had been incredible gains – the stock increasing over five times in value over the course of the last new days; approaching the sell limit that Phil had put in place. 
 
    That had netted Brian over ten thousand dollars. 
 
    He blinked and stared at the screen again. Ten thousand dollars. Technically twelve fifty, and change. All from a five hundred dollar investment; and all in just a few days. 
 
    This time, Brian wasn’t waiting. He hit the ‘sell’ button and refreshed his screen anxiously. This time, there was no waiting. Eager buyers bid frantically for his shares. 
 
    Within seconds, the shares were gone and the cold, hard cash – awaiting clearance, of course – was sitting in his eTrade account. 
 
    Brian didn’t know what to think. 
 
    After the crushing humiliation of the previous night, he suddenly felt incredible elation. It was a weird contradiction. Brian was suddenly in possession of a life-changing amount of money – enough to pay for a new car, the deposit on a house, or even the IVF Brian had, before this hypnosis tape thing, been wondering if he and Amanda would have to invest in. 
 
    But at the same time, he was in a horrible predicament. He was basically whoring out his wife; and without her knowledge, no less! He was a despicable human being; and not so much for doing it – but for being so spineless, and so unable to say ‘no’, that he’d let Frank and then Tyrone pressure him into it. 
 
    But there was just one night to go. One more evening to endure. 
 
    And while Brian felt wretched about it – like the most disgusting, worthless husband on the planet – he also felt excited at the prospect of seeing his wife violated by big, black cocks one more time. 
 
    Before he closed his eTrade account, he opened up the monitoring portal in another window and logged into Phil’s screen. The investor was working on a boring work-related presentation at that moment. 
 
    But a look back at his browsing history, and a search through the cache, revealed that Phil hadn’t been idle on the investment front that morning, either. He’d checked out one new penny stock that day – and apparently invested heavily in it. 
 
    Heart in his mouth, Brian created a buy order for the same stock. He knew he was taking a gamble; but given how out of control the rest of his life was, it felt good to at least have some control over this – how he risked his new-found wealth. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    At home that evening, Brian was subdued – so much so that Amanda asked him “is everything okay?” as he sat down for dinner. 
 
    “Yeah, yeah,” he mumbled, as he stabbed at his meatloaf. “I’m fine.” And then he narrowed his eyes and looked up. “Say, honey… How many more nights of that hypnosis have you got to go?” 
 
    “Oh, that?” Amanda’s cheeks turned pink. She turned to her husband. “I don’t know. Another couple of weeks or so?”  
 
    “You said it was two months,” Brian’s eyes were little slits. “Isn’t that about up by now?” 
 
    “Maybe,” Amanda sounded noncommittal. “I’ll check my diary.” And then her face softened. She walked over and kissed her husband on the cheek. “You’re just impatient to get back to trying for a baby, aren’t you?” 
 
    Brian forced himself to smile. He squeezed her hand and looked up into her eyes. 
 
    “Yeah,” he nodded. “Something like that.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    That night, Amanda followed her routine. 
 
    She had a shower and blow-dried her hair. Then, smelling of body lotion and toothpaste, she kissed Brian on the cheek and told him: “I’m going to bed.” 
 
    “Okay, dear,” Brian forced himself to smile. “I’m going to watch my show. I’ll see you in the morning.” And then he watched her walk to the bedroom and pull the door shut behind her with a soft click. 
 
    He gazed up at the clock above the fireplace. 
 
    Eight o’clock.  
 
    An hour before he could expect that knock on the door. 
 
    Brian’s heart was in his throat. He couldn’t believe what was about to happen. The previous night – when Tyrone had turned up on his doorstep (and thrown him up against the wall) came out of left field. 
 
    Tonight, on the other hand, was premeditated.  
 
    Brian was about to usher not one, but two strange men into his home to fuck his sleeping wife. 
 
    But it was the last time, he swore. The last time. 
 
    Never again. 
 
    And with that justification in his head, Brian started thinking about what was about to happen instead; and then how it was making blood rush to his cock.  
 
    It was wrong. It was horrific. But it was hot. 
 
    At half past eight, Brian stood up and tip-toed to the bedroom. He opened the door and peered inside. 
 
    There was Amanda, lying still on the bed, headphones wrapped around her ears. 
 
    Brian crept inside and checked the dresser drawer. The orange pill bottle rolled to the front of the drawer and he quickly counted the remaining pills. 
 
    Ten. 
 
    So she’d taken another two. That meant she was out for the count. 
 
    He closed the dresser and turned to his sleeping wife. 
 
    She looked so beautiful. So serene. Like a sleeping angel. 
 
    He wanted to step over and brush her hair from her eyes, and kiss her on her alabaster cheek. He wanted to whisper in her ear how he loved and cherished her. 
 
    But instead, he was going to do something obscene. Something disgusting. Something that betrayed every promise he’d made her on their wedding night. 
 
    For a moment, Brian thought of calling the whole thing off – of facing the consequences, whatever they were. 
 
    But then he heard a knock on the back door, and knew it was too late. 
 
      
 
    Chapter Fifteen 
 
      
 
    Leaving his sleeping wife’s side, Brian headed to the back door to let in Tyrone and Frank. 
 
    But then he heard voices. 
 
    Lots of voices. 
 
    He pulled back the blinds on the back door and peered outside – and nearly fainted. 
 
    It wasn’t just Tyrone and Frank. In fact, there was a whole lineup of big, black guys standing at the back door. There must have been ten of them; all muscled and tattooed and dressed like thugs and street hoods. 
 
    “Yo!” It was Tyrone, rattling the door. “Yo, B-man! Let us in.” 
 
    Brian peered at him through the glass. 
 
    “What the hell, man!” He cried. “What is going on?” 
 
    “Open the door and I’ll explain.” 
 
    “No!” Brian turned the key in the lock. “Whoever these people are, tell ‘em to go home. Fuck off, man! You’re not coming in!” 
 
    Suddenly, Tyrone’s face was pressed against the glass. 
 
    “Buddy, you better open this door in three seconds flat, or I’m busting it in.” He rattled the handle. “Seriously, man. You don’t think me and a couple of the boys here could do it?” 
 
    Brian’s mind reeled. What could he do? He even started considering grabbing the phone and calling the cops – after all, ten African Americans in his back yard would normally be enough to bring a squadron of police cruisers and armed officers. 
 
    But then Frank’s face appeared at the door. 
 
    “Open up, Brian,” he demanded, much more reasonably than Tyrone. “These guys are with me. It’s cool. They’re just here to chill out and drink some beers while Tyrone and I do out business. We’ll all be gone soon, you dig?” He pressed his glass against the window. “This is the last time, remember?” 
 
    Brian pressed his cheek against the glass. The line-up of black guys did seem to be carrying cases of beer and laughing and joking amongst themselves. Maybe they were just on their way somewhere else. 
 
    Not knowing what else to do, Brian unlocked the door. 
 
    And moment later, the line-up of strangers came barging into the house. 
 
    “Hey, man,” one guy patted Brian on the back as he swaggered past. “You wanna beer, dude?” Said another. 
 
    They assembled in the kitchen. Brian heard his fridge being opened, while another one of his uninvited guests grabbed a packet of chips from the cupboard and set about munching. 
 
    “Okay, guys,” Tyrone ordered, and the line-up of black strangers turned to look at him. Tyrone was clearly in charge. “You guys be cool, dig? Brian here invited us into his home. We’re gonna leave it the same way we found it, okay?” 
 
    There was a non-committal rumble from the crowd. 
 
    “So B-man and Frank are coming next door with me to do some business. You stay put, dig?” 
 
    With that, Tyrone grabbed Brian’s elbow and led the white husband down the corridor. Frank followed. 
 
    Out of earshot of the crowd of black guys, Tyrone hissed at Brian: “It’s cool, bro.” He jerked his thumb back towards the kitchen. “They’re just hanging out.” 
 
    “Yeah,” Frank nodded. “As soon as Tyrone and I have bust our nuts, we’re outta your hair. For good, this time.” 
 
    “So just be cool,” Tyrone warned. “That’s all you need to do.” 
 
    “Yeah,” Frank nodded. “Now c’mon.” 
 
    He ushered the three of them into Amanda’s darkened bedroom. 
 
    As the door shut behind them, Tyrone squinted his eyes to see better. 
 
    “Okay, B-man,” he ordered Brian. “Take off your clothes.” 
 
    “W-what?” 
 
    “Do it,” he repeated. 
 
    “I’m gonna get her ready,” Frank shouldered past them. He was already unbuttoning his shirt and pulling down his pants. 
 
    Brian felt a hand on his shoulder. 
 
    “Strip, bitch,” he warned. Nervously, the white husband began taking off his clothes. 
 
    As he unbuttoned his shirt, he watched Frank strip down naked too. A moment later, the big, black man was pulling back the covers on the bed; exposing Amanda’s naked body. 
 
    “Damn, she looks like an angel,” the big, black man gasped as he drank in her pretty face, full breasts and curvy hips. “I’m gonna make this worth it.” 
 
    And then he dropped to his knees and grabbed Amanda’s knees in his big, brown hands. 
 
    Brian was unbuckling his pants. He continued to watch as he pulled them down over his hips. 
 
    Frank was lifting and separating Amanda’s knees; exposing her tightly clenched pussy. The big man then licked his lips, and leaned forward. A moment later, his mouth met Amanda’s cunt and the sleeping girl let out a barely audible moan. 
 
    A wet, sucking noise echoed through the room. It was Frank’s tongue, slathering and slurping at Amanda’s pussy. He looked like a big, black hog snuffling for truffles. 
 
    Brian gulped. He felt his dick start to get hard. 
 
    “C’mon, man,” Tyrone insisted. “Out of those clothes.”  
 
    Nervously, Brian did as he was told; and a moment later he was standing there, naked.  
 
    “Shit, looks like you’re into this,” Tyrone sneered, looking down at the half-hard cock bobbing between Brian’s legs. “Why don’t you get on your knees?” 
 
    Brian knew what was going to happen next; but he did it anyway. 
 
    The white husband dropped to the carpet and found himself level with Tyrone’s crotch. He watched, eyes just inches from the black man’s flies, as Tyrone unbuckled his belt and let his pants drop. 
 
    A wave of musk and heat assaulted Brian’s face. His eyes widened as he stared at the enormous, swollen cock in front of him. 
 
    “Suck it,” Tyrone ordered. 
 
    Gulping, Brian lifted his hands and wrapped his fingers around Tyrone’s massive shaft. Then, peeling back his foreskin, the smaller man opened his mouth and wrapped his lips around the head of Tyrone’s dick. 
 
    “Aww, fuuck,” the big, black man groaned, throwing his head back as he felt the warm, wet suction on his cock. “You suck that so good, you little bitch.” 
 
    And to his disgust, Brian felt a stab of pride when he heard Tyrone tell him that. His cheeks burned, but he continued to suck and lick the big, black cock – lifting his other hand to cradle and fondle Tyrone’s egg-sized balls. 
 
    Frank pulled his head from between Amanda’s thighs. His lips and chin were glistening. 
 
    “Bitch is wetter than an otter’s pocket,” he grinned. “You want first go?” 
 
    “Fuck, yes,” with a ‘slurp’ Tyrone pulled his cock from Brian’s mouth and pushed the kneeling man aside. “My balls are ready to burst.” 
 
    Still kneeling, Brian watched as Tyrone clambered onto the bed, between Amanda’s thighs. He gripped the base of his dick, aimed it for her wetness, and thrust. 
 
    “Fuck, she’s tight,” Tyrone groaned, as he began humping. “Shit, she feels fucking fantastic.” 
 
    Brian whimpered. He glanced down between his legs. To his shame, his cock had never been harder. It reared from his crotch like an angry, featherless chicken. 
 
    “Yo,” Frank was naked now, and stepping up to Brian’s side. “It’s my turn next.” Gripping the root of his hard cock, he offered it to the kneeling husband. “Why don’t you get me good and hard first?” 
 
    And Brian, not knowing how to say ‘no’ at this point, did as he was told. 
 
    He opened his mouth and started sucking Frank’s dick. 
 
    “Damn, you are good,” Frank groaned, running his fingers through Brian’s hair, so he could control the rhythm of his bobbing head. “On days my wife doesn’t put out, I might call you down to my office…” 
 
    Brian cringed at the thought. 
 
    “Now listen, B-man,” Frank murmured, as Brian diligently sucked his shaft. “I was thinking. We made one hell of a mess when we blew our loads last night; so you’d better be on clean-up duty tonight, dig?” 
 
    The only noise Brian made was a wet and sloppy “slurp, slurp, slurp” as he tongued Frank’s cock.  
 
    “When Tyrone’s bust his nut in your wife, you’ve gotta go in there and eat it all out,” Frank explained – and then he groaned as he felt Brian’s mouth contract at the thought. “And once I’m done, you gotta go back and do the same.” 
 
    “Yeah,” Tyrone called over his shoulder, as he thrust in and out of Brian’s sleeping wife. “You don’t want us to knock her up, do you?” 
 
    Brian wasn’t sure that going down on his wife after they’d cum in her would make even the slightest bit of difference – but part of him prayed it did. 
 
    “Good boy,” Frank stroked his head, and let Brian continue sucking his hard, throbbing dick. 
 
    As Brian bobbed his head, he watched Tyrone fucking his wife – the big, black man spreading her thighs wide; his weight crushing her to the bed. With his huge shoulders and narrow hips, he looked like a big, black bull – and, with that immense cock of his pistoning in and out of his wife’s fertile pussy, perhaps the comparison was accurate. 
 
    “Aww, shiiit,” Tyrone was humping faster. “I’m gonna bust my nut.” He reached up and squeezed one of Amanda’s big, pale breasts. “Here it comes, bitch.” And then his taut butt cheeks tensed, and Tyrone thrust as deeply into Amanda as he could. He remained motionless, buried in her to the hilt, as his balls emptied and he spurted deep inside her. 
 
    “Shiiit,” the big man gasped, still buried in Amanda’s twitching cunt. “That was gooood.” He pulled back, and with a slurp his softening cock slid from Amanda’s tightness; followed by a deluge of his cum. 
 
    Frank pulled Brian’s mouth from his cock. His immense shaft came away, glistening and veiny. 
 
    “You’re up, champ,” Frank ordered. 
 
    Wiping his lips, the naked husband crawled to the side of the bed, and watched Tyrone clamber off it. 
 
    He put his head between Amanda’s thighs, and stared at her freshly-fucked pussy; filled with another man’s cum. And then he feasted. 
 
    “Aw, shit, look at him go,” Tyrone grinned, watching Brian suck strings of cum from Amanda’s pussy and swallow them eagerly. “That boy can eat a creampie.” 
 
    Frank didn’t give him much time to finish the job. 
 
    “Move it,” he ordered, stroking his massive hard-on. “It’s my turn.” He pulled Brian’s head from between Amanda’s thighs and then the big, black man clambered onto the bed. “Help me get it in her.” 
 
    So kneeling at the edge of the bed – face inches from Frank’s hairy backside and heavy, swinging balls – Brian gripped the base of the black man’s cock and helped aim it at the lips of Amanda’s glistening, wet cunt. 
 
    His cock throbbed as he helped insert another man’s dick into his wife. 
 
    “Aw, shit,” Frank groaned, as Amanda’s cunt opened up and accepted each inch of him. “You didn’t even loosen her up.” Moments later, he was buried to his balls inside of her. “This bitch has a magical pussy.” 
 
    Frank turned and looked over his shoulder, peering down at Brian. 
 
    “Make yourself useful,” he ordered. “Massage my balls.” And then he began to thrust. 
 
    And Brian had a front row seat. Reaching up, he cupped Frank’s heavy, baseball-sized testicles in his hand and gently squeezed them. The big man groaned at the pressure. 
 
    This angle gave Brian the perfect view of Frank’s big cock sliding in and out of his wife’s tight little pussy; stretching it obscenely, glistening with her wetness and Tyrone’s previous load of cum. 
 
    “Okay, enough,” Frank ordered, wiggling his round backside to shake off Brian’s touch. “Stand back. I’m going for it.” 
 
    And he did. The bed started rocking back and forth as the big man pounded Brian’s sleeping wife. The headboard banged against the wall. The bedsprings creaked. Brian suddenly got worried that the entire thing might collapse (he had bought it at IKEA, after all!) 
 
    But instead, he heard a rattle at the door. 
 
    Spinning around, Brian saw the bedroom door swing open and one of the other black guys – out of the ten or so in the kitchen – peered inside. 
 
    “Yo, what the fuck is going on in here?” As soon as he saw the naked girl on the bed, and Frank between her legs, thrusting away, the stranger stepped inside. “Can I get me some of that?” 
 
    “Woah,” Brian held up his hand, but Tyrone turned and hissed at him; making him fall silent. 
 
    “Shiiit, you can have a turn,” the black man grinned, holding out his hand to the stranger. “Give me a hundred bucks.” 
 
    “W-what?” Brian’s eyes widened. 
 
    “Sure, sure,” the stranger was already unbuckling his pants. “Here you go.” 
 
    “Woah,” Brian took a step forward and grabbed Tyrone’s elbow. “What the fuck are you doing? You’re fucking pimping out my wife?” 
 
    Tyrone accepted the hundred dollar bill the stranger offered. After holding it up to check it was authentic, he turned to Brian. 
 
    “Are you’re not pimping her out?” he hissed. “For a few perks at work?” The big man laughed cruelly. “Don’t worry, white boy. You’ll get your share.” He winked. “But you’ve got work to do first. I think Frank’s about to blow his load.” 
 
    And he was. Sweat was pouring off Frank’s broad back, and the big man was grunting and groaning as he neared climax. “Aww, shit. Here it comes.” 
 
    Roaring like a bull, Frank spurted inside Brian’s wife. He continued thrusting as his balls emptied – shooting powerful jets of cum deep inside her. 
 
    “Jesus,” the big man eventually gasped, as he pulled his cock from inside her. “Your wife is something else.” He clambered off the bed and patted Brian on the shoulder. “I’m gonna miss this.” And then he pointed at her freshly-fucked pussy. “Looks like you got some clean up to do.” 
 
     And Brian did. Dropping to his knees, he crawled between Amanda’s spread legs and opened his mouth. A moment later, he was licking Frank’s cum from between her pussy lips, and the cleft between her butt cheeks. 
 
    And even as he cleaned one man’s load from his wife’s pussy, another man stood to take his place. The new stranger had pulled off his pants, and he impatiently pulled Brian aside so he could have a go at the white man’s wife. 
 
    Brian watched, eyes wide, as a third man pressed his dick at the entrance to Amanda’s pussy, and sunk effortlessly inside. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    And as it turned out, he wasn’t the last man that evening. 
 
    Like the doorkeeper in a nightclub, Tyrone kept ushering people in – one big, black stranger after another.  
 
    “Go and take a crack at her,” he’d laugh, accepting fistfuls of bills from them. “Cum in the bitch. We’ve got white boy there to clean her up.” And one by one, they took their turn. 
 
    Brian lost count. He couldn’t think straight, as he watched one man after another climb between his wife’s legs and sink their dick inside of her. All he remembered were the bits in between – when Frank would push him forward so he could suck and lick the cum from between his wife’s legs. 
 
    Brian must have swallowed ten loads that evening. Perhaps even more, if some of the men went back for seconds. All he knew for sure was that his wife’s pussy was rarely empty; filled with other a big, black cock or a steaming load of cum. 
 
    Eventually, the line-up thinned. A couple of them came back for seconds, but after a while either their wallets or their balls ran empty. Finally, at what must have been well past midnight, only Frank and Tyrone remained. 
 
    Brian finished licking the last stranger’s cum from his wife’s pussy. Exhausted and nauseous, he flopped back against the bed. 
 
    Amanda was still unconscious – her face serene, but her body ravished. She was covered in red handprints, and her pussy was pink and puffy. Brian had tried to clean her with his tongue, but she was still glistening and wet. 
 
    “You’d better clean her up,” Tyrone mused. “Or she’ll know what’s up tomorrow.” 
 
    “Oh, she’ll know,” Frank shrugged. “Bitch is gonna be sore.” 
 
    Brian panicked. He’d gotten away with it all those nights before, but this time Frank was right. His wife had just been gang-fucked by twelve or more people; and there was no hiding those marks. 
 
    “Oh, shit,” he wailed. “Oh shit, what do I do?” 
 
    Frank and Tyrone exchanged glances. They shrugged. 
 
    “Not our problem any more,” Frank mused. 
 
    Brian felt like he was going to vomit; and he wasn’t sure whether it was from what Frank had told him, or from the pints of cum he had sloshing around inside his stomach. 
 
    Either way, he barely registered Tyrone sticking a wodge of cash into his hand and patting him on the shoulder. 
 
    “See ya, white boy,” he headed for the door. “It was good while it lasted.” 
 
    Frank gave him a pat on the arm. “See you tomorrow, sport.” 
 
    And then they were off down the corridor. Brian heard them let themselves out of the back door. 
 
    He stood, alone and naked, in his bedroom. 
 
      
 
    Chapter Sixteen 
 
      
 
    “What the fuck happened to me, Brian?” 
 
    Amanda woke up the next morning, and was not happy. 
 
    Her pussy was red and swollen. She had hand prints on her breasts. She was all sticky, and clammy. Even after all those oblivious nights, today she knew what had happened. 
 
    “D-did you… Did you rape me last night?” 
 
    Brian was standing in bedroom, wringing his hands. 
 
    He’d been awake all night, trying desperately to come up with something to say to his wife the following morning. And, eventually, he’d done so. 
 
    “I-I’m sorry,” he stammered. “Honey, it’s been so long since we had sex. And you looked so beautiful.” He looked at his feet, and shuffled them awkwardly. “I made the moves on you last night and thought you’d wake up and be into it.” 
 
    Amanda was furious. At first she accused him of rape, and threatened to go and stay with her mother. But as the morning wore on, she softened; eventually telling him: 
 
    “What you did was an utter betrayal, Brian,” she hissed. “I can’t believe you would stoop that low.” But then she wrapped her arms around herself and admitted: “But after two months without sex, I guess I can understand why…”  
 
    She squirmed uncomfortably. 
 
    “But what did you do to me?” She rubbed her crotch. “If I didn’t know better, I’d swear I had sex with an entire football team.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    So that was how Brian dodged that bullet – and as he drove to work, he considered how lucky he was. He’d gone through the last night of this experience, and from here on it he could finally focus on what was important – him and Amanda. 
 
    That was, until she called him. 
 
    “Brian?” She still sounded pissed off; which he could hardly blame her for (if she knew the truth, he’d probably be sitting in a jail cell or a morgue right now.) “I need you to do something for me.” 
 
    “O-okay,” he nodded. “What?” 
 
    “I need you to do and see our doctor and…” She took a deep breath. “Have a fertility test.” 
 
    Brian nearly drove his car off the road. 
 
    “O-okay,” he replied blankly. “I can do that.” He paused. “But, why?” 
 
    He heard a deep breath on the other end of the line. 
 
    “Because I’ve been listening to these hypnosis tapes for so long, and because you had sex with me last night – even though you knew you weren’t supposed to!” 
 
    She paused. 
 
    “We’ve been trying for a baby for so long. I just need to know whether it’s my fault, or if there’s something wrong on your end.” 
 
    Brian nervously gulped. 
 
    “O-okay,” he promised. “I’ll go and see my doctor today.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    And he did.  
 
    Brian was an hour late to work that morning, because he went to masturbate into a little plastic cup and give it to his doctor.  
 
    As he stood in the little room, with porn magazines on the counter, he rubbed his cock to climax thinking of what he’d seen the night before; of his wife getting plowed by stranger after stranger. 
 
    It felt wrong, and awful – but it had his cock spewing in just seconds. 
 
    After he’d handed his little cup over to the nurse, he drove to work and ducked into his cubicle. He had one more thing bothering him – his penny stocks. 
 
    Logging into eTrade, he saw what had transpired since the day before yesterday – the stocks he’d invest in had gone up 25%. 
 
    This was mind-blowing, Brian realized. His account was worth nearly $20,000 now – all from a $500 investment just a week and a bit ago. He realized that if he could keep this up, he’d soon have enough money to make some really life-changing choices; and hopefully provide for Amanda in a way that would help him to forget the ordeal he’d put her through the last few weeks. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Seventeen 
 
      
 
    Weeks passed. 
 
    In that time, Amanda seemed to forgive Brian – but they still weren’t sleeping together. 
 
    “I have just a few more nights of my hypnosis tapes left,” she told him – and Brian had seen that her supply of pills matched her claim. Why she was taking the pills, he didn’t know – but at least the end of their sexless streak was coming to an end. 
 
    At work, things were starting to get crazy.  
 
    Brian continued to dabble in the stocks that he saw Phil, from Investor Relations, purchase. And the more money he had to invest, the more absurd the returns were. Twenty thousand dollars had become fifty. Then seventy five.  
 
    Brian realized that he was earning enough to pay off his mortgage. Perhaps even quit his job (although how would he get his stock tips then?) 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    It all came crashing down the next morning, though. 
 
    On his drive to work, Brian received a phone call him the doctor’s office. 
 
    “We’ve completed the semen analysis you requested,” the nurse explained. “The doctor’s confirmed that there’s zero sperm motility. We’d like you to come in to discuss it – and what options you and your wife might have regarding pregnancy.” 
 
    “O-options?” Brian stammered, steering with one hand. 
 
    “Yes,” the nurse explained. “In case I hadn’t made it clear – you’re functionally sterile.” 
 
    Brian’s mind reeled.  
 
    He and Amanda had been trying for a baby for so long, so it made sense. But during all that time, it had never occurred to him that he might be the problem. 
 
    Feeling woozy at the news, Brian turned his car around and headed home. He was calling in sick today. 
 
    Pulling into his driveway, Brian was surprised to see Amanda’s car parked too. What was his wife doing home? 
 
    As he climbed up the steps, his heart was in his throat. For a minute, Brian wondered if he was going to find his beloved in bed with somebody else; the ultimate cliché of the wife screaming: “I didn’t expect you home so soon!”  
 
    But instead, as Brian opened the back door, he found his wife fully dressed and sitting at the kitchen table silently. 
 
    “W-what’s wrong?” Brian asked. Amanda didn’t even look up. She didn’t even ask him what he was doing home on a workday. 
 
    Instead, she just passed over a little pink, plastic stick. 
 
    Brian picked it up and stared at it, dumbfounded. 
 
    It was a pregnancy test. And, according to the big, smiley face on it, Amanda was pregnant. 
 
    “W-what?” Brian blinked. 
 
    Fuck, he thought, staring at the stick. Oh, fuck. He was done. He was dead. He was busted. The worst possible scenario had happened, and Brian’s world was about to come crashing down as a result of it. 
 
    As far as his wife knew, she and Brian had barely had sex in months; and as the doctor would no doubt tell her later, even if they had, it wouldn’t have made any difference. Brian was infertile. 
 
    So the reason Amanda was sitting there, so silent and menacing, was because she wanted to know how she got pregnant.  
 
    And the answer to that question? 
 
    It must have been Frank. Or Tyrone. Or one of the other men he’d let into their house, and let fuck his sleeping, oblivious wife. 
 
    Some big, black stranger had got her pregnant – and whatever he told her now, the truth would come out in nine months’ time. And then it would end in a divorce court if he was lucky, or a jail cell if he got what he deserved. 
 
    Brian took a deep breath and looked up at his beautiful wife. He opened his mouth to say something… But, instead, Amanda burst into tears. 
 
    “I’I’m sorry,” she wailed. 
 
    Brian blinked. 
 
    “You’re sorry?” 
 
    Amanda looked up, her eyes red and puffy. 
 
    “I’m so sorry, Brian,” she wailed. “We were careful, I swear. I really thought we were being careful.” 
 
    “I… Um…” Brian blinked. “I’m confused.” 
 
    Amanda looked at him like he was retarded. 
 
    “I’m having an affair, Brian,” she told him. “How else do you think I got pregnant? That one time two weeks ago? When I was asleep?” She shook her head. “I already called the doctor. I know you’re infertile.” 
 
    Brian gripped the table for support and his legs threatened to give way. 
 
    “Y-you… I mean…” 
 
    Amanda started crying again. 
 
    “It’s got to be his,” she explained. “I don’t understand how. We always used condoms.” She looked up and repeated: “We were careful, I swear.” 
 
    But Brian was still playing catch up. 
 
    “Wait,” he demanded. “What?” 
 
    Amanda wiped her nose on the back of her hand. 
 
    “I’m having an affair,” she repeated. “I’ve been having an affair for two months now.” She shook her head. “Why do you think I haven’t been sleeping with you?” 
 
    “T-the hypnosis tapes,” Brian blinked. “What about the hypnosis tapes?” 
 
    “Oh, Brian,” she shook her head. “I’m so sorry. That was just to keep you away.” She reached over and patted his hand. “It’s going to sound crazy, but I didn’t want to sleep with you while I was sleeping with him.” She blinked. “It seemed like cheating, somehow.” 
 
    Brian shook his head. 
 
    “Wait,” he demanded. “Let me make sure I’ve got this right. You’re having an affair?” 
 
    “Yes,” she nodded. “With Tony, from work.” Brian had no idea who Tony was. “I was trying to find the right time to tell you.” She picked up the pregnancy test. “I guess this is it.” 
 
    Brian blinked. 
 
    Amanda was pregnant. 
 
    And she was having an affair. 
 
    And she thought she was pregnant because of that affair – with whoever this “Tony” from her work was. 
 
    But the reality was starkly different. 
 
    Amanda was pregnant, almost certainly, from one of the big, black men who’d gangbanged her that night. Or from Frank or Tyrone. 
 
    In any event, it meant that Amanda was in for the surprise of her life when her baby emerged in nine months’ time. 
 
    Her baby, Brian blinked. 
 
    It was meant to be their baby. They’d been trying for so long.  
 
    Hell, at this stage he’d even consider Tyrone, Frank and the rest of those black strangers as sperm donors; ready to raise their child as his own. 
 
    But Amanda had different plans. 
 
    “So now you know I’m having an affair,” she told Brian coolly. “I think it’s best if you move out. Today.” 
 
      
 
    Chapter Eighteen 
 
      
 
    The next few weeks were a blur. 
 
    Brian found himself in a Holiday Inn Extended Stay, around the corner. He’d gone from happily married to living in a motel in the space of a single day. 
 
    And that day had stretched into weeks. 
 
    Amanda filed for divorce two days later. She emptied their bank accounts and cancelled their credit cards. In a preliminary court hearing, the judge ruled that Brian was still responsible for the mortgage and the utilities of the house he didn’t even live in anymore; and as a result he was virtually broke. 
 
    Or, at least, he would have been if not for the penny stock money. 
 
    Thanks to the tips Phil from Investor Relations had given him, Brian had enough money to get back on his feet with. Within a month, he was renting a shitty basement apartment and considering his options for the future. 
 
    It was a tough gig. Brian went from coming home to a kiss and a hug, to getting a non-committal shrug from his landlord. He went from a blissful cohabitation to the bachelor lifestyle in a scary amount of time (and Brian was lucky enough to survive being a bachelor the first time; let alone again.) 
 
    But the worst thing? It was losing Amanda. 
 
    His high-school sweetheart. The love of his life. A woman many had claimed was too good for him (and perhaps this proved they were right.) 
 
    A couple of weeks in, at one of the next court dates, Brian met “Tony” – the man Amanda had left him for. And for the first time in those weeks, he started to feel better. 
 
    “You need to pay me alimony,” Amanda was demanding, across the lawyer’s table. “I have to be able to provide for my baby.” She rubbed her belly, and then looked over at Tony, sitting next to her. “Our baby.” 
 
    But it wasn’t Tony’s baby, Brian knew. It was some black guy’s baby. And the fact that Tony was a handsome blonde-haired, blue-eyed man meant that in seven or eight months’ time, when the baby was born, he’d have some very serious questions for Amanda that she wouldn’t be able to answer. 
 
    That in itself made Brian feel better. 
 
    He’d felt like a shit through this whole thing. He’d allowed terrible things to happen to Amanda, because he was weak and pathetic and not strong enough to say ‘no’ to forceful personalities like Frank. 
 
    Through it all, he’d always felt like the bad guy; and how he’d betrayed Amanda. But today, when she was demanding more and more of his dwindling financial resources, Brian finally felt like she was about to actually get what she deserved. 
 
    And there was no little irony in that fact, Brian admitted to himself.  
 
    By all accounts, he was the only who deserved to be punished for what he’d done. Instead, he was going to go back into work and check on his penny stocks; a source of more money than he’d ever dreamed of, and entirely independent of his soon-to-be ex-wife’s control. 
 
    Brian had money, and he had a future. He might not have Amanda anymore; but to all intents and purposes he had everything else he could have asked for. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Or, at least, until that morning he went into work and found police waiting at his cubicle. 
 
    “Good morning, sir,” one of the officers unclicked his handcuffs. “We need to bring you down to the precinct to answer some questions.” 
 
    Brian looked up, across the open-plan office. To his horror, he suddenly saw Phil’s familiar face marching down the corridor; handcuffed, and flanked by the police. 
 
    “We have suspicion that you’re involved in illegal stock trading,” the officer continued. “Do you mind turning around?” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    And that was how Brian found himself, eight months later, sitting in a jail cell. 
 
    The stocks Phil, from Investor Relations, had been dabbling in were fraudulent. As Brian was to discover soon, most penny stocks were.  
 
    Phil had the inside track on which stocks would explode, and knew when to get out of them while there were still suckers willing to pay inflated prices for them. 
 
    “And I would have gotten away with it, too,” he ended up saying on his day in court, “if some dipshit amateur hadn’t been making all the same purchases I was.” 
 
    That “dipshit amateur” Brian later realized, was him. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    So it was from behind the prison walls that Brian learned of his former wife, Amanda, waddling down the aisle to marry her lover, Tony.  
 
    It was there he also learned of their abrupt divorce, not six weeks later, when ‘Tony’s’ baby emerged with chocolate skin and a full head of afro hair. 
 
    But despite that humiliation, Amanda had done well for herself; embracing the single mother lifestyle and ignoring the sneers from her married friends. She might have had no idea where or how her beautiful brown baby came from – but she loved him with all her heart and was a terrific mother. 
 
    Life for Brian, though, was not all reminisces. 
 
    Prison life was hard, sure. But what made it harder was something he was fairly sure would be labelled “karma”. 
 
    Brian found himself in an almost exclusively African-American cell-block – and, to make matters worse, many of the hulking black felons he shared space with knew somebody Brian knew on the outside. 
 
    Tyrone. 
 
    And when Tyrone had heard that Brian was locked up with his friends, he made sure to let them know a few things about the skinny white criminal. Not least of which was: “He sucks cock like a bitch.” 
 
    And, indeed, he did. 
 
    Brian’s penance, for what he had done to his beautiful wife, was a twisted version of the same. 
 
    For the majority of his two-year sentence, he found himself on his knees or on his back; servicing a line-up of horny black strangers, just as he’d forced his oblivious wife to. 
 
    Fucked in the face and the ass day in and day out, Brian learned an important lesson: What goes around, comes around. 
 
    Or, in his case, cums around. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    The Wedding Night 
 
      
 
    “Oh my goodness, Raymond,” Anne-Marie Glazer purred, as she lay on the vinyl massage table by the pool. “You have magic hands.” 
 
    Raymond, a towering Bahamian man with rippling muscles and coal-black skin, flashed a mouthful of bright, white teeth. 
 
    “Just many years of practice, Ms. Glazer,” he replied, in his lilting, Islands accent. “And besides, massaging a lady as pretty as you is a pleasure, not a chore.” 
 
    Feeling as if she was melting at his touch, the beautiful blond American smiled happily. 
 
    “Oh, what a sweet-talker you are,” she grinned. “I imagine you’re angling for a bigger tip.” 
 
    Raymond said nothing, and just smiled. 
 
    Anne-Marie closed her eyes and nestled into the warm table. This was the third massage she’d received from Raymond since she’d arrived at the Breezes Resort on Cable Beach.  
 
    She was here to get married, of course – her husband-to-be, Thomas, was splashing around in the pool not twenty feet away – but Raymond’s magic hands had become something of a guilty indulgence of hers; and she knew she’d miss them when she left on Tuesday. 
 
     It was November, and Nassau was gorgeous – a balmy eighty degrees with the sun pouring down on them. It was like something out of a dream – so different to the hustle and bustle of Anne-Marie’s regular, ‘real’ life back home in her native Philadelphia. 
 
    “So, when’s the big day?” Raymond interrupted her from her thoughts, kneading his thumbs delicious into her shoulderblades. 
 
    “Mmmmm,” Anne-Marie squirmed luxuriously. “Tomorrow. We’re getting married on the beach, and then we’ve got dinner with his parents before he can finally take me upstairs and make an honest woman out of me.” 
 
    Raymond laughed. He had a lovely laugh; as warm and comforting as logs crackling on an open fire. 
 
    “What do you mean ‘finally’?” 
 
    Anne-Marie turned her head to the other side, so she could look up into Raymond’s handsome brown face. 
 
    “Thomas is a born-again Christian,” she explained. “We made a pledge not so consummate our marriage until after our wedding day.” Her lips pursed. “This means your massages are pretty much the closest I’ve come to another man touching me in nearly two years.” 
 
    Raymond’s thick lips curled. 
 
    “Now that just seems like a waste, Ms. Glazer,” he grinned. “You’re a very beautiful woman.” He looked back and forth guiltily. “If you want to come back into my cabin with me, I’d be more than happy to show you what you’ve been missing out on all this time.” 
 
    And, to reinforce that, he stepped forward and rubbed his crotch into the hand Anne-Marie had hanging limply over the edge of the massage table. Her eyes widened. Something very thick and satisfying seemed to throb in there, just beneath the thin fabric of his linen pants. 
 
    Instead of being offended, Anne-Marie just giggled. She rolled onto her side, totally unembarrassed to be revealing her big, tanned breasts to her masseuse. 
 
    “Two years ago, I would have taken you up on that offer,” she purred. “But I’m not that kind of a girl anymore.” She settled onto her back; ready for Raymond to massage her front now. “I’m a good, Christian woman these days.” 
 
    Raymond’s big hands covered her with a towel, and then slid underneath the terry cloth to squeeze and massage her breasts. 
 
    “Too bad,” he grinned, listening to her moan softly as his palms grazed her nipples. “We could have had a lot of fun together. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Truth be told, Anne-Marie had already had enough ‘fun’ to last a lifetime. 
 
    To the people who knew her these days, she was the smiling, Christian, soon-to-be housewife she presented herself as. Pure, wholesome and a regular at the St. John The Baptist church she and Thomas attended each Sunday. 
 
    But Anne-Marie hadn’t always been that way. 
 
    In fact, before she’d made the move to Philadelphia from Scranton, she’d had an entirely different reputation altogether. 
 
    Anne-Marie had lost her virginity in high school, in the back seat of a boyfriend’s Ford Taurus. At college, she’d been passed around the Football team so often, sleeping with her was considered an initiation.  
 
