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Chapter 1

David drained the remnants of his beer from the bottle, his eyes and thoughts entirely focussed on the attractive, dark blonde-haired woman as she stood at the beach bar only a few yards away from him. As a sudden breeze picked up, it opened her wrap-around skirt briefly, allowing him to get a flash of tanned thigh and panties. Other guests were sat around tables as the beautiful evening sunset began to take hold, but it appeared that no one else noticed the sudden flash of naked flesh.
The bartender who was serving her didn’t seem to get a look either; it was difficult from his vantage point anyway. But David did not doubt that the bartender would have enjoyed the view he had just seen; he knew the look of lust in a man’s eyes when he saw it. He had seen that look on the bar tender’s face when they first arrived three days ago, and he had seen his eyes light up every time they had paid a visit to the bar, which lay about 200 yards from their apartment. It was pretty clear to him that the Jamaican bar owner had the hots for Kelly, his wife, in a big way.
He also knew that his wife and the bartender were talking about him. Every now and then, they would look over at him. David began to feel a little disconcerted as well as curious. He knew Kelly very well; they had been together for eleven years now, eight of which as man and wife; they also had two children together, so he knew that the look on her face was serious. Still, he sat there watching them talking, waiting patiently for her to return with their drinks.
Almost fifteen minutes later, she finally left the bar and her admirer and returned to the table. “You were pretty deep in conversation there?” David said as she sat down.
She ignored his question and asked her own. “So when you booked this holiday, how did you actually find this place?” She asked him.
"I told you." He replied. "On the internet."
"I know, but where?" She asked him again.
David shrugged his shoulders. “I just did a quick google search for adult holidays.”
"You searched for adult holidays?"
"Yes, as in adults only." He replied. "Why?"
"Adult as in adult?" She asked.
"Adult as in no children." He told her. "That's what we wanted after last year's disaster in Orlando, wasn’t it?”
She knew exactly what he meant. Last year they had ended up in a family resort full of hyperactive screaming kids, and it was fair to say it had ruined their intended rest and relation break. Though they had children of their own and enjoyed holidaying with them, there were times when they needed some quality time together, just the two of them, to relax and enjoy some peace and quiet.
“But when you looked, did it say anything else about this resort?” She asked him.
He shrugged his shoulders again as he took another swig of beer. "I didn't bother going into much detail. It was a last-minute deal; it looked great and said adults only.” He replied. “We always fancied Jamaica, didn’t we, so I just booked it. Why, don’t you like it here?”
Kelly leaned forward and spoke quietly as she said, “Do you notice anything different about this place?”
David looked around him quickly. It was all adults, not a child in sight. “Yes, no kids.”
"Look a bit closer, darling," Kelly said.
David looked around once more. The two tables nearest to them each had a white couple sat on them with a black guy. There were a couple more tables where a lone white guy sat there, and there was a couple of tables at the back with white women sat with black males, and then there was a large crowd around three tables put together. The group consisted of six white females with six black males.
He shrugged his shoulders. "Looks pretty normal to me."
Just as he finished saying it all looked pretty normal, a slightly older white woman and a black man appeared from the direction of the apartment block, walking hand in hand and smiling. They brushed past them as they sat down at one of the tables with a lone white man sat at it. The grey-haired man who had been seated alone had a massive smile on his face as he stood up to greet them, and as he kissed the woman, he said, “ Did you have a good time, darling?”. As David looked at them, he couldn’t help but notice the little bulge in the front of the older white guy’s shorts. He seemed to have an erection for some reason, while he’d just been sat alone at the table enjoying a drink.
The woman said something that they could not hear clearly, and then she said more loudly, "How about getting Elias and me a drink.”
David looked at Kelly as the penny was beginning to drop. Kelly leaned forward. "Joseph was telling me that this resort is a haven for cuckolds," She said quietly.
"Cuckolds?" David asked, trying to be as quiet as Kelly.
"Married women come here for a break without their husbands, and some husbands like to accompany their wives and allow them to sample the local males!"
The blood drained from David’s face. “How......how.....do you know that?” He asked her.
"I told you." She replied. "Joseph told me.”
"He......he....he doesn't think we are like that, does he?" David asked.
"Well, he did ask if you are a cuckold, but I soon put him right on that." She answered. "He would like to cuckold you, though!"
“He can bugger off!” David snapped back.
Kelly smiled and leaned forward to give him a reassuring kiss. "But you do like to fantasize about me with another man." She said softly.
"Yeah.......well......it's just...." He started to say. "You're not saying that you want to, are you?"
Kelly smiled. “Well................if the opportunity arose!”






Chapter 2

David had no chance to respond because Joseph suddenly appeared with a tray of drinks. “On the house.” He said as he put the tray down.
Joseph held out his hand. “I am Joseph, and you must be David.” He said before pulling up a chair.
David began to feel uneasy as he sat down between him and Kelly. “That’s me done for the night now.” He said as he sipped on his drink.
The three people from a table behind got up and walked past them; the white woman and the black male held hands, and the white male followed on a short distance back. The black male spoke to Joseph as he walked passed and Joseph said, “Have a nice time my friend.”
David looked at the white male following them; he wore shorts with a prominent bulge in the front. "There goes one happy cuckold," Joseph commented.
David felt uncomfortable. He knew that Joseph wanted to cuckold him, and he also knew that Kelly would do it if given a chance. “Maybe he isn’t happy.” He said.
Joseph laughed. “Did you not see his stiffy?” He said. “A cuckold will always have a stiffy when his wife or girlfriend is with another man.”
"Have you cuckolded many men, Joseph?” Kelly asked.
David was shocked that she would ask such a question.
"Yes." He responded, looking at David.
David looked away.
"What do you get out of it apart from the obvious?" Kelly asked him.
"It's a combination of things." He said as he sipped his drink. “But like my friend just then, I do get a buzz in that situation, taking the wife away to pleasure her and having her husband as an onlooker with a stiffy.”
"He did look excited," Kelly commented. “Do they always get that excited?”
Joseph smiled. “You bet.” He replied. “It’s the first sign that they enjoy being cuckolded. We always call it the cuckold test.”
"The cuckold test?" Kelly asked.
"Well, if you are with a couple for the first time and you are paying the wife some attention and the husband gets a stiffy, then you know that he is up for it. He's a cuckold." Joseph explained.
David was feeling more uncomfortable now as he sensed Joseph gazing down at his crotch.
"So if the husband gets a stiffy in that situation, then he must enjoy being cuckolded?" Kelly asked him.
Joseph nodded. “Well, put it this way. If that guy we just saw didn’t want it to happen, he would be dragging him off her. He wouldn’t be following on behind with a hard-on, would he?”
"I guess not," Kelly replied, looking at David. “You’re very quiet, Darling!”
"Maybe David’s afraid that he would pass the cuckold test!” Joseph said with a smile.
David gave a nervous laugh. “I doubt it.” He said.
"So you are up for taking it then?" Joseph asked him.
"I doubt if Kelly would even want me to take that test, whatever such a test would involve," David replied.
"Yes, how would you test him?" She asked.
"Let's go back to your apartment, and I will show you," Joseph replied.
David knew that he should end it there and then, but something about Kelly's interest intrigued him. Yes, it was correct that sometimes