    She’d gone from an Intern at her first job to a Junior Associate as a result of a blowjob she’d given her boss in the break room, while everybody else had gone home for the day – and, she’d soon realized, had stifled any further chances of promotion for exactly that reason. 
 
    Back in Scranton, Anne-Marie was known as a hard-drinking, hard-partying good-time girl and most of the boys her age (and a few of their fathers) had enjoyed her body on more than one occasion. 
 
    But the truth be told? That reputation got really old, really quickly. 
 
    By the time Anne-Marie hit her early twenties, it stopped being fun. Girls her age didn’t want to hang out with her anymore because of her ‘reputation.’ The boys who did want to hang out with her tended to have ‘expectations’ (not to mention an increasing number of them had wives and girlfriends.)  
 
    It was tough to get taken seriously at work, and it was tough to get taken seriously at home – and, eventually, Anne-Marie decided she’d had enough. 
 
    So she hopped on a bus to Philadelphia and started anew in the suburbs. 
 
    As a bright young thing near the big city, she got herself situated pretty quickly. Her former boss back in Scranton wrote her a glowing reputation (he was quite relieved to see the back of her, before his fiancée found out about the blowjob incident.) She soon landed herself a corporate job in a business estate outside of the city and earned herself a reputation has a hard-working, but conservative young executive. 
 
    And as for her social life – as soon as Anne-Marie landed in a new apartment, she went out and joined the Baptist church on the corner. 
 
    In all honesty, she didn’t find it all that exciting – but she did appreciate people treating her like the fine, upstanding Christian woman she’d decided to present herself as. And she did appreciate the attention of Thomas Whorley - one of the most eligible bachelors in the congregation. 
 
    Thomas was a tall, square-jawed young man with a full head of hair and a footballer’s build. He was the kind of man you’d want your daughter to marry. Anne-Marie wasn’t sure she found him attractive, but she certainly found the idea of him attractive. 
 
    And for Thomas, Anne-Marie was the total package.  
 
    She was a tall, beautiful, corn-fed all-American blond who went to Church on Sunday and seemed like she’d make the perfect Christian wife and homemaker.  
 
    Within weeks, he’d taken her out on their first date (for a hayride, followed by ice-cream, no less.) On their three month anniversary, he asked her to marry him. 
 
    And Anne-Marie was thrilled. 
 
    Finally, here was a nice guy – the kind of guy she felt she deserved – who treated her right.  
 
    No more whispers behind anybody’s back. No more jerks cheating on their wives or girlfriends with her. This was the ‘real deal.’ 
 
    But the ‘real deal’ came with some restrictions. 
 
    Thomas was a virgin. And he wanted to stay that way until his wedding night. 
 
    When Anne-Marie heard this, she had a momentary pang of panic. She was quite the manipulative little minx when she needed to be, but even she didn’t feel that it was right to pretend to be a virgin given her… well-travelled background. 
 
    But Thomas, fortunately, didn’t seem to care. 
 
    “What’s in the past is in the past,” he told her, the night they discussed their pledge of celibacy. “I know you might have been tempted from the path once or twice in your past.” 
 
    Anne-Marie’s eyes widened when he told her that. Once or twice was putting it mildly. Sometimes it had been once and twice in the same night. 
 
    But Thomas didn’t need to know that. 
 
    “Anyway,” he’d told her, squeezing her hand and gazing into her eyes. “This is our chance to make things right with Jesus. We’ll pledge to keep that gift until our wedding night; and it will be all the more special for it.” 
 
    And Anne-Marie was temporarily lost in the magic and romance of it all – and foolishly agreed. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    That had been two years ago – and, as she’d told Raymond, she’d barely been touched by a man since then. 
 
    Thomas was passionate about this pledge – and for the past twenty one months, he’d limited his physical relationship with Anne-Marie to hand-holding and closed-mouth kissing. 
 
    And it nearly drove her nuts. 
 
    “There’s so much we can do that isn’t sex,” she’d told him one evening, after an afternoon sneakily reading a chapter of Fifty Shades of Grey on her Kindle. At that moment, she’d have given anything to feel a man’s mouth between her legs. 
 
    “No, it isn’t right,” he told her, and squeezed her hand. “Just be patient, my dear. It’s going to be perfect when it happens.” 
 
    And Anne-Marie wouldn’t have minded, if ‘when it happens’ wasn’t going to be so long away. 
 
    Thomas’ parents had a timeshare in the Bahamas, so they arranged a destination wedding (upsetting a lot of the congregation when they elected not to have their wedding at the Baptist church where they’d met.) And eventually, the big date arrived. 
 
    And of course Anne-Marie was excited for a lot of things – isn’t every girls’ wedding day an obsession? The dress, the bouquets and the vows on the beach. 
 
    But she was also very, very excited to finally consummate their relationship. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    The wedding day itself was beautiful. 
 
    It was a breezy 73 degrees, and the sun was warm and gentle. Beneath the shade of palm trees, Thomas and Anne-Marie stood before an official and exchanged their vows; before Thomas’ parents showered them with rice and confetti. 
 
    It wasn’t quite the spare-no-expense, white-dress and carriage affair that Anne-Marie had dreamed of when she was a little girl; but after a few years in Scranton wondering if she’d ever get married at all, it was all she could have dreamed of. 
 
    Right up until the moment the presiding official said: “You may now kiss the bride.” 
 
    Thomas turned to Anne-Marie. Anne-Marie turned to her new husband. He leaned down and pressed his lips against hers… 
 
    And that was it. 
 
    Closed-mouthed, awkward and dry, it was quite the most excruciatingly awful kiss Anne-Marie had ever experienced. 
 
    They’d kissed plenty of times over the past two years – but those were limited to closed-mouth pecks. This? Rubbing his pursed lips against hers like a dry-hump? This was just… awkward. 
 
    As Anne-Marie stood there and took it, eyes widening with shock, she realized something dreadful… 
 
    This was Thomas’ first ‘real’ kiss – and he had no fucking idea what he was doing. 
 
    Finally, blissfully, he pulled away; smiling at his new bride with the sort of oblivious expression that suggested he had no idea he’d done anything wrong.  
 
    Anne-Marie forced herself to smile back. 
 
    She was suddenly gripped with anxiety. 
 
    If Thomas had no idea how to kiss – how hopeless would he be when it came to everything else she expected in the bedroom? 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Breezes Resort had a number of restaurants you could dine at, and Thomas’s parents took the newly-married couple to dinner at Martino’s.  
 
    “Aww, you’re such a beautiful bride,” Thomas mother, Arlene, gushed. 
 
    “I’m proud of you, son,” his dad patted the new husband’s knee. “You scored yourself a good one there.” 
 
    And Thomas grinned; a little like a deer caught in the headlights. 
 
    Anne-Marie made a big thing of smiling and playing along, but the truth be told? She was starting to feel antsy. 
 
    This was the first meal she’d ever had as a married woman; and it was a chilling precursor of what might be the rest of her life to come. 
 
    “No wine for us,” said Thomas’ father, when the waiter came over. As Baptists, drinking was viewed as just as much as of a sin as premarital sex was.  
 
    Until now, that hadn’t bothered Anne-Marie. She’d been drinking Bahama Mamas all week (“they’re just fruit juice,” she’d lied to Thomas). But now? She would have genuinely considered murder for a drink at that moment. 
 
    The dinner was interminable. Thomas’ father kept droning on about their life together, about the three kids Anne-Marie was expected to pop out, and even what Biblical names she was expected to choose for them. Thomas’ mother was hinting ever-more heavily that she needed to consider giving up her career, and being a stay at home mom (to kids she didn’t even have yet) “just as Jesus intended.” 
 
    Finally – when Anne-Marie was nearly as breaking point – the two of them smiled and said: “We should say our prayers and head to bed,” Thomas’ father winked at his son. “You have a big night tonight.” 
 
    Thomas blushed. 
 
    And with that, mercifully, they were gone. 
 
    Anne-Marie could feel the tension unknot inside her as Thomas’ parents left; but she was still tense and anxious. What she’d have given for one of Raymond’s legendary massages right now. 
 
    “Well, my dear,” Thomas turned to her eagerly. “Shall we head up to bed?” 
 
    Anne-Marie saw the glint in his eye, and it showed promise. But she wanted to make sure her bashful new husband was prepared for action; and that required a little courage. 
 
    “How about we go and get a drink and look at the stars for a moment first,” she squeezed his hand. “Just so we can remember this night forever.” 
 
    Thomas grinned. 
 
    “That sounds swell.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    So the two of them headed to the poolside cocktail bar and Anne-Marie ordered them drinks – two Bahama Mamas.  
 
    (“And make them strong,” she’d hissed at the bartender.) 
 
    When they arrived, Thomas and Anne-Marie chinked glasses, and took a sip. 
 
    “Wow,” said Thomas, his nose wrinkling. “Are you sure these don’t have alcohol in them?” 
 
    “It’s just the sugar,” Anne-Marie lied cheerfully. “It ferments in the heat. Makes it taste stronger.” 
 
    Thomas shrugged, as if to say “fair enough.” 
 
    The drinks were cool and delicious, and within minutes they’d both drained their glasses. 
 
    “Another one? They are free, after all.” 
 
    “Why not?” Thomas’s eyes looked a little dilated. 
 
    They sat in companionable silence for a few minutes, gazing up at the stars and sipping their drinks. Anne-Marie was watching her new husband drink; hoping that a little booze would give him some confidence. If his closed-mouth kiss from earlier was representative of their first time in bed together, things didn’t bode well. 
 
    Feeling a little more relaxed, Anne-Marie leaned forward and placed her hand on Thomas’ leg, feeling the starchy material of his tuxedo pants. 
 
    “I’m excited to go upstairs,” she grinned, leaning in and kissing him. This time, she kept her mouth open a little, and left a wet smear on his lips when she pulled away. 
 
    Thomas’ eyes widened. He licked his lips. 
 
    “M-me too,” he grinned – and then let Anne-Marie close in for another kiss. 
 
    There, she thought to herself. That’s better. 
 
    This time, Thomas opened his mouth a little too; and their lips moved in unison together. His eyes widened at the sensation, and Anne-Marie got a little bolder; reaching forward to put her hands on his waist, and then let her tongue dart out into his… 
 
    “W-what are you doing?” 
 
    Thomas pulled back, shocked. 
 
    “You had your tongue in my mouth!” 
 
    Anne-Marie groaned. 
 
    “I know. That’s what you’re supposed to do.” 
 
    “O-oh,” Thomas blinked. “That feels… That feels weird.” 
 
    “Come on. Let’s try again.” 
 
    And they did; kissing properly this time; and Thomas clearly getting into it. So much so that when Anne-Marie slid her hand down his body, and brushed the front of his tuxedo pants, she felt a firm bulge tenting out the front of it. 
 
    “Honey!” Thomas pulled back, and looked around nervously. “People will see!” 
 
    Anne-Marie rolled her eyes. 
 
    “Let them! We’re married now.” She leaned forward and whispered in his ear: “I can’t wait to take you upstairs and kiss it.” 
 
    Thomas’ eyes grew wide. 
 
    “L-let’s finish our drinks,” he slurred. 
 
    And he did – draining his second Bahama Mama like a champ. Even Anne-Marie, who learned to chug back when she was a Sorority sister, was impressed. 
 
    But it was instantly apparent, the moment Thomas tried to stand up, that the alcohol was affecting him. 
 
    “Woah,” he grabbed the edge of the table to stay upright. “I think those drinks might have had a little too much fermented s-s-sh-sugar in them.” 
 
    Anne-Marie wrapped her arm around his and led him towards the elevators. 
 
    “Don’t worry about it, honey,” she purred. “Now let’s get you upstairs.” 
 
    A moment later they were whizzing up to the top of the Breezes hotel, and then Anne-Marie was helping Thomas stagger down the corridor. 
 
    She started to worry. Perhaps she’d overestimated the amount of booze her tee-total husband could handle. 
 
    That concern only grew after they fumbled with the key-card for the hotel room, and staggered inside. 
 
    “Aww, baby,” Thomas slurred, throwing his arms around Anne-Marie’s shoulders. “I luurve you.” And then he slumped, fully-dressed, onto the bed and started snoring. 
 
    Anne-Marie stood there in her wedding dress, peering down at her husband. He was fast asleep, still dressed in his tuxedo, passed out like a freshman at his first frat party. 
 
    “You have got to be fucking kidding me,” Anne-Marie snarled. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    For ten minutes, Anne-Marie just sat on the edge of the bed, watching her husband sleep. She was tempted to try and wake him up – but realized that he’d probably he useless in his current state anyway. 
 
    Man, she was pissed. 
 
    Two years she’d been waiting for this. Two fucking years. And now it was barely 9pm on her wedding night and she was sitting there alone, and frustrated, in her wedding dress. 
 
    “Ugh,” she snarled, and marched over to the counter. Wrenching open the door, she peered in the fridge and found it was empty. 
 
    Fucking ‘all-inclusive resorts’, she sighed. They didn’t even have a drinks cabinet! 
 
    Right then and there, she decided to head down to the free bar in her wedding dress and get drunk. Fuck it, if Thomas could pass out on his wedding night, so could see – it would just take more than two Bahama Mamas to do it! 
 
    She rolled Thomas onto his side – so if those Bahama Mamas decided to regurgitate, at least her hapless husband wouldn’t choke on them. Then, slipping her key-card into her cleavage, she hefted up the edge of her wedding dress and headed for the door. 
 
    It was a short elevator ride back down to the pool, and fortunately the bar was pretty much deserted. It was a quiet week-day evening and the hotel was unusually empty. 
 
    Climbing onto a stool, Anne-Marie ordered a glass of Chardonnay. For the first time in months, she was able to go out and have a proper drink without having to hide it by pretending it was fruit juice or soda. 
 
    The tart, buttery wine slid down her throat deliciously, and she ordered a second one. She’d almost finished that glass when suddenly a hot, heavy hand landed on her bare shoulder. 
 
    Anne-Marie screamed. 
 
    Spinning around, she looked up and found herself staring into Raymond’s big, brown eyes. 
 
    “Oh, my God,” she clasped a hand to her cleavage. “You scared me!” She looked at the handsome masseuse, in his white linen pants and shirt. “You packing up for the day?” 
 
    “Yep,” Raymond nodded. “And when I saw you sitting here in your wedding dress, I wanted to come over and say congratulations.” 
 
    A little flush from alcohol, Anne-Marie giggled. 
 
    “Aww, that’s sweet,” she grinned. And then she shook her head. “Sad part is, Thomas is upstairs fast asleep on the bed, and I’m down here drinking alone.” She raised her glass of Chardonnay. “Happy wedding night!” 
 
    Raymond looked genuinely sad for her. 
 
    “Man, I’m sorry, pretty lady,” his lilting Bahamas accent was oddly sexy when he said that. “You’re far too beautiful to be down here on your own.” 
 
    Anne-Marie laughed bitterly. Then she patted the seat next to her. 
 
    “Well, you’re off duty. Why don’t you sit down and join me? I at least deserve the company of a handsome man on my wedding night.” 
 
    Raymond laughed. 
 
    “I wish I could,” he admitted. “But it’s against the rules. No fraternizing with the guests, and definitely no drinking on the resort.”  
 
    Anne-Marie pouted. 
 
    “Too bad,” she reached over and placed her hand on his hip. “I’m sure we could have had fun.” 
 
    Raymond laughed, and then he looked left and right nervously – making sure the bartender was out of earshot. 
 
    “Tell you what,” he whispered. “I have a bottle of rum back at my place. Fancy coming back and having a quick drink with me?” He looked around nervously again. “You’ve got to promise not to tell anybody. I could get fired.” 
 
    Anne-Marie looked up at the gorgeous black masseuse. Going off the resort – to his house, no less – seemed wildly reckless. What if he got the wrong idea?  
 
    But, then again, she was a little drunk and a lot disgruntled. She was so angry at Thomas that the thought of doing something naughty appealed to her. 
 
    She grinned, sliding off her bar stool. 
 
    “Okay,” she nodded. “But no funny business, okay?” She held up her hand, with its brand new wedding ring on. “Tonight’s my wedding night, after all.” 
 
    “Sure thing,” Raymond nodded. “Now meet me outside in five minutes. We can’t be seen to leave together.” 
 
    And then he was off – tall and beautiful, with a stride like a racehorse. 
 
    Grinning wildly, Anne-Marie headed to the lobby of the resort. She had butterflies in her stomach. She couldn’t believe she was doing this. 
 
    But she wasn’t doing anything wrong. Was she? 
 
    She was just going for a drink. Nothing more. 
 
    A moment later, she was standing in the warm Bahamas breeze outside the resort entrance, on the curved West Bay Street cal de sac where the busses and taxis stopped. 
 
    There was the hum of a small engine, and Raymond suddenly appeared on a tiny scooter – the sort of think her family affectionately called a ‘chicken chaser’ back home in rural Pennsylvania. 
 
    Screeching to a halt, Raymond grinned: “Climb on!” 
 
    Anne-Marie stared suspiciously at the scooter. It wasn’t even a scooter, really. It was a dirt bike – a 150cc Yamaha sports bike, by the name on the rusted paintwork. 
 
    “I-I can’t ride on that,” she told him. “I’m in my wedding dress!” 
 
    “Relax, pretty lady,” he patted the seat behind him. “Climb on and hold on tight. I’ll go slowly.” 
 
    And feeling another reckless urge, Anne-Marie did as she was told. Feeling ridiculously uncoordinated in her wedding dress, the straddled the back of the bike and wrapped her arms around Raymond’s thick, muscular waist. 
 
    A moment later, the bike was screaming down the road – and Anne-Marie was screaming with it. 
 
    “I thought you said you’d go slowly!” She clamped her head down against Raymond’s big back and hung on for dear life, as the dirty bike raced down the roads. 
 
    Within minutes they were out of the built-up, tourist center of Nassau, and into the lush green forest of the island proper. It was incredible. One moment ago, Anne-Marie had been in a street that was practically identical to any in America. Now she was in the midst of a shockingly different world. 
 
    Tiny houses lined the streets. Some had flickering lights on. They were all ramshackle, with corrugated iron roofing and peeling paint. The sudden poverty – especially since it was so close to such incredible abundance and affluence – was shocking. 
 
    Eventually, Raymond steered the bike down a dusty path, through overhanging green trees and along the glimmering sheen of a river. He draw to a halt outside a little run-down shack right on the water, with a rickety porch lit by Christmas lights. 
 
    The bike engine cut. 
 
    “We’re here, pretty lady.” 
 
    A little stiffly, Anne-Marie clambered off her bike. 
 
    She looked around nervously – the alcohol in her system not making up for a sudden nervousness. This wasn’t what she’d expected. Nassau itself was so beautiful and affluent, she’d expected Raymond to live in a nice, well-appointed beach house – not a hut. 
 
    “Come on it,” he grinned, holding open the screen door for her. 
 
    Anne-Marie took a deep breath. She’d stay for one drink, and then ask for a ride home. That would be the polite thing to do. 
 
    But as she stepped nervously onto the porch, and through the doorway into the shack, her eyes widened. 
 
    She’d expected it to be a hovel – littered with garbage and tat. Instead, it was lovely inside. Raymond’s house looked like an island retreat, with fishing nets hanging from the ceiling, a clean wooden floor and old, leather and wood furniture. 
 
    It was like being in the inside of a pirate ship, or something. 
 
    “Don’t let the outside fool you,” Raymond explained, letting the screen door swing shut. “There’s such a lot of poverty on the island, you don’t want your place to look any nicer than anybody else’s.” Then he indicated the interior. “Besides, my house represents what my mother always used to teach me: It’s what’s inside that counts.” 
 
    Raymond indicated a luxurious-looking leather couch. 
 
    “Take a seat, pretty lady. I’ll get the rum.”  
 
    Anne-Marie nervously did, listening to the leather creak as her bottom landed on it. 
 
    A moment later Raymond returned with two glasses and a half-empty bottle of Bacardi. That wasn’t what make Anne-Marie’s breath catch in her throat, though. 
 
    “W-why aren’t you wearing a shirt?” She asked. 
 
    Raymond was standing there in nothing but his linen pants; revealing his broad, muscular black chest and huge arms. 
 
    “Oh, that?” He laughed, sloshing rum into the two glasses. “I’ve been massaging all day. It stank of sweat and massage oil.” With a ‘flumpf’ he took a seat on the couch next to her. “Don’t worry, pretty lady. I’m not going to ravish you.”  
 
    And then he winked. 
 
    “Unless that’s why you came here tonight.” 
 
    Anne-Marie blushed furiously. She was starting to wonder why she did come here tonight. 
 
    “Here,” he passed her the glass. “Drink up.” And then he chinked it with her. 
 
    More because she didn’t know what else to do than from actual desire for a drink, Anne-Marie lifted the glass and swigged back the big measure of rum. It burned her throat on the way down. 
 
    “Woah!” Raymond beamed. “Here, let me top you up.” And within a second, he was sloshing more into her glass. 
 
    Anne-Marie was feeling woozy and lightheaded.  
 
    “Hey, maybe I should go,” she suggested. 
 
    Raymond looked at her with warm, brown eyes. 
 
    “So soon?” 
 
    “I’m not sure I should have come in the first place,” she admitted. 
 
    “Relax,” Raymond laid a hot, heavy hand on her bare shoulder. “You’re perfectly safe here. And any time you want to go? I’ll drive you back to your hotel.” He leaned closer. “I mean it.” 
 
    “O-okay,” Anne-Marie nodded. “After this drink, okay?” 
 
    “Okay,” the big, handsome black man nodded. “But first, turned around.” 
 
    “Turn around? Why?” 
 
    “You look tense. And you’re wearing a strapless dress. Finish your drink and I’ll massage your shoulders while you’re doing so.” He lifted his big, heavy hands. “No funny business, I promise.” 
 
    Anne-Marie thought about it for a second. Then she had the memory of Raymond’s big, hot, soft hands on her flesh from all those massages she’d had by a pool. 
 
    There was nothing wrong with a shoulder massage. 
 
    “But the dress stays on, right?” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    So with a nod, Anne-Marie turned around on the couch, looking out through the window towards the gentle ripping surface of the lake behind. 
 
    Raymond’s warm hands closed on her shoulders. His big thumbs dug into the muscles of her shoulders and massaged them expertly. It was like a drug. Immediately, her shoulder muscles went deliciously limp, and she closed her eyes and sighed in pleasure. 
 
    “See?” Raymond purred. “I told you there was a lot of tension here.” And he kept massaging; kneading and rubbing her like she was dough. 
 
    “Mmmmm,” growing more and more relaxed, Anne-Marie lifted the glass to her mouth and sipped the burning rum. It warmed her throat just like his touch was warming her skin. “That’s nice.” 
 
    “You needed it,” Raymond purred, and she could feel his breath on her bare shoulders. “You obviously had a tense day.” 
 
    Anne-Marie relaxed into the massage, and squirmed in her seat a little. It had been so long since she’d been in a situation like this – relaxed, casual intimacy with a handsome man. One who actually listened to her. 
 
    “It was just Thomas’ parents, laying into me with all their bullshit expectations.” She sighed. “And then Thomas passing out like that.” She shook her head. “Raymond, it’s been so long. I really needed tonight.”  
 
    And then she laughed bitterly. 
 
    “Although I’d not even sure he’d have known what to do if he’d have been awake for it.” 
 
    She heard Ray chuckle behind her. 
 
    “Give him some credit. You’re a beautiful woman. A man will figure out what to do with a girl like you.” 
 
    “Mmmm,” closing her eyes, Anne-Marie let her head flop back. She didn’t mind admitting that this massage was turning her on a little. “That’s what I need. A real man.” 
 
    “Do you now?” 
 
    And this time, his voice was right in her ear, and his breath was hot on her throat. 
 
    Anne-Marie suddenly realized that Raymond had leaned forward, and then she felt his lips press wetly against her throat. 
 
    “Hey,” she sighed, although she made no effort to pull away. “I thought I told you no funny business.” 
 
    Raymond kissed her throat again, just under her ear. Anne-Marie bit her lip. Dammit, that was her weakness. 
 
    “Funny business,” the handsome black man purred. “I’m not laughing.” 
 
    “Oh, damn you,” Anne-Marie sighed, cocking her head to expose more of her throat. “This is exactly what I didn’t want to happen.”  
 
    “Mmmm,” his lips caressed her neck. “You taste delicious.” And then his big hands slid forward; down over her shoulders and in, under the neckline of her wedding dress. 
 
    “Oh, stop,” Anne-Marie murmured, as she felt his hot hands slide underneath her dress to cup her breasts. “This is wrong.” But she bit her lip and made no effort to pull away. 
 
    The truth be told, it felt so good to be touched by another man. To feel skilful lips on her skin. To have warm, hot hands caressing her. 
 
    “Oh, God,” she moaned, as she felt his fingers pinch her nipples underneath her wedding dress. “This is so wrong.” But then she turned her head, so she could make sure the next place his lips touched were hers. 
 
    They made out like that for a few moments, her back to him, and her neck twisted around so she could kiss him over her shoulder. Then, with a sigh, she felt Raymond pull his hands out of the top of her dress and fiddle with the zip at the back of it. 
 
    Anne-Marie pulled her mouth away. 
 
    “I can’t believe I’m doing this,” she groaned, as she listened to a ziiiip and felt her tight, white dress grow loose around her chest. 
 
    Moments later, Raymond’s hot hands slid between the open dress and her skin; to curl around her body and cup her firm, soft breasts once again. 
 
    She turned her head and they kissed. 
 
    Anne-Marie squeezed shut her eyes. It was magical. After the fumbled, clueless kiss that Thomas had planted on her, it was amazing to feel full, soft, skilful lips against her. She grew involuntarily wet as she felt Raymond’s tongue slither into her mouth. 
 
    “Oh, fuuuck,” Anne-Marie moaned. 
 
    A moment later, Raymond got up from the couch and laid her down on it – grabbing the top of her open dress and pulling it down over her body. 
 
    Anne-Marie lay there and didn’t resist, feeling like a snake slithering out of its skin. The expensive white dress was pulled down, exposing her tanned breasts, and then her flat stomach, until finally it slithered over her hips to reveal her white, cotton panties and the white tops of her thigh-high stockings. A fluffy white garter was wrapped around her right thigh. 
 
    “Mmmm,” tossing the dress in the corner, Raymond towered over the nearly-naked bride. “You’re beautiful, Ms. Glazer.” 
 
    “That’s Mrs. Whorley now,” she blushed, trying to cover her breasts. 
 
    “Shhh,” Raymond knelt down on the floor, between her legs. “Don’t cover yourself.” He pulled her hands away, and she blushed as her round, tanned breasts flopped free. “You’re gorgeous.” 
 
    And then, to reinforce the point, he bent his head and wrapped his lips around one of Anne-Marie’s nipples. 
 
    “Oh, my God,” she moaned, arching her back as she felt his mouth suckle on her tit. “That feels so good.” 
 
    “You haven’t seen anything yet,” Raymond promised, and then he started to plant kisses down between her breasts, and then across her flat stomach. 
 
    “Oh, God,” Anne-Marie squirmed on the couch. “Stop.” But she didn’t want him to stop, and she made that clear when she slid her fingers into Raymound’s curly hair and guided his head down between her legs. 
 
    Kisses landed on the cotton gusset of her panties, and then Raymond’s big, hot hands slid up her thighs; until they met the bare skin at the top of her high-high stockings. 
 
    “Raawr!” With a pretend growl, Raymond closed his teeth around Anne-Marie’s blue garter, and started pulling it down over her thighs. 
 
    “Oh, no,” she groaned. “T-that was for Thomas. I was saving that for him.” 
 
    “I’m going to take something else you were saving for Thomas,” Raymond grinned, yanking the garter over Anne-Marie’s ankle and spitting it aside. Then his fingers slid under the waistband of her white cotton panties. 
 
    “Oh, nooo,” she whined, but at the same time lifted her butt off the couch to let Raymond pull her panties off. They slid down her long legs, until he could pull them off her completely. 
 
    Anne-Marie lay there, totally naked except for her thigh-high stockings. 
 
    “Mmmm,” Raymond lowered his head towards her crotch, and took a deep breath. “You smell good.” 
 
    And Anne-Marie just squirmed. She was embarrassed. She was so wet right at that moment.  
 
    Raymond’s big hands grabbed her knees and lifted and separated them, exposing her pussy to him. She blushed, and turned her head away. 
 
    It was meant to be Thomas seeing her pussy for the first time – she’d even neatly trimmed her pubic hair just for him. But instead it was this big, sexy black man… And… 
 
    “Oh, God…” 
 
    Suddenly his face was between her legs, and he was kissing her inner thighs – on the bare skin between the top of her thigh high stockings and her bare pussy. 
 
    The kisses went higher and high, until she felt his hot breath directly on his cunt. 
 
    “Oh, Raymond,” she moaned, and then Anne-Marie cried out as she felt his tongue slither between her pussy lips. 
 
    His tongue was hot, thick, wet and delicious rough. It parted her pussy lips and he slurped from the very bottom of her cunt right up to the top; opening her up like a blossoming flower. Then his tongue started swirling in circles around her clitoris; and the sound of wet licking echoed around the dark, intimate room. 
 
    “Oh, God, yes,” Anne-Marie groaned. It had been years since she’d felt a man’s tongue between her legs – and even then, none of them had known what to do as expertly as Raymond did. 
 
    He coaxed her clitoris with skilful laps of the tongue, making her pussy gush with wetness. Then, Anne-Marie felt him lift his hand and two, thick fingertips pressed against the entrance to her cunt. 
 
    “Mmmm,” she moaned, as her pussy opened up to accept them. 
 
    She was so wet and so needy that his fingers slid inside her like a hot knife through butter. She moaned loudly as she felt herself stretched and filled – the first time she’d been penetrated in nearly two years. 
 
    “That’s so good,” she groaned. “Oh, God, yes.” 
 
    And then Raymond’s fingers were buried in her right up to the knuckle, and he begin moving them inside her. The sensation of those big, thick fingers and his delicious tongue on her clitoris was electric. She squirmed on the couch. Her pussy gushed. 
 
    “Mmmmmph,” lifting her fist to her mouth, Anne-Marie sunk her teeth into it to stop from screaming. “Mmmmmph!”  
 
    And then she came. 
 
    Arching her back, Anne-Marie surrendered to the wave of pleasure that washed over her, groaning in abandon as she experienced the first orgasm for over two years that hadn’t come as a result of her own fingers, or the shower head in her bath. 
 
    She gushed into Raymond’s mouth… and he kept licking. 
 
    “Mmmmph!” Anne-Marie’s eyes grew wide as his fingers kept sliding in and out of her, squirming inside of Anne-Marie’s soaking pussy to expertly coax her g-spot. She groaned as his tongue kept slurping and circling her clitoris, drawing her orgasm out until the ecstasy became delicious agony. 
 
    “Oh, God, Stop,” she gasped. “Stop!” 
 
    But Raymond pinned down her legs, and kept on pleasuring her, and within seconds she came again; an even more intense orgasm this time, that nearly made her pass out. 
 
    Only when that glorious explosion had subsided did she find the strength to call out “no” again, and try and push Raymond’s head from between her legs. 
 
    “It’s too much!” She cried. “Please, please… I beg of you.” 
 
    And then, finally, Raymond lifted his head. 
 
    He was grinning, clearly proud of himself. His face was plastered with her juices, and her nostrils were filled with the scent of her pussy as he leaned forward and kissed her wetly on the mouth. 
 
    Anne-Marie surrendered to the kiss, overwhelmed by the taste and smell of her own cunt on his mouth. 
 
    “Oh, God,” she groaned, when he finally pulled his mouth away. “I thought I was going to die.” 
 
    He grinned: “Only from pleasure.” 
 
    She blushed. 
 
    Lifting one hand, Anne-Marie reached between Raymond’s legs, and squeezed his crotch. Through the thin material of his linen pants, she could feel something hard, and meaty, and huge. 
 
    Her eyes widened. 
 
    Raymond gazed into them. For a moment they shared the most intense, visceral moment, lost in each other’s eyes. Anne-Marie’s pussy quivered at the intensity of it.  
 
    Then Raymond purred: “Take my pants off.” 
 
    Anne-Marie bit her lip. 
 
    This was the moment of no return. Right then and there, she could call the whole thing off. Ask him to take her back to the hotel. She could write the whole thing off as a drunken mistake – but it wasn’t really cheating. Not really.  
 
    But if she took his pants off? 
 
    Even if she could stop herself from taking things too far, she wasn’t sure she’d want to. 
 
    Raymond was still staring into her eyes, his gaze sexy and intense. 
 
    “Take them off,” he ordered. 
 
    And Anne-Marie felt her pussy gush with wetness.  
 
    “Y-yes.” 
 
    Raymond straightened up, and Anne-Marie struggled to sit up. She found herself eye-level with Raymond’s flat, muscular stomach, and her trembling fingers immediately started to fumble with the linen string holding his pants up. 
 
    As she struggled with the knots, she leaned forward and placed wet kisses on Raymond’s muscular stomach. 
 
    “Mmmm,” gazing down at the tumble of blond hair beneath him, Raymond ran his fingers through Anne-Marie’s curls. “Your lips feel good.” 
 
    “J-just you wait,” she blushed, as she finally untied the drawstring of his pants. She wrenched them open. 
 
    Raymond wasn’t wearing underwear, and his immense, half-hard cock flopped out as Anne-Marie opened his flies.  
 
    His linen pants fell around his ankles, and Raymond stepped out of them. He was totally naked now, and from between his legs swung the most immense cock that Anne-Marie had ever seen (and, before her conversion to good, Christian girl, she’d seen more than her fair share.) 
 
    “Oh, my God,” she breathed, lifting her fingers to curl around the immense, thickening shaft. “It’s huge.” And as she began to stroke it with her fingers, Raymond’s cock just got bigger; rising up to attention like the head of some ancient, veiny dinosaur. 
 
    “Mmmm,” Raymond purred, stroking Anne-Marie’s cheek. “That’s my good girl.” 
 
    Anne-Marie was entranced. Believe it or not, she’d never actually seen a real black cock before. Her neighbourhood in Scranton wasn’t exactly known for its ethnic diversity growing up. But Raymond’s was everything the porn films and online stories had promised it would be. 
 
    Very soon, his cock was standing fully erect – practically a foot long, and throbbing. Anne-Marie’s fingers could barely curl around it, it was so thick. 
 
    “Suck it,” Raymond ordered. Anne-Marie’s mouth watered at the thought. 
 
    With one hand, she caressed his heavy, egg-sized balls. With the other, she wrangled the hard, hot shaft into position and opened her mouth wide. 
 
    “Mmmph!” She could barely fit the tip into her mouth. “Mmmph!” 
 
    Stretching her lips wider, Anne-Marie began suck on the enormous black cock. Her nostrils filled with his musky man-scent. Her pussy grew moist at the smell. 
 
    “Awww, yeah,” Raymond groaned, as he felt Anne-Maries tongue slather around the head of his cock. 
 
    After a couple of seconds, she got into the rhythm of it, and started to bob her head a little, letting his cock slide in and out of her mouth, deeper and deeper on each attempt. The wet sound of suction echoed through the room. Saliva drooled down Anne-Marie’s chin. 
 
    “That’s it, you gorgeous girl,” Raymond purred, stroking her hair. “Suck that big, black cock.”  
 
    And then Anne-Marie surprised him, by lifting her mouth off his dick and bending her head to lick his balls instead. “Oh, fuck, yes.” 
 
    Anne-Marie was overwhelmed. She barely registered what she was doing; and just focused on licking, and sucking, and stroking and slurping on as much of his hard, throbbing flesh as she could.  
 
    She wondered if she’d be able to make Raymond cum.  
 
    Just the thought gave her a thrill; the flash of memory of hot, wet cum and that delicious, salty smell in her nostrils ran through her mind. It had been years since she’d last experienced that. Did she still have it in her? 
 
    Another benefit of making Raymond cum with her mouth? As she lifted her head of engulfed the head of his big, black dick with her mouth again, she justified it to herself that it wouldn’t really be cheating as long as they didn’t have sex. 
 
    But her mouth was getting dry, and her jaw was getting tired, and she didn’t know how long she could keep this up. How did porn stars do it? 
 
    And then Raymond pulled his cock from her mouth. 
 
    Towering over her, he looked down at Anne-Marie – smiling at her puffy lips and the drool of saliva running down her chin. 
 
    “Lie back,” he told her, and then pushed her forcefully onto her back on the couch. Raymond started kneeling down between her legs, grasping the root of his saliva-slick cock like it was the handle of a baseball bat. 
 
    “Oh, God,” Anne-Marie groaned, as she watched this beautiful black man spread her legs. “W-what are you doing?” 
 
    Raymond shuffled forward, and pressed the tip of his enormous dick between her legs. His cock head nuzzled between the glistening lips of her dripping pussy. 
 
    “What does it look like I’m doing, gorgeous?” 
 
    “N-no,” Anne-Marie struggled to say. “No, you can’t.” She moaned, as he began sliding the head of his cock up and down, between the lips of her pussy. “It’s cheating.” 
 
    “You want to talk about cheating?” Raymond laughed. “You just had my dick in your mouth.” 
 
    Anne-Marie blushed.  
 
    “Y-you haven’t got a condom on,” she moaned. 
 
    “They don’t make ‘em in my size,” Raymond responded, matter-of-factly. “Besides, I just got tested last month. I’m clean.” 
 
    He was rubbing her clitoris with the head of his cock now, and Anne-Marie was squirming with frustration on the couch. She knew that just one thrust of his hips would fill her up with that thick, delicious cock. 
 
    “I-I’m not on the pill,” she finally groaned. “I haven’t had sex in more than two years.” She was panting in frustration now. “I was saving that for Thomas.”  
 
    In her romantic fantasies, their first night together would have been the night Thomas had made her pregnant with their first child…  
 
    …but if one thing was certain, tonight was not turning out to be the wedding night she’d envisioned. 
 
    Raymond grinned, and continued rubbing the head of his cock up and down, against Anne-Marie’s throbbing clitoris. It moved slickly, and it was driving her crazy. 
 
    “All you need to say is ‘no’,” Raymond told her. “Just give me the word and I’ll pull up my pants and drive you back to the hotel.” And, as he said that, he teased the entrance to her pussy with the tip of his cock – pushing just hard enough to sink the tip of his cock inside her. 
 
    Anne-Marie was squirming on the couch.  
 
    “Oh God,” she groaned. “Oh, fuck, you monster.” And then she looked up, and locked her gaze with him. “Oh, come on, you bastard. Fuck me.” 
 
    And then they gazed into each other’s eyes as Raymond thrust his hips forward. 
 
    “Ahhhhhh,” Anne-Marie’s mouth opened in a scream, as she felt herself stretched and filled. “Oh, my God, it’s so big.”  
 
    Raymond grinned. “Fuck, you’re tight.” He reached up and grabbed Anne-Marie’s big breasts roughly, using them to pin her down onto the couch. “If your white husband had got to you before I did, he might have thought you were a real virgin.” 
 
    And then he thrust deeper, and Anne-Marie cried out. 
 
    “…but he won’t after I’m done with you.” 
 
    And finally he was buried in her, all the way to the hilt of his massive cock. His bony hips pressed delicious against Anne-Marie’s clitoris. She panted at the sensation. 
 
    “Oh fuck,” she gasped. “Oh fuck. That’s so good.” 
 
    And then Raymond began to fuck her. 
 
    Squeezing her tits almost painfully hard, he slid that big, beautiful cock in and out of Anne-Marie’s tight pussy. She moaned at the intensity of it. She hadn’t had a cock inside her for years – and never one as big, and hard, and deliciously satisfying as this one. 
 
    “You love it, don’t you?” Raymond leaned forward and kissed her wetly. “You like my big, black cock in you, don’t you.” 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” Anne-Marie curled her arms around his shoulders and hung on tightly. “It’s so good.” 
 
    “Tell me how much you love it.” 
 
    “I love it. I love it so much.” 
 
    “Tell me to fuck you,” he ordered, his thick fingers curling around her slender, pale throat and squeezing gently. “Beg me.” 
 
    “Oh, please,” Anne-Marie begged. “Please fuck me.” 
 
    And he did. 
 
    Grinding his hips against hers, Raymond moved that big, beautiful cock inside her like he was churning butter. His hips ground perfectly against her clitoris, and each inward thrust of that huge shaft rubbed her g-spot in exactly the right way. 
 
    “Oh, God,” Anne-Marie groaned, sinking her teeth into Raymond’s sweaty shoulder. “You’re going to make me cum.” 
 
    And upon hearing that, Raymond laughed, and began to thrust harder, and deeper. 
 
    “Oh fuck!” Anne-Marie’s eyes grew wide. “Oh, yes, that’s it!” 
 
    And then she came. 
 
    Closing her eyes and arching her back, she climaxed with that big, thick dick impaled inside of her. It was the most intense orgasm of her life, and it was like a nuclear explosion had gone off between her legs. 
 
    For a moment, Anne-Marie even wondered if she passed out – because when she came too she was flopped on her back on the couch and Raymond was hunched over her like a rutting bull – that big, delicious cock pounding in and out of her. 
 
    “Shit,” Anne-Marie cried. “You’re going to make me cum again if you keep that up.” 
 
    “I can’t hold out much longer,” Raymond groaned. “You’re so fucking beautiful.” 
 
    “Oh, God, not yet,” she begged. “Don’t cum yet.” She wanted to cum. She needed to cum. She bucked her hips back against him, grinding herself against his hips. “So close!” 
 
    “Y-you have to stop that,” Raymond groaned, as she wriggled and writhed and squirmed underneath him. “I-I can’t hold out if you move like that.” He was panting now, rutting her like a ram. “T-that’s too much.” 
 
    But Anne-Marie didn’t let up. 
 
    “So close,” she begged. “I’m nearly… I’m nearly…” 
 
    “I’m going to cum if you keep that up,” Raymond warned. 
 
    “Huuungh,” Anne-Marie bit her lip. “D-don’t cum in me,” she begged, “but don’t stop. Just a little bit longer.” 
 
    “I-I can’t…” 
 
    “I’m not on the pill,” she groaned. “Don’t cum in me.” 
 
    “L-let me pull out…” 
 
    “N-no,” she cried out. Not yet.” And then she finally found the right spot, and humped her hips against his like a horny little rabbit. “Oh, that’s it… That’s it. I’m cumming.” 
 
    And she exploded. 
 
    “Oh, God!” It was like a tidal wave of pleasure, washing over her and drowning all sense of reason. “Oh, yes! Yes! Yes!” 
 
    “I-I’m cumming,” Raymond groaned, and she felt his cock swell and throb inside of her. 
 
    “N-nooo!” She groaned, but didn’t stop grinding her hips against him. “Oh, God, no…” And then she felt the first spurt fill her up – a flood of wetness that splurged right on her g-spot. “Oh, it feels so fucking good.”  
 
    And she came again. The sensation of being filled with cum triggered yet another orgasm; this one the most intense yet. 
 
    For what seemed like forever, she lay there, feeling herself filled with hot spurts of cum. And then, finally, as the waves of pleasure subsided, she came floating back down to earth and awoke to reality. 
 
    She was lying on a couch, dripping with sweat. 
 
    Hunched over her, buried balls deep inside her, was Raymond. 
 
    And she felt flooded. 
 
    “Oh, God,” Anne-Marie groaned, as Raymond clambered off of her. His softening cock slithered inch-by-inch from her trembling pussy; and as it did so, it was followed by a deluge of thick, pearlescent cum. 
 
    “I filled you up good,” Raymond grinned, watching her frantically clamp her hand over her freshly-fucked pussy, trying to stop the leakage. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” she groaned. “Oh, I’m such a bad girl.” She giggled. “Jesus. Two fucking years I wait, and this is how I spend my wedding night.” 
 
    Raymond was already clambering to his feet, and picking up his pants. 
 
    She looked up at him, as he towered over her. His rippling muscles were glistening with sweat. He looked like a beautiful African God, carved out of mahogany. 
 
    “Fuck, you’re beautiful.” She murmured. 
 
    “So are you,” Raymond offered her his hand, and unsteadily the nearly-naked bride clambered to her feet. “And that was amazing.” 
 
    “Eeek!” Anne-Marie clamped her hand between her legs, as cum poured down her thighs. “Oh, God. I’m so fucked.” 
 
    “Yes,” Raymond nodded. “Yes you are. Another shot of rum and maybe you’ll get fucked again.” 
 
    And Anne-Marie looked up  
 
    For a moment she was tempted. As crazy and reckless as this evening had been, it had been amazing. She felt beautiful, and sexy, and uninhibited again. She felt more like herself than she had at any moment in the past two years. 
 
    But then she glanced at her watch, and realized that it had been four hours since she’d left Thomas snoozing on the bed. She suddenly had a pang of guilt. What if he’d woken up, wondering where she’d gone?  
 
    Bending down to pick up her crumpled wedding dress, Anne-Marie sighed: “I’m sorry. I have to get back.” 
 
    Raymond snorted. 
 
    “You sure?” 
 
    “I shouldn’t have even come in the first place.” But then she stood on tip-toes and kissed the gorgeous Islander on the lips. “Not that I regret it.” 
 
    “Okay,” Raymond nodded. “Get dressed, pretty lady. I’ll run you back.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Fifteen minutes later, thoroughly dishevelled, Anne-Marie Whorley (née Glazer) staggered back into the lobby of the Breezes resort and headed to the elevator. 
 
    She’d had Raymond drop her off just around the corner – the thought of the hotel staff seeing her come back on a native islander’s dirt bike filled her with too much shame. Given the state of her hair and the slightly bow-legged way she was walking, it would have been far too obvious what she’d been up to. 
 
    Now, at 1am in the morning, she hoped the receptionist and staff just assumed she’d staggered off for a drink at the casino down the street; and her unsteady gait was more as a result of Bacardi than getting thoroughly and deeply fucked. 
 
    The elevator dinged and soon whizzed her up to the top floor. And then, finally – blissfully – she swiped her key card in the door and stumbled into her hotel room. 
 
    Thomas was exactly where she’d left him, rolled over on the bed snoozing. As she kicked shut the door, he looked up groggily, focusing his eyes on her with difficulty. 
 
    “W-where did you go?” he asked. 
 
    “Just out for some air,” Anne-Marie covered quickly. Then, she cheekily added: “You know what? I think there might have been some alcohol in those drinks after all!” 
 
    Thomas struggled to sit up. He rubbed his head. 
 
    “Y-you know what? I think you might be right.” And then he looked up at his pretty bride and said: “I’m sorry. This wasn’t much of a wedding night for you, was it?” 
 
    And Anne-Marie looked across the hotel room at him, and was suddenly hit with a pang of affection. Her handsome husband looked so sweet and gentle sitting there, in his rumpled tux. She suddenly remembered that there were reasons other than her reputation for marrying him; and that made her feel even more guilty for what she’d just done. 
 
    But it wasn’t too late to make amends. 
 
    Anne-Marie’s lips curled.  
 
    “Well,” she said. “Our wedding night isn’t over… yet.” 
 
    Thomas looked over at her and smiled. 
 
    And that’s when there was a spark of electricity between them. A genuine bolt of attraction and affection. The thing Anne-Marie had been looking for all day, and missed entirely. 
 
    She walked on over to the bed, flopped down next to Thomas and wrapped her arms around him. 
 
    They kissed – and, this time, it was an open-mouthed kiss with little of the awkwardness they’d experienced earlier. Perhaps those Bahama Mamas had loosened Thomas up a bit. 
 
    In any event, Anne-Marie soon found herself tingling between her legs, and her nipples were growing hard under her dress. It seemed crazy to her that she’d been in bed (well, on the couch) with another man not twenty minutes earlier; but suddenly she was feeling as nervous and squirmy as a teenager on a first date. 
 
    And it looked like Thomas was feeling the same. 
 
    As they kissed, his trembling hands reached up to squeeze Anne-Marie’s breasts through her dress. She pulled her mouth away. 
 
    “D-do you want to see them?” 
 
    “Y-yes please.” 
 
    “Unzip me.” 
 
    She sat up and swivelled around, and Thomas fumbled with the zipper. A moment later, Anne-Marie was slithering out of her wedding dress for the second man that evening. 
 
    As she turned around, she could see Thomas’ eyes grow wide. 
 
    Were these the first boobs he’d ever seen for real? 
 
    In any event, she felt intoxicated by his gaze. He literally drank in the sight of her round, pendulous breasts and tanned skin. Then he reached over and she gasped as she felt his hands cup her tits; his palms so soft and gentle compared to Raymond’s. 
 
    “Let me take my dress off,” she said, standing up. 
 
    A moment later, she was slithering out of her wedding dress, letting it drop to the floor like a snake shedding its skin. And then she stood in front of her new husband in nothing but her panties and thigh-high stockings. 
 
    “Oh, my God,” Thomas breathed, as he stared at his gorgeous wife. “You’re so beautiful.” 
 
    Anne-Marie blushed. 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    And with that, she knelt down at the edge of the bed and pushed Thomas onto his back. 
 
    “W-what are you doing?” 
 
    “Ssssh,” she purred, reaching for the belt of his tuxedo pants. “It’s your turn.” 
 
    And with that, she pulled off his pants, tossing them to one side. 
 
    Letting Thomas sit up, Anne-Marie kissed him while he groped her breasts. She used the distraction to pull his tuxedo jacket off his shoulders, and unbutton his shirt. A moment later, Thomas was wearing nothing but his boxer shorts; which were tented in the front with what looked like a respectable (although not compared to Raymond) erection. 
 
    Anne-Marie grinned, and clambered back onto the bed. 
 
    They rolled around on the covers, in nothing but their underwear. 
 
    “Oh my God,” Thomas groaned, overwhelmed with the sensation of his bare skin against hers. “I-is this what I’ve been missing out on all these years?” 
 
    Anne-Marie nodded. 
 
    “And this is just the beginning.” 
 
    With that, she hooked her fingers into the waistband of Thomas’ boxer shorts and pulled them down. 
 
    Sproing! 
 
    From out of a nest of wiry pubic hair sprang Thomas’ cock – hard, and throbbing, and perhaps being seen by another person for the first time since childhood. 
 
    “Mmm,” Anne-Marie licked her lips, as she pulled down his boxers and then yanked them over one ankle. She tossed them over her shoulder, onto the floor. “Look at that!” 
 
    And then, shuffling forward, she curled her fingers around it. 
 
    “Oooooh, goodness!” At the touch of a woman on his cock for the first time, Thomas’ back arched. He groaned out loud at the intense sensation of her soft, stroking fingers. 
 
    Anne-Marie froze. For a horrible second there, she was worried he was going to spurt right in her hand.  
 
    Fortunately, her new husband managed to control himself – but Anne-Marie took his panting and the throbbing of his cock as a warning. 
 
    “Maybe tomorrow,” she purred, “you’ll let me kiss it.” 
 
    “K-kiss it? Isn’t that… dirty?” 
 
    “In the best way possible,” Anne-Marie promised. “But for now, I have to feel this inside me.” And with that, she straightened up and began pulling off her panties. 
 
    Anne-Marie was self-conscious as she pulled the white cotton bikini panties down. There was a damp spot on the front of them, partly from her own arousal and partly from Raymond’s cum, which was still dribbling out of her.  
 
    But if Thomas even noticed, he was too inexperienced to know any different. 
 
    A moment later, Anne-Marie was tossing her panties over her shoulder, and she grabbed one of Thomas’ wrists. 
 
    “Here,” she pulled her hand between her legs. “Touch me.” 
 
    And he did. Anne-Marie groaned as she felt nervous, inexperienced fingers nuzzle between the lips of her pussy. 
 
    “Oh, my Lord,” Thomas groaned, as his fingers sunk into her warm, tight wetness. “You’re so wet down there.”  
 
    “That’s because I want you,” Anne-Marie lied. Of course, some of it was down to that – but more of it was down to the huge load of cum she was filled with. As soon as she’d removed her panties, Raymond’s hot seed was already dribbling down her thighs again. 
 
    Pinning Thomas’ wrists to the bed, Anne-Marie straddled his hips. Then she released one of his hands, so she could reach down and grab his cock; aiming it for her wet and waiting pussy. 
 
    And then, gazing deeply into her new husband’s eyes, she lowered herself onto him. 
 
    “Oh, my goodness!” As he felt himself enveloped by her wet, tight pussy, Thomas cried out with pleasure. A moment later, Anne-Marie was nestled in his lap; and his cock was buried inside of her as far as it would go. 
 
    (Which was, she admitted, far less than Raymond’s would go.) 
 
    Nevertheless, it felt great to be filled with hot, throbbing hardness – and grabbing Thomas’ wrists again, she pinned him down as she rode him. 
 
    “Oh my God,” Thomas groaned, as Anne-Marie leaned forward and buried his face between her breasts. “That feels so amazing.” 
 
    “Mmmmh,” Anne-Marie bit her lip, grinding her clitoris against his bony hips. “You bet it does.” 
 
    “I-I can’t hold out much longer,” Thomas panted. 
 
    “That’s okay, baby,” Anne-Marie bent down to kiss him. “You don’t need to.” 
 
    And he didn’t. The sheer intensity of that evening had left Anne-Marie on the brink of climax already; and with a groan she rode herself right to the edge… 
 
    And then went over. 
 
    “Oh, God, yes,” she groaned, riding herself to a shuddering climax. “Oh, yes.” 
 
    “I-I can’t hold it!” Thomas groaned; and then she felt his modestly-sized cock throb and swell inside of her, and shivered at the delicious flood of hot, wet sperm. 
 
    Two men. Two loads. In less than two hours. 
 
    Just the sheer naughtiness of that made Anne-Marie cum all over again… 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    The next morning, Anne-Marie woke up with her arms wrapped around her new husband, and her thigh-high stockings still on. 
 
    Her head ached. Her pussy was saw. She was pretty sure black and blue finger marks that were far too large to belong to Thomas were appearing on her aching breasts and thighs. 
 
    But she was happy. 
 
    And, as Thomas groggily opened his eyes and rolled over to greet her, she realized that he was happy as well. 
 
    Perhaps married life wasn’t going to be quite as bad as she feared it was. 
 
    
  
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    And, Anne-Marie was happy to report, it wasn’t. 
 
    Thomas’ parents left the following day: “You two kids need some quality time alone.” And the moment they’d waved them off in the taxi? 
 
    Thomas grabbed Anne-Marie’s hand. 
 
    “Let’s go upstairs,” he insisted. “We’ve still got a lot of wedding night to make up.” 
 
    And they did. 
 
    Without his parents, or their church congregation, or anybody else to peer disapprovingly at them, Thomas and Anne-Marie found themselves having a wonderful honeymoon. 
 
    In the bedroom, Anne-Marie introduced Thomas to more and more sexual techniques. She started with a blowjob (“Boy, you’re a fan of these already, I can tell!”) and moved onto pussy-eating. Before the week was out, Thomas had taken Anne-Marie in every position they could think of, and eaten her to more orgasms than she could count. 
 
    “Thank goodness you’re able to teach me what to do,” Thomas admitted. 
 
    Anne-Marie just grinned. 
 
    It was only on their final morning in the Bahamas that Anne-Marie was faced with the consequences to her wedding night infidelity. 
 
    “Surprise, honey!” Thomas announced, as she was enjoying breakfast by the pool. He came walking along, beside the handsome, towering figure of Raymond. “I booked you one last massage, since I know you enjoyed them so much!” 
 
    And Thomas, totally oblivious to what had happened, sent his beautiful bride off into the privacy of Raymond’s massage hut. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Once the big, black Islander had shut the door to his air-conditioned hut, he turned to his conquered bride with a hungry grin.  
 
    “I wanted to return this to you, pretty lady,” he purred, and held out her blue garter – the one he’d pulled off her thigh that night in his riverside cabin. 
 
    “Oh, my,” Anne-Marie blushed furiously. 
 
    “Well,” Raymond purred, stepping forward. “I couldn’t say goodbye to my favourite Island bride without returning it.” And then he bent down and kissed her. 
 
    Anne-Marie pushed him away, wiping her lips with the back of her hand. 
 
    “No, no!” She stammered. “We can’t. What happened? It’s over.” She stared at her feet. “I’m a married woman now. Thomas has been very good to me.” 
 
    Raymond held her chin between thumb and forefinger, and lifted her head until she was looking into his eyes. 
 
    “I’m happy for you,” he grinned. “I really am. I wish you many happy years together.” 
 
    But then, with his other hand, he started pulling at the linen drawstring to his pants. 
 
    They pooled around his ankle. His immense, half-hard cock swung free. 
 
    “But before you go… Well, we have enough time for one more memory to be made.” 
 
    Standing there in her sundress, Anne-Marie suddenly felt her pussy quiver. 
 
    She stared down at Raymond’s beautiful, half-hard cock. Just the sight of it was making her wet. 
 
    Finally, she laughed. 
 
    “Okay,” the beautiful bride agreed, pulling down her panties. “But only if you give me a free massage after…” 
 
    And he did. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    The Cable Package 
 
      
 
    One morning, Simon and Gina were fast asleep in bed, when the alarm went off. 
 
    "Oh, I'm so tired," said Gina, groggily.  "I don't want to go to work today!" 
 
    "You don't have to," Simon leant over and gave her a kiss.  "You took the day off, remember?" 
 
    Gina snuggled back into the covers and purred happily. 
 
    Simon took a shower, got dressed and gave his sleepy wife a kiss. 
 
    "I'm off to work.  Have a nice day and take it easy.  Oh, and by the way! I got a surprise for you." 
 
    Gina was too sleepy to demand what the surprise was.  She drifted off back to sleep almost immediately, not even hearing Simon slam the front door.  Snuggled up in the warm covers, Gina had a wonderful, restful doze. 
 
    About five hours later, she slowly drifted awake, feeling wonderfully relaxed and well-rested.  She stretched languidly on the covers and clambered out of bed, yawning happily. 
 
    Gina took a long, hot, luxurious shower and washed her hair.  Soon she felt as beautiful as she looked, skin all rosy and pink and her hair sleek and glossy.  Wrapping herself in a warm, fluffy towel, Gina padded into the kitchen for some breakfast. 
 
    She was just finishing her second egg when the doorbell rang. 
 
    "I wonder who that is?" Gina padded across the hallway.  "Maybe it's the surprise Simon got me." 
 
    She unlocked the door and found three enormous, muscular black men waiting on the porch. 
 
    "Er... Hello," Gina self-consciously wrapped her towel more tightly around herself.  "Can I help you?" 
 
    "Yeah," said the first black guy, showing her an ID card.  "We're here to fix the cable.  Your husband called us to complain that you were only getting 23 hours of back-to-back Law and Order episodes per day." 
 
    "My husband, eh?" Gina's eyes shot open.  "Well, you'd better come in."  
 
    She ushered the muscular men into the sitting room.  They were all good looking guys, with tight, muscular bodies and skin the color of rich, dark chocolate.  They wore overalls and it looked like nothing underneath. 
 
    "There's some beer in the fridge," Gina offered nervously.  "I'm just going to go and get changed." 
 
    Leaving the three men in the living room, Gina disappeared into the bedroom and slammed shut the door.  Her heart was racing. 
 
    What a surprise Simon had sent her!  Three enormous black guys! 
 
    For months now, they’d discussed a mutual fantasy of her sleeping with well-endowed black men – but through it all, she thought it was just talk. But perhaps he’d finally arranged to turn their hot and sexy fantasies into reality! 
 
    Gina wasn't sure she could go through with it, but her pounding heart was sending a throbbing pulse between her legs. 
 
    Biting her lip at her wicked thoughts, Gina through off the towel and rummaged in the wardrobe, finding her sexy black and pink camisole and thong.  She pulled on the sexy underwear, happy that she'd taken the opportunity to shave every inch of her legs and moist pussy. 
 
    Then, butterflies in her stomach, Gina opened the door and stepped into the living room. 
 
    The three black guys turned around and gasped.  
 
    Gina felt thrilled at the obvious effect she'd had on them.  They looked amazed! 
 
    "Wow," said the first guy.  "You look amazing, Ma'am." 
 
    Licking her lips, trying to ignore her beating heat and churning tummy, Gina padded barefoot across the living room. 
 
    "Well, I suppose introductions are in order," she whispered huskily. Gina's tiny fingers reached between the first guy's legs and felt a long, thick, sausage-shaped bundle of flesh beneath his coveralls. 
 
    "I'm Troy , Ma'am," the workman said nervously, his thick cock swelling considerably as Gina grasped it.  
 
    "And you two?" Leaving Troy struggling with his tight pants, Gina grasped the other two workmen's `packages' - one long, snake-like cock in each hand.  They grew longer, thicker and firmer as she held them.  Soon all three workmen had impressive `tents' in the front of their overalls. 
 
    "I'm Dee," one of the black guys grinned, wrapping his huge hand around Gina's and encouraging her to jerk him off under his workpants.  "And my brother here is CJ." 
 
    Gina pulled her hands free. 
 
    "Well," she put her hands on her hips, feeling the three men's burning gaze on her glistening, lingerie clad body.  "It looks like I've got three big problems to take care of, doesn't it?" 
 
    "Seriously, Ma'am," CJ muttered nervously.  "We're just here to fix the..." 
 
    "Shaddap," Dee hissed. 
 
    Gina turned back to Troy, who was rubbing his swollen package through the material of his overalls. 
 
    Dropping to her knees, Gina shuffled forward and batted his huge hands away. 
 
    "Here," she nervously unzipped his flies and reached into the dark, dank heat.  "Let me help you with that." 
 
    After a moment's wrestling, she pulled out a simply enormous dick, throbbing and steel hard.  Her tiny hands helped pop two big, heavy balls out of Troy's pants as well.  They were heavy in her hands, as big as hen's eggs. 
 
    "Gosh, look at this," Gina murmured, licking her lips.  "It's a big, chocolate popsicle." 
 
    Her tiny hand barely fit around the shaft of Troy's impressive cock, but she used it to slowly slide his slick foreskin back and forth.  While wanking him off, Gina buried her face into his musky balls, licking and slurping the hot, wrinkly skin. 
 
    "Oh, Baby," Troy threw his head back and groaned.  "That's so good." 
 
    Soon Gina had opened her mouth as wide as she could, struggling to swallow the big, swollen tip of Troy's cock.  She drooled saliva down his long, throbbing shaft, using it as lubricant for her pistoning hands. 
 
    There was the rustle of clothing from behind her.  In the reflection of the television set, Gina saw that Dee and CJ were struggling out of their overalls.  Soon they were standing naked, enormous erections bobbing in front of them. 
 
    Gina licked and slurped Troy's cock, her mouth opening wider.  Soon she was swallowing his enormous dick almost to the balls.  She cupped his gonads in her hands, massaging them as her tongue massaged the throbbing tip of Troy's cock. 
 
    "Oh, shit," Troy groaned.  "You're gonna make me cum..." 
 
    With a slurp, Gina pulled her head back, the long shaft of Troy 's cock sliding from between her lips.  She'd just about backed off enough when the first powerful spurts of cum started pumping out.  
 
    The first one hit her on her lips.  The next splattered across her chin. Soon she was using both hands to milk the last splashes of sperm out of Troy's softening cock onto her impressive boobs. 
 
    Gasping for breath, Gina fell back into the floor.  Her lips tasted salty.  Troy's cum was burning hot on her boobs and face. 
 
    Exhausted from handling such an economy-sized cock, Gina allowed Dee and CJ to manhandle her onto the couch.  She flopped onto her back, only feebly struggling as Dee hooked his thumbs into the waist-band of her thong and pulled her panties down.  Soon they were dangling off one ankle and Dee was spreading Gina's thighs with his rough, calloused hands. 
 
    Her shaven pussy opened like a ripe flower.  Dee nestled his head between her legs.  His rough tongue licked from her butt-cheeks all the way up to her clit. 
 
    "Ohhh, goodness," Gina moaned, throwing her head back as Dee feasted on her pussy.  His tongue slithered like a snake, teasing her clit, slurping her labia and slathering her spasming cunt in hot, slick saliva. 
 
    While Dee sent her into raptures with his tongue, CJ bent down and grabbed Gina's big boobs in his rough hands, popping them out of her negligee.  His mouth closed around one nipple piercing and soon Gina's boobs were being orally ravished just like her pussy was. 
 
    Through half-closed eyes, Gina looked up and saw that Troy, now his cock had been satisfied, was filming the action with a camcorder.  He gave her a playful wink just as Dee's thick fingers joined his tongue.  
 
    Soon she was being penetrated by two calloused fingers, which stretched her pussy wide.  With his fingertips, Dee massaged Gina's g-spot.  With his tongue, he teased her clit. 
 
    Gina's legs started shaking.  CJ's teeth gently nibbled her nipples. Her huge boobs were covered in her slick saliva and smeared streaks of Troy's sperm.  It felt like there was an electric connection between her nipples and her pussy. 
 
    Dee kept her on the brink of delicious orgasm for what seemed like forever.  Then, finally, he tipped her over the edge and Gina came.  She threw back her head and howled, feeling her orgasm shoot through every muscle in her body. 
 
    For a second or two, she just lay there, shuddering in delightful bliss. Then, woozy and dizzy, she felt herself pulled into a sitting position. 
 
    CJ had sat down on the couch.  Dee hefted Gina up and manhandled her floppy body, throwing one of her legs over CJ's.  Soon she was straddling the enormous black man and she felt the burning hot tip of his cock teasing her sodden pussy lips. 
 
    For a moment, Gina froze. She wasn't quite sure she was ready to get fucked. What about condoms? What about birth control? Since her husband had a vasectomy the previous year, she hadn’t given the thought of preventing pregnancy a second thought… 
 
    But even as these concerns flashed through her head, Gina realized it was too late. Dee had made her so slick and wet, she had no choice in what happened next.  As soon as Dee stopped bearing her weight, Gina felt herself slide inexorably down CJ's swollen, bareback cock.  Her dripping pussy opened up obediently and swallowed inch after inch of throbbing, enormous penis.  Soon her shaven pussy was pressed against his thick black pubic hair and every inch of his enormous dick was buried in her hot, hungry, unprotected pussy. 
 
    CJ's mouth latched back into Gina's boobs, which were pressed into his face.  Gina felt the connection between her nipples and pussy again.  Her clit throbbed and to satisfy its hunger, she started to rock back and forth in CJ's lap, riding his enormous cock like it was a bucking bronco. 
 
    Big, rough hands grabbed her ass.  She felt CJ buck and thrust underneath her.  Her clit, rubbing against CJ's pubic mound, begged for just a little more friction.  Just enough to make her... 
 
    ....cum.   
 
    Closing her eyes, Gina surrendered to a second orgasm. 
 
    She was so wet at this point, her juices dripped down CJ's thighs. Gina was exhausted now.  Her body was glistening in sweat.  She just wanted to slide off CJ's thrusting hips and flop into sleep.  Leaning forward, she rested in the crook of CJ's neck and just let him move her body against his, like she was a rag doll. 
 
    Helpless and exhausted, she didn't even have the strength to beat off the second set of hands that grabbed her backside.  It was Dee, gently pulling her deliciously ripe cheeks apart. 
 
    While CJ's swollen fuck-stick slid in and out of her slick pussy, Gina felt Dee’s rough tongue slather wetly between her buttocks.  He was getting her tight little asshole good and wet... Surely he didn't intend to... 
 
    When her asshole felt as moist and dripping as her cunt, Dee pulled his tongue away.  Gina felt Dee's muscular heat pressed against her back.  She felt something thick and firm nudge itself between her buttocks. 
 
    "Oh, God," Gina groaned, too weak to prevent Dee’s cock popping slickly into her bum.  Up and up her ass it went, endless inches stretching her painlessly. 
 
    Soon she felt his pubes tickle her ass.  He was inside her - all the way! 
 
    Gina had never felt so full in all her life.  Two of the biggest cocks she'd ever seen in her life and they were squeezed into her slick little holes.  Both of them - at the same time! 
 
    It didn't hurt.  In fact, it felt wonderful.  Like a powerless rag doll, Gina just hung between the two big, powerful men as they pounded both her wanton holes at the same time.  Sweat ran in rivulets down her body.  She mouth hung open, pressed against CJ's neck.  His sweat was salty and tangy. 
 
    There was the slap-slap-slap of wet, hot flesh against flesh.  There was the squishy noise of cock pistoning in and out of pussy.  There was the low groan as Gina orgasmed.  Her body surrendered to a final, exhausted climax. 
 
    "Please," she begged.  "It's too much..." 
 
    Still impaled on the two cocks, Gina struggled to break free. Reluctantly, the two big, black guys slid her off their fuck-sticks and let the exhausted girl flop face-first into the couch cushions. 
 
    She lay there panting, helpless as CJ and Dee hefted her ass into the air.  Face buried in the cushions, Gina felt her thighs spread apart and then CJ was back in her pussy. 
 
    He wasn't gentle or graceful.  He just pounded her as roughly as he could, his belly slapping against her thighs.  Gina groaned, her mouth flopping open.  It was so GOOD.  It was so HARD.  She could hardly take any more. 
 
    "Oh Man," CJ groaned.  "I'm going to cum!" 
 
    Gina bit her lip.  It felt as if CJ's penis was doubling in size inside of her, throbbing and growing until it stretched her to bursting point. She realized he was about to detonate inside her – flooding her fertile, unprotected pussy with his seed. Gina felt an anxious thrill – half her brain horrified at the implication; the rest excited at the thought of her fulfilling evolution’s most basic function; to be bred and impregnated by a big, strong man. 
 
    CJ thrust into her so deeply it was uncomfortable. His enormous cock must have been buried in her womb. It was perfect, and intense, and suddenly she felt hot wetness flood her pussy as he climaxed deep inside of her. 
 
    "Oh man, oh man," CJ groaned, spurting hotness deep into Gina's pussy. "That feels SO good." 
 
    Eventually his spasming stopped.  With a gooey slurp, he pulled his flaccid cock from her pussy and a flood of hot, sticky liquid followed, dripping down Gina's thighs. 
 
    She moaned, mind reeling at the thought of being roughly bred by this big, black stranger. But her ordeal wasn't over yet. 
 
    Almost as soon as CJ had stumbled away, Dee was between Gina's thighs again.  He ignored her dripping, sperm-filled pussy.  His target was her ass, now defenseless, already slick with saliva and pummeled into submission.  His cock slid easily up her bum a second time, until Gina felt his cock poking around inside her tummy. 
 
    "Oh MAN that's tight," Dee groaned, sliding slowly inside and out of Gina's ass, enjoying the slick friction and tightness.  "Man, there's no woman who can take a dick up her ass quite like this one." 
 
    His pace sped up.  Soon Gina felt her body rocked back and forth at the force of Dee’s thrusting.  Her ass jiggled at the force of his thrusting hips. 
 
    "Here it comes," he warned her.  "Man-O-man-O-man!" 
 
    It was like a bottle rocket went off inside her ass.  Burning hot spunk filled her bum, spurt after spurt of it.  Gina groaned, impaled on the spurting cock like a helpless prisoner, powerless to prevent the sperm filling up her insides. 
 
    "What an ass," Dee groaned, letting his flaccid cock slip out of Gina's bum.  "Man, I loved giving this sexy slut a creampie!" 
 
    And Gina felt like a creampie, with both her holes full to overflowing with sticky sperm. 
 
    "Hold the camera, CJ." It was Troy.  Watching Gina get ravished had got him hard a second time.  "I've got to add my own load." With that, he spread Gina's sticky thighs and rubbed his hard cock up and down her spermy pussy lips. 
 
    Mercifully, Troy chose Gina's pussy.  She didn't think she'd have been able to handle a second family-sized fuck-stick up her ass.  As it was, Troy was swollen and aroused enough to be uncomfortable in her cunt.   
 
    Gina whimpered a little as he really went to town on her sticky pussy.  Slap-slap-slap went his thighs against her.  Her pussy squished loudly, dripping with her juices and CJ's sperm. Gina’s imagination went into overload as she realized that, any moment now, a second big, black stranger was going to fill her fertile pussy with his potent seed. 
 
    "Here it comes!" Troy groaned, filling Gina's pussy with its second load.  He dug his spasming cock as deeply inside her as he could, making sure to spurt his sperm as far inside the helpless beauty’s fertile cunt as possible. 
 
    When Troy eventually released Gina's hips and let her slither off his cock, she was so exhausted she could barely see straight. 
 
    The beautiful woman just lay flopped on the couch, her breath ragged and her thighs sticky.  Red faced, glistening with sperm, saliva and sweat, it was pretty obvious that Gina had just been fucked to within an inch of her life.  And she'd loved it. 
 
    She dozed off for a little while, ignoring the three men pulling their overalls back on.  When she woke up, they'd gone - and Law and Order was on the television set. 
 
    Aching and sticky, Gina sat up and stretched.  The movement sent another river of cum pouring out of her overflowing orifices.  There was so much sticky sperm inside her, she'd be oozing for a week. She bit her lip – the sudden cold realization hitting her that she’d just fucked two strangers, letting them ride bareback in her cunt, without even a thought of birth control. 
 
    And she looked just like she felt – a dirty, sodden, sexy slut. A quick glance in the mirror confirmed it.  She was wrecked.  Her negligee was torn and flecked him cum.  Her thighs and buttocks had big, red hand prints on them.  Her face, hair and boobs were sticky and salty. 
 
    And the sight suddenly made her excited. This is was exactly what she and her husband fantasized about when they were in bed together – except now the fantasy had become reality. Gina couldn't wait for Simon to see her looking so deliciously slutty and sexy.  What a surprise he'd planned for her! 
 
    The telephone rang. 
 
    Gina scooped it up, already knowing who it would be.  
 
    "Hello darling!" 
 
    "Hi, Baby," it was Simon.  "Did you like your surprise?" 
 
    "Oh, yeah," Gina groaned.  "It was amazing.  I'm sorry you missed it." 
 
    "I knew you'd like it," Simon beamed.  "I had to special order it and everything." 
 
    "I bet you did!" 
 
    "And it was the only one in stock at the Record Store." 
 
    Gina blinked. 
 
    "What?" 
 
    "The U2 CD I bought you," Simon repeated.  "It was the only one in stock." 
 
    Gina's eyes widened. 
 
    She suddenly noticed, sitting on the coffee table, a CD case and a card that read: "Your Surprise."  
 
    Gina’s stomach flipped. "You mean....  You mean your surprise was a… a CD?" 
 
    "Well, duh, Gina," Simon scoffed.  "What did you think it would be?" He paused.  "Oh, by the way.  There are some guys coming over today to fix the cable.  Take care of them, okay?" 
 
    Gina felt a dribble of cum roll down her inner thighs. 
 
    "Oh, I will," she promised.  Then, with a guilty smile, she told her husband: "I have to go.  I REALLY need a shower." 
 
    And, she realized, possibly the morning after pill. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Because She Promised 
 
      
 
    Janine had a habit of making promises she didn’t keep. 
 
    Especially in the bedroom. 
 
    So much so, that it had almost become a joke between her and her husband, David.  
 
    If there was ever a chore she needed done around the house, or something picked up from the store, she’d lick her pretty lips and murmur: 
 
    “There’s a blowjob in it for you, if you do it.” 
 
    Only there never was. 
 
    It’s not that David was complaining. All in all, he and Janine had as good a sex life as you’d expect after two kids and six years of marriage. Generally once or twice a week, they’d find time to cuddle up in bed together and Derek would slide between Janine’s legs (amidst hisses of: “Sssh! Don’t wake the baby!”) 
 
    But all that stuff Janine promised? The blowjobs (and occasionally more)? 
 
    They never materialized. 
 
    “I’ve got a headache, David,” was one excuse she used. Or: “I’m too tired.” And if he pressed the issue: “Christ, I’m not a piece of meat, David.” 
 
    All in all, David really didn’t have all that much to complain about – but he still wished that one of the times she whispered: “I’ll give you a blowjob if you paint the spare room” she’d actually deliver. 
 
    This frustration came to a head early one morning, when the sunlight came streaming through the window and both Janine and David found themselves lying in bed, awake, while the babies still slept next door. 
 
    Sleepily, Janine cuddled up to David. David excitedly started nuzzling her neck. 
 
    “Mmmm,” still half asleep, Janine responded to his kisses on her throat. “Good morning, baby.” 
 
    “Good morning to you,” David kissed her, and she turned away. “Sorry about the morning breath.” 
 
    “Mmmm,” Janine purred, as he directed his kisses back to her neck, and slid his hands up her thigh, under the covers. “That’s okay.” She giggled as her husband hooked his fingers into the waistband of her pajama pants and started tugging them down. “What are you doing?” 
 
    David grinned, and squeezed her breasts through her t-shirt. “What do you think I’m doing?”  
 
    And, with that, he jabbed his foot into the gusset of her pajama pants and pulled them off her completely, kicking them aside under the covers. 
 
    Then, with a smile, his hand touched the bare flesh of Janine’s thigh. 
 
    “Oh,” she purred. “I see what you’re doing now.” 
 
    She giggled as his hand slid higher, and then gasped as it slipped between her thighs and encountered the wetness of her neatly trimmed pussy. 
 
    “Well, hello,” Janine purred, moaning into David’s ears as his fingertips began rubbing her clitoris. “Mmm, that’s nice.” 
 
    As David rubbed her clitoris, Janine’s legs flopped open, giving him easier access. Within seconds, she was growing wet; and he slipped an exploratory finger inside her. 
 
    “Huungh,” Janine clung to him, feeling herself open up to his touch. “God, I want you.” And then she reached down and started yanking down her husband’s pajama pants. Pulling them down around his thighs, his hard cock popped out; and she immediately wrapped her fingers around it. 
 
    “Oh, wow,” David groaned, as he felt Janine begin to stroke his hard shaft. “That’s so good.” And then, without further ado, he rolled on top of her and slid between her thighs. 
 
    David nuzzled Janine’s neck, while she reached between them to line up his hard cock with her glistening pussy. A moment later, the head of his cock was nuzzling between her dewy lips. 
 
    David thrust. 
 
    “Oooooh,” Janine arched her back, as she felt herself filled and stretched. Sleepy, and horny, she clung to her husband as he began thrusting. “That’s it…” 
 
    David groaned, lost in the tight, wet embrace of her hungry cunt. Janine’s body was hot and soft beneath him. He reached up to grab one of her breasts and squeeze it through her t-shirt. 
 
    “That’s it, baby,” Janine moaned, as she humped her hips back at him, grinding her clitoris against David’s hips. “Keep doing that…” 
 
    “Oh, God, yes,” David groaned. “You’re so fucking sexy…” 
 
    “Mmmm,” Janine bit his ear. “So are you…” And then she started humping more frantically. “Let me get on top.” 
 
    With a grin, David rolled over – dragging Janine with him. They didn’t even disconnect – he was still buried inside of her when she settled into his lap and began riding him like he was a rodeo pony. 
 
    From this angle, Janine looked gorgeous – her brown hair falling down around her shoulders, and her t-shirt pulled taut against her big breasts. As she ground herself backwards and forward in his lap, David reached under the hem of her t-shirt and cupped her tits skin-to-skin; squeezing them tightly. 
 
    “Oh, that’s it,” Janine groaned. “That’s the spot.” She ground herself into his lap, riding David’s big cock inside of her. She was like a magnificent animal, writhing and squirming and moaning above him. 
 
    “Oh, that’s the spot,” Janine cried, lifting her hand and sinking her teeth into her clenched fist. “That’s it… Right there…” 
 
    And then she came. 
 
    Riding him so vigorously that the bed started creaking, Janine pushed herself over the edge to climax, shuddering and moaning on top of David like she was possessed. 
 
    She arched her back. She scratched his chest. She surrendered to a thundering wave of pleasure that washed over her like a tsunami… 
 
    And then, exhausted and satisfied, she flopped down onto David’s chest, panting for breath. 
 
    “D-did you cum?” David asked. 
 
    Still gasping for breath, Janine looked up, brushing her hair from her eyes. 
 
    “What do you think?” She laughed. 
 
    David kissed her. He was still rock hard, buried inside of her. 
 
    “Get onto your hands and knees,” he ordered. “Let me do you from behind.” 
 
    With a grin, Janine unstraddled herself from David’s lap. His rock-hard cock slithered from her wetly – before sproinging back to attention, glistening with her juices. 
 
    Giggling, Janine got onto her hands and knees, presenting her round, ripe ass to her husband. 
 
    Licking his lips, David crouched behind her. 
 
    It took just seconds to aim his cock for her already glistening pussy; and with one thrust of his hips, David sunk back inside her. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” Janine turned and looked over her shoulder, as David grabbed her hips and began to thrust. “That’s it, baby. Give it to me!” 
 
    And David did. 
 
    Fingers sinking into her hips, he began to thrust – his big cock sliding in and out of Janine’s delicious wetness. He looked down to watch his thick shaft disappearing between the cheeks of her ass; and it was like something out of his very own porn film. 
 
    “Oh, that’s so good,” Janine murmured. “Pound me!” 
 
    And David did as he was told, slamming into Janine so hard that she flopped face-down into the pillows, only her ass sticking up in the air. 
 
    The wet sound of their flesh slapping together reverberated around the room. The bed creaked with each thrust of David’s hips. 
 
    He felt his balls churn. He was getting closer and closer to the blissful release of orgasm… 
 
    And then the baby started crying. 
 
    “Waaah! Waaah!” 
 
    Janine froze mid-thrust, and David painfully bent his penis on an ill-timed thrust. 
 
    “Ssssh!” She hissed. 
 
    David stayed poised there, buried balls-deep in his wife. But she was already struggling to get up. 
 
    “She wants a bottle,” Janine explained, pulling herself off David’s straining hard-on with a ‘schlurp.’ He flopped down onto the bed – his hard, glistening cock pointing up towards the ceiling. 
 
    “B-but…” he exclaimed, as Janine pulled on her pajama pants. “But…” 
 
    But she was already gone, heading to the kitchen. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Life with two small kids is difficult, and there are a lot of things you used to take for granted that you no longer can – like being able to take a shower with the door closed. 
 
    As a result, poor, frustrated David wasn’t even able to ‘take care’ of himself in the shower. He was left with an unsatisfied boner that he had to shove into his boxer shorts as he got ready for work that morning. 
 
    After giving the kids their waffles, Janine came into the bedroom in her pajamas and hugged him. She quickly gave him a grope between the legs. 
 
    “Oh, wow!” She could feel the bulge. “Are you still hard?” 
 
    David snarled: “I didn’t get to cum.” 
 
    “Aww, poor baby,” she kissed him on the cheek playfully. “I’ll tell you what. If you take the garbage out before you leave, I promise I’ll give you a blowjob tonight.” 
 
    Normally this would elicit a smiled from David – but not today. 
 
    With another snarl, he rolled his eyes and sighed: “Oh, just like you promised you’d give me a blowjob when I painted the spare room. Or drove your sister to the airport. Or bought you those planters that you wanted last week.” 
 
    Janine took a step back. She looked shocked; like he’d actually physically slapped her. 
 
    “I…” She stammered. “I mean…” Then she looked towards her feet. “I didn’t realize you were keeping count.” 
 
    “Of course I was keeping count,” David growled. “What man wouldn’t? And when was the last time you gave me a blowjob?” 
 
    Janine’s nose wrinkled. 
 
    “Like, last week. I’m sure.” 
 
    “My birthday,” David corrected her. “Last year.” 
 
    “Oh,” she suddenly remembered. “Well, look – it’s not that I don’t want to.” She lowered her voice, so the kids wouldn’t hear. “When I promise to give you a blowjob, I honestly mean it.” She paused. “At the time.” 
 
    Just then, their daughter began screaming for attention. 
 
    “But,” Janine snapped, pointing at her case-in-point, “it’s not easy with these two in the house.” She shrugged. “By the time they’re in bed, I’m normally too tired.” 
 
    David frowned.  
 
    “I guess I understand,” he sighed, adjusting his semi-hard cock through his pants. “But I just get frustrated. You get me?” 
 
    Janine nodded. 
 
    “Listen, I’ll tell you what.” After sorting out their daughter with a new bottle of milk, Janine headed over to the dresser and pulled out her checkbook. “How about I give you this.” And then she proceeded to write out a check. 
 
      
 
    To The Bearer Of This Check 
 
    Payable On Demand: One blowjob, to completion. 
 
    Signed, Janine 
 
      
 
    “There,” she snapped. “And I promise to honor it. As long as the kids aren’t around, I’ll drop to my knees and fulfil my duty even if I’m tired, if I have a headache… Whatever.” 
 
    And then she handed the check to David. 
 
    For a moment, David just stared at it, dumbfounded. Did she mean it?  
 
    “Yes,” Janine nodded, as if reading his mind. “I mean it.” 
 
    He smiled. Folding the check up, he put it in the inside pocket of his jacket and patted it lovingly. 
 
    “Okay,” leaning down to kiss Janine, he gave his wife an affectionate squeeze on the behind. “I feel better now. But don’t think I won’t be cashing in that check later.” 
 
    Janine licked her lips sluttily. 
 
    “I’m counting on it,” she purred. “Now get to work.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Once David was at work, Janine’s long and difficult day as a stay-at-home mom began. 
 
    When Janine had ben David, she’d been a successful sales executive – actually earning more money than he did. But after they got married, they’d looked at the finances and decided it would make more sense for her to stay at home with their future kids, rather than basically work ‘for free’ for the privilege of sending them to day care. 
 
    And while that made a lot of sense, objectively – Janine had to admit that sometimes she missed getting out of the house. She missed the company of adults. She missed being able to take a leak without a 1-year-old sticking her hand under the door, shouting ‘Mommy! Mommy! Mommy!’ 
 
    Being a stay at home mom had taken its toll on her appearance, her weight and her mental health. But, most of all, it had taken its toll on her libido. 
 
    She’d gone from a sexual dynamo – making love to David two or three times a day before they were married – to her current state of ‘meh’-ness. She didn’t feel sexy. She didn’t think she looked sexy. And, when David was at home, and the kids were in bed, and she felt obligated to engage in ‘sexy times’ – they were the last thing on her mind. 
 
    Which is where their current state of affairs had derived from. 
 
    David pressured her for sex. His ears pricked up at the promise of a blowjob. She felt so obligated to perform for him; and that actually quashed any sexual desire she had, instead of stoking it. There was nothing so unsexy as feeling like you were obliged to spread your legs for a man. 
 
    But what made it worse was how resentful David seemed when Janine didn’t make good on her promises. She hadn’t been lying – when she promised “I’ll give you a blowjob” for doing something, at that moment she meant every word. 
 
    But as she’d said to David – by the time the evening rolled around, the last thing she actually wanted to do was get down on her hands and knees like an obedient little slut – and the last thing she wanted David to do was to act all pouty about it. 
 
    But that morning, as she mopped the floors and did the washing up and handed her kids crayons and goldfish crackers, she knew that’s all she could expect from him if she didn’t “make good” on that check she’d written. 
 
    Janine sighed. 
 
    Sometimes she wished for something different. Something that made her feel excited again – that made her feel exciting. She loved David very much – but, dammit, after six years of marriage she wanted to feel the thrill of desire once again, not the drudgery of obligation. 
 
     But, as she was soon to find out, you need to be careful what you wish for. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    It was nearly 5 o’clock when the phone rang. 
 
    Yawning, Janine hefted her daughter off her lap, where she’d been say watching Calliou, and grabbed the phone. She recognized the number before she even lifted the handset.  
 
    David’s office number. 
 
    “What’s up?” Janine yawned. “Have you left the office yet?” 
 
    “No,” David sighed. “In fact, I won’t for another couple of hours. My boss just dumped a ton of work on my desk that has to be completed by tomorrow. It’s going to be a late one, I’m afraid.” 
 
    Janine rolled her eyes as she heard this. 
 
    “Yuck,” she hissed. 
 
    “I know, I’m sorry, babe.” He sighed down the phone line. “Maybe you can leave some food out for me?” 
 
    “I guess. See you later.” And then, without even telling him she loved him, Janine hung up. 
 
    She was pissed. 
 
    Okay, perhaps it wasn’t David’s fault – but she ended up so frazzled at the end of each working day that she craved the moment he came home. The kids would come staggering over to him screaming: “Daddy! Daddy! Daddy!” and she’d finally be able to sit down for five minutes. 
 
    But not tonight. 
 
    Tonight she had to do all the things David normally did. Making them macaroni and cheese. Cleaning up the macaroni and cheese once they’d thrown it all over the floor. Washing them up. Give them a bath. Brush their teeth and finally enter into the tense, terrorist-standoff-style negotiations that proceeded bedtime. 
 
    But eventually, thankfully – blissfully – Janine managed to get the kids down. 
 
    It was nearly nine o’clock, and there was no sign of David. 
 
    She grabbed her phone and texted him idly: 
 
      
 
    Are you coming home soon? 
 
      
 
    Moments later, a response: 
 
      
 
    Sorry, babe. Couple more hours at least. Don’t wait up. 
 
      
 
    She snorted. Fat chance. Already she was fantasizing about the early night she was going to get (and, at least, she wouldn’t have to fend off her husband’s sexual advances.) 
 
    Climbing up off the couch, Janine padded barefoot into the kitchen and poured herself a big glass of Chardonnay. She was just taking her first sip when the doorbell rang. 
 
    Janine froze, glass half-raised to her lips. 
 
    Who the hell was that? 
 
    It was past nine o’clock by that time – which was past the bed time of any of their friends (who all had similarly aged kids.) It was also pretty late for Jehovah’s’ witnesses, or door-to-door salesman.  
 
    A little nervously, Janine tip-toed to the front door and peered out through the peephole. 
 
    Staring back at her, distorted by the lens, was a handsome, familiar face. 
 
    It was Derek – her husband’s boss. 
 
    A towering African-American gentleman with a wrestler’s build and a model’s cheekbones, he was looking exquisite in an elegantly tailored suit, and he was holding flowers and a bottle of wine. 
 
    What the hell? 
 
    Janine was suddenly hit by self-consciousness, given that she wasn’t wearing any makeup, had unwashed hair and was wearing work-out clothes stained with baby food. She almost considered not opening the door. 
 
    But then he rang the doorbell again – more insistently this time. 
 
    Janine gulped, and unlocked the door. 
 
    It swung open, and there he was – towering over here. Derek was as tall as an NFL player, and made Janine feel tiny in comparison. 
 
    “Good evening, Janine,” he grinned, flashing a mouthful of bright, white teeth.  
 
    “G-good evening, Derek,” Janine stammered. “Er… I’m sorry to disappoint you, but David’s not in right now. He’s still at work.” 
 
    “But of course he is,” Derek grinned, stepping past Janine and entering her house uninvited. “I gave him enough important work to do to guarantee that.” 
 
    And then he passed her the flowers, and headed to the kitchen with the bottle of wine. 
 
    Janine just stood there, in shock. 
 
    “Besides, do you really think I would have brought David flowers?” The big, black man laughed as he opened Janine’s drawers, without even bothering to ask, and found a bottle opener. “I like your husband very much, but even he doesn’t deserve roses and Cymbidium orchids.” 
 
    With a ‘pop’ he prised off the top of the bottle, and sploshed rich, red wine into two of Janine’s Pier One wine glasses. 
 
    Janine was in utter bemusement. She just stood there, clutching the flowers, as Derek stepped back out of the kitchen towards her, brandishing the two glasses. 
 
    He handed her one, taking the flowers out of her hands as he did so. Then he bent down and kissed her lightly on the cheek – filling her nostrils with the scent of his cologne. 
 
    “W-what are you doing here?” Janine eventually found the words to say. 
 
    Derek laughed, padded back to the kitchen. Completely at home – as if this was his kitchen, not that of one of his employees – he found a vase, filled it with water and then started unwrapping the flowers. 
 
    “I’ll tell you why I’m here,” he purred, laying the flowers on the chopping board and slicing the ends off with a kitchen knife. “It all started this morning. We had a big review meeting, and your husband and I were both presenting.” 
 
    Finally, he finished putting the flowers in the vase. They looked beautiful. 
 
    “Funnily enough, we were both wearing the same sort of jacket, and it was hot – so we’d each slung them over the back of our chairs.” He was telling her the story absolutely nonchalantly – as if it was no more exciting that the tale of how he’d got a 2-for-1 special at Target. “When the meeting was over, I accidently grabbed David’s jacket, and he grabbed mine.” 
 
    Janine blinked. Where the hell was he going with this? 
 
    Sweeping the leftover flower stems into the garbage, Derek wiped up the mess he’d made arranging the flowers with characteristic fastidiousness.  
 
    “I didn’t even realize it,” he grinned, finally washing his hands and padding back into the living room towards her, “until I tried to put it on and found that it was four sizes too small for me.” 
 
    That much was true enough. David was a well-built man of average proportions. Derek was like a towering, ebony statue.  
 
    “So I reached into the pockets to try and work out who’s jacket it was,” Derek’s lips curled, “and I found this.” 
 
    And he whipped out of his pocket a fluttering piece of paper that looked very familiar.  
 
    Janine didn’t even need to read it to know what it said: 
 
      
 
    To The Bearer Of This Check 
 
    Payable On Demand: One blowjob, to completion. 
 
    Signed, Janine 
 
      
 
    She blushed immediately, her cheeks burning red. 
 
    “I… er…” The beautiful housewife flustered. “I mean…” 
 
    Derek took a step forward, and grinned. 
 
    “No need to be embarrassed,” he purred. “In fact, I think it’s kind of cute. If my wife had done little things like this for me, perhaps we wouldn’t have got divorced.” 
 
    Janine’s mouth opened and closed, but no words came out. 
 
    “Anyway,” Derek smiled, taking a long swig of wine. “I figured since I’d found it, I might as well use it. So I provided your husband lots of additional work to do – to make sure you’d be home alone – and thought I’d come on over to surprise you.” 
 
    Janine blinked. 
 
    “Y-you what?” 
 
    Derek’s smile widened. He held up the check. 
 
    “To the bearer,” he read. “That’s what it says. And I’m bearing it. So I’d like to cash this check in, please.” And to reinforce the point, he reached down and squeezed a sizable bulge inside the crotch of his suit pants. 
 
    Janine’s cheeks grew even redder and hotter. 
 
    “Now, t-that was a check I wrote for my husband,” she stammered. “And if I’d have known how careless he’d be with it, I wouldn’t have done that in the first place!” She cringed. “This is so embarrassing.” 
 
    Derek drained his wine glass and put it down on the counter. Then, smoothly, he took the glass from Janine’s hand too. He stepped over to her, placing a big, heavy hand on each of her shoulders. 
 
    “You may have written it for your husband,” he purred, “but you made it out ‘to the bearer.’ Well, I’m bearing it now.” He leaned in closer, his minty-fresh breath hot on her face. “And I’m here to cash it in.” 
 
    Janine’s heart was pulsing. 
 
    “Y-you can’t be serious,” she stammered. “I wrote that check as a joke.” 
 
    Derek’s smile widened. 
 
    “In my business, I never put my signature on anything I’m not willing to make good on.” He leaned in closer. “Now, your husband’s going to be at work for another couple of hours, and that leaves us plenty of time to conduct our business.” 
 
    Janine’s mouth was dry. 
 
    “W-we don’t have any business. I wrote that check for David… And I know it says ‘to the bearer’ on it, but you can’t really think I’d just get on my knees for anybody who came through the door with it.” She looked the handsome, towering black man up and down. “Even you.” 
 
    Derek laughed. 
 
    “Well, okay,” he nodded. “You can’t blame me for trying.”  
 
    And with that, he let go of Janine’s arms and headed for the door. “Enjoy the wine. It’s a particularly good Pinot Noir from Napa.” 
 
    Janine was still stunned by the brazen audacity of this man. 
 
    This tall, handsome, rich, well-dressed man. 
 
    She watched him head to the door, and waited until his hand was poised above the door handle before barking:  
 
    “Wait.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Derek paused. Slowly, he turned around, looking across the room at her. 
 
    “W-wait,” Janine repeated. Her cheeks burned hotly again. “Maybe you should stay.” 
 
    Derek’s smile widened. 
 
    Janine didn’t know what she was doing. It was like madness had suddenly overwhelmed her. 
 
    She was suddenly gripped with this insane desire to actually make good on that check. 
 
    She didn’t know why. Maybe it was because she was frustrated with David. Maybe it’s because she was sexually frustrated herself. Maybe it was because she found this tall, handsome man’s brazenness somewhat sexy. 
 
    In any event, the moment she called out “wait” she suddenly felt her panties get damp. 
 
    Derek paused at the door. Then, smiling widening, he slowly turned around. 
 
    His intense, brown eyes met hers. His teeth flashed white. 
 
    “What did you say?” 
 
    “I-I said you should stay,” Janine nodded. She stepped up to the counter, grabbed the glass of wine Derek had poured for her, and drained it in two gulps. 
 
    The spicy Pinot Noir burned her throat on the way down. 
 
    Derek grinned. He crossed the room, back to where Janine was standing, and laid his hot hands on her arms again. 
 
    “Are you sure?” 
 
    Janine gazed up at the tall, handsome black man. He had a model’s cheekbones, and his brown eyes burned with fiery intensity. 
 
    He was so big, and powerful, and sexy. 
 
    “Yes,” she replied. 
 
    Derek grinned. 
 
    He reached into his jacket and pulled out the check. He held it out, and Janine snatched it with trembling fingers. 
 
    “So,” Derek’s voice rumbled. “Where do you want me?” 
 
     Hardly believing she was doing this, Janine murmured: “Right there is fine.” 
 
    And then, heart pondering, she got down onto her knees. 
 
    Janine suddenly found herself crotch-level with this magnificent black man – staring at the elegant pinstripes of his suit pants. There was a bulge beneath the cloth, and she raised a hand and pressed it against the material to feel the thick, throbbing package underneath. 
 
    “Mmmm,” Derek peered down at her, and Janine looked up eagerly. “You like what you feel under there?” 
 
    On her knees, Janine nodded. Then she turned back to his crotch. 
 
    With trembling fingers, Janine reached for Derek’s thick, leather belt. She unbuckled it. Then she popped the button of his fly, and pulled open his pants. 
 
    Immediately, she was hit in the face by warm, masculine musk. 
 
    Her breath tightened in her throat. Her heart raced. Between her legs, her pussy quivered. 
 
    Her slender fingers slid into Derek’s pants. 
 
    “Mmmm,” Derek groaned, as he felt her fingers pulled down the hem of his boxer shorts. “I like the way you do that.” And then he moaned, as her fingers connected with bare flesh. 
 
    Janine pulled down Derek’s boxers, exposing his muscular ass and narrow hips. As she did so, his cock flopped out; practically slapping her right across the face. 
 
    “Oh, my goodness!” Janine’s eyes widened. 
 
    She’d seen her share of cocks in her time (she hadn’t exactly been a virgin when she’d married David) but Janine had never seen anything like this before. 
 
    Derek’s cock was simply enormous, swinging down practically half-way to his knees. And it was thick, too – like three Coke cans stacked end to end. 
 
    Throw in the dark, chocolate color and the network of throbbing veins and Derek’s cock barely looked human; especially in comparison to Janine’s husband’s (perfectly satisfactory) white cock. 
 
    Janine simply studied Derek’s shaft for a moment or two, pulse throbbing in her chest (and between her legs.) Her pussy quivered. Her mouth watered. 
 
    With trembling fingers, she reached up and stroked Derek’s shaft. 
 
    “Uuuuungh,” the big, black man groaned. “Your fingers are so soft.” 
 
    Janine licked her lips. 
 
    With one hand, she struggled to curl her fingers around Derek’s thickening shaft. It was practically impossible. His cock was swelling to even more ridiculous proportions. 
 
    Soon, instead of hanging between his legs, it was pointing angrily towards the ceiling. 
 
    With Janine’s other hand, she reached between his legs and cup Derek’s heavy, egg-shaped balls. They were massive; and warm and soft in her palm. 
 
    She massaged his balls, and began to stroke his cock. 
 
    “That’s the stuff,” Derek groaned, reaching down to stroke Janine’s hair. “You do this for David often?” The big, black man sighed. “He’s a lucky man.” 
 
    Down on her knees, Janine felt a momentary pang of guilt. The whole reason she was in this situation was because she didn’t do this to David often enough. 
 
    Shaking off her emotions, Janine got back to work. 
 
    She studied this massive cock, hovering in front of her. 
 
    It was a thing of beauty; so big and brown and hard. She stroked it with fascination; wondering how his beautiful cock could manage to be so smooth and veiny all at the same time, and so soft to the touch, yet hard and rigid beneath the skin. 
 
    “Come on,” Derek slid his fingers into Janine’s hair and then suddenly balled his hand into a fist; trapping her. Tears sprang to her eyes. “Let’s feel that pretty little mouth of yours…” 
 
    Squirming in discomfort, Janine did what she was asked – opening her mouth and sticking out her tongue. 
 
    She started by licking all the way up from the base of his cock, right up to the swollen head. 
 
    “Uuungh,” Derek’s knees nearly buckled at the sensation. 
 
    Bouyed by his reaction, Janine licked again – this time bathing his balls in slathering, wet slurps that left glistening saliva behind. 
 
    “Aww, yeah,” Derek groaned. “That’s right. Lick those balls.” 
 
    And so Janine did. 
 
    She slurped his balls, sucking each one into her mouth one at a time, and then slurping between and under them; relishing the masculine, salty taste. 
 
    Next she kissed and licked up his shaft, and with her other hand began massaging his balls again. This time, her saliva acted like lube, and Derek let out an appreciative moan at the frictionless sensation. 
 
    Finally, with a wet-sounding ‘smack’, Janine pulled her mouth away. 
 
    She cried as Derek tightened his grip on her hair. 
 
    Looking down with a leering grin, he ordered: “Suck it.” 
 
    Janine looked up, saliva dripping down her chin. 
 
    “Yes, sir,” she nodded. 
 
    And then she did as she was told. 
 
    Grabbing his shaft with both hands, she lifted herself up on her knees, and stretched open her mouth. 
 
    The swollen head of Derek’s cock was so enormous, she could barely fit it into her mouth. Her nostrils flared as she struggled to breath, lowering her mouth onto his shaft. 
 
    “Mmmm,” Derek moaned, as he felt the delicious sensation of Janine’s mouth envelop him. “That’s it, baby. Watch those teeth.” 
 
    Moments later, Janine started swirling her tongue around the massive cock in her mouth. Once again, Derek’s knees nearly buckled at the sensation. 
 
    She used one hand to massage his balls, and the other to stroke up and down his shaft. And then, bobbing up and down on her knees, she let that big cock slurp wetly in and out of her mouth. 
 
    “Fuck, that’s good,” Derek groaned, relaxing his grip on her hair. “You know, not many women can fit all of that in their mouth.” He grinned wickedly. “You’ve sucked a lot of cock, Janine?” 
 
    “Mmmmph!” Janine answered – and Derek wasn’t sure if that was a ‘yes’ or a ‘no’. 
 
    The wet, slurping sounds echoed throughout the room. Janine struggled to breath, as she slavishly worshipped Derek’s beautiful cock.  
 
    She felt it throb and swell in her mouth, and saliva gushed in response. Soon it was drooling down her chin, onto her t-shirt. 
 
    “Keep it up, baby,” Derek stroked her cheek lovingly. “I’m getting close.” 
 
    “Mmmph!” The moment she heard that, Janine redoubled her efforts. She suddenly had an obsession with making Derek cum in her mouth – to feel that hot spurt, and taste him on her tongue. 
 
    Truth be told, on the rare occasions she gave David head, it very rarely ended in orgasm. It was normally just a precursor to sex – he’d climb on top of her or flip her over and they’d end things that way. 
 
    But secretly, Janine got a thrill from the thought of giving a man so much pleasure he couldn’t hold off – of servicing him with her lips and tongue. 
 
    Between her legs, she was getting increasingly wet and squirmy. 
 
    “Aww, yeah,” Derek gripped the back of her head, and began thrusting his hips – practically fucking Janine’s face. “That’s it, baby. I’m getting close…” 
 
    “Mmmmpoh!” Janine licked faster. She stroked his cock furiously with one hand, and squeezed his balls gently with the other. “Mmmmph.” 
 
    “That’s it… Just like that… Oh, fuck…” 
 
    And then he came. 
 
    Janine’s eyes grew wide as she felt his cock swell in her mouth, practically choking her. Then she felt his shaft pulse, and her mouth was suddenly flooded with warmth. 
 
    “Oh, fuck, yes,” Derek groaned, as he spurted into Janine’s soft, sucking mouth. “That’s it, you beautiful slut. Swallow it.” 
 
    And Janine struggled to. Each enormous spurt seemed to flood her mouth, and her eyes watered as she struggled to gulp it down. First one mouthful. Then another. Finally, it was too much, and she drooled cum down her chin. 
 
    She swallowed as much as she could, though – and by the time Derek’s cock finally stopped spurting, she felt like she’d gulped down half a pint of salty, ropey cum. 
 
    “Awww, fuck,” eventually, Derek let go of the back of Janine’s head. She flopped down onto the floor, gasping for breath. Cum and saliva drooled down her chin, dripping onto her shirt. 
 
    “Wow,” Derek was towering over her, his cock growing softer. It was still enormous, and glistening with her saliva. “That’s was amazing.” With a snort, he tucked his flaccid cock back into his pants. “I haven’t had a blowjob like that without having to pay for it first.” 
 
    And then he shrugged. 
 
    “Well, I guess with the overtime I’m going to have to pay your husband, I suppose I did pay for it.” 
 
    Meanwhile, on the floor, Janine was still trying to get her breath back. 
 
    She accepted the big, strong hand that Derek offered, and climbed up onto her unsteady feet. 
 
    Derek peered down at her – hair all mussed up, lips swollen and bruised, and chin glistening with cum. Her t-shirt was covered in drips and drool. 
 
    “You’re a mess,” he smiled. 
 
    “I-I can’t believe I did that,” Janine gasped, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. 
 
    “You did it great,” Derek squeezed her arm. “In fact, I’d like you to do it again.” He grinned at her. “Make sure you leave another note for your hubby where I can find it.” 
 
    Janine’s cheeks flushed red at the thought. 
 
    Derek checked his Rolex. 
 
    “Looks like your hubby will be just about finishing up,” he grinned. “That doesn’t give us much time.” 
 
    Janine felt woozy. “Time for what?” 
 
    Derek grinned. 
 
    “I’m a gentleman, Janine. I always return the favor.” And, with that, he scooped her up in his arms. 
 
    Janine screamed in surprise, and then giggled as she was carried over and dumbed unceremoniously on the couch. 
 
    “W-what are you doing?” She landed on her back, and Derek immediately grabbed her ankles – hoisting her legs into the air. “Hey! Stop that!” 
 
    But Derek did nothing of the sort. With rough, strong hands, he began pulling Janine’s yoga pants off.  
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    He pulled them down around her ankles easily enough, and her panties came with them. Then, tossing them over his shoulder, Derek pulled them off her entirely. 
 
    Janine squeaked, suddenly naked from the waist down. 
 
    “No!” She squirmed and struggled, but Derek was too strong for her. “What are you doing?” 
 
    Derek laughed, dropped to his knees in front of her. 
 
    He pulled Janine’s legs apart forcefully, exposing her neatly-trimmed pussy. It was glistening with wetness. 
 
    “You look delicious,” the big, black man licked his lips. “You were getting quite hot and bothered sucking my big, black cock – weren’t you?” 
 
    And then he sunk his head between her legs. 
 
    “Oh my God!” Janine cried out, arching her back as she felt his mouth latch on between her thighs. “Oh, no! Stop!” 
 
    But while she was crying ‘stop’, Janine’s hands curled around the back of Derek’s shaven head, and pulled him further between her legs. 
 
    The big, black man started licking; slathering Janine’s pussy from bottom to top with long, wet slurps of his tongue. 
 
    “Oh, fuuuuck,” Janine groaned. “Oh, God, that’s too much…” 
 
    But in actual-fact, it was just about enough. Derek’s thick tongue parted the lips of her pussy like it was a blossoming flower, and then rasped over her throbbing clitoris with delicious intensity. 
 
    “Oh, God,” Janine groaned, feeling her nipples harden under her t-shirt. “Oh, stop. Stop, or you’ll make me…” 
 
    But Derek didn’t stop. He started circling her clitoris with his tongue, and after just a few seconds of that, Janine had to jam her fist between her teeth, to stop herself from crying out in pleasure. 
 
    “Mmmmph!” She groaned, sinking her teeth into her fist. “Mmmph!” 
 
    And then she came. 
 
    Arching her back, Janine gushed into Derek’s face; shuddering as a wave of pleasure washed over her like a tsunami. She squirmed and writhed and flopped about on the couch, while Derek tightened his grip on her thighs and just kept licking. 
 
    “Oh, stop,” she begged. “It’s too much! It’s too much!” 
 
    But Derek didn’t stop licking. In fact, he let go of one of Janine’s legs, and pressed two of his fingers against the dripping lips of her pussy. 
 
    “Aiieeeee!” Janine cried out in pleasure as her pussy opened up to accept Derek’s thick fingers – both together as thick and satisfying as any cock she’d ever experienced. “Oh, Christ..!” 
 
    Licking her clitoris, and fucking her with his fingers, Derek forced her to another explosive orgasm. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” And then he kept on going. “Oh, God, I’m going to cum again!” And then, finally, after her forth shuddering climax, Janine begged: “Please! Please, stop, you’re killing me!” 
 
    And so Derek did. 
 
    He let go of Janine’s legs, and let them drop. 
 
    Janine lay on the couch, half-concious. Her t-shirt – the only thing she wore – was drenched in sweat, saliva and cum. Her legs were splayed wide open, and her pussy was pink and throbbing. 
 
    “Oh, God,” she gasped, utterly limp. “T-that was… That was too much.” 
 
    Derek grinned, his chin glistening with her juices. He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. 
 
    “Your husband ever make you cum like that?” He demanded. Janine’s silence was a clear answer to that question. 
 
    As Janine lay there, panting for breath, Derek lifted himself onto his knees. He started unbuckling his pants. 
 
    “W-what are you doing?” Janine gasped, looking up at the beautiful black man as he wrenched open his pants. He pulled out his big, beautiful cock again – swollen and rock-hard. 
 
    “Eating you out got me harder than a fucking rock,” Derek grinned. “I’ve still got time before your hubby comes home.” And, with that, he grabbed the root of his dick and aimed it between her legs. 
 
    “N-no,” Janine squirmed, trying to push him away as he slipped the swollen tip of his cock between the dewy lips of her pussy. “No, stop.” 
 
    Derek grinned, sliding the tip of his enormous cock up and down between the lips of her pussy – teasing her. 
 
    “You really want me to stop?” To reinforce his point, he rubbed the tip in circles over her throbbing clitoris. “Really?” 
 
    “Hhuuuungh,” Janine squirmed on the couch, biting her lip. “N-no. You can’t.” Her nipples were getting harder – and with his other hand, Derek squeezed on her of her big tits through her t-shirt. “I-I’m not on the pill.” 
 
    Derek licked his lips. He thrust forward a little, opening Janine’s eager pussy up just a bit. 
 
    “You sure, baby?” He grinned. “You just say the word and I’ll pull my pants up.” 
 
    “Hhuuungh,” Janine groaned, as Derek began rubbing her clitoris with his cock again. Her juices made it utterly frictionless; and the sensation drove her wild. 
 
    “O-okay,” she groaned, spreading her legs a little wider. “B-but just for a second. Just let me feel it inside me.” 
 
    Derek grinned. He’d known she’d give in. 
 
    So with that, Derek thrust his hips forward – and Janine’s pussy opened up effortlessly to accept his massive cock. 
 
    “Oh, God,” she groaned, as she felt herself filled and stretched like never before. “Oh, Jesus, it’s so big.” 
 
    “Yeah,” Derek grinned, squeezing both her tits through her t-shirt. “And you’re so tight.” Licking his lips, he grabbed the thin cotton of her shirt and ripped it open, exposing her big breasts and her hard, pink nipples. 
 
    Janine screamed as she felt the cool air on her breasts. 
 
    “Oh, you fucker,” she groaned, as Derek’s hands squeezed her bare tits. “I got that at a Dave Matthews concert.” 
 
    Derek ignored her. He’d bottomed out inside the groaning housewife; balls deep in her tight, wet pussy. He began to fuck her. 
 
    “Oh, Jesus,” Janine cried, as she felt the big cock slide back and forth inside of her. “Oh, Jesus.” On each inward thrust, the swollen tip of Derek’s cock pressed directly into her g-spot. “Oh, that’s so good.” 
 
    Derek’s smile widened. Grabbing one of Janine’s wrists, he yanked her hand down between them, and pressed her fingers against her clitoris. 
 
    “Rub it,” he ordered – and she did. 
 
    “Huuungh,” biting her lip, Janine lost herself to the intense sensations. She felt like a piece of meat, being skewered by that big, hard cock. Her nipples ached beneath Derek’s palms. Her g-spot throbbed at each thrust. Her clitoris was pulsing. 
 
    “You going to cum again?” 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” Janine groaned. “I can’t… I can’t….” She rubbed herself faster. “I can’t help it…” 
 
    And then she climaxed, impaled on his cock. 
 
    Derek squeezed her tits like he was hanging on for dear life, as he pounded her deeply. She squirmed and writhed and arched her back and groaned in ecstasy. 
 
    “Oh God, yes!” 
 
    The sensation of Janine’s pussy tightening up was too much for Derek. Squeezing her tits so hard he’d leave bruises, the big, black man shoved himself as deeply inside Janine as he could, and then her eyes shot open as she felt his cock swell and pulse and throb inside of her. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” she groaned, as spurts of cum flooded her. “Are you cumming in me?” 
 
    Derek grinned. 
 
    “Oh, shit,” she moaned, and she shuddered at the sensation. Each spurt shot out with the force of a cannonade, and hit her right on her g-spot, like it was being doused with a firehose. “Oh, you fucker.” 
 
    And she came again. 
 
    Derek grinned, emptying his balls into the beautiful white wife, and pinning her to the couch as she squirmed and writhed and arched her back. 
 
    Eventually, exhausted, Janine flopped onto the couch – gasping for breath. 
 
    Derek looked down at her. She was a mess – glistening with sweat, wearing nothing but a torn, cum-splattered t-shirt. Her face was flecked with sperm, and her flushed breasts were covered in red finger marks. 
 
    Derek slowly pulled his softening cock from her tight, wet pussy. It was followed by a deluge of cum. 
 
    “Oh, shit,” Janine clamped her hand over her freshly-fucked pussy, to try and stop the flood before it covered the sofa cushions. “You fucking came in me.” 
 
    Derek grinned, climbing to his feet. 
 
    “Don’t give me that shit,” he purred, tucking his sticky cock back into his pants. “You loved it.” He zipped up his fly. 
 
    Janine looked up at him angrily. 
 
    “I’m not on the pill!” She cried. “David had a vasectomy last summer!” 
 
    Derek didn’t say anything. He just offered her his hand, and when she accepted it, he pulled her up off the couch, to her feet. 
 
    She still had one hand clamped between her thighs, to stop his cum pouring out. 
 
    Derek grinned at her. 
 
    “Well, your husband should be wrapping up about now,” he started walking to the door. “I guess I’d better get out of here before he comes home.” 
 
    “W-wait,” Janine cried, standing there in nothing but the torn t-shirt. “After all that, you’re just going to leave?” 
 
    Derek turned and looked at her with a smile. 
 
    “Aww, babe,” he purred. “Don’t you worry. You leave another nice little “I owe you” for your husband and I’ll be back over to take advantage of it.” 
 
    And then he opened the front door and marched out into the warm summer evening. 
 
    Janine stood there, freshly-fucked, and smiled. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    It was another hour before David finally got home – close to midnight by then. 
 
    Yawning, he opened his front door and staggered in, throwing his briefcase in the corner. 
 
    The house was dark. The only light was from the TV, flickering in the corner. 
 
    Lying on the couch under a blanket, freshly-showered and pink-cheeked, was Janine. 
 
    David padded over and knelt by the couch, giving her a kiss on the cheek. 
 
    “Hey, baby,” he grinned, as she sleepily opened her eyes. “Were you waiting up for me?” 
 
    Janine smiled – perfectly concealing the guilt she felt. 
 
    “Y-yeah,” she nodded. “I thought you deserved it, after working so hard.” 
 
    She indicated the counter, where Derek’s glass of wine stood. It was still practically full. 
 
    “I got you a nice bottle of wine,” Janine purred. “And while I was cleaning up, I found this.” 
 
    She passed over a familiar-looking, crumpled slip of paper. 
 
    The check, promising David a blowjob. 
 
    “Is that where that was?” He looked relieved. “I was looking for it all day.” He chuckled. “Derek and I accidently switched jackets – I was worried he’d have found it!” 
 
    Janine laughed utterly convincingly. 
 
    “Well, have some wine and wash up,” she purred. “And maybe I’ll deliver on that promise when you’re ready.” 
 
    Racked by guilt, and also as turned-on as hell, Janine finally felt like she was ready to make good on all the blowjobs she’d promised her husband. 
 
    David grinned. 
 
    “Really?” His smile widened. “What brought this on? Whatever happened this evening, I want it to keep happening, if this is the end result.” 
 
    Janine’s cheeks burned red as she remembered what had happened that evening – and how she was already plotting how to make it happen again. 
 
    “Oh, don’t worry, baby,” she purred, licking her lips. “It will.” 
 
    And she shuddered as she said it – like the very act of lying to her husband gave her a sexual thrill. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Butt Dialed 
 
      
 
    Scott Ayers was having a bad morning. 
 
    It would have been bad enough because he was dragging his ass into work that morning to get reamed out by his boss and district manager – they’d started wondering why his accounts weren’t generating more revenue. 
 
    But it got worse because his wife, Jeanie, was giving him a hard fucking time about it. 
 
    “Every single day, Scott,” she yelled, as he struggled to tie his necktie and slip his cufflinks on. “I swear to God, you spend more time at that office then you do with me!” 
 
    Jeanie was a hot blond in her thirties – a high-maintenance type who’d filled out a little after nearly ten years of marriage. She was standing there in her bra and panties – her tan curves practically spilling out of them, to be honest – and yelling at Scott as he got ready. 
 
    “I’m sick of this,” she snarled, as he pulled on his suit jacket. “You’re home late every night – and when you do come home, you’re a fucking zombie. I feel like I don’t even know you anymore. We don’t share a home these days – this is a flophouse.” 
 
    Scott rolled his eyes. 
 
    “Listen,” he laid both his hands on Jeanie’s shoulders, and refused to budge when she tried to shrug them off. “You think all this comes easy?” He jerked his head, indicating their luxurious home, replete with lavish furnishings. “I’ve got to bring home the bacon to make this happen – and right now, at work, if I don’t make my numbers it’s my ass they’ll be frying up.” 
 
    Jeanie pouted. 
 
    “Well, this can’t continue for too much longer,” she growled. “I’m feeling neglected. Hell, we haven’t even made love in over a month.” She shook her head. “If you’re not careful, I’m going to outsource that, like you did all those call center jobs to India.” 
 
    Scott snorted, not entirely convinced she was joking. But at least Jeanie had calmed down enough for him to kiss her chastely on the lips and button up his jacket. 
 
    “It’s this Ciccarino account I need to crack, honey,” he explained. “If I don’t get them to sign, I won’t hit my figures for this month – and that means…” 
 
    He didn’t even want to think about what that meant. 
 
    “Well, what can I do to help?” Jeanie asked. “Do you need to invite him round for dinner? Take him golfing or something?” 
 
    She glowered at him.  
 
    “I want my husband back, Scott. If this Ciccarino guy is the one keeping you at work late – well, hell, I’d sleep with him if it meant getting the deal for you.” 
 
    Scott rolled his eyes. 
 
    “You know what, honey? I’m tempted to take you up on that offer.” 
 
    “Well,” Jeanie frowned. “I know you’re a busy man – but you should be more worried about landing this account,” she indicated her tan, sexy body. 
 
    Scott feigned a smile. 
 
    “I know, I know. And I’ll try and be home early, okay honey?” He squeezed her shoulders. “I need to lavish some time and attention on you, don’t I?” 
 
    “You’d better believe it,” Jeanie nodded. “If you don’t, I’ll find somebody who will.” 
 
    Scott narrowed his eyes at her comment. 
 
    But he shook it off, and gave Jeanie another kiss as he headed to the door. 
 
    A few moments later, Scott was zooming down Interstate 95 in his BMW, an audio book buzzing through the speakers and thoughts of work, accounts, figures and numbers swirling through his head. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    As expected, the meeting did not go well. 
 
    “Dammit, Scott,” his boss, Tony Alfano, had yelled as soon as he and the District Manager had shut the conference room door. “Your figures are way off this month. At this rate, you’re not going to just miss your target – you’re going to bring my target down as well.” 
 
    Dennis Waite, the district manager, nodded: “Not to mention the figures for the whole district.”  
 
    Scott felt his stomach churn. This was bad. Really bad. The cardinal rule is business was not to miss your targets. The unspoken rule – the one that made or broke careers – was that if you did miss your targets, you didn’t bring down your colleagues or bosses when you did so. 
 
    If Scott missed his monthly target, the whole team was going to take a ding – and that spelled the end to his career with this company. 
 
    “Look, let’s sit down and go through the accounts,” Dennis growled, firing up the overhead projector. “We’ve still got a week left. Perhaps there’s a rabbit we can pull out of the hat to fix this.” 
 
    Scott frowned. Personally he thought he’d make better use of the time by calling his clients – seeing if he couldn’t wring a few more last-minute deals out of them to make up the balance of what he was missing. 
 
    But Tony and Dennis were his bosses – and the sort of people you couldn’t ignore. 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    Just then, there was a buzzing in Scott’s pocket. 
 
    He slid his hand into his pants and pulled out his phone, checking to see who was calling. His heart sank when he was that it wasn’t Robert Ciccarino , from the account he was desperately trying to close. It wasn’t even one of his other clients. It was Jeanie. 
 
    “Sorry, I’d better get this…” He flipped open the phone and pressed it to his ear. “Jeanie? Why are you calling me?” 
 
    There was nothing on the other end. Nothing but muffled bumps and static. 
 
    “Jeanie?” Scott raised his voice. “Jeanie? Are you there?” 
 
    He waited, but there was nothing. Just the sound of muffled movement. 
 
    “Jeanie, honey?” Scott barked down the line. “I think you dialled me by accident.” He covered up the receiver and looked apologetically across at Tony and Dennis. “Sorry, I think my wife butt-dialled me.” 
 
    They nodded – unamused, but not upset. 
 
    Scott called Jeanie’s name down the line a few more times, but it was clear she couldn’t hear him. He was about to hang up in frustration when he heard it. 
 
    Her voice. Muffled. Smothered by her pocket, or bag, or whatever – but still clearly audible. 
 
    At first he figured she’d just dialled him by accident while out shopping, or on her way to the gym. But then he heard it; and froze. 
 
    “Mmmmmm,” it was his wife’s voice as he’d never heard it before – at least, outside of the bedroom, that it. “That’s good, baby.” 
 
    Scott froze like a statue and pressed the phone closer to his ear. 
 
    “Oh yeah, right there,” Jeanie was saying, loud and clear down the phoneline. “That’s the spot… Mmmmm.” 
 
    Scott felt sweat bead on his brow. 
 
    If he didn’t know better – and he knew better, right? – he’d swear that was the sound of his wife getting… turned on. 
 
    Scott shook his head. He must be imagining it. 
 
    Maybe she was out getting a massage. Hell, perhaps just one of those Danishes from the corner deli. Those things were, in her words, ‘better than sex.’ 
 
    It just sounded bad, he told himself. There was no way she’d be up to any… 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” Jeanie’s voice was unmistakable. “T-that’s it. Now reach down and unhook my bra.” 
 
    Scott nearly fainted. 
 
    Unhook her bra?  
 
    “Mmmm,” Jeanie was continuing to moan. “You like my titties, don’t you?” And then there was a wet squelching sound – like somebody kissing, or even… 
 
    Scott’s eyes narrowed. Somebody sucking on nipples? 
 
    “Mmmmmmm,” Jeanie was moaning down the phoneline. “That’s so fucking good.” 
 
    Holy shit, Scott realized. Something really was up. Did Jeanie’s butt-dialling just reveal her… her… Messing around with somebody else? 
 
    “Scott!” It was Dennis, looking impatiently at his employee. “Are you getting off the phone or what?” 
 
    “Yes, c’mon,” Tony growled. “We have a lot of figures to cover.” 
 
    Meanwhile, on the phone, Scott heard Jeanie groan: “Ohhhh. Here, get closer. Let me unbuckle your pants.” 
 
    Holy shit! 
 
    Scott was torn. He needed to do something – anything. He needed to get in his car and track his cheating wife down. Or he needed to switch off the phone and take this meeting with his bosses (although how would he ever be able to focus on it?) 
 
    What he couldn’t do was just stand there and eavesdrop on his wife – even though that was all he wanted to do. 
 
    Scott glanced down at his phone. 
 
    Fortunately, his office had made him install an app on his smartphone that recorded phone conversations – an essential in a marketplace in which verbal contracts weren’t worth the paper they were printed on.  
 
    Finger trembling, Scott hit ‘record.’ And then – careful not to hang up – he slid his phone back in his pocket and looked up. 
 
    “Right, sorry about that,” he apologized, trying not to think about the scandalous sounds emerging from his now-silenced phone. “I was just…” 
 
    Just want? 
 
    He didn’t know. In fact, Scott hardly had any recollection of what he heard during that meeting. He just smiled, nodded and did his best to pretend like he was listening. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    The meeting couldn’t have been over soon enough. As soon as Dennis had shown the last slide, Scott practically leaped out of his seat and shook the hands of his two bosses profusely. 
 
    “I took on board everything you said,” he lied – he hadn’t remembered a word of it. “And I promise to act on it. You’ll see us hit our targets yet.” 
 
    That, of course, was a lie. Scott had no idea how he intended to make his monthly target. Right at that moment, he didn’t even care. He just wanted to be out of that room – and able to listen to the recording his wife had inadvertently left for him. 
 
    “Scott, are you paying attention?” Tony snarled, as Scott looked impatiently towards the door. 
 
    “What, me? Of course I am,” Scott lied. 
 
    “Well, you’d better be,” Tony warned. “As I said in that meeting,” although Scott didn’t remember a word of it, “if you can’t make your commitments, we’re going to have to…” 
 
    Tony paused. 
 
    “…rethink your usefulness to this company.” 
 
    Now that Scott did understand. 
 
    He gulped. 
 
    Holy shit. Not only was his wife cheating on him, but he was on the brink of losing his job. 
 
    Today really was a bad day. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Scott ignored the flashing voice mail light on his phone, and breezed right past his desk. He walked straight out into the parking lot, opened the door to his BMW and was gunning the engine at the same time he was switching on his phone. 
 
    Like magic, the Bluetooth connected to the car’s speakers. As Scott roared off out of the office parking lot – with no idea where he was going – he listened to the muffled bumps and hisses and crackle of his wife’s accidental ‘butt-dialled’ call. 
 
    Her voice, again. 
 
    “Mmmmmm. That’s good, baby.” 
 
    “Oh yeah, right there.”  
 
    Scott’s breathing was ragged as he listened to his wife talk.  
 
    “That’s the spot… Mmmmm. Oh, yeah. T-that’s it. Now reach down and unhook my bra.” 
 
    “Mmmm. You like my titties, don’t you?”  
 
    And then that wet squelching sound. 
 
    Scott nearly caused a three-car pileup as he listened to the sucking, slurping noise – trying to imagine what – or who – could possibly have been making it.  
 
    “Mmmmmmm,” Jeanie continued. “That’s so fucking good. Ohhhh. Here, get closer. Let me unbuckle your pants.” 
 
    At that point, Scott pulled off the road. 
 
    He slewed the BMW to a halt in a deserted parking lot and sat trembling in his seat, just listening. 
 
    The recording played on. 
 
    “Oh, my God, it’s so big,” Jeanie was cooing. Scott blanched. She’d never spoken to him like that – so full of longing. “C-can I touch it?” 
 
    And then there was a lot of rustling, and moaning, and then Scott heard Jeanie’s voice again. “C-can I kiss it?” 
 
    Scott froze. 
 
    He listened as the question went unanswered – but it was followed by a lot of wet slurping, and squelching, and a lot noises that Scott was all too familiar with. 
 
    Holy shit! He was sitting there listening to a recording of his wife sucking somebody else’s cock! 
 
    And the worst part? The part that hit him like a ton of bricks? 
 
    Scott realized that he had a raging hard-on as he did so. 
 
    “Oh, fuuuuck,” Jeanie’s voice suddenly burst out of the speakers again. “Mmmm, you taste amazing…” And then the rustling of something… Clothes? Blankets? “Come here,” Jeanie announced to whoever she was fooling around with. “Get on top of me… I want to feel you…” 
 
    And then the recording stopped. 
 
    Scott sat there in silence, his breath ragged and heavy. His cock throbbed. His pulse raced. He had no idea what to do, or what to say. 
 
    And just then – just as he thought he was going to literally go mad from the emotional intensity of it all – his phone went ‘ding!’ 
 
    Hands trembling, Scott grabbed it and looked at the screen. 
 
    It was a text from Jeanie. 
 
      
 
    JEAN 
 
    Did you get my ‘message’? 
 
      
 
    Scott gasped. 
 
    She’d known she’d called him? It was deliberate? 
 
    He sat in the plush leather seat of his BMW, chest heaving. 
 
    W-what was she doing? What was she thinking? 
 
    And then there was another ‘ding’ as a second message came through on his phone. 
 
      
 
    JEAN 
 
    Come back home. Be VERY quiet. 
 
      
 
    The breath caught in Scott’s throat. 
 
    Nervously, he gunned the engine of the BMW, swivelled around in reverse and revved back onto the highway. A moment later, he was roaring down the street back towards his house. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Scott pulled to a halt at the end of the driveway. 
 
    His house was sitting there in the late morning sunlight, almost exactly as he’d left it that morning. All except for the addition of a second car in the driveway – a sleek, black Chrysler 300. 
 
    Scott felt as if a cold hand had suddenly clenched around his heart. 
 
    Mouth dry, he swung open the door of his BMW and began creeping down the driveway, almost feeling like a secret agent trying to sneak his way into a secret bunker. 
 
    As he passed the Chrysler, Scott peered in through the tinted windows – trying to catch a glimpse of something that would give him a clue as-to the driver’s identity. But there was nothing – it looked like the car had been rolled off the lot that morning, it was so clean and new.  
 
    Snorting, Scott kept on moving. 
 
    At the doorway to his luxurious home, he climbed the steps and gently lifted the handle – swinging open the front door with barely a creak. Then he stepped into the house – and froze. 
 
    The sound of voices. 
 
    Scott immediately recognized Jeanie’s voice, but there was somebody else talking as well.  
 
    It sounded like they were upstairs, so slipping off his shoes, Scott crept up the winding staircase in his socks, trying not to make a noise. 
 
    At the landing, his feet were silent on the plush carpet. He snuck down the hallway towards the sound of the voices – emanating from the master bedroom. 
 
    Pausing at the door, Scott peered inside – and nearly gave the game away by gasping. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Inside the luxurious master suite, it looked like Jeanie had never bothered getting dressed that morning. She was still in her bra and panties, lounging on the plush bed like a cat. 
 
    But what had made Scott gasp was the fact that she was not alone. 
 
    Lying on the bed next to her, legs curled within hers, was a tan-skinned, muscular stranger. 
 
    Scott couldn’t see his face – only a broad back, and powerful arms. It looked like whoever it was – dressed only in a pair of boxer shorts – was making out with Jeanie; and the sound of their kissing echoed across the room. 
 
    Scott gulped. 
 
    He couldn’t believe it. His beloved wife was making out with a complete stranger, in the bed she shared with him. How could she? 
 
    But then again, even as he asked that question he realized that he was fixated by the sight. Any other husband would probably storm into the bedroom, and tear the stranger of his wife. Instead, Scott was just watching. 
 
    Watching, with a bulging hard-on crammed inside his pants. 
 
    As he watched, the stranger continued to make out with Jeanie - his mouth assailing hers, and his big, strong, muscular arms exploring Jeanie’s lean, toned body. 
 
    Scott watched. It was like having front row seats at a live-action porno – only his wife was playing the starring role! 
 
    Suddenly, with a wet-sounding ‘smack’, the stranger’s lips were parted from Jeanie’s. 
 
    Lying next to him on the bed, Jeanie looked up into his smouldering eyes. 
 
    “You’re a good kisser,” she purred, licking her lips. “Now it’s my turn.” She winked. “You’ll enjoy this.” 
 
    And then Scott watched with horror as his wife clambered up onto her knees, and started making her way down the stranger’s tanned, muscular body. As she went, she planted wet kisses across his muscular chest, and flat stomach – leaving a glistening, wet trail. 
 
    Scott lifted his fist to his mouth and sunk his teeth into it. 
 
    He watched with mounting horror as Jeanie pushed the stranger onto his back, and then pushed open his muscular thighs. Kneeling between them, Scott’s beautiful wife slid the tips of her elegantly-manicured fingers into the waistband of the stranger’s boxer shorts and pulled them down. 
 
    Sproing! Out came bouncing the biggest cock Scott had ever seen. It was as thick and long as his forearm; like an oversized Italian salami, throbbing and veiny. 
 
    “Oh, my!” Jeanie looked at what she’d just unleashed, as she pulled down the stranger’s boxers and threw them over her shoulder. “Look what I’ve found.” And then her slender fingers curled around the shaft and started to stroke the immense cock up and down. 
 
    Scott stifled his cry of anguish. Inside his suit pants, his cock throbbed uncomfortably. 
 
    He stepped closer to the open doorway, and peered inside. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    “Oh, that’s the stuff, you gorgeous slut…” 
 
    On the bed, the stranger threw back his head and groaned, as Jeanie started stroking his immense, half-hard cock with one of her tiny hands. At the same time, she began massaging his heavy, egg-sized balls with the other. 
 
    “You like that?” Jeanie purred seductively, licking her lips.   
 
    “Oh, fuck yes,” the stranger groaned. 
 
    “Well, wait ‘til you get a load of this.” 
 
    And with that, Scott’s beautiful wife opened her mouth wide, and engulfed the head of the stranger’s massive cock. 
 
    “Ooooooh, yeah.” 
 
    The stranger moaned, and he writhed on the bed – thrusting his hips up to sink his massive dick even deeper into Jeanie’s gently sucking mouth. 
 
    “Mmmmm,” eyes wide open, Jeanie moaned sexily as she licked and sucked the stranger’s impossibly thick cock. She stuck her ass into the air and wiggled it provocatively, while the wet sound of suction echoed across the bedroom.  
 
    Scott watched; unable to take his eyes off what was happening. 
 
    And that’s when things got weird. 
 
    Because with a ‘smack’, Jeanie suddenly pulled her mouth from the stranger’s thick cock. 
 
    “You taste amazing, baby,” she purred at the stranger lying on the bed – but before she opened her mouth and went back to sucking, the gorgeous blond looked over her shoulder, towards the doorway that Scott was peering in through… 
 
    …and winked at him. 
 
    Scott nearly fainted. 
 
    He looked across the room, deep into his wife’s eyes. She gazed back, and her glistening lips curled into the most devilish of smiles. 
 
    And then she turned back to the stranger, lowered her head, and engulfed his swollen cock between her lips again. 
 
    “Oh, fuuuck!” The stranger’s hips jerked off the bed, as his cock was smothered in the warm, wet, sucking embrace of Jeanie’s talented mouth. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    On the other side of the door, Scott was caught between pleasure and pain, and paralyzed by both. 
 
    As he watched his beautiful wife’s head bob up and down in this stranger’s lap, it was like an icy needle being jabbed through his heart.  
 
    But, at the same time, he was harder than he’d ever been in his life, and his cock was literally throbbing with need. 
 
    Without even thinking about it, he unbuckled his pants and pulled them down around his knees. Freed of the confines of his pants and boxer shorts, Scott’s cock sproinged free – as hard as an iron bar. 
 
    Curling his fingers around his turgid shaft, Scott started stroking his dick; timing the movements of his hand to match the rhythm of Jeanie’s head movements.  
 
    Watching his wife suck this well-hung stranger was the most heart-rending, yet simultaneously the most erotic thing he’d ever witnessed.  
 
    Who was he? How did Jeanie know him? How long had this been going on? 
 
    “Uuuungh,” he groaned, as he stroked himself… 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    “What was that?” 
 
    The mysterious man pulled his cock from Jeanie’s eagerly sucking mouth, and turned towards the door. 
 
    Outside the bedroom, Scott froze. 
 
    Through the crack in the door, it was like he was making direct eye-contact with the stranger his wife was cheating on him with. It was the first time he’d had a good look at the man’s face; and as soon as he saw it his knees nearly buckled. 
 
    Scott knew him. 
 
    The face he was looking at was the square, tanned face of Robert Ciccarino – the successful businessman whose account Scott had been trying to nail down for months now. 
 
    What the fuck was he doing here? How did he know Jeanie? What the hell was going on? 
 
    “I think I heard something,” Ciccarino’s voice snapped Scott out of his thoughts. He realized the handsome Italian was looking straight towards him – at the doorway Scott was peeking through. 
 
    Had he seen him? 
 
    It was like he was looking right at him. 
 
    But suddenly Jeanie was there to reassure him. 
 
    “It’s nothing,” Jeanie placed a hand in the center of Ciccarino’s chest and pushed him back down onto the bed. “It’s a new house. It creaks sometimes.” 
 
    “Oh,” the Italian didn’t seem convinced. 
 
    Fortunately, Jeanie had a method to distract him. “Pay attention, baby. I need you.” 
 
    It did the trick. The tan businessman turned back to Scott’s wife, and grinned hungrily. 
 
    “Whatever you say, you sexy bitch.” 
 
    And with that, he grabbed Jeanie’s arms and pushed her over, until she landed on her back on the bed. Then he straddled her – one of his big hands roughly parting her bare thighs. 
 
    “Mmmmm,” Jeanie moaned, as she felt him roughly rub her pussy. 
 
    “Oooh, fuck, you’re wet,” Ciccarino breathed hotly into her ear. “I can feel it through your panties.” And then, with a riiiip, he yanked them down, past Jeanie’s knees and ankles, until he finally pulled them off entirely. 
 
    “Fuck, you’re delicious,” the Italian groaned, as he slid himself between Jeanie’s spread thighs and positioned himself at the entrance to her bare cunt. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    On the other side of the doorway, Scott continued to stroke his cock as he watched; keeping his movements slow and deliberate. He didn’t want to spurt in the middle of the action.  
 
    He watched with wide eyes as Robert Ciccarino reached down between him and Jeanie, to grab the root of his thick cock and positioned it perfectly at the eager lips of Jeanie’s exposed pussy.  
 
    She moaned the moment his hard, hot flesh met hers. 
 
    “Mmmm,” she arched her back. “It’s so big.” 
 
    “You ain’t seen nothing yet,” the handsome Italian warned; as he thrust himself inside of her. 
 
    Jeanie groaned as she was suddenly stretched and filled by this big man’s cock. 
 
    “Oooooh, fuuuuck!” Her hands clamped around Ciccarino’s broad, muscular shoulders. “You’re so much bigger than my husband.” 
 
    From behind the doorway, Scott winched as he heard those words – but he didn’t stop stroking his hard, throbbing cock.  
 
    With wide eyes, he watched his client’s big, thick cock sinking inch by inch into his beloved wife’s tight, wet cunt. 
 
    “Oh, fuuuuck,” Jeanie threw her head from side to side and arched her back. “That feels so good.”  
 
    “You are so fucking tight,” Ciccarino purred, as he began to thrust. “Has your husband not been giving it you enough, you hungry little bitch?” 
 
    “Oh, God, no,” Jeanie admitted, and her words hurt Scott as he heard them. “Scott hasn’t even fucked me for a month… and he’s never fucked me like this.” 
 
    “You’re not going to be able to walk straight when I’ve finished with you.” 
 
    “Mmmmm,” she groaned. “I like the sound of that.” She squeezed shut her eyes. “Come on, you big stud. Fuck me. Fuck me hard.” 
 
    And so he did. 
 
    Pinning Jeanie’s wrists to the bed, high above her head, Robert Ciccarino started to fuck her deep and hard; making the bed rock back and forth as his thick cock slid deeply in and out of her. 
 
    “Oh, God, yes!” Jeanie cried. “Yes! Deeper!” 
 
    “Uuugh,” Ciccarino grunted. “Take it, you fucking whore.” 
 
    “Yes, yes,” Jeanie moaned. “Give it to me!” 
 
    On the other side of the doorway, Scott watched with horror as his wife was fucked by another man. She was crying out with pleasure like he’d never heard before. It instantly made him feel deeply, fundamentally inadequate – but Scott could also never remember being more turned on in his life. 
 
    Unable to take his eyes off the action, Scott stroked himself as he watched his wife writhe in pleasure. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    The bed creaked and rattled. 
 
    As she was roughly fucked, Jeanie wriggled out of Ciccarino’s grip and reached up to curl her arms around his thick neck. Pulling his head down towards her, she kissed him wetly on the mouth. 
 
    “Fuck, yes,” Jeanie groaned. That’s so fucking good.” She clung to his shoulders - bracing herself against the slap, slap, slap of the Italian’s hips as Ciccarino pounded her.  
 
    “You like that? You want more of that?” 
 
    “Give it to me,” Jeanie moaned, biting her lip as the big dick pistoned slickly in and out of her. 
 
    Scott watched, entranced. 
 
    He could tell that the angles were just right for her. With the upward motion of his hips, Robert’s big dick was rubbing a spot deep inside Jeanie’s pussy that felt delicious… Each inward thrust teased her and brought her closer and closer to climax. 
 
    Likewise, Ciccarino’s muscular hips were grinding against Jeanie’s clitoris; coaxing her closer and closer to explosion. 
 
    As she surrendered to pleasure, Jeanie bit her bottom lip and moaned. She started to grind her hips faster and harder, humping upwards against the big, Italian stud. 
 
    Ciccarino liked it. “Oh, yeah,” he groaned. “That’s the shit. Work those hips…” 
 
    Jeanie obeyed him: “With pleasure, baby…” 
 
    She started thrusting her hips back at him even faster, meeting each stab of his hips with the ‘slap’ of her sweaty skin against his. 
 
    Her back arched. 
 
    “Oh, fuuuck.” 
 
    Ciccarino sunk deeper inside of her. 
 
    “Oh, you sexy little slut,” he groaned. “I’m gonna cum inside of you. You on the pill slut?” 
 
    Jeanie giggled. 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    “You want me to pull out? Cum all over those sweet titties of yours?” 
 
    “Oh, fuck no,” Jeanie pouted. “Cum inside me. Deep inside me.” 
 
    Ciccarino chuckled. “You dirty little slut.” Then he started thrusting harder, and deeper, and faster. “Alright, then. But only if you tell me you want it…” 
 
    Jeanie groaned. She looked upwards, deep into the Italians eyes.  
 
    She purred: “You better fucking believe I want it.” 
 
    “Then tell me, you sexy slut,” Ciccarino grinned. “Tell me you want my cum deep inside of you…” 
 
    “Oh, God,” Jeanie moaned, “Yes I do.” And then she turned her head, looking towards the barely-open door where Scott was watching them from. 
 
    She caught his attention, and through the tiny gap in the doorway stared deep into her eyes. 
 
    Locked in Scott’s gaze, Jeanie lifted her head and whispered sluttily into Ciccarino’s ear: “I want your load, Baby. Fill me up.” But although she was talking into Ciccarino’s ear, it was clear the words were meant for Scott’s enjoyment. “Cum inside me,” she begged. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Scott watched with arousal and dread. 
 
    The thought of this big, handsome stud blowing his load in Scott’s sexy wife was the hottest, sexiest, dirtiest and most exquisite thing he’d ever imagined.  
 
    But he also knew that the moment it was over, he’d be disgusted with himself. Utterly so.  
 
    But for the moment, he just stroked his straining cock and watched. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    “Here it comes,” Ciccarino warned. 
 
    “Give it to me,” Jeanie begged. “Fucking cum in me.” 
 
    And he did. Hunching his back, Ciccarino thrust himself as deeply inside Jeanie’s willing body as he could. Then, buttocks clenching, his thick cock throbbed, and swelled, and exploded inside of her. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” 
 
    Hunched between her slayed thighs, the Italian’s hips stabbed forward, plunging his hardness so deep inside her that it hurt. 
 
    Jeanie could feel his shaft swell, as his cum flooded inside of her. She was drenched with hot wetness. It detonated an intense orgasm. She arched her back into a ‘C’ shape, howling at the ceiling as her climax exploded. 
 
    For a moment, they two of them hung there, joined at the groin. 
 
    And then it was over. 
 
    Gasping, Robert Ciccarino flopped off Jeanie, and collapsed onto his back beside her on the bed. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” he gasped, chest heaving. “That was amazing.” 
 
    “Mmmm,” Jeanie smiled, rolling over to look at her spent lover, and smiled. She was panting too, still trying to catch her breath. “You made a mess of me.” 
 
    And to prove it, Jeanie reached a hand between her thighs, and ran a finger through the rivulets of pearlescent cum dribbling out of her overflowing pussy. Her finger came away glistening. 
 
    Like a tease, she looked into Ciccarino’s eyes and sucked her finger clean. 
 
    “Mmmmm,” she licked her lips. You taste good.” 
 
    Ciccarino snorted. “As your husband how it tastes when it comes home.” With that, the muscular Italian sat up in bed. “I like the idea of him getting my sloppy seconds.” 
 
    With that, Ciccarino clambered off the bed. Flaccid dick swinging between his thighs, he crossed the room to retrieve his boxer shorts, and then found his pants hanging off the back of the chair. 
 
    “Speaking of which,” Jeanie purred, as she lounged on the bed like a well-satisfied pussycat. “Are you going to make that call to him like you promised?” 
 
    Ciccarino snorted.  
 
    “Is that what you gave up that pretty little pussy for?” And with that, he pulled his cell-phone from his pocket. “Sure thing. I was going to sign on the dotted line anyway – but I wanted to see your hubby sweat for it first.” 
 
    And then he pressed ‘call.’ 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    It took a second for Scott to realize what was happening.  
 
    He was standing on the other side of the doorway with his pants around his knees, with his fingers still curled around his cock, when his phone started buzzing. 
 
    It was in his left pocket, and it buzzed and hissed angrily. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” grabbing the waistband of his pants, Scott pulled them up clumsily. “Shit!” He was already staggering down the corridor, trying to grab his phone out of his pants. Thank fuck he’d had it set on ‘vibrate.’ 
 
    He couldn’t believe it. Seconds after fucking Jeanie, Robert Ciccarino had the balls to call her husband to seal a business deal. If his phone had gone off, Scotty would have been caught in the act. 
 
    Not that he was complaining, though. As Scott clumsily staggered down the stairs, he pulled his phone from his pants and hit the ‘talk’ button. He’d just made it into the garage – out of earshot – when the call went through. 
 
    Panting, Scott answered with: “Hello, Scott speaking…” 
 
    “Yo, Scotty,” Robert Ciccarino sounded as unapologetically confident as always. “I’ve been thinking about that deal you wanted settled before the end of the month.” There was a pause. “I just… hey, laid some foundations, if you will. And I’m ready to sign.” 
 
    Laid some foundations? Is that what Jeanie was? Foundations? 
 
    But Scott tried to stay cool. “T-that’s great. I’m really happy you came around.” 
 
    “Oh, I came alright,” Ciccarino snorted. 
 
    Scott blushed. 
 
    “Listen, Scotty. I’m gonna run home and grab a shower. Then I’ll meet you at your office to sign the paperwork, alright?” And then a pause. “You can buy me a steak dinner afterward.” 
 
    Cheeky bastard. But Scott nodded: “Sounds good. I’ll see you in a couple of hours.”  
 
    And then they hung up. 
 
    Trousers open, shirt untucked, Scott stood in the garage with butterflies in his stomach and his heart pulsing. He went and listened at the door as Robert Ciccarino came swaggering down the stairs. A moment later the front door swung open, and the businessman climbed into the driver’s seat of his Chrysler and roared off down the driveway. 
 
    Through the slits in the garage door, Scott watched him go. 
 
    His car had barely driven out of sight when Scott’s phone buzzed one more time. He glanced down at it – and saw that he had a text message. 
 
      
 
    JEAN 
 
    Come upstairs 
 
      
 
    Heart pounding, Scott opened the garage door and climbed the stairs towards the master bedroom. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Jeanie was waiting right where Scott had last seen her – lying in nothing but her bra, on the crumpled bed where she’d just fucked Robert Ciccarino. 
 
    “So, baby,” his gorgeous wife called, as Scott stood breathlessly in the doorway. “Did you get the call? Is he going to sign the deal?” 
 
    Scott didn’t know what to say. 
 
    “Aww, what’s wrong, baby? Cat got your tongue?” 
 
    Eventually, he managed to find the words. 
 
    “W-what happened?” He looked at Jeanie’s beautiful, flushed body. Her thighs were flopped open, and Ciccarino’s cum was still dribbling from her pussy. “How could you?” 
 
    Jeanie smiled seductively. 
 
    “You said you’d let me sleep with him if it got the contract signed,” she purred. “So I made the call…” 
 
    “I said I’d consider it,” Scott snapped. “And I was joking!” 
 
    “Mmmm,” Jeanie writhed in the bed. “Well, it looks like the joke’s on you.” Looking him dead in the eye, the freshly-fucked wife asked: “So what now? Are you going to leave me?” 
 
    Scott stood there, swaying from side to side. 
 
    His wife had just cheated on him. Blatantly. Shamelessly. She’d just fucked another man in their marriage bed, right in front of his eyes. 
 
    By all accounts he should leave her. She was a cheating slut. A whore. A… 
 
    But Scott’s cock was still rock hard at the memory of watching that big, powerful man fuck his wife. 
 
    Unbuttoning his shirt, Scott breathed: “I’m not going to leave you.” 
 
    “I didn’t think so,” Jeanie purred. “Now get over here.” 
 
    So reluctantly, and a little nervously, Scott walked towards the bed, shedding his clothes as he did so. By the time he crawled onto the big, king-sized mattress, he was naked. 
 
     got to work. 
 
    Jeanie could probably count the number of times Scott 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, Jeanie 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,” Jeanie groaned, as she felt her husband teasing her towards orgasm. “Don’t stop!” 
 
    And between her legs, Scott 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 Jeanie’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 Jeanie’s groans and sighs of pleasure spurred him on. Scott 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. 
 
    Scott licked, and sucked, and slurped and teased and kept on the relentless pleasure until finally, he knew Jeanie couldn’t stand it any longer. He winced as she grabbed a fistful of his hair, but Scott kept licking – focusing on Jeanie’s clit until she literally screamed and bucked her hips against him. 
 
    “I’m cumming,” Jeanie cried, and her pussy gushed as she ground it against her husband’s face.  
 
    Between her thighs, Scott 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 Jeanie pushed her husband away.  
 
    “It’s too much,” she gasped. “It was too good.” 
 
    Pulling his head from under her skirt, Scott emerged with his chin and lips glistening. He looked incredibly proud of himself. 
 
    And from the orgasm she’d just enjoyed, Jeanie thought he deserved to. 
 
    She stroked his cheek lovingly – unaware that they’d just awoken a new and exciting chapter in their love lives. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Obsession 
 
      
 
    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. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    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!” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    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.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    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.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    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. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    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. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    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.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Humiliated Cuckold 
 
      
 
    Paul Garmond was a busy man. 
 
    Which is why, a couple of days before his fifth wedding anniversary, he had a very elegant solution about what to get his wife. 
 
    “Honey, I don’t have time to go shopping,” he barked into his cell phone, in the First Class Club Lounge at the airport. “Just take my credit card and get whatever you want. I’ll be back for our anniversary and you can show me then.” 
 
    If Paul was honest with himself, the response he got from the other end of the line was somewhat underwhelming. His beautiful wife, Alyssa, didn’t seem to appreciate the freedom to buy whatever she wanted with Paul’s not inconsiderable wealth. 
 
    “You don’t need to get me anything expensive or fancy,” she replied down the phone. “Just pick something out yourself. Just something to show you care.” 
 
    “Of course I care,” Paul rolled his eyes, checking the gate to see if his flight was boarding. “I care so much, I’m letting you get whatever you want.” 
 
    There was a ‘hurumph’ down the line – but Paul barely registered it. 
 
    “Fine,” Alyssa hissed. “I’ll see you this weekend.” 
 
    “Okay, whatever,” Paul was already pressing the disconnect button. “My plane’s boarding. Got to go. Smooches!” And then he hung up. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    The truth be told, Paul didn’t know what his wife expected. 
 
    At 31 – ten years younger than him – she had more than anybody could expect. A huge house on Long Island, a brand-new Lexus SUV, walk-in wardrobes full of designer clothes and she didn't even have to work. 
 
    Sure, some had accused her of being a ‘trophy wife’ and just marrying him for money – but Paul knew different. They’d been very much in love when they walked down the aisle five years ago. It wasn’t his fault that his business had become wildly successful in that time – and that these days, he spent more nights in five star hotels than at home. 
 
    “Why can’t you just stay home more?” Alyssa would demand; and Paul would roll his eyes. 
 
    “Do you think I could afford all this if I stayed home?” 
 
    “I don’t need all this,” Alyssa would reply. “I’d live in a shitty bungalow and drive a ten-year-old Honda if it meant I got to spend more time with you.” 
 
    And Paul knew she meant it – but he’d come too far to give up on his own dreams now. A short, stocky, balding little man, Paul had spent his entire life trying to overcome the odds – the ridicule of his classmates at school, and the lecturers at college who scoffed at the chubby kid from Queens who paid his own tuition with money he made flipping burgers.  
 
    “You’ve got a chip on your shoulder,” they’d tell him. “What are you trying to prove, little man?”  
 
    But all those insults just fuelled his dreams. All those prom-date snubs from the pretty girls, and all the times he was passed over for a sport on the sports team, or a scholarship, or a promotion.  
 
    Paul Garmond swallowed those down and kept on plugging away – and now, years later, he was the richest one in his graduating class; with a beautiful wife, a beautiful house and a big, fat bank balance to prove it. 
 
    He’d come out on top in life – and so what if he’d only seen his wife three times this month? So what if they’d only had sex once during the past three months (and it had lasted seconds)? She knew he loved her – she had all the love his money could buy – what more could she want? 
 
    And that’s what he told himself every night, as he fell asleep in a succession of big, comfortable, luxurious – but empty – hotel beds. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    A couple of days later, on their fifth wedding anniversary, Paul was dropped off at his house by a luxurious limousine; and watched the driver heft his luggage into through the front door. 
 
    The big house was cool and empty; decorated in a minimalist style that Paul had paid a designer thousands to complete. 
 
    “Honey?” He called, his voice echoing up the marble staircase. “Are you home?” 
 
    Eventually, after lingering seconds, Alyssa’s voice called down: “I am, honey! Wait a moment.” 
 
    And then she appeared at the top of the stairs. 
 
    Paul caught his breath as he looked up at her. Even after five years of marriage, he still considered her the most beautiful woman he’d ever seen. 
 
    She was lean and tanned and toned, with long curls of beautiful blonde hair and a perfect nose that turned up cutely at the end. She was dressed in a tightly fitted purple velour tracksuit that hugged every curve of her body; and it was unzipped at the front, to emphasize her 34DD silicone breasts. 
 
    She looked like a cross between a porn star and a first lady; and she turned heads wherever she went. Paul wasn’t as much in love with how she looked, but how everybody else looked at her.  
 
    Not that all that beauty hadn’t come at a cost. 
 
    When Paul and Alyssa had first met, she was a different woman – fifty pounds heavier, with long black hair and a small, but perfectly-formed chest. He’d thought she was beautiful – really, stunningly, naturally beautiful – but it never mattered what other people thought, did it? 
 
    As Paul became more successful, he figured he ought to have the trappings that demonstrated that success. So in addition to the immense Long Island mansion and garage full of Porches and BMWs, he’d invested thousands in Alyssa. 
 
    He’d paid for a personal trainer, for tanning sessions, for professional hair care to give her locks their honey-blonde hue - plus a new nose and silicone breasts courtesy of the best plastic surgeons money could buy. 
 
    Of course, she loved the makeover. Or, at least, he was sure she’d tell him she did, if he’d ever asked her. She’d gone along with it easily enough; and the result was the gorgeous woman standing at the top of the stairs, welcoming Paul home. 
 
    “Darling,” she smiled, as she gracefully stepped down each marble stair. “It’s so lovely to see you.” She gave him an air-kiss on the cheek as they hugged. “I have a surprise for you upstairs.” 
 
    “Oh, do you now?” Paul grinned. It had been weeks since the last time they’d had sex; and she’d just laid there like a starfish. Perhaps he could expect something a little more exciting now it was their anniversary. “Let me have a shower first.” 
 
    “Of course, of course,” Alyssa kissed him on the cheek. “Go and have a shower. I’ll bring you up a Scotch and then I’ll show you your surprise.” 
 
    Paul saw an exciting glimmer in her eye as Alyssa said this, and his cock throbbed at the unspoken promise of an “anniversary gift” worth remembering. 
 
    As the limo drove away, Paul plodded up the steps to their immense master bedroom and carefully unbuttoned and folded up his expensive Brooks Brother’s suit. Then, naked, the stocky man padded into the bathroom and turned on the six powerful jets of their walk-in “wetroom” shower. 
 
    He lathered himself luxuriously; feeling the tension of travel and work wash off him. The powerful jets of water massaged his aching muscles. The soap made his skin smooth and soft. 
 
    “Honey?” There was a rattle at the door. It was Alyssa, clutching a tumbler brimming with 18-year-old Glenmorangie. “Here’s your whiskey.” She winked at him through the steamy glass door. “I’ll be waiting in the bedroom for when you’re out.” 
 
    Paul grinned eagerly. Between his legs, his stubby cock swelled at the thought of what awaited him. 
 
    Nevertheless, he still took his time; enjoying the high pressure water and high quality toiletries that he missed at even the more luxurious hotels he seemed to spend the majority of his life in. Only after he was thoroughly washed up – as pink and glistening as a roasted ham – did the stocky husband wrap himself in a bathrobe and pad barefoot into the bedroom. 
 
    And when he was there, his jaw dropped. 
 
    His beautiful wife Alyssa lay luxuriously on their enormous bed, wearing a delicious black and purple teddy and gorgeous lace-trimmed thong panties. With her slim, tanned body and long blonde hair, she looked like something out of a porn film; and beneath his robe, Paul instantly grew hard. 
 
    “Hi, Baby,” Alyssa purred from the bed. “I’ve missed you.” 
 
    “And I’ve missed you,” Paul stepped forward, reaching for the tie of his bathrobe. 
 
    “Oh no you don’t, sweetie,” Alyssa held up her hand. “You stay right there.” She winked at him. “I’ve got something special planned for tonight.”  
 
    “Oh, do you now?” Paul grinned. 
 
    “Yes,” Alyssa sat up in the bed – her enormous breasts threatening to spill out of the teddy she barely wore. “Why don’t you take a seat there,” she indicated the dresser chair by the bed, “take a sip of your drink and listen.” 
 
    Intrigued, Paul did as he was told. He settled into the hard wooden chair and gulped down two mouthfuls of his Scotch. It burned deliciously on the way down. 
 
    “I’ve been so lonely without you,” Alyssa purred, and she sat up on the bed and swivelled, so her legs were pointing at Paul. “I haven’t known what to do with myself at night.” She bit her bottom lip – and looked so fucking hot doing it.  
 
    Painstakingly slowly, Alyssa hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her thong panties and pulled them down over her hips. She had to lift her taut little bottom to let the lace slip over the globes of her ass. 
 
    “Sometimes, I get so horny, baby,” she purred. “Sometimes I can’t help myself, and I do this.” And then, with a flick of her ankle, she sent her panties flying across the room and landing on Paul’s head. 
 
    The stocky husband grinned eagerly. He pulled the panties off his head and gave them a sniff. They smelt musky – it made his cock swell. 
 
    Eagerly, he watched as Alyssa spread her legs and exposed her bare pussy to him – a tight and hairless little slit he’d paid considerable money to have electrolysis on. Still biting her lip, Alyssa gazed into Paul’s eyes and began to pleasure herself with her fingers. 
 
    “Mmmmm,” she licked her lips. “Sometimes I just get so lonely. I just wish you were here to touch me, and kiss me, and make me feel good.” Her delicately manicured fingers slid between the dewy lips of her pussy, and she began to rub her clit. “Ohhh,” she gasped, breath getting ragged. “How I miss how it was back in the old days, when we used to make love all the time.” 
 
    Paul felt a tinge of guilt at that comment. Back when they were first married – when he drove a five year old Chevy and she still had black hair and natural boobs – they found time to have sex almost every night. Now – despite her looking like a carefully crafted porn star – they were lucky to do it once a month. 
 
    “Drink up,” Alyssa insisted. “Watch me.” 
 
    So Paul eagerly drained his Scotch and watched as Alyssa closed her eyes and continued pleasuring herself. 
 
    “Oh, God,” she moaned, lifting one hand to squeeze one of her big breasts through her lace teddy. “I’ve laid awake wishing it was a tongue making me feel like this, instead of my fingers…” Her naked hips bucked. She rubbed faster. “Oh, baby…” 
 
    And then she came. 
 
    Paul’s eyes grew wide as he watched Alyssa finger herself to climax just a few feet from him. 
 
    Paul watched her arch her back, and moan in ecstasy. Then, as she came floating back down to earth, he watched his beautiful wife lift her fingers from between her legs and show them to him; they came away glistening. 
 
    “Here,” she scooted over the bed, until she was sitting on the edge. “Smell it.” She offered him her fingers. 
 
    Paul looked at her slender, elegantly-manicured fingers; glistening with her wetness. His nostrils filled with the smell of her cunt. It made his cock throb.  
 
    Alyssa then looked up, and locked eyes with her husband. She leaned forward; running her hands under his robe until they encountered the bare flesh of his thighs. 
 
    “So, baby,” she murmured, her voice making his cock swell. “You told me I could have anything I wanted for our anniversary.” 
 
    “Y-yes,” Paul nodded. “Anything.”  
 
    “Well,” she smiled like a naughty schoolgirl. “This is what I picked out for myself.” And then she pulled her hands from Paul’s thighs, swivelled around towards the bedroom door and clapped her hands together. 
 
    The bedroom door swung open. 
 
    Paul’s eyes grew wide. 
 
    Stepping through the bedroom door was a towering, naked black man. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    For a second, Paul could say nothing. 
 
    He just blinked; utterly astonished. 
 
    A stranger had just entered his bedroom. A naked stranger – skin the color of dark chocolate, and shaven head skimming the top of the doorframe. He must have been six and a half feet tall. 
 
    “This,” Alyssa turned back to Paul and smiled wickedly, “is my anniversary present. Meet Trevor.” 
 
    Paul’s mouth opened and closed, like a fishes – but no words came out. 
 
    Trevor was the most magnificent man he’d ever laid eyes on – with a body like a sculpted African warrior. Enormous shoulders, a broad, hairless chest and abs you could play like a xylophone. Every inch of his incredible physique was gleaming with oil; and it made his rippling muscles glimmer in the soft light of their bedroom. 
 
    But what was truly magnificent about him, Paul realized, was what hung from between Trevor’s sculpted, muscular thighs. He was swinging a thick, black cock as thick and veiny as one of Paul’s own forearms. 
 
    “W-what is the meaning of this?” Paul stammered. He turned desperately to Alyssa. “Is this some kind of sick joke?” 
 
    “Oh, no,” his wife purred, leaning back on the bed. “Far from it. You told me I could get anything I wanted for our anniversary.” She jerked her thumb in the direction of Trevor. “That’s what I want.” 
 
    “Y-you mean to say..?” Paul’s bottom lip was wobbling. 
 
    “I have been an utterly loyal wife to you these past five years,” Alyssa growled. “I haven’t so much as looked at another man. And how have you rewarded me?” She swept her hands up and down her body. “You’ve primped and preened me until I look like a porn star – but I spend almost every night of our marriage alone and lonely in our bed.”  
 
    Her eyes narrowed dangerously. 
 
    “And when we do have sex? Once a month or so?” Her mouth was a thin line. “I’ve had more meaningful encounters sitting on the washing machine during its spin cycle.” She shook her head. “You make me feel like a piece of meat, Paul. Like something warm and wet to stick your pathetic little dick into when you can’t be assed to masturbate.” 
 
    Paul’s eyes narrowed. 
 
    “How dare you,” he spat. 
 
    He made a move to stand and slap her; but something crazy happened. As soon as he lurched out of his chair, his legs gave out from under him; sending him crashing to the floor. 
 
    He lay sprawled on the carpet, head spinning. 
 
    “Oh, yes,” Alyssa peered down at her husband with a wry smile. “I thought you might react this way – so I took the liberty of putting a little something in your drink to help you relax.” She turned to the handsome black man standing behind the bed. “Trevor? Could you help Paul back into his seat, please?” 
 
    Paul tried to struggle, but it was as if he wasn’t driving his own body any more. All he could do was sway left and right as Trevor came padding across the carpet towards him. 
 
    A moment later, the immense black man was towering over his. 
 
    Paul whimpered. 
 
    “There, there, dear,” Alyssa said soothingly. “Let’s get you nice and comfortable and we’ll continue.” 
 
    Paul groaned as Trevor bent down and looped powerful arms under Paul’s armpits. The feeble husband was hauled upright, and dumped unceremoniously back into his chair. 
 
    “Here,” Alyssa indicated the tie to Paul’s robe. “Strap him in with that. We don’t want Husband Dear sliding out of his seat during the middle of the show.” 
 
    With a flash of bright, white teeth, Trevor pulled the tie from Paul’s robe and then looped it around his stocky torso; tightening it and tying it behind the chair’s back. 
 
    A moment later, the dazed and disorientated Paul was tied securely to the chair. 
 
    “Y-you,” he slurred, “you won’t get away with this, you bitch.” He shook his head, trying to clear it. “I’ll divorce you and leave you on the street.” Drool dripped from the corner of his mouth. “I made you, you whore. I can tear you down just as…” 
 
    Slap! 
 
    The sound of Alyssa’s palm striking Paul’s cheek rang throughout the room. 
 
    “How dare you,” she spat. “I am not a whore.” She turned to Trevor and squeezed the big, black man’s hand. “In fact, for all the five years we’ve been married, I’ve not so much as done this,” she held up their connected hands, “with another man.” 
 
    And then she leaned forward, and smiled wickedly. 
 
    “But all that’s going to change tonight…” 
 
    “Y-you bitch…” Paul groaned. 
 
    “Ha!” Alyssa stood up. “Before you get so high and mighty, husband dear, let me talk about what’s going to happen tonight, and why you’re going to sit there like a good little boy and like it.” 
 
    She stood next to Trevor; the contrast of her tanned, white skin against his chocolate complexion was dramatic.  
 
    “In a few minutes, I’m going to drag this lovely, handsome man onto the bed and you’re going to watch us fuck our brains out,” she purred.  
 
    As she did so, she ran her fingers down Trevor’s washboard abs until they met the thick, flaccid length of his cock. She reached underneath his impressive meat, to the black man’s heavy, egg-sized balls. Gently, she began to massage them. 
 
    “You’re going to watch it, and you’re going to like it,” Alyssa purred. “I haven’t been with another man – a real man – in so many years.” She reached up on tiptoes and wetly kissed Trevor on his thick lips. “This is going to be the best anniversary present I could have hoped for.” 
 
    Paul struggled to speak. “I’m gonna…” drool started running down his chin. “…divorce…” 
 
    “Oh,” Alyssa bit her lip. “The ‘d’ word? So soon?” She winked. “Honey, before you consider that – let me tell you a few things…” 
 
     She released Trevor’s enormous balls, and took a step towards Paul. 
 
    “I’m here on my own all day, every day,” Alyssa purred. “You’ve left me utterly neglected, so I’ve had to think of a few ways to entertain myself.”  
 
    The beautiful wife turned her head and blew Trevor a kiss. 
 
    “I could have just done the normal frustrated housewife thing, and started fucking my personal trainer.” She blinked, turning back to Paul. “Oh, Trevor’s my personal trainer, by the way. In case you were wondering how we met.” 
 
    She sat on the edge of the bed and peered at Paul knowingly. 
 
    “That’s what I should have been doing,” she purred, “but instead I was a good wifey, and I collected your mail and I took your calls and you know what?” 
 
    Her eyes narrowed. 
 
    “I found out a few things.” 
 
    From the dresser drawer, the beautiful wife pulled out a manila folder. 
 
    “Like these bank accounts in Bermuda,” she explained. “I’m sure the IRS would be very interested to learn about those. And these emails between you and a certain congressman – the one who passed that bill which got you that big government contract. I’m sure Fox News would be excited to see those.” 
 
    Paul turned pale. 
 
    “Honey, you might have died my hair blonde and pressured me into getting these big, fake boobs – but I’m not dumb.” Alyssa threw a curl of hair over her shoulder. “I’ve collected enough dirty laundry on you to put you out on the street – or behind bars.” 
 
    It wasn’t a bluff. The stuff about the offshore accounts and the pliant congressmen were proof of that. If Alyssa knew a quarter of the dirty stuff Paul had been involved in – had to be involved in, to make it this far – she had him over a metaphorical barrel. 
 
    “When I spoke to you last week,” his wife continued, “and you told me to buy my own fucking anniversary present, I was tempted to walk out.” She sneered: “I was all set to talk to my divorce lawyer and use this stuff to blackmail you into a settlement your grandkids will be paying me – if you ever get around to having any.” 
 
    Then her features softened. 
 
    “But then, you know what? I figured: Why?” 
 
    She gestured around the room. 
 
    “I mean, why go anywhere? I’ve got a beautiful house, beautiful clothes, I don’t have to work and you’re barely even here to get under my feet.” She turned to Paul and blew him a kiss. “In some ways, you’re the perfect husband.” 
 
    But then her smile grew narrow. 
 
    “But I have needs. And unless you want me to call us the IRS and rat you out like the worthless little tax cheat you are, you’re going to respect my needs from this point on.” 
 
    She stood up; looking magnificent in her lace teddy. Hands on her shoulders, she towered over Paul. 
 
    “My first need is to get fucked,” she hissed. “I’m a fucking beautiful woman, in the prime of my life. I deserve more than once-a-month fumblings that don’t even last as long as the commercial break.”  
 
    She leaned towards Paul and warned: “From now on, I’m going to fuck who I want, when I want – and you’re going to like it.” 
 
    She peered down menacingly at her husband. 
 
    “Do we have a deal?” 
 
    Paul looked up miserably. He realized he had no choice – that his neglect of Alyssa had positioned her to take his entire business – his entire life – into the palm of her hand. 
 
    “Y-yes,” he nodded. 
 
    “Good,” Alyssa purred. “Now be a good boy and watch.” 
 
    And with that, she turned to Trevor, and licked her lips. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    “You are a fucking beautiful man,” Alyssa breathed, as she stepped up to Trevor and pressed her palms against his broad, hairless chest. She turned to Paul. “Isn’t he a beautiful man?” 
 
    Trevor said nothing. He just leaned down to kiss her. 
 
    Their lips touched, and Alyssa melted. She devoured him; kissing the gorgeous black man aggressively; and eagerly accepting his lips and tongue. 
 
    For lingering moments, they made out; kissing passionately, like high schoolers in the back of a car. The wet sound of their lips working against each other echoed around the room; and Trevor’s soft, but impressive cock started to swell in response. 
 
    Eventually – lips puffy and glistening – Alyssa tore her mouth away and turned to her husband. 
 
    “Oh, fuck me,” she groaned. “He’s such a good kisser.” She turned back and pressed her lips against Trevor’s for another round of kissing, and then reluctantly pulled away again. “I can’t even remember the last time I kissed another man.” She turned to Paul. “You don’t even kiss me anymore. When was the last time we made out?” 
 
    She turned back to Trevor. 
 
    “Oh, God – I love making out with you.” 
 
    The powerful black man pushed her onto the bed, and Alyssa flopped down willingly onto the covers. A moment later, Trevor was on top of her; crushing her into the covers with his powerful, glistening body and kissing her passionately and aggressively. 
 
    “Oh, fuuuuck,” Alyssa groaned, at one of the moments their lips parted. “I have missed this.” And then her long, tanned legs curled around one of Trevor’s massive thighs and she began humping his leg. 
 
    Paul whimpered, watching his wife get ravished by another man. 
 
    After more time spent kissing, Trevor pulled away, gazing down at his willing lover with a smile. 
 
    With big hands, he gripped the material of her lace teddy – and pulled. 
 
    Riiiip! The fabric tore down the middle, and Alyssa’s beautiful body was exposed. 
 
    “Oh, God, yes,” she groaned, and pulled Trevor back down, until he placed his lips against Alyssa’s slender throat and started kissing. 
 
    “Oh, God,” she groaned, closing her eyes. “That’s so good.” 
 
    Trevor planted wet kisses down her throat, and then across her collarbone, and finally between her breasts. He took a moment there to kiss her massive, silicone-enhanced boobs; sucking each pert, pink nipple into his mouth. 
 
    But then he started placing kisses on her body again; down her sternum, and across her taut, flat belly. 
 
    Alyssa shuddered as Trevor adjusted his weight, kneeling between her thighs. With his big, brown hands, he grasped her thighs and spread them softly. 
 
    Alyssa bit her bottom lip as she felt cool air on her now-exposed pussy. 
 
    Then the cool air was replaced by hot breath, as Trevor lowered his head and kissed her directly on her quivering, glistening pussy. 
 
    “Oh, shiiiit.” She came immediately; like a bomb going off. Then that spasming continued as the beautiful wife left Trevor’s thick, wet tongue part the lips of her pussy and circle her throbbing clit. 
 
    “Oh, God,” Alyssa’s head flopped to one side, so she could look at Paul. “He’s eating me out, honey.” She shuddered, and gripped her boobs with her hands. “He’s licking my pussy, baby – and it feels so good.” 
 
    Alyssa’s back arched as Trevor pleasured her. 
 
    “Oh, shit,” she groaned. “Why didn’t you ever do this, Paul?” She hissed aggressively at her husband. “In all the five years we’ve been married, you never once went down on me.” 
 
    Paul just gulped, dry-mouthed. 
 
    It was an incredible sight. His gorgeous wife, splayed out on the bed, with an incredibly-muscular black man’s face buried beneath her thighs. 
 
    The sound of his wet slurps echoed through the bedroom. He was kneeling, and from between his legs Paul could see his massive erection bobbing up and down. 
 
    He was disgusted, of course. He was angry, and furious, and humiliated… 
 
    But it was also one of the most erotic sights he’d ever witnessed; like a real-life version of those x-rated pay-per-view videos he’d order in the hotel rooms he stayed in. 
 
    “Oh, shit, Paul,” Alyssa was moaning. “He’s going to make me cum, baby. He’s going to… Oh….” And then she came, on Trevor’s tongue. 
 
    Back arching, Paul’s beautiful wife climaxed in front of him; writhing and moaning like a wanton whore, as a virtual stranger feasted on her hairless pussy. 
 
    And Trevor kept licking as Alyssa came; driving her pleasure to a ridiculous peak; until she cried out for mercy and she had to push his head away. 
 
    “Oh, shit,” the beautiful blonde lay sprawled on the bed, chest heaving. “Oh my God, that was incredible.” She lifted her head, and saw Trevor poised above her. The handsome black man’s chin and lips were glistening with her juices. 
 
    “Lie back,” she ordered, and still panting from her orgasm, Alyssa struggled to sit up. 
 
    The gorgeous housewife turned to her husband as she crawled, naked, onto her hands and knees. 
 
    “I think he deserves something for that,” she purred. Then she indicated Trevor’s enormous penis – rock hard, and rearing from between his legs like a veiny tower. “Don’t you think he deserves something for that?” 
 
    Paul whimpered. 
 
    Trevor’s penis was absurdly big. It made his pale, pathetic cock seem miniscule in comparison. Up until now, his rage had been against his wife cheating on him, and letting another man touch her sexually. Now? He was feeling something else entirely. 
 
    Alyssa crawled to where Trevor was lying, and reached out to curl her fingers around his massive shaft. She started stroking it; her tiny hand pale and small in comparison. 
 
    “I can barely get my fingers around it,” she purred, turning to look teasingly at Paul. “Can you see that? My hand barely goes all the way around.” 
 
    Oh, God, thought Paul. She was going to fuck that thing. Trevor was going to ruin her. 
 
    Paul thought immediately of his own stubby little dick – which was, incidentally, standing firmly to attention beneath his robe. After being fucked by Trevor, she’d barely even feel Paul’s pathetic little cock. 
 
    In the blink of an eye, he’d gone from furious to desperate; wracked by incredible inadequacy.  
 
    “Oh, baby, look at this,” Alyssa purred, stroking Trevor’s huge cock. “Isn’t it big? Isn’t it beautiful?” With one hand, she massaged his massive, egg-sized balls. With the other, she stroked his cock until little beads of pre-cum started forming on the tip. 
 
    “Mmmmm,” Paul’s gorgeous wife purred. “I want to lick it. Shall I lick it?” 
 
    And then, looking Paul right in the eye, she stretched out her tongue and licked the bead of pre-cum straight off the tip. 
 
    Trevor nearly jumped off the bed; his hips jerking at the soft, wet sensation of Alyssa’s tongue against his cock. 
 
    “Uh, uh,” she warned, pushing the handsome black man back onto the bed. “I’m not nearly done with you yet.” And then, still staring at her husband, she opened her mouth and enveloped the top of Trevor’s cock. 
 
    Paul’s eyes grew wide. 
 
    There was his beautiful wife – his innocent little flower – with a big, black cock in her mouth. 
 
    The tip of Trevor’s cock was nearly too big for her to cram between her lips, but Alyssa persevered. She choked a little, and saliva started drooling out of her mouth as she bobbed her head up and down on Trevor’s shaft. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” the beautiful blonde eventually admitted, as she pulled her mouth away to catch her breath. “I can barely fit that in my mouth.” She wiped saliva from her chin. “I guess I was out of practice, only sucking your pathetic little cock.” 
 
    And while the words stung, Paul’s cock throbbed at the mention. 
 
    “I’m going to have to practice,” Alyssa licked her lips. “I’m going to have to do this a lot more before I’m any good at it.” She turned her head. “Hey, Trevor! Do you mind if I do this a lot more with you?” 
 
    There was an affirmative groan of pleasure from Trevor, which Paul could only assume was a “hell, yes!” 
 
    “Good,” Alyssa turned to Paul. “Let’s see how I do now.” And with that, she started sucking again. 
 
    God, it was incredible – watching this tiny, tanned white wife suck such a massive black cock. It was obscene – the sort of thing Paul had seen in porn films on the Internet, or on pay-per-view. Now it was happening in real life – just a few feet from him. 
 
    And, worst of all, it was happening with his wife. 
 
    “Mmmm,” Alyssa groaned, lifting her head from Trevor’s cock one more time. Long strands of saliva peeled away with her; connecting her lips to his glistening cock. “This tastes so good.” She looked up at Paul. “You should really taste it. It tastes amazing.”  
 
    And then a wicked glint appeared in her eyes.   
 
    “Aww, shit. Why don’t you?” 
 
    And to Paul’s horror, his beautiful wife climbed up, off the bed, and over to where he was sitting. 
 
    She sat down, straddling him. Paul looked up, still too groggy to move. 
 
    “Aww, baby,” Alyssa wiggled her hips. “I can feel your little dick, hard as a rock down there.” She winked. “Is this turning you on?” 
 
    And then she kissed him. 
 
    Her lips wet and dripping with saliva – her breath salty with the flavour of Trevor’s pre-cum – she kissed him. 
 
    “Mmmmm!” Paul struggled. “Mmmmmm!”  
 
    But then he surrendered, and let his wife make out with him. 
 
    Her lips were soft and sensuous, as he remembered them. But there was something about the wet smoothness, and the musky scent of Trevor’s cock, that was different. 
 
    “Ooooh,” Alyssa pulled her mouth away. “I felt you throb then, baby,” She stood up, and peeled back Paul’s robe. “Look at your little dick, standing to attention there!” She reached down and touched it, and Paul thought he’d cum right then and there. “Oh, fuck, baby,” Alyssa cooed. “You like this, don’t you?” 
 
    She leaned forward and kissed Paul wetly on the lips. 
 
    “If you liked that, you’re going to love this.” 
 
    And with that, she crawled back onto the bed, and flopped onto her back. 
 
    “Come here, lover boy,” she ordered; and Trevor clambered up. 
 
    The black man’s cock was straining and hard; glistening with Alyssa’s saliva. It looked like a mahogany baseball bat; gleaming in the soft light of the bedroom. 
 
    “C’mon, baby,” Alyssa demanded, lying back and spreading her legs. “Come to me.” 
 
    Trevor didn’t need much encouragement. Crawling on his hands and knees, he climbed between Alyssa’s spread-eagled thighs and started making out with her again. 
 
    “Oh, God,” she reached down between them, and her slender fingers curled around the shaft of Trevor’s massive cock. “Get closer. C’mon.”  
 
    Trevor nodded, shuffling forward and positioning himself at the entrance to Alyssa’s pussy. 
 
    She turned her head and smiled at her husband. 
 
    “You’re the only man I’ve ever slept with, Paul,” she cooed. “I think it’s about time I found out what a real cock feels like.” And with that, she turned to Trevor and slid her hands down his back, until they cupped his muscular buttocks. 
 
    “Fuck me,” she ordered. 
 
    And Trevor did. 
 
    The head of his gleaming cock was already nestled in the folds of Alyssa’s glistening pussy. With a prod, her pussy opened up like a blossoming flower, and accepted him. 
 
    “Oh, God,” she threw back her head. “It’s so fucking big!” But that didn’t stop Trevor as he sunk his cock inch-after-inch inside of her. 
 
    Paul’s eyes widened. 
 
    His wife was tiny. How could her body even accept all that hard, veiny meat? 
 
    But it did. Inch after inch of Trevor’s cock opened her up until he’d sunk balls-deep inside Paul’s wife. 
 
    “Oh, Jesus,” Alyssa was gasping. “It’s like there’s a fucking iron bar inside of me.” She turned her head and looked at Paul. “It feels so fucking good, honey.” And then Trevor began to thrust, and the next noises out of her mouth weren’t even words. 
 
    Trevor fucked Alyssa with slow, even strokes – pulling his immense shaft out of her tight depths almost to the tip, and then plunging back inside of her again. 
 
    “Oh, God, it’s amazing,” Alyssa groaned. “It feels so good.” She turned to Paul again. “Is this what I’ve been missing all these years?” She laughed. “Compared to Trevor, I could barely feel your pathetic little dick.” 
 
    Trevor hunched his back and started pounding Alyssa hard and fast. She wrapped her arms around his shoulders and urged him on.  
 
    “Fuck me! Yes! That’s right!” She slid her hands down Trevor’s back and dug her nails into his tight backside. “C’mon, you fucking beautiful man. Fuck me!” 
 
    And Trevor did as instructed. 
 
    The bed creaked as it rocked back and forth. The headboard banged against the wall. Alyssa’s breath grew louder and more ragged. 
 
    “Oh, shit,” she started moaning. “That’s the spot! That’s it! Keep doing that!” And then she lifted her head, dug her teeth into Trevor’s shoulder and cried out: “I’m cumming!”  
 
    Alyssa’s orgasm was long and intense, and she clung to Trevor like a limpet. He never stopped fucking her, though – the sound of their hips making a fleshy slapping noise as they pounded together, and each thrust driving Alyssa’s orgasm longer and harder. 
 
    Eventually, the beautiful blond wife flopped back onto the bed; her body glistening in sweat. 
 
    “I-I can’t take any more,” she ordered. “Do me from behind.” 
 
    Trevor nodded. 
 
    With a wet ‘slurp’ he knelt up; his rock-hard, gleaming cock sliding from Alyssa’s tight, wet cunt. 
 
    Gasping for breath, the beautiful wife rolled over and hauled herself onto her elbows and knees. She lifted her pert little ass in the air; like a horny bunny ready for mounting. 
 
    Trevor crawled behind her, and grabbed her tan hips in his big, black hands. 
 
    Grasping the root of his dick, he aimed the tip between the folds of Alyssa’s dripping pussy, and slid his cock up and down a little to tease her. 
 
    “Oh, fuck me,” she demanded, wiggling her bottom at him. “Fuck me, please.”  
 
    Chuckling, Trevor did as instructed. He pushed his hips forward and Alyssa’s pussy eagerly swallowed his incredibly long shaft. 
 
    “Oh, wow,” the beautiful wife turned her head to look at Paul, even as her whole body was rocked back and forth by Trevor’s thrusts. “This feels amazing. He’s getting me from a whole other angle.” The wet slapping of Trevor’s hips against Alyssa’s ass echoed through the room. “This must be what they call the g-spot.” 
 
    For a while, Paul just sat and watched the wildly erotic sight of his beautiful wife getting pounded, hard, from behind. Again, it was like something out of a porno – except this time his gorgeous wife was playing the starring role. 
 
    “Oh, shit, he’s getting bigger,” Alyssa told her husband, as her hands balled into fists and she gripped the covers for support. “I think he’s about to cum.” She looked over her shoulder. “Are you about to cum, baby?” 
 
    Trevor nodded. 
 
    Alyssa turned back to Paul and bit her bottom lip, like a naughty schoolgirl. 
 
    “I’ve been bad,” she told him. “You and I so rarely have sex, I stopped taking the pill.” She humped her ass back against Trevor’s thrusts. “In fact, I think I’m at the fertile part of my cycle right now.” 
 
    She was really thrusting back now; fucking him as much as Trevor was fucking her. 
 
    “If I let this big, black stud blow his load in me, you know what that might mean, right?” She wiggled her hips provocatively. “I know we never talked about having kids, but this might be when that decision gets made for us.” 
 
    Paul struggled to get free, but his body still wasn’t responding. 
 
    Was she serious? As if fucking some black stranger wasn’t bad enough, she was now going to risk getting knocked up by him? 
 
    “Oh, shit, I can feel it building,” Alyssa groaned. “He’s going to cum in me any second. You don’t want me to get pregnant, do you?” 
 
    Paul whimpered. 
 
    “I didn’t think so,” Alyssa purred. “So here’s what we do. The moment he’s cum in me?” She narrowed her eyes and smiled. “You’re going to have to eat it out.” 
 
    Paul’s heart skipped a beat. 
 
    “Get ready,” she ordered. “Here it comes.” 
 
    And it did. 
 
    Burying himself up to the balls in the wet, willing wife, Trevor came. 
 
    With a groan, he felt his egg-sized balls contract and hot, powerful spurts of cum jet deep inside Alyssa’s fertile body.  
 
    “Oh, shit,” she groaned. “I can feel it!” She closed her eyes and came, loudly and spontaneously, at the sensation of being filled with warm, wet seed. 
 
    Trevor stayed buried in Paul’s wife until his balls were well and truly emptied, and then he reluctantly pulled his cock from her tightness. It slithered out inch by inch like a glistening snake; and when it finally flopped free, it was followed by a deluge of cum which ran like a creamy river down Alyssa’s thighs. 
 
    “Oh, shit,” Alyssa panicked, rolling onto her back. “You’d better come over here, Paul.” When she saw he could barely move, she snapped at Trevor: “Get him over here.” 
 
    Nodding, the sweaty black man climbed off the bed, untied Paul and hefted him up. 
 
    A moment later, the woozy businessman found himself on his knees, between Alyssa’s legs. 
 
    “Here,” she was scooting her hips up, and as Paul raised his head, he found himself staring right at Alyssa’s hairless, freshly-fucked pussy. “You gotta eat it out of me, baby,” she ordered. “Every drop. You don’t want me getting pregnant, do you?” 
 
    And Paul didn’t. He really didn’t. He had enough of a hard time explaining to his parents that he and Alyssa weren’t ready for kids yet. He’d dread a conversation in which he had to explain that not only had they changed their minds, but their first baby was going to be brown. 
 
    So gulping, Paul peered down at Alyssa’s cum-filled snatch and sought the courage to do what had to be done. 
 
    “Oh, God,” Alyssa groaned, throwing her head back as she felt Paul’s lips and tongue on her pussy. “That’s the stuff!” She felt his tongue lick her cleft. “Damn, why did you never do this to me before?” 
 
    But Paul wasn’t focused on pleasure. He was concentrating on cleaning his wife’s pussy. Drools of cum were already rolling down between her taut butt cheeks; and the first thing Paul did was extended his tongue and lick the rivulets of cum clean up. 
 
    They tasted salty and strong; far more so than the one or two occasions in his life when he’d tasted his own cum (c’mon. Every guy gets curious.) 
 
    Next, Paul sucked at Alyssa’s pussy; and was rewarded with stringy globs of cum, which he eagerly sucked into his mouth and forced himself to swallow. Then, finally, after cleaning every fold of her pussy, his lips and tongue lifted to pay attention to her clit. 
 
    “Oh, wow,” Alyssa flopped on the bed like a fish out of water. “That’s the stuff.” She looked up at Trevor, who was now sitting idle on the bed. “Hey, big boy – can you be a darling and give my husband his reward for this?” 
 
    Trevor nodded. 
 
    Moments later, Paul felt a shadow fall across him. There he was, on his hands and knees, devouring his wife’s pussy – when suddenly, Trevor was towering over him. 
 
    To his shock, horror and (he was shameful to admit) arousal, he suddenly felt Trevor’s hands on his body. 
 
    The big, black man’s hand reached between his buttocks to squeeze his balls, and then stroke the tiny shaft of his rock-hard cock. 
 
    “Mmmmm,” Paul groaned, as Trevor started to stroke him off. “Mmmm!” 
 
    But the crowning moment came when Trevor’s other hand cupped one of Paul’s buttocks. The husband’s eyebrows raised as he heard Trevor slurp and lick one of his big, black fingers – and then Paul felt it pressed against the wrinkled starfish of his ass. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” Alyssa was lying on the covers, watching Trevor molest her husband. “That’s fucking good.”  
 
    And it was – because within minutes, Trevor was sliding his finger into Paul’s tightly-clenched ass and the humiliated husband was, instantly, spurting hot wetness onto the carpet beneath him. 
 
    He carried on licking – driving Alyssa to a forth and final orgasm as he did so – but the damage was done. Within the blink of an eye, he’d gone from a jet-setting alpha male to a cuckolded sex toy – good only for Alyssa and her lover’s enjoyment. 
 
    And the weirdest thing? As Paul slumped into the wet spot he’d just created on the covers, he realized he didn’t hate that idea. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    You’re My Little Bitch! 
 
      
 
    “Baby, I want to tie you up.” 
 
    In all the years Sean had been married to Katie, that was the first time he’d ever heard her say that – and what made it even more surprising was that he’d thought his gorgeous wife was mad at him. 
 
    They were lying in bed on a Thursday night, watching TV in sullen silence. Sean figured he was in the doghouse after the night before – when, during sex, he’d made a number of very serious mistakes. 
 
    First had been while they were making out – when he’d sunk his teeth just a little too hard into his wife’s neck and left a big, obvious hickey on her throat. 
 
    “You asshole!” Kate had screamed. “I have a job interview tomorrow! How do you think it’s going to look when I walk into that office with a fucking love bite on my neck? Like some kind of horny fucking teenager?” 
 
    “Woah, babe, I’m sorry,” Sean rolled his eyes. “I was just, y’know, trying to show you how sexy I think you are.” And then he said the words that he’d later come to regret. “It was a misunderstanding, okay?” 
 
    But then he crossed the line more seriously, when they were in the midst of some hot and heavy doggy-style sex. 
 
    Sean had looked down at his big dick sliding in and out of Kate’s delicious pussy, and grew fixated on the tight little pink knot of her asshole. He and Kate had enjoyed anal sex many times before – maybe tonight was the night for some more. 
 
    “Owwwwww!” Kate was not impressed when Sean pulled his cock from her pussy on the outward stroke and aimed it an inch higher on the way back in. “Owwww! That’s the wrong hole, you idiot!” 
 
    A sensible man would have apologized, but Sean just kept pushing – ignoring Kate’s wail of discomfort and forcing her tight little ass open. She’d get into it, he figured. She loved anal. 
 
    But his predicition didn’t come true.  
 
    “Ow! Ow! Stop!” 
 
    By the time Sean realized that Kate was not going to change her mind half way through, and that anal really was off the cards that night, it was too late.  
 
    His cock was already half way in her tight little tush, and he knew the moment he removed it, she’d likely whip around, slap him in the face and send him to sleep on the couch faster than he could pull his boxer shorts back on. 
 
    So Sean did the unthinkable – he just kept going. 
 
    Gripping Kate’s hips, he kept thrusting; the slickness of her wet pussy on his cock giving him just enough lubrication to squeeze himself into her tight ass. 
 
    “Ow! Get it out!” 
 
    Sean ignored her cries, and kept thrusting desperately; driving himself to climax. When he finally let Kate go, he knew their sexy time would be over – so he was going to make sure she didn’t send him away with blue balls. 
 
    “Oh, I’m cumming,” Sean groaned, as he continued pounding Kate’s plundered ass. He held onto her like she was a scrawling wildcat, until his cock finally popped from her tight tush and he spurted hot, wet jets all over her round ass. 
 
    Slap! 
 
    As soon as he’d let go of her, Kate walloped him. 
 
    “You fucking asshole,” she screamed, clutching her tortured rump. “I said no! What part of no did you not understand?” 
 
    “It was a misunderstanding,” Sean repeated. 
 
    The idiot. 
 
    As a result, Sean had slept on the couch for the rest of the night – and the next day, in addition to a sore bottom, Kate had been forced to wear a scarf around her neck to cover the hickey he’d given her.  
 
    From the silent treatment she’d given him on when she’d got home, it was obvious she hadn’t forgiven him for either transgressions. 
 
    Or, at least, he thought she hadn’t forgiven him. 
 
    But just as The Daily Show was ending, Kate rolled over in bed, looked Sean deep in his eyes and murmured: “I want to tie you up.” 
 
    Sean blinked. 
 
    “You what?” 
 
    Kate shuffled over on the bed, until she was half-lying on his chest. She kissed Sean wetly on the mouth, looked him in the eye again and murmured: “I want to tie you up.” 
 
    Sean grinned. 
 
    “Woah, babe. I thought you were mad at me.” 
 
    “Mad?” She kissed him again. “How can I stay mad at you, baby?” And then she bit her lip, in that adorable way which instantly got Sean’s dick as hard as a crow bar. 
 
    “So,” Kate asked, in her cutest baby-girl voice. “Can I tie you up?” 
 
    Sean laughed a little nervously. 
 
    “You’ve never asked to do that before.” 
 
    “Awww,” Kate bit her lip again, and looked downwards in a mock display of innocence. “I was just wanting to tie my big, strong man up so I can ride him like a rodeo pony.” 
 
    Sean’s eyes grew wide. 
 
    “I like the sound of that, baby.” 
 
    “So…” She started sliding her body over his, kissing him lightly on the lips. “Can I do it? Can I, honey?” 
 
    Sean laughed. 
 
    “Sure! But where are you going to…” 
 
    Click! 
 
    Seemingly from nowhere, Kate had produced a pair of handcuffs. In a single, fluid motion she clamped them over Sean’s wrists and then connected them to the bedpost. 
 
    “Woah!” Sean’s eyes grew wide. “Where were you hiding those?” 
 
    Click! 
 
    “Same place I was hiding these, baby.” With a triumphant grin, Kate chained Sean’s other wrist to the opposite bed post with a second pair of handcuffs. 
 
    “Wow,” a little awkwardly, Sean rattled the handcuffs. “W-where you planning this, baby?” 
 
    Kate laughed, and climbed up onto her knees. 
 
    “You bet I was, baby,” she grinned, and then she grabbed the waistband of Sean’s sweatpants and pulled them down. 
 
    Sean laughed a little nervously, as his wife wrenched off his pants and threw them over her shoulder. He was now lying on the bed wearing only a t-shirt – naked from the waist down. 
 
    “Here,” Kate purred, picking up one of the pillows. “Put this under your butt.” 
 
    “W-what’s going on?” Sean laughed nervously. 
 
    “Just lift your ass, baby,” Kate blew him a kiss. “It’ll make it easier for me to kiss it.” 
 
    Sean grinned. 
 
    Lifting his backside, he let Kate slide one of the pillows under it – and then he found himself lying awkwardly and uncomfortably with his ass in the air and the blood rushing to his head. 
 
    “What are you doing?” Kate had suddenly grabbed one of Sean’s ankles, and tugged it hard. He struggled as she wrapped it in rope or something and strapped his ankle firmly to the bedrail. 
 
    “O-ow,” Sean struggled. “Babe, that’s not comfortable.” His legs were spread uncomfortably wide now, and he was self-conscious about his naked cock and balls being so prominently on display. 
 
    “Relax, baby,” Kate purred, and she bent her head to give Sean’s flaccid cock a gentle kiss. It throbbed at the soft touch of her lips. “You’re going to love this.” 
 
    Sean threw his head back as Kate kissed his cock once, twice and then a third time. Despite the uncomfortable situation, it started to fill with blood. 
 
    “That’s my baby,” Kate purred. “Now just stay put.” 
 
    Sean laughed and rattled the handcuffs. 
 
    “Like I could do anything else!” 
 
    Meanwhile, Kate rolled to the other side of the bed, grabbed Sean’s other ankle and yanked his legs apart further. 
 
    “Oh, man!” Sean struggled to stop her strapping his other leg down, but it was impossible to stop her. 
 
    A moment later, he was totally helpless – tied in a giant “x” shape on the bed, with a pillow under his backside lifting his hips – and, by extension, his bare cock and balls – up into the air. 
 
    “That’s good, baby,” Kate clambered up onto her knees again, and viewed her handiwork. “That’s just how I want you.” 
 
    “O-okay,” Sean sounded nervous. “Now what?” 
 
    “Now what?” Kate grinned. “Now, how about this?” 
 
    And she slid off the bed and walked to the wardrobe. 
 
    Sean turned his head to watch her; powerless to move. 
 
    Kate was wearing a ratty old t-shirt and sweat pants – she same sort of thing as Sean wore to bed. However, as Sean watched, she pulled the t-shirt off, over her head, and let her big, beautiful breasts swing free. 
 
    “I’m liking the look of this,” Sean grinned. 
 
    Kate ignored him, and pulled down her sweatpants; until she was deliciously naked. 
 
    Then, swinging open the wardrobe door, she reached inside. 
 
    “I’ve been saving these for a special occasion,” she grinned, as she pulled out a Victoria’s Secret bag. “But I guess today is as good as any.” 
 
    And then, eyes wide, Sean watched her change. 
 
    From the bag, she pulled out a sexy black teddy negligee, and sheer black stockings with bows at the toy. Slowly – teasingly – she dressed in them, and then did a little twirl to show off to Sean. 
 
    “W-wow,” he murmured appreciatively. “You look gorgeous.” 
 
    “I know I do,” she winked. Then she crossed to the other side of the room, and Sean had to flop his head to the other side to be able to watch her. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Making myself beautiful,” Kate said cheerfully – sitting down in front of her mirror and pulling out her makeup case. 
 
    Before she opened it, though, she reached for her phone and quickly tapped out a text message. 
 
    “Who are you texting?” Sean demanded. 
 
    Kate turned to him and narrowed her eyes. 
 
    “None of your business,” she growled, before hitting send and smiling mischievously. Then she turned back to her dresser and started applying her makeup. 
 
    Sean struggled against the handcuffs and ties. He was increasingly uncomfortable – stretched out on the bed like it was a rack, with his crotch jutting obscenely up into the air. 
 
    “I thought we were going to fool around,” he complained. “Let me out of here if you’re just going to do your makeup.” 
 
    “Sssh,” Kate span in her cheer and hissed. “This is all for your benefit, so be a good boy and shut up.” 
 
    “For my benefit?” Sean jerked his crotch up and down. “If you want to benefit me, I’ve got something more useful that you can do with your lips than apply lipstick to them.” 
 
    Kate rolled her eyes, and turned back to the mirror. 
 
    For the next few minutes, she carefully applied her makeup – eyeliner, and lipstick and foundation – until when she looked around, even Sean gasped. 
 
    “You look beautiful,” he told me. 
 
    Kate smiled. 
 
    Still smiling, the lingerie-clad wife crawled onto the bed between Sean’s spread legs. She knelt down between them and her hands stroked Sean’s thighs. 
 
    He grinned, and his flaccid cock gave a little throb. 
 
    “Awwww,” Kate reached up and started to stroke his soft dick. “Was this poor little thing feeling all lonely?” 
 
    “It’s not so little,” Sean reminded her – but she ignored him. 
 
    “Was it needing a little love and attention?” Her fingertips traced a path up and down his flaccid cock, and it shifted and swelled as blood began to race into it.  
 
    “Poor baby,” Kate leaned down and gave Sean’s growing cock a little peck. It swelled almost instantly, and started to lift up from where it was lying limply on Sean’s stomach. Kate grinned at the reaction, and curled her fingers around it to start stroking his growing hard-on. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” Sean threw back his head. “That’s the stuff.” And then he moaned in pleasure as he felt Kate’s wet, sucking lips envelope his cock. Looking up, he saw her eagerly swallow his shaft up to the balls, and then felt the unbelievable intensity of her tongue swirling around the head of his swollen cock. 
 
    “Mmmmm,” eventually, licking her lips, Kate pulled her mouth away from his cock. “Was that worth waiting for, baby?” 
 
    “Oh, fuck yes,” Sean nodded. 
 
    “Well, lie back – I’ve got a surprise for you.” And with that, she clambered up onto her knees, and straddled Sean’s hips. 
 
    Reaching between her legs, she aimed his hard cock for the entrance to her pussy. She wasn’t wearing panties underneath the sexy black teddy, so there was nothing separating his hard shaft from her soft, dewy pussy lips. The moment they touched, both Sean and Kate moaned in pleasure. 
 
    Kate slid the head of Sean’s cock between her pussy lips, and ran the head of his dick up and down between them until he was wet enough for her to sink down onto his hardness. 
 
    Her pussy opened like a flower, accepting each and every inch as she lowered herself onto his big cock. Within seconds, Sean was buried to the balls inside his sexy wife; and she started rocking back and forth in his lap. 
 
    “Oh, my God,” Sean moaned. “That’s so fucking sexy.” 
 
    “Yeah,” Kate bit her lip, and laid her hands flat against Sean’s chest so she could ride him hard and deep and fast. “I was so turned on at the thought of riding you, like you were a helpless little show pony.” 
 
    Sean was so turned on, he didn’t even mind the “little pony” reference. 
 
    “Oh, God,” Kate moaned, as she ground her ass into Sean’s lap. “This feels so good.” She looked down at her tied-up husband and purred: “This will really get me in the mood.” 
 
    “Mood?” Sean groaned. “What mood?” 
 
    “Well,” Kate purred, as she continued to ride Sean’s straining cock. “You know how you always wanted a threesome, baby?” 
 
    Sean’s eyes widened. 
 
    “Yeah,” he nodded, imagining his wife was about to launch into some sexy dirty talk while she rode him. 
 
    “Well,” Kate groaned, “I arranged something even better.”  
 
    “W-what?” Sean looked up at his wife, but she was too busy concentrating on her own pleasure to pay much attention. 
 
    “Y-yeah,” Kate groaned, as she worked her body on top of Sean’s hard cock. “T-they should be here in a couple of minutes. In fact…” 
 
    And saying that, reluctantly, Kate lifted herself off Sean’s straining cock. 
 
    A moment later she was sitting on the bed – and Sean was left still tied to the mattress – hips stuck in the hair and his straining erection pointed angrily up at the ceiling fan hanging above his head. 
 
    “Aww, baby,” Kate mewed, stroking Sean’s straining cock, which was still glistening with her juices. “Did you want to blow a big, fat load in my pussy?” 
 
    “Y-yes,” Sean nodded desperately. 
 
    “Awww,” his wife turned to him and wagged her finger disapprovingly. “You don’t get to do that… yet.” And as she said that, she reached behind her, and pulled out a black rubber band from underneath the mattress. 
 
    “W-what’s that?” Sean’s eyes grew wide as he watched Kate stretch the band wide, and lower it over his straining erection, right underneath the balls. 
 
    With a snap! she released it, and the black band snapped shut around the base of Sean’s cock. 
 
    “Mmmm,” Kate lowered her head, and started sucking Sean’s cock again. He groaned at the sensation. After a couple of seconds of delicious sucking, Kate looked up and purred: “That band is just there to keep you nice and hard, baby. Look, it even has a vibrator built in.” And reaching under Sean’s balls, she pressed a nub on the rubber band and it started vibrating with a low-pitched buzz. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” Sean squirmed against his bonds. The vibrations were driving him crazy. Along with the constricting black band, they were making his cock swollen, veiny and harder than it ever had been in his life. 
 
    “Mmmmm,” Kate crawled over in the bed, until she was crouched over Sean’s face. “You’ll need that big, hard cock for when the doorbell rings.” 
 
    “D-doorbell? Listen, who did you invite?” Sean tried to lift his head up. His mind was racing – was Kate serious? Did she really invite somebody over to fulfil all those dirty fantasies they’d both talked about during sex? 
 
    Kate bit her lip, putting on an adorable expression of guilt and arousal. 
 
    “Who do you think it’s going to be, baby? Our friend Lynn? That girl Melanie? You know they’re both horny little bitches… I could have clicked my fingers and they’d have been in this bed.” 
 
    Sean grinned. Lynn and Melanie were divorced friends of Kate – neither as attractive as Kate was, but both hot enough to make the potential of a threesome exciting. 
 
    Kate saw the excitement in his eyes. She leaned forward and kissed Sean wetly on the mouth – using her other hand to stroke his massively engorged, veiny cock with the other. 
 
    Ding dong! 
 
    The doorbell chimed.  
 
    “Oooh!” Kate’s eyes lit up. “That’ll be them.” She slid off the bed. “Don’t go anywhere!” 
 
    Sean rolled his eyes and made the chains to the handcuffs rattle: “As if!” 
 
    A moment later, Kate was out of the bedroom and Sean was left alone – tied up and helpless. 
 
    His mind raced. 
 
    Why had Kate invited over? Curvy Lynn, with her sexy eyes? Or thin and wiry Melanie, who had a tight little ass that Sean had been longing to squeeze for as long as he’d known her? 
 
    It never once occurred to Sean to wonder why Kate was suddenly making his fantasies come true with the promise of a threesome – especially after his behavior the night before. He was just excited at the prospect. 
 
    Or, at least, he was until the bedroom door swung open. 
 
    “Hi, baby,” Kate padded back in, in her sexy negligee. “Did you miss me?” She turned around and beckoned in two strangers. “These are the guests I was telling you about.” 
 
    It wasn’t Lynn. It wasn’t Melanie. 
 
    Instead, swaggering through the bedroom door came two big, hulking black men. 
 
    Sean’s eyes grew wide. 
 
    “What the fuck?” 
 
    They looked like football players, or body builders. Both hulking, six-and-a-half feet tall and with skin the color or rich, dark chocolate. 
 
    “Honey, this is Clyde,” Kate indicated the taller of the two big, black men, “and this is Raymond. I met them at the gym.” She winked playfully. “Handsome fellas, aren’t they?” 
 
    “What the fuck?” Sean repeated, and struggled against the handcuffs tying him to the bed. “Who the fuck are these two assclowns?” He turned to the one called Clyde and roared: “Get the fuck outta here!” 
 
    “Awww,” Kate pouted. “I thought you’d be excited, baby. You always said you wanted a threesome.” She turned, stood on tip toes and gave Clyde a kiss on his thick lips. “Instead, you get a foursome, you lucky dog.” As she said that, she kissed Raymond on the lips as well.” 
 
    “Get these fuckers out of my house!” Sean yelled. “When I get loose I’m gonna…” 
 
    “Uh oh,” Kate shook her head. “Such a temper.” She turned to Cylde. “Can you do anything about that?” 
 
    The intimidating man called Clyde smiled; which resembled the look a hungry Rottweiler gives a porkchop. 
 
    “Sure thing, honey.” And with two strides, he’d crossed the room. 
 
    “Get the fuck away frouuuumppph!” Sean’s angry screaming was suddenly muffled by Clyde’s big, calloused hand clamping across the white man’s mouth. 
 
    “Ah, that’s better,” Kate breathed. She padded over to where Sean was lying, and looked in her husband’s confused and frightened eyes and he lay struggling on the bed. 
 
    “Honey, you wanted a threesome… Well, here it is.” She winked. “You should be careful what you wish for.” 
 
    Sean’s eyes grew wide. 
 
    “Go on,” Kate saw the comprehension on her husband’s face, and turned to Clyde. “Take your hand away.” 
 
    The big black man nodded, and lifted his palm. 
 
    Sean gasped for air, then turned desperately to Kate and stammered: “B-but when I said threesome I meant with another girl.” 
 
    “Really?” Kate purred. 
 
    “YES!” Sean wailed. 
 
    “Awwww,” Kate smiled, stroking his chin. “I guess this was a misunderstanding.” 
 
    Misunderstanding? 
 
    Sean’s face drained of color. He suddenly realized what was going on. This was Kate’s revenge for the night before – for his “misunderstanding”. 
 
    “K-Kate,” he stammered. “Kate, baby. We don’t have to do this, okay? I don’t want to do this. Stop, okay?” 
 
    Kate leaned over, until she was close enough to Sean’s face to kiss him. But she didn’t. 
 
    “Do you remember when I said ‘stop’ last night?” She asked. “What did you do?” 
 
    Sean’s stomach flipped. He remembered what he’d done when he’d pressed his dick into Kate’s ass the night before, and she’d demanded he stop. He’d carried on regardless. 
 
    And, suddenly, he realized that Kate was going to do exactly the same thing. 
 
    “So are you going to be a good boy?” Kate asked, giving Clyde a signal to hold his palm over her husband’s mouth again. “Or do I need to get the ball gag out from under the bed?” 
 
    Sean shook his head desperately. 
 
    “Good,” Kate smiled, stroking his cheek. 
 
    She turned to Clyde and Raymond. 
 
    “Boys, before we begin – I want to make sure my worthless spouse here knows his place.” She crossed the room to her dresser, and picked up the makeup case she had used earlier.  
 
    Carrying it over to the bed, she started selecting items from it. 
 
    “Last night, my husband had the audacity to stick it in my ass without permission. I guess he thought he was the “big man” and all that.” She pulled out a lipstick, and twisted the end until the tip appeared. “Well, now I have two real “big men” in the room, and my little Sean needs to learn his place.” 
 
    Sean’s eyes widened as Kate leaned over him with the lipstick. 
 
    “Now, pucker up.” 
 
    “The fuck I will!” Sean hissed – or, at least, he did; until Clyde stepped over, grabbed his chin and squeezed. 
 
    Lips trapped in a pout, Sean was powerless to prevent Kate smearing them with lipstick. 
 
    “This is my favorite shade,” she winked at Clyde. “Sean calls it my ‘cocksucking lipstick.’” She bent her head and kissed her husband’s cheek. “I guess he’ll find out for himself now, won’t he.” 
 
    She straightened up, and peered down at her helpless husband. 
 
    “One more detail,” she decided – and crossing back to the other side of the room, she opened up the wardrobe and reached inside. 
 
    “Help me with his legs, Raymond.” 
 
    The big, black man nodded – and Kate stepped over to the bed and revealed what she’d pulled from the wardrobe: A pair of black, nylon stockings. 
 
    “You won’t feel like such a big man with these pretty stockings on, will you?” Kate asked, untying one of Sean’s legs. 
 
    He tried to kick free as soon as the rope loosened – but Raymond grabbed his ankle in one hand and held it firm. 
 
    That allowed Kate to slip the stocking over his toes, and then unroll it inch by inch up his hairy leg; until the elastic snapped shut mid-way up his thigh. 
 
    A moment later, she was tying his leg back down. 
 
    “Let’s do the other side, shall we?” 
 
    It didn’t take long. Within minutes, Sean was tied up securely again – only this time his naked legs were wrapped in black nylon stockings. 
 
    “Awwww,” Kate purred, running her hand up Sean’s stocking-clad leg. “What a pretty little bitch you make.” She stroked his straining cock; still standing to attention thanks to the vibrating cock ring. “And what a big, beautiful cock you have.” 
 
    She bent her head to kiss it. 
 
    “I hope it’s going to stay big and hard through the whole show.” And then, with a devilish wink at her husband, Kate hissed: “Now lie back and watch.” 
 
    And with that, Kate stepped back and turned to Clyde and Raymond. 
 
    “So, my beautiful boys. My handsome hubby here is now kind of a captive audience. Let’s give him a show, yes?” 
 
    And with that, she stood up on tiptoes and pressed her lips hard against Raymond’s mouth. 
 
    The big black guy responded by sweeping Kate up in his arms and kissing her passionately back. Meanwhile, Cylde stepped up behind her and wrapped his arms around her waist – bending her head to kiss her throat. 
 
    “Mmmm,” Sandwiched between the two men, Kate’s voice was muffled. “This is nice.” 
 
    Sean watched with horror as these two huge guys mauled and made out with his wife – kissing her neck, and shoving their tongue down her throat. Clyde pawed at her big, round breasts through her sheer black negligee. Meanwhile, Raymond stuck his fingers under the hem of her negligee and Kate moaned in pleasure as they pressed against her pussy. 
 
    “Mmmm,” Kate reluctantly pulled her mouth away from Raymond’s, and licked her lips. “You’re a good kisser.” She looked over her shoulder. “That cocksucker there? He doesn’t even bother making out with me anymore.” 
 
     “Dayum,” Raymond had a deep, low, gravelly voice. “That’s a crying shame. You kiss beautifully – and every time you kiss me, it makes me think of all the other things your lips must feel good doing.” 
 
    “Yum,” Kate blushed. Then she turned to Sean and said: “Where you listening to that? He’s smooth, that Raymond. Did you see what he did? That’s how you get a girl to want to give you a blowjob – not beg for it half way through a football game.” 
 
    Sean’s cheeks burned. 
 
    “Tell you what, baby,” Kate turned back to Raymond. “How about we show my husband just what sort of results a smooth tongue will get you.” 
 
    Giving Sean another teasing glance, Kate slid onto her knees in front of Raymond and started unbuckling his pants. 
 
    Sean watched, horrified, as his wife opened up the big, black man’s Dickie jeans and reached her tiny hand inside. 
 
    “Oh, wow!” Her eyes widened. “Guess what I’ve found in here!” And from his open pants, she wrestled an enormous, half-hard black cock. 
 
    Sean gulped. It was huge – easily twice as long and thick as his not-unimpressive dick; and it clearly wasn’t even hard yet. 
 
    “Oh, baby,” Kate was cooing, holding the heavy cock in one hand, and stroking it like it was a puppy with the other. “I can barely fit my hands around it.” She turned to look up at Sean. “Isn’t this a big, beautiful cock, baby?” 
 
    Clyde was unbuckling his own pants. 
 
    “If you think that’s impressive, honey,” he growled, his voice just as deep and threatening as Raymond’s, “get a load of this.” 
 
    And from his pants he pulled out his own immense cock – swinging it too and fro like it was a mahogany baseball bat. 
 
    “Mmmm,” still kneeling down, Kate reached over to stroke Clyde’s huge cock. “Look at this big, beautiful dicks.” Again, she turned to Sean. “When you dreamed of a threesome, I bet you didn’t think I’d be having it with two big, beautiful cocks like this, eh?” 
 
    Turning back to Raymond, Kate started pulling down his open pants – helping the big, black man step out of them until he was naked from the waist down. 
 
    “Ohh,” Kate moaned, lifting her hand to caress Raymond’s heavy, avocado-sized balls. “Look at these.” She gazed up into the handsome black man’s eyes. “Are these big, beautiful balls full of cum for me?” 
 
    “Damn right, baby,” Raymond nodded. 
 
    “Mmmm,” Kate bent her head and started licking – running her tongue all the way across Raymond’s balls, and then up his massive shaft until her little pink tongue was swirling around the swollen head of his immense cock. 
 
    Raymond groaned in pleasure, and stroked Kate’s hair. 
 
    “Aww, shit,” Clyde dropped his pants, and kicked them aside. Then he tore off his t-shirt and stood, hulking and naked, over Sean’s wife. “Can I get in on that?” 
 
    With a wet-sounding “pop” Kate let the head of Raymond’s dick burst from between her lips, and turned to Clyde. His huge, hard cock was bobbing up and down in front of her face. 
 
    “Why, of course you can, honey,” she winked, and reached out to start stroking his huge, black shaft. 
 
    On the bed, Sean watched with a mixture of horror and arousal as his sexy wife knelt in front of these two huge men and lovingly worshipped their cocks with her mouth. 
 
    The wet sound of slurping echoed through the room, as Kate sucked Clyde’s cock and stroked Raymond’s shaft, then swapped positions to lick and slurp on Ray’s impressive dick and slather her saliva up and down the thick root of Clyde’s cock with her hand. 
 
    “Man,” Raymond looked up. “Your wife sucks cock like a fucking champ.” 
 
    “Yeah, dawg,” Clyde nodded, stroking Kate’s hair as her head bobbed up and down on his straining shaft. “If I’d known she could do this, I’d have cornered her in the locker room at the gym a long time ago.” 
 
    With another wet “pop” Kate released Clyde’s dick from her mouth.  
 
    “Well, what’s stopping you, honey?” She purred, gazing up at him lovingly. “I’m all yours from now on.” She turned to her husband. “You don’t mind that, baby, do you? If I get down on my knees for this handsome stud whenever he needs his big, beautiful dick sucked?” 
 
    When Sean failed to respond, Kate just smiled. 
 
    She pushed the two men back and clambered to her feet. 
 
    “Okay, boys,” the beautiful wife moaned, stepping over to the bed. “You’ve had your fun. Now it’s my turn.” And with that, she bent over the bed and offered up her curvy ass – barely covered by the thin material of her negligee. 
 
    Looking over her shoulder at the two hard, hung men standing behind her, Kate called: “C’mon. This tight little cooch isn’t going to fuck itself.” She wiggled her butt invitingly at them. 
 
    Sean’s eyes widened. 
 
    “Oh, God, no!” 
 
    Kate was bent over the bed, with her face just a foot away from his. She leaned in closer, and murmured: “What’s wrong, baby? You don’t want them to stick it in my hot, wet hole?” She wiggled her butt again. “Well, I didn’t want you to stick it in my ass last night – and look how that turned out.” 
 
    As she said that, Raymond walked up behind the bent-over housewife and lifted up the short hem of her negligee; baring her beautiful, round backside. With one hand, he spread the cheeks of her ass. With the other, he gripped the base of his big, black cock and aimed it between her cheeks. 
 
    “Mmmm,” Kate rolled her eyes and bit her lip. “He’s pressing it right up against my pussy.” She narrowed her eyes, and looked as Sean sexily. “I’m so wet, baby. I think he’s going to… Oh, fuck!” 
 
    As she said that, Raymond thrust his hips forward, and Kate’s pussy obediently welcomed his thick, hard shaft. 
 
    “Oh, he’s gonna slide right in,” the beautiful housewife finished her sentence, balling her hands into fists as she was stretched and filled from behind. “Wow, baby. This feels so good.” 
 
    “Aww, shit,” Raymond grabbed a fistful of Kate’s hair and wrenched her head back. “You’re so fucking tight.” 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” Kate half closed her eyes in pleasure, as Raymond’s big, thick dick sunk to the hilt, perfectly positioned to massage her g-spot. “That’s the spot.”  
 
    Raymond began to thrust, and the bed creaked as it was rocked back and forth by the motion of the black man’s hips. 
 
    “Oh, this is bliss,” Kate groaned. Pulling her hair from Raymond’s grip, she looked across the bed at Sean – who was still lying there, helpless. “He’s fucking me so good, baby.”  
 
    “Yo,” it was Clyde, standing behind them both, rubbing his straining shaft. “What about me?” 
 
    “Get up onto the bed,” Kate demanded, as she was thoroughly fucked from behind. “Up here – straddle this fucker’s face.” 
 
    Sean watched with horror as the hulking black man crossed around to the other side of the bed and then clambered onto it – making the whole thing rock as he did so. 
 
    Then Clyde shuffled forward, and actually straddled Sean’s face! 
 
    Sean threw his head back as he found himself trapped there with a meaty, brown thigh either side of his head. Staring up, all he could see was a dangling pair of big, hairy balls and the round globes of Clyde’s ass. 
 
    “That’s right,” from this angle, Kate could lean forward and wrap Clyde’s hard cock between her lips. “Mmmmmph!”  
 
    Suddenly, Kate was getting spit-roasted – fucked from behind by Raymond’s monstrous cock, and skewered from the front by Clyde’s equally impressive shaft. 
 
    And Sean? He had a worm’s eye view of all this – pinned to the bed underneath Clyde, watching the big man’s balls swing back and forth as he fucked Kate’s mouth. 
 
    “Mmmmm,” with a wet ‘smack’ Kate pulled Clyde’s cock from her mouth. “Hey, Sean – lick his balls.” 
 
    “W-what?” Came the muffled reply, followed by “Owww!” 
 
    Kate was twisting one of his nipples. 
 
    “I said lick his balls,” she growled. “Lick them good, or I’m going to tear this right off.” 
 
    Wincing in pain, Sean did as he was told – sticking out his tongue and encountering the wrinkled, musky skin of Clyde’s balls as they swung too and fro. 
 
    “Aww, yeah,” Cylde grinned, as he felt the delicious, wet sensation. “That’s the stuff, white boy.” He bent his knees a little, lowering his balls into Sean’s mouth. “Clean ‘em good.” 
 
    Kate got back to sucking and slurping on Clyde’s swollen cock, and for a few moments there was no sound in the room except for the creak of the bedsprings and the wet, slurping noise of sex. 
 
    It was Clyde who broke the silence. 
 
    “Aww, shit,” he groaned, looking down as Kate slavishly worshipped his cock with her lips and tongue. “I’m gonna cum, baby.”  
 
    She pulled her mouth away. 
 
    “Back up,” Kate ordered. “Aim it at his mouth.” And as Clyde shuffled back, Kate grabbed her husband’s face and wrenched his mouth open. “That’s what we put the lipstick on for, baby.” 
 
    Sean struggled against the handcuffs, and arched his back trying to break free, but he couldn’t. He was powerless to prevent Clyde aiming the head of his cock into his mouth, and jerk his long shaft off wildly. 
 
    “Suck it,” Kate ordered, twisting Sean’s nipple again. “Fucking suck it. You’re wearing my ‘cocksucking’ lipstick, so suck some fucking cock!” 
 
    And, eyes watering in pain, Sean did as he was told. He opened his mouth and let Clyde sink his cock between his lipstick-smeared lips. 
 
    “Suck it,” Kate ordered. “Swirl your tongue around it.”  
 
    Moaning, Sean obeyed – overwhelmed with the heat and hardness and musky taste flooding his nostrils. It got worse when Clyde actively began fucking his mouth – sinking his cock deeper and deeper into Sean’s wetly sucking mouth until… 
 
    “Awww, here it comes, white boy!” 
 
    Sean’s eyes widened. His mouth was suddenly flooded with hot spurts of salty cum; one after the other, until his cheeks bulged. 
 
    “Swallow it!” Kate ordered. “Fucking swallow it!” 
 
    And rather than choke to death on another man’s cum, Sean did as he was told; gulping down the strings of salty cum until Clyde’s cock finally stopped spurting and the panting black man pulled it from Sean’s mouth. 
 
    Sean hacked and coughed – cum and saliva running down his chin. 
 
    “Awww,” Kate leaned over and kissed him on his mouth – enjoying the taste of Clyde’s cum on her husband’s lips. “You did good. Did you like it?” 
 
    Sean couldn’t even speak – but that wasn’t an issue. Kate had stopped listening. 
 
    She was looking over her shoulder, at Raymond as he slid his big cock in and out of her tight pussy. 
 
    “Ooooh, I just felt that throb,” she purred. “Are you gonna cum, baby?” 
 
    “I’m about to bust my nut in you so deep,” Raymond grinned. “How do you like the sound of that?” 
 
    Kate grinned, and turned back to Sean. 
 
    Gripping her husband’s chin, she forced him to turn his head and face her. 
 
    “Did you hear that?” She purred. “That big, beautiful black stud is about to blow his load deep inside me.” She bit her lip. “I stopped taking the pill when you had your vasectomy, remember?” She giggled. “Do you think he’s going to knock me up with a beautiful brown baby.” 
 
    Sean whimpered. 
 
    “Awww, it’s okay,” Kate purred. “I have a plan.” She looked over her shoulder. “I have a play, Raymond honey. You cum in me good and deep.” 
 
    Shuddering in pleasure, she turned back to Sean. 
 
    “Aww, baby, he’s in me so deep. It feels so good.” She winked. “I just know I’m going to cum the moment he…” 
 
    And he did. 
 
    “Awwww, shit!” Raymond threw his head back and howled. “I’m cumming in you, you sexy slut.” And then he thrust himself as deeply into Kate as he could, and flooded her with cum. 
 
    “Oh, fuck yes!” Kate threw her head back and howled in pleasure. Each powerful spurt of cum seemed to be landing on her g-spot – pushing it like it was a big, fleshy button marked: ‘Orgasm.’ 
 
    And orgasm she did; wailing in pleasure as she was fucked and bred like a bitch in heat. 
 
    Sean watched, horrified and horny, as his wife took the potent seed of a big, black stranger deep into her fertile pussy – and apparently loved every second of it. 
 
    Eventually, she came back to reality – turning her head to watch a sweaty and exhausted Raymond pull his massive cock from her wet, tight depths with a delicious-sounding ‘slurrrp.’ 
 
    “Ooooh,” Kate bit her lip guiltily. “I’m really squishy down there.” She snaked a hand under her body, and clamped it between her legs. “Oh, shit,” she giggled. “It’s all leaking out.” 
 
    And then, to Sean’s horror, Kate started climbing up onto the bed. 
 
    “Open up, honey,” she ordered, as she straddled his head. “I don’t want to get any on the covers.” 
 
    Sean, pinned to the bed, could only watch as his wife’s thighs settled on either side of his head, and her pink, freshly-fucked pussy was positioned directly above him. 
 
    His eyes widened. 
 
    Her beautiful cunt was pink and puffy – reamed to within an inch of its life by Raymond’s big, fat cock. But worse, it was drooling thick, pearlescent cum – strands and strings of which glooped down onto Sean’s chin and into his open mouth. 
 
    “Open wide, baby,” Kate lowered her hips/ 
 
    “Mmmmmphhh!” Sean moaned, as she sunk her pussy directly onto his mouth. “Mmmmph!” 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” Kate wiggled her bottom, settling into place as she felt Sean’s lips and tongue begin to work on her pussy. “That’s the stuff.” She scooched forward just enough to let Sean breath, and then relaxed her muscles; flooding his mouth with the big, hot load Raymond had pumped into her just moments before. 
 
    “Mmmmph!” 
 
    “That’s it, baby,” Kate groaned, as she felt his tongue flutter against her clitoris. “Suck it all out! You don’t want me to get pregnant, do you?”  
 
    She was pretty sure eating the cum out of a freshly-fucked pussy was not an effective form of birth control – but at that exact second, she couldn’t give a fuck. 
 
    What she did care about, though – as her husband licked and sucked on her cum-filled pussy – was Sean’s cock bobbing up and down in front of her face. 
 
    They were basically sixty-nining now – and that put her mouth directly level with his distended, veiny and purple cock – swollen to twice its size by the rubber strap she had wrapped around the base of it. 
 
    “Mmmm,” Kate licked her lips. “I think you’ve deserved this.” And she gripped the base of Sean’s cock and opened her mouth; swallowing his shaft between her lips. 
 
    “Mmmmmpoogh!” Sean’s whole body convulsed in pleasure as he felt Kate’s lips and tongue on his straining cock. “Mmpgh!” 
 
    Kate sucked and slurped on Sean’s cock, while he feasted on her pussy. Raymond and Clyde just watched, entranced.  
 
    “That’s fucking hot,” Raymond eventually admitted – stroking his flaccid cock as it grew harder and thicker. 
 
    “Dayum,” Clyde nodded, also sporting the start of a fresh erection. “I think I’m ready for round two.” 
 
    Kate heard this. 
 
    With a “schlurp” she pulled Sean’s cock from her mouth. 
 
    “There’s lube on the counter there,” she indicated. 
 
    “Lube?”  
 
    “Yeah,” the wicked wife grinned. “You’re going to need it.” And as she said that, she reached between Sean’s stocking-clad thighs and pressed a finger against his wrinkled brown asshole. 
 
    “Mmmmmmmph!” Sean convulsed on the bed, but was powerless to throw Kate off, or prevent her from fingering his ass. “Mmmmph!” 
 
    “Last night,” Kate purred, as she watched her finger sink up to the first knuckle in Sean’s asshole, “my charming hubby thought it was acceptable to just stick it in my ass.”  
 
    She turned to Clyde and Raymond with a wicked smirk. 
 
    “I think it’s only fair I return the favor.” 
 
    Clyde laughed wickedly. 
 
    “Fuck yeah!” He was already grabbing the lube from the side of the dresser, and slathering up his enormous cock. “You know, if there’s one thing I like to do it’s fuck a sissy little white boy’s ass and show him who’s boss.” 
 
    Sean was powerless to say anything, with Kate’s cum-filled pussy plastered over his mouth, but he could hear every word – and he did not like the sound of it. 
 
    “Mmmmph!” The chains of the handcuffs rattled. The whole bed shook as he tried to throw his wife off and escape. 
 
    But he couldn’t. 
 
    “Hehehe,” Clyde slathered his enormous, hard cock in lube and clambered onto the bed. “I’m gonna enjoy this.” He shuffled into position between Sean’s spread legs, running his hands up and down the scratchy nylon stockings he was wearing. “I even bust my nut one time already, which means I’m going to last a long time.” 
 
    And with that, he nuzzled his cock between the cheeks of Sean’s ass and pushed. 
 
    “Mmmmmph!” Sean’s muffled cries sent delicious vibrations through Kate’s pussy. “Mmmmmmphh!” 
 
    “Aww, yeah.” For a moment, Clyde thought Sean’s tight, virginal ass wouldn’t open up for him – but as he increased the pressure, and the lube covering his dick did its work, Sean’s tight little butthole finally surrendered. 
 
    With an inaudible ‘pop’ Clyde’s swollen dickhead burst past the ring of resistance; and then sunk slowly and inexorably deeper and deeper into Sean’s ass. 
 
    “Mmmmmph! Mmmmmmmph!” The muffled cries were incoherent, as Sean wailed and moaned between Kate’s thighs. “Mmmmmph!” 
 
    “Here,” the gorgeous wife smirked. “This will shut him up.” And she opened her mouth and started sucking Sean’s swollen, distended cock again. 
 
    Clyde was balls-deep inside Sean’s ass now.  
 
    “Man, this shit is tight,” he grinned, before starting to fuck him properly. With wet slurping noises, he pumped his enormous dick in and out of Sean’s defenseless asshole; reaming the husband out mercilessly. 
 
    Kate pulled her mouth from Sean’s straining cock and turned to Raymond, who was standing there, watching, with a huge erection. 
 
    “Tell you what, sexy,” she winked. “Why don’t you lube yourself up and show me some of what Clyde’s giving my husband?” She wiggled her bottom for emphasis. “Show my sissy spouse what he’s missing out on.” 
 
    Raymond flashed his teeth – he didn’t need to be told twice. 
 
    Grabbing the bottle of lube, he started slathering up his own enormous cock, until it was glistening with a wet, slick sheen and as hard and unyielding as a foot of African hardwood. 
 
    Clambering onto the bed, Raymond shuffled forward and swung one knee over the top of Sean’s head – until he was straddling the helpless white husband and positioning himself behind Kate’s round, inviting ass. 
 
    His balls rested on Sean’s forehead. 
 
    With a ‘pop’ Kate pulled Sean’s cock from her mouth. She looked over her shoulder at the handsome black man positioning himself behind her. 
 
    “C’mon, big boy,” Kate purred. “Stick that big, beautiful cock in my ass.”  
 
    “With pleasure,” Raymond grinned; and used hand to part her cheeks, and the other to nudge the tip of his dick against her tight, pink asshole. 
 
    “Uuungh,” Kate bit her bottom lip, and pushed her ass backwards, onto Raymond’s deliciously hard cock. “C-can you see that honey? What it looks like having a real man knocking at your back door?” 
 
    And pinned beneath his wife, Sean could see exactly that. 
 
    In fact, he was getting an uncomfortably close view of Raymond’s huge dick as it pressed against his wife’s puckered pink asshole – and then finally ‘popped’ past the ring of resistance and slid inexorably inside. 
 
    “Ohhhh!” Kate arched her back as she felt herself skewered. “Oh, my God, that’s so fucking big.” She gripped Sean’s balls and squeezed them, hard, as Raymond continued to slide his cock inch by delicious inch up her ass. 
 
    Finally, he was in all the way – buried to the hilt. Sean knew that better than anybody; because he could see it just an inch away. Directly above him, he had a real-life close-up of Raymond’s immense dick stretching his wife’s ass open. 
 
    “Mmmm,” Kate wiggled her skewered bottom appreciatively. “Fuck my ass, Raymond.” And so he began to. Sliding his big dick in and out of Kate’s tight ass, he fucked her deep, and slow, and hard. 
 
    And, at the same time, Clyde continued to fuck Sean’s tight, virginal ass – reaming him out mercilessly. By this stage, the discomfort had gone, and Sean was finding that each inward stroke of Clyde’s impossibly huge dick seemed to land right on his prostate; goading him closer and closer to climax. 
 
    Which was inevitable anyway, with Sean’s wife eagerly sucking and licking his impossibly swollen cock. 
 
    There were no words from that point on – just the creaking of the bed springs and the wet sounds of four bodies interconnected in wet, sticky, sex. Heady moans, soft grunts and heavy breathing as Sean and Kate were each fucked in the ass by these two big, black studs. 
 
    Kate was the first to cum. 
 
    “Lick my clit,” she ordered, grinding her pussy onto Sean’s face. “Come on, baby. Make me cum! I want to cum so bad with a big, black cock up my ass!” And beneath her, Sean did as he was told – licking and sucking and swirling his tongue around Kate’s throbbing clit until her whole body convulsed. 
 
    “I’m cumming,” she cried, squeezing Sean’s cock in one hand. “Oh, God, I’m fucking cumming!” 
 
    And lying beneath her, Sean got a face full of wetness as his wife squirted all over him. 
 
    “Awww, shit,” Raymond groaned, as he felt Kate’s ass tighten and pulsate as she climaxed. “That’s so fucking good!” And with that, he sunk himself as deeply into her pliant ass as he could, and groaned as his balls started emptying. 
 
    “Aiieeee!” Kate bit her bottom lip as she felt each throb and swell of Raymond’s cock, and the intense sensation of her ass being flooded with hot wetness. Involuntarily, she came again – flooding Sean’s face for a second time. 
 
    Clyde, still fucking Sean’s tight ass, watched this with a smile. 
 
    “Damn, that’s hot,” he purred. “Reckon I’m going to bust my nut too, watching that.” And then, with a groan, he dug his cock as deeply into Sean’s backside as he could, and exploded. 
 
    “Mmmmmmph!” Still pinned to the bed by his wife’s hips, Sean could do nothing but mumble – but even though it was muffled, there was no confusion as to what he was trying to say. 
 
    “Awww, can you feel it, honey?” Kate purred, stroking Sean’s cock. “Can you feel Clyde filling you sissy ass with cum?” She opened her mouth and enveloped Sean’s straining cock; swirling her tongue around the head. 
 
    Sean squeezed his eyes shut. In his backside, he could feel each swell and throb of Clyde’s cock as it spurted cum inside him. Each powerful jet seemed to land on his prostate – and that, combined with Kate’s sweetly sucking mouth, tipped him over the edge. 
 
    After being teased and tormented for hours, Sean came. It was the most devastatingly intense orgasm of his life. It felt like he was erupting like a fire hose – directly into Kate’s mouth, where she sucked and gulped and swallowed each salty spurt. 
 
    Eventually, completely drained, Sean collapsed onto the bed. 
 
    All four of them were exhausted. Sweaty, sticky and gasping for breath. 
 
    “Aww, man,” Clyde groaned, as he pulled his softening dick from Sean’s defiled ass. “That was intense.” He watched in satisfaction as cum gushed from Sean’s backside. 
 
    Raymond pulled his cock from Kate’s asshole with a ‘schlurp’ and a similar deluge of cum splattered Sean’s face. But Kate’s husband was too limp to even react. He just lay there, in a daze, as Kate clambered off him and slowly untied his stocking-clad legs. 
 
    With a ‘snap’ she pulled the black rubber band off the base of his cock, and his veiny purple hard-on slowly deflated. 
 
    “Man,” the beautiful wife purred, standing side-by-side with her black lovers and gazing approvingly at her limp, almost lifeless husband. “You boys did good work.” She shuddered, as an orgasmic aftershock trembled through her body. “I think you’re going to have to come back again soon.” 
 
    Clyde pulled her into an embrace, and pressed his lips against hers. 
 
    “Are you kidding me? I’m going to see you at the gym tomorrow.” 
 
    “Yeah,” Raymond squeezed her tits through her black negligee. “You promised earlier you’d drop on your knees whenever we asked…” He scratched his enormous balls. “And I can ask quite a lot, you dig?” 
 
    Kate giggled, and turned to her exhausted, limp and freshly-fucked husband. 
 
    “I did say that, didn’t I?” She admitted. And when Sean turned his head to look at her, with a mixture of love and lust in his eyes, she realized he was okay with it too. 
 
    Kate bit her bottom lip, and reached over to squeeze Raymond’s tight ass. 
 
    “It’s the new world order, boys,” she giggled. “I think it might take my sissy husband a little while to get used to it – but a few more sessions like this, and I think I’ll have him well-trained.”


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Rachel’s Desire 
 
      
 
    It had started a few weeks ago; when Mike and his beautiful wife, Rachel, were in the midst of lovemaking. 
 
    As he lay between her thighs, thrusting deeply into Rachel’s warm, tight depths, she’d pulled his head down and whispered hotly into his ear: “Talk dirty to me…” 
 
    And Mike – on the brink of orgasm – couldn’t contain himself. 
 
    “I want to watch another man fuck you,” he groaned into her neck, as he buried his cock inside of her. “I want to share you with another guy… I want to watch you take another man’s cock inside you, just like I’m inside you now…” 
 
    What Mike hadn’t expected was Rachel to tighten her grip on him, and wrap her legs around around his thrusting hips. 
 
    “Oh, fuck that sounds hot,” she breathed. “Tell me more…” 
 
    Mike almost paused… He’d just blurted out his most secret fantasy – the one he was sure his wife would be disgusted by – and now she was begging to hear more. 
 
    “I… I want to watch you get fucked,” he groaned. “I want to watch you pinned to the bed, with a big dick thrusting in and out of you..” Fuck, he was close, Mike realized. In fact… “I want to watch him cum in you,” he murmured. “I want you to beg for it…” 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” Rachel groaned. “I want his cum. I want him to fucking cum in me…” 
 
    Mike exploded. 
 
    It wasn’t until several minutes had passed, as he struggled to find his breath, that the horror of what he’d just admitted dawned on him… But Rachel didn’t seem to mind. 
 
    As they lay there, still attached wetly at the groin, Rachel was stroking his hair. 
 
    “That’s fucking hot,” she breathed. “God, I would love you to share me with another man…” 
 
    And that was the start of Mike’s fantasy – and nightmare – coming true. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    It took a week before they found the courage to place the Craigslist ad. 
 
    WANTED: Athletic, drug/disease free man for threesome with attractive married couple. 
 
    As they had anticipated, the ad had a lot of responses – mostly spam and replies from clearly unsuitable candidates. Many sent pictures of their dicks and nothing else – and while Mike thought Rachel would be disgusted, he was surprised to find her thinking that all the attention was kind of sexy.  
 
    The dirty talk had been a first – now it was becoming a regular part of their sex life. In fact, sometimes Rachel would show Mike one or two of the dick pics and, as she rubbed his growing erection through his pants, murmur: “Wouldn’t you like to see me sucking on that?” 
 
    But it wasn’t until a week later that the first viable candidate came through. 
 
    His name was Simon, and he sent a photograph and long, well-worded email that seemed to suggest he was the real deal. Rachel was immediately curious. 
 
    “He’s got big muscles,” she breathed, looking at the picture of a muscular, handsome redhead in a tight t-shirt. “I wonder if he’s got a big cock as well?” 
 
    Mike blinked when he heard her say this… But he felt his own dick harden at the thought. They wrote a reply, suggesting a meeting, and then he practically dragged her upstairs to bed. 
 
    “I bet you want to watch him fuck me like this,” Rachel moaned, as Mike fucked her doggy style on the bed, clutching her hips hard as she pushed her firm ass back onto his rock-hard cock. “I bet you want to watch him blow a big load inside my wet, slutty cunt…” 
 
    Mike had never experienced premature ejaculation before… Now it was becoming a habit. 
 
    As Rachel and Make lay in post-coital bliss on the bed, they worked on some ground rules. 
 
    “This first meeting is just that – a meeting,” he argued. Rachel nodded. “Nothing’s going to happen that night. And when it does happen – if it happens – he has to wear a condom.” 
 
    “Of course,” Rachel breathed, stroking his arm. “We both have to be open and honest about this. I would never do anything that would make you feel uncomfortable.” 
 
    She lied. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    The following weekend, they met. 
 
    Mike and Rachel drove from their suburban house to Checkers, a slightly dive-ish bar on the outskirts of town. Mike had chosen it because it was remote. Rachel had chosen it because it was very unlikely she would meet anybody they knew there. 
 
    Simon was waiting for them, and they spotted him immediately. 
 
    He was sitting at the bar in an immaculate two-piece suit, sipping a martini and laughing casually with the pretty barmaid. Mike noticed, to his sudden irritation, that Rachel’s face wrinkled when she saw her “date” flirting with another pretty girl. 
 
    They hadn’t even exchanged words yet, he hissed to himself, and already she’s jealous. 
 
    But it quickly became apparent that she didn’t need to be. 
 
    As soon as he saw the, Simon slid off the barstool and came striding over. He was tall and well-built; an inch or two taller and wider than Mike and radiating warmth and charisma. He shook Mike’s hand firmly, and then wrapped his arms around Rachel and kissed her wetly on the cheek; even as one of his hands cupped her tight little ass through the material of her dress. 
 
    Fuck me, Mike growled. He works fast. 
 
    With a click of his fingers, Simon ordered drinks and the three of them settled in a secluded corner booth to talk – and that’s when the trouble started. 
 
    “My God, Rachel,” Simon purred in an upper-class British accent, “you’re absolutely gorgeous.” 
 
    He was eying up Mike’s wife like he was a hungry Doberman and she was a prime rib. His eyes narrowed as he drank in her slim, fit form; accentuated by her summery dress and bare, pale skin. 
 
    “I am going to enjoy enjoying you…” 
 
    Rachel’s face lit up as they spoke. Mike could see she was clearly into him. Her eyes and lips were wide. She kept licking them seductively, and playing with her hair. Their eyes were locked; barely moving from staring at each other. 
 
    Mike felt like a third wheel – he was more a spectator than a participant of this increasingly bipartisan “threesome.” 
 
    “We should play pool,” Simon suggested eventually, and Mike was grateful for the reprieve. The three of them left the booth and racked up the balls on the old table; Simon guiding Mike’s wife with a hand pressed to the base of her spine (barely above her backside.) 
 
    She didn’t seem to mind. In fact, Mike realized, Rachel was enjoying herself. Her beautiful, positive personality was bubbling and she was clearly enjoying the attention of this handsome stranger. 
 
    “Oh, you’ll never make that shot,” she laughed towards the end of the first game; bumping hips with Simon flirtatiously as she did so. 
 
    “Want to bet?” He drawled – and Mike’s heart sank. 
 
    “What do you want to bet?” Rachel was already playing this dangerous game. 
 
    “I’ll bet you a hundred bucks against the panties you’re wearing that I can make that shot…” As no sooner had she shaken on it, then Simon was knocking the eight-ball into the corner pocket. 
 
    Rachel laughed, half with embarrassment and half with enthusiasm. 
 
    “Pay up,” Simon demanded – and fueled by raging hormones and three strong margaritas, Rachel looked around the crowded bar, shrugged, and reached under her dress. 
 
    In front of the entire room, she wiggled her panties over her hips and let them drop to her ankles. Then, laughing, she stepped out of them, and bent down to pick them up. 
 
    The entire room barely caught a “full moon” as her short sun dress rode up and flashed a glimpse of pale perfection. 
 
    Simon collected his prize, and held them to his nose. He took a long, deep breath. 
 
    “Fuck me, you’re already wet,” he winked. Rachel giggled. 
 
    This was when Mike lost it. 
 
    He grabbed Rachel’s arm and pulled her aside. 
 
    “Hey, this was just meant to be drinks,” he snapped. “We were just checking out what the guy was like – and personally, I don’t like him.” 
 
    Rachel laughed in his face. She pressed her palm against his cheek. 
 
    “Oh, don’t be silly, Baby,” she cooed. “Look at him… He’s fucking gorgeous. And you said you wanted this.” Her caress turned to a condescending pat on the cheek. “You asked for this, and I’m delivering. You can’t back out now.” 
 
    Mike growled, but Rachel had already slipped from his grip and was racking up the balls again. 
 
    Simon was ordering a drink. 
 
    “Two fingers of Bourbon,” he told the bartender. “With a splash of branch water.” 
 
    “Two fingers,” Rachel was flirting. “That doesn’t sound very much.” 
 
    “Oh, it’s plenty,” Simon promised. He held up his left hand, and raised his first and index finger together. “Whether it’s Bourbon or something else, two fingers is normally pretty satisfying.” 
 
    “Ha, prove it,” she winked – and this time Mike as least knew she was joking. 
 
    But Simon retorted: “If you miss your next shot, I will.” He winked. “Deal?” 
 
    And to this day, Mike still doesn’t know whether she missed that shot intentionally or not. 
 
    What he did know was that suddenly the atmosphere in the bar had altered. 
 
    The place was crowded… Maybe fifty patrons lining the edges of the bar, most of them horny old men eying up Rachel in her free-flowing sundress. But now their gaze had turned from appreciative to predatory. 
 
    And Simon raised the ante: 
 
    “Gentlemen,” he boomed, after Rachel had flubbed her shot. “This young lady made fun of me for only taking two fingers of Bourbon at a time.” He held up his hand, with those two fingers pointing upwards again. “How about we see if she can take two fingers any better?” 
 
    And who knows what it was – the booze, or the heat, or the attention – but Rachel played along. 
 
    The entire bar started clapping and cheering as the beautiful wife put her hands on the edge of the pool table and presented her ass provocatively – sticking it out like a horny little rabbit. 
 
    And as she claps and cheers increased, Simon slowly lifted the hem of her dress and revealed inch after inch of her pale, perfect posterior. 
 
    Two firm, round cheeks, one marked with a provocative tattoo of a woman’s lipstick kiss. 
 
    And between those cheeks, Rachel’s glistening, hairless cunt. 
 
    Mike was watching this from the corner. His mouth suddenly went dry. 
 
    Simon’s big hand was stroking Rachel’s exposed ass cheeks – lovingly and luxuriously. His fingertips brushed her inner thighs and the beautiful girl shuddered. Even amidst the cheering, they could all hear her moan. 
 
    “You!” 
 
    Mike snapped out of his daze. Simon was yelling his name. 
 
    “You, over there. Get your ass over here.” 
 
    Powerlessly, Mike crossed the bar. 
 
    Simon was standing there, offering his two fingers. 
 
    Mike looked at them, utterly confused. What did he want him to do with… 
 
    “Suck them.”  
 
    Mike blinked. 
 
    “W…what?” 
 
    “Suck them,” Simon ordered. “Get them good and wet. They’re going in your wife’s cunt in a moment, and I want them to slide in like shotgun shells into a 12-guage. 
 
    Mike didn’t know what to do. Half a day ago, he and his wife had been pondering a threesome… Now he was about to watch his wife get fingered by a stranger in front of a crowded bar. 
 
    And he felt powerless to resist. 
 
    “Mike, you little man-slut,” Simon hissed. “Get these fingers good and wet, or I’ll be using them on you, instead…” And with that, Mike obediently opened his mouth and engulfed Simons’ fingers. 
 
    “That’s good,” Simon encouraged him, as Mike slobbered on the two outstretched digits. “Get them good and wet, like a good little husband.” 
 
    And then, glistening with Mike’s saliva, Simon pulled his fingers out. They left Mike’s mouth with an audible “plop.” 
 
    Glistening with saliva, Simon’s fingers met Rachel’s thighs again – and she moaned. 
 
    And this time, the entire bar could hear it. The fifty or so participants were watching intently; suddenly silent in anticipation. 
 
    Rachel moaned as Simon’s fingers traced a path up her thigh, leaving a snail-trail of silvery saliva. Then they slid between her beautiful buttocks; pressing against her moist and swollen cunt. 
 
    She bit her lip. Simon was inside her. 
 
    His fingers parted her lips and suck inside her greedy cunt; past one knuckle, then the second. 
 
    “I’m in, boys,” Simon purred – and the room erupted in a cheer. 
 
    Mike stood there, watching as Simon started sliding his fingers in and out of his wife’s exposed pussy. The big man was rubbing her clit with his little finger, as he fucked her with two more. Rachel was moaning now, eyes half closed, pressing her bare ass back against Simon’s hand. 
 
    Even from across the bar, Mike could smell the heat of Rachel’s arousal. 
 
    He felt disgusted. Humiliated. Betrayed… 
 
    But as Rachel moaned in sudden orgasm, he realized he felt something else as well. If the erection in his pants was anything to go by, he felt more turned on that he ever had before…. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Right there, in the middle of that seedy roadside bar, Mike was watching a virtual stranger finger-fuck his wife. What made it worse – or, in some perverted part of his brain, better – was that fifty other people were watching too. 
 
    His beautiful wife was bracing herself against the pool table – her pale, beautiful bare ass exposed to the room and raised provocatively. Standing beside her, casually fucking her with two thick fingers, was the mysterious Simon. 
 
    Rachel was in heaven; biting her bottom lip and moaning as the entire room watched Simon finger her. His fingers slid in and out of her slickly. His little finger rubbed her clit, driving her to ecstasy. His thumb pressed against the pink knot of her ass. 
 
    “Good girl,” Simon was breathing hotly into Rachel’s ear as she pushed her ass back against his thrusting hand. “Cum for me, you beautiful little slut.” 
 
    Rachel closed her eyes. Mike – standing there uselessly, with an entirely involuntary erection, knew what that meant. She was close to cumming. 
 
    Rachel moaned. She lifted on hand from the edge of the pool table to squeeze her breast through the thin, summery dress that was all she wore. Her hips worked against Simon’s hand; pushed his fingers deeper inside of her… faster… 
 
    “Come on, sweetheart,” Simon coaxed her. “Cum for me. Show this room what a sexy fucking whore you are…” And she did. 
 
    Mike heard the moans he knew so well, as his wife came on a strangers fingers. She cried out, in tortured ecstasy, and her whole body shuddered and convulsed. Wetness spurted from her cunt onto the floorboards. The entire room cheered as she came; the humiliation driving her to another sweet, shuddering convulsion. 
 
    And finally, she was still. 
 
    Simon slid his sopping fingers from her tight wetness. They were glistening. He held them up and received a deafening round of applause from the patrons of the bar. 
 
    And then his slate-grey eyes turned to Mike. 
 
    “You!” He barked. “Get over here.” 
 
    Mike paused… Then reluctantly stepped forward. 
 
    Simon held up his glistening fingers, wet with Rachel’s juices.  
 
    “Open your mouth,” he ordered. And like last time, Mike felt powerless to resist. In front of a room full of strangers, he opened his mouth, lowered his head and sucked his own wife’s cum from another man’s fingers. 
 
    The crowd in the bar roared with approval again. 
 
    “Clean them well,” Simon ordered, watching with approval as Mike sucked his fingers clean. “If you’re a good little bitch, you can taste your wife on something else of mine soon enough.” 
 
    And while the very thought disgusted him, it also almost make Mike cum in his pants. 
 
    Eventually, Simon pulled his fingers from Mike’s mouth and turned away; ignoring him. Instead, he crossed the room to where Rachel was still standing, and pulled the beautiful girl into an embrace. 
 
    His fingers squeezed her beautiful, bare ass. His lips pressed wetly against hers. He kissed her with such fiery intensity that Rachel’s legs buckled, and she hung limply in his arms. 
 
    And just as instantly as he’d made her wilt, Simon shoved her aside; leaving her dazed and woozy, leaning against the pool table as her legs threatened to give way. 
 
    The big, redheaded man turned to the crowd. 
 
    “Sadly,” he announced, “we have to go.” There was a boo of disappointment. “But we’ll be back… And we’ll have something for you when we are.” 
 
    From the pocket of his suit, Simon pulled Rachel’s panties. He held them aloft for the room to see. The bar’s patrons roared with approval. 
 
    Simon’s other hand curled around Rachel’s waist. He pulled her close, murmuring in her ear: “Take a good look at this crowd…” Rachel did so, eyes widening as she surveyed row after row of tattooed bikers, burly truckers, thickset bouncers and dozens of other men she was pretty sure had served hard time. 
 
    Simon laughed; and it made Rachel’s cunt wet. 
 
    Pulling back his arm, he tossed Rachel’s pretty pink panties into the air, where they landed on the horns of the stuffed moose head above the bar. Nine feet above the ground, dangling like ripe fruit. 
 
    “The next time we’re back here,” Simon announced to the room, “whichever one of you hands me those panties gets to fuck her…” And the cheers and howls of approval were deafening. 
 
    Mike listened to all this with growing dread… Yet to his shame – even as he watched Rachel shudder at the thought – his cock throbbed even harder. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Arm wrapped tightly around Rachel’s waist, Simon led them out of the bar into the cool, dark parking lot. Obediently, Mike scurried after them. 
 
    He decided that now was the opportunity to get this situation back under control; now he didn’t have the pressure of an entire crowd of people to perform on front of. Jogging in front of Simon and Rachel, Mike held up his hand and demanded: “Stop!” 
 
    Somewhat bemused, Rachel and Simon did indeed stop – standing there and looking at Mike with a mixture of curiosity and disdain; like he was a possum that had just crawled out from under their porch. 
 
    Mike’s confidence grew. He stepped forward and grabbed Rachel’s arm – attempting to pull her out of Simon’s embrace. As he did so, Mike snapped: “We’re going home.” He looked up at Simon, from behind a shield of feigned confidence. “Thank you for this evening, but don’t expect to hear from us again.” 
 
    And then Rachel laughed. 
 
    She was looking directly at Mike and laughing at him – peeling her arm out of his grip and pushing him away like he was a dirty beggar. She wrapped her own arm around Simon’s waist and then threw back her head to laugh even harder. 
 
    Mike’s cheeks burned red. He suddenly felt about five inches tall – being towered over by these two beautiful people. His mouth hung open like a fish. 
 
    After a moment or two, Simon broke the silence. 
 
    “As it happens, Sport,” he purred. “I will be taking my leave shortly. I’ve got a busy day tomorrow.” 
 
    Mike’s hopes rose. 
 
    “But before I do, there’s one piece of unfinished business I need to take care of – and I’ll need your help.” 
 
    With that, Simon took Rachel’s hand in his and led her around the corner. Mike reluctantly followed. 
 
    Parked out back was a beautiful 1970s Cadillac – one of the two-door Eldorado Coupes in elegant two-tone tan. Simon led Rachel over to it, and then forcefully pushed her against it – kissing her hard and insistently as he crushed her body with his weight. 
 
    Rachel didn’t resist. In fact, she curled her arms around the Englishman like a limpet, and sighed into his mouth as he kissed her. 
 
    “Here! You!” Simon was clicking his fingers. “Get your ass over here.” 
 
    Mike reluctantly stepped forward. 
 
    “On your knees.” 
 
    “W-what?”  
 
    Simon reluctantly let go of Rachel, and turned to face Mike.  
 
    Slap!  
 
    He suddenly hit him hard across the cheek, with the back of his hand. Then Simon held up his hand again, poised to do it a second time. 
 
    “Get on your knees.” 
 
    Mouth dry, Mike felt to the gravel. 
 
    “Good,” Simon looked down at him and smiled. He turned to Rachel and kissed her, before gently seizing her chin between his thumb and forefinger and purring: “Before I go, we have some unfinished business.” 
 
    Rachel smiled wickedly. 
 
    Taking his wordless hint, Rachel turned around, and bent herself over the long, sleek hood of the Cadillac – her front half lying flat across the acres of steel, and her beautiful, heart-shaped ass sticking out provocatively. 
 
    Then, peering over her shoulder, Rachel smiled and licked her lips. She reached back to pull the hem of her sun dress up – inch by inch, up over her thighs, to reveal the perfect curves of her delicious backside. 
 
    A moment later, Rachel was offering her nakedness to the whole world – her dress bunched up around her waist, and her naked ass and glistening pussy on display to anybody who cared to walk around the corner. 
 
    “Over here,” Simon ordered, and Mike awkwardly shuffled forward, the gravel hurting his knees. 
 
    A moment later, he found himself sandwiched between Simon and Rachel – head level with his crotch, and her bare ass. He could smell the delicious scent of her aroused pussy, and it made his mouth water. 
 
    “This beautiful slut’s already dripping,” Simon purred, caressing Rachel’s bare ass with one big hand. “Now it’s my turn.” And with that, he gestured towards the bulge in the front of his elegantly tailored suit pants. 
 
    Mike’s eyes grew wide. He knew exactly what Simon was implying. It was wrong. It was disgusting. But even as he said that, Mike found his hands reaching for the Englishman’s belt buckle. 
 
    With trembling fingers, Mike unbuckled Simon’s belt. Then he unclasped his pants, and pulled the zipper down with a ziiiiip. A sudden burst of heat radiated from within, along with the fresh, clean scent of a fastidiously hygienic man. 
 
    Mike’s mouth was dry. He struggled to stay in control of his movements, as his brain registered what was supposed to happen next. 
 
    Reaching into Simon’s pants, Mike’s hands closed around a thick, hard, throbbing shaft hidden beneath a pair of boxer shorts. 
 
    Simon groaned as Mike’s fingers made contact. 
 
    Licking his lips, Mike pulled down the waistband of Simon’s shorts and sproing! Out bounced one of the largest and most impressive erections he’d ever seen – thick, and angry, and throbbing like a pissed-off rooster. 
 
    With his other hand, Mike dug Simon’s heavy, egg-sized balls out from within his boxer shorts and then just stared at what he’d discovered. 
 
    Within his own pants, Mike realized he was hard again. 
 
    “Okay,” Simon glowered, peering down at Mike as he knelt before him. “You know what to do.” And Mike, to his shame, did. 
 
    Reaching up with both hands, he started stroking Simon’s enormous shaft – pulling his foreskin down over the head of his impressive cock, and massaging his heavy balls. Then, mouth opening wide, Mike started sucking him. 
 
    “Oh, fuuuuck,” Simon rolled his eyes as he felt the submissive husband’s mouth engulf his hardness. “What an impressive little cocksucker you are, you little slut.” He looked down and watched Mike bobbing his head, slathering his cock with glistening saliva. “I have a feeling you’re going to be a lot of practice at this in your future.” 
 
    Mike groaned at the thought, and began to slather Simon’s cockhead with his tongue; suddenly feeling more at peace – more where he was supposed to be – than at any time in recent memory. 
 
    But even as Mike started to get into it, Simon swatted his head away. The Englishman pulled his cock from Mike’s eager mouth and then slapped the submissive husband across the cheek – leaving a gleaming wet streak. 
 
    “No more for you, slut,” he purred. “This is for your wife.” He jerked his hips, presenting his glistening, saliva-slick cock to Mike. “Help out.” 
 
    And so with the taste of Simon’s cock still in his mouth, Mike gripped the root of his impressive cock and guided it, as Simon swiveled his hips. 
 
    Rachel was still bent over the Cadillac, her beautiful ass on display. Looking back over her shoulder, she saw what was happening and spread her legs a little wider; offering up her moist, inviting pussy. 
 
    Mike’s head was reeling as he helped aim Simon’s throbbing cock, and press the head of it against the lips of his own wife’s delicious cunt. He was about to let a virtual stranger fuck his beautiful wife – and neither Simon nor Rachel had even raised the topic of using a condom. 
 
    But by the time he had comprehended that, it was too late. Simon was guiding his hips forward and with a deep, low groan, Rachel was accepting every inch of him. Kneeling just inches away, Mike watched with fascination as this virtual stranger’s cock sunk, bareback, into his wife’s willing, wanton pussy. 
 
    “Oh, GOD,” Rachel groaned, as she felt herself filled from behind. She banged her slender fists on the hood of the Cadillac. “That’s so fucking good.” 
 
    Simon’s big hands curled around Rachel’s slender waist, and he started to fuck her – deep, and slow, and indulgently.  
 
    “You feel so fucking good,” the Englishman groaned. He looked down towards Mike – still kneeling beneath them both. “Your wife’s cunt is delicious. Do you like watching another guy fuck her?”  
 
    Mike said nothing. 
 
    “Do you?” Simon repeated. 
 
    “Y-yes,” Mike stammered. 
 
    “Good. Because the next time we come to this bar, one of those big fucking bikers is going to hand me your wife’s pretty pink panties, and you’ll find yourself in the same situation watching him fuck her next.” And then Simon smiled wickedly. “And anybody else I choose after that.” 
 
    Rachel was listening to all this, and at the suggestion of her being fucked by strangers, she groaned loudly. Simon’s eyes widened as he felt her pussy gush with moisture. 
 
    “Oh,” he purred. “I think your beautiful wife likes that idea.” He started to fuck her faster and harder, making the suspension of the Cadillac rock back and forth. “I think we’re going to have to make this happen sooner, rather than later.” 
 
    “Uh,” Rachel groaned, and squirmed on the hood of the car. She was gasping now, as Simon’s cock was aimed perfectly to massage her most sensitive spots, deep inside her tight little pussy. “Oh God, yes.” 
 
    “You!” Simon barked, glaring at Mike. “Go and kiss your wife.” Mike nodded, scrambling to his feet. “I want you to be looking her right in the eye when I make her cum.” 
 
    Crossing to the other side of the Cadillac, Mike bent over the hood until he was looking directly into Rachel’s face. She reached out her hands and grasped his, and pulled her husband in close for a wet and wanton kiss. 
 
    For Mike, it was a weird experience. He still had the taste of Simon’s cock on his lips, and as he kissed Rachel he could feel the motion of her being rocked back and forth by Simon’s thrusts. 
 
    “Uuuugh,” Rachel suddenly groaned into Mike’s mouth, and he pulled back. Staring deeply into her eyes, he saw his wife’s beautiful face twist in pleasure as she felt an oncoming wave break over her. 
 
    “Oh, fuuuuck,” Rachel groaned, as she came. 
 
    Squeezing his hands tightly, Rachel climaxed with shuddering intensity. She stared into Mike’s eyes with raw passion; a look of pleasure so exquisite, he’d never seen it in all the years they’d been together. It made him feel inadequate and second-rate compared to the stranger who was fucking his wife, and at the thought of the strangers who’d fuck her after. 
 
    But it also turned him on like crazy – so much so that his cock was straining in his pants. 
 
    Eventually, Rachel’s orgasm subsided – and she looked back over her shoulder as Simon continued to thrust deeply inside of her. 
 
    “Please cum,” she begged. “I want to feel you cum inside of me.” 
 
    Mike’s hands clenched tightly around Rachel’s. Did he just hear that right? 
 
    “Fill me with your load,” Rachel groaned. “Oh, God, I want it.” 
 
    Mike’s mind reeled. Just earlier today, they’d been discussing how condoms would be an essential part of any threesomes they planned. Now he was watching his own wife beg for a virtual stranger to fill her with his seed. 
 
    And it looked like Simon was going to oblige. 
 
    “Oh, fuuuck,” the Englishman groaned. “Here it comes, you beautiful slut.” 
 
    And then he thrust himself so deeply inside Rachel that she squealed, and her fingernails dug into Mike’s hands as she felt herself flooded with hot wetness. 
 
    For a moment, the two of them stayed frozen in that carnal pose – like beasts knotted together. Then finally, slapping her ass with satisfaction, Simon purred to Rachel: “Mmmm. You were magnificent.” 
 
    He then looked up, into Mike’s eyes. His stare was fearsomely intense. 
 
    “You!” He snapped. “Get your ass over here. And hurry.” 
 
    Mike nodded, and scurried around to the other side of the car. 
 
    A moment later, he found himself where he’d been earlier – on his knees on the painful gravel – face level with Simon’s crotch and his wife’s beautiful ass. 
 
    “I’m going to pull out of this beautiful slut,” Simon purred. “When I do, you need to clean her up. Don’t spill a single fucking drop. Got it?” 
 
    Mike’s head reeled. 
 
    But that didn’t stop him watching – from just inches away – as Simon pulled his softening cock from Rachel’s tightness. As it slipped down, so too did a deluge of Simon’s creamy cum – pouring in rivulets down Rachel’s bare thighs. 
 
    “Go on!” Simon stepped back, and pushed Mike forward. “Get to work.” 
 
    And Mike did. 
 
    Shuffling forward, he extended his tongue and lapped up the dribble of cum running down Rachel’s inner thigh. She shivered as he did so, and moaned as Mike cleaned her. 
 
    The submissive husband started with her thighs – licking up the rivulets of cum running down them. He swallowed – reluctantly at first, but then with more eagerness as the salty flavor of another man’s seed hit his taste buds. Next he moved to his wife’s cunt itself – diving in with his tongue thrust out, like she was a ripe and juicy piece of fruit and he was feasting on her. 
 
    “Oh, God,” Rachel moaned, banging her fists on the hood of the Cadillac. 
 
    Mike was utterly confused. What he was doing – licking another man’s cum from his wife’s cunt – was disgusting and wrong. But it was also one of the sexiest experiences of his life; and his cock was hard and throbbing inside his pants. 
 
    Mike lapped at Rachel’s cunt eagerly. She squirmed, pushing her ass back against her husband’s face. As she moved, her pussy opened up and a literal flood of Simon’s cum came pouring out, across Mike’s tongue.  
 
    Eyes widening in surprise, he swallowed instinctively. 
 
    Now he’d eagerly licked up every trace of Simon’s seed, the submissive husband turned his attention to Rachel’s throbbing clit – licking in circles and listening to her groan as a result. 
 
    As she ground her ass back against his face, Mike reached down and wrenched open the front of his jeans. His cock sprang out, and he started desperately jerking off – pulse racing and senses overwhelmed with the scent and smell of his aroused, freshly-fucked wife. 
 
    “Oh God, I’m cumming,” Rachel groaned – and her whole body shuddered as Mike licked her to orgasm. And as Rachel came on his tongue – flooding his mouth with her juices – Mike nearly reached orgasm himself. 
 
    “Stop,” Rachel demanded. “I said stop!” Mike felt himself pulled physically away from Rachel’s cunt. He looked up to see Simon’s hands on his shoulders, holding him back. 
 
    “It’s too much,” a red-faced Rachel admitted, as she lifted herself off the hood of Simon’s car and stood up on wobbly legs. “I can’t take any more.” 
 
    Mike actually whimpered as she moved away. He suddenly found himself on his knees, pants pulled down over his ass, jerking off his cock while two powerful, sexual people towered over him. 
 
    Mike bit his lip, and carried on jerking off. He realized he liked this position. 
 
    Simon smiled as he looked down at Mike – almost as if he understood the epiphany the smaller man had just had. 
 
    “Here,” Simon offered, turning his hips and presenting Mike with his soft, but still thick and meaty cock. “Since you’ve been a good boy, you can clean your wife’s juices off this.” 
 
    Mike’s mouth watered. He eagerly stretched his hips and engulfed Simon’s flaccid cock. 
 
    It tasted tangy – a combination of Rachel’s arousal and Simon’s salty cum. Mike adored it. He licked and sucked as if he was feasting on the most delicious ice pop known to man; and jerked off desperately as he did so. 
 
    “Oh, I say,” Simon’s eyes widened. Mike felt the flaccid cock in his mouth swelling as he sucked. “It looks like our little boy slut has some natural talent when it comes to cock sucking.” 
 
    And the words made Mike melt. 
 
    Groaning with sweet release, Mike stroked himself to orgasm – his cock spurting all over his pants legs. The submissive husband shuddered as he felt the wetness between his fingers; feeling total satisfaction in his new position – on his knees with another man’s cock in his mouth. 
 
    But that feeling of satisfaction didn’t last long. 
 
    Pushing Mike away, Simon pulled his cock from Mike’s mouth – it was gleaming with the submissive husband’s saliva. Tucking it into his pants, Simon zipped himself up looked down rather pityingly at the man kneeling beneath him. 
 
    He turned to Rachel, and swept her up in an embrace – kissing Mike’s wife hard on the mouth. 
 
    “It’s time to go,” he told her sadly. “Get this little boy slut on his feet and tell him to start the car.” 
 
    Mike heard the command, and clambered to his feet. He pulled his pants up, and tried to wipe the sticky smear of cum from his legs.  
 
    Post orgasm, his brain was clearing. He felt wretched and humiliated – embarrassed at what had happened, and ashamed of himself for having been so aroused by it. 
 
    But if Simon and Rachel noticed, they pretended not to. 
 
    Wrapping his arm around her waist, Simon started leading Rachel off – towards the car she and Mike had come to Checkers in that evening. 
 
    Mike reluctantly followed. 
 
    Opening the door for her, Simon helped the beautiful wife inside – and then kissed her, wetly and passionately, goodnight. 
 
    “See you next week,” he purred into her ear. “I’m going to enjoy discovering who claimed your panties.” 
 
    Rachel shuddered at the thought – but felt a throb of need and desire between her legs. 
 
    There was a soft clump as Simon shut the car door. Stepping up to the front of the car, he stood face to face with Mike; and for the first time they spoke without Rachel being in earshot. 
 
    “You did good,” Simon purred – laying a heavy hand on Mike’s shoulder. Then – with genuine and earnest concern in his eyes, he asked: “Are you ready to do this again?” 
 
    And Mike considered everything that had happened – how he’d watched his wife get fingered in front of a room full of strangers. How Simon had casually promised his wife’s body in reward to whoever claimed her panties from the moose antlers. How he’d wound up on his knees, in a bar parking lot, sucking another man’s cum out of his own wife’s pussy. 
 
    It was humiliating, and painful, and twisted and wrong. 
 
    But as he looked up, into Simon’s cold grey eyes, he knew what to say. 
 
    “Yes,” Mike stammered. “Yes I am.” 
 
    And he’d never meant anything more in his entire life. 
 
    “Good,” Simon purred. Patting the submissive husband on the shoulder, he brushed past him – walking back to where his Cadillac was parked. “See you next week then, Sport.” 
 
    And as Mike watched him go, he realized how excited he was by the idea. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    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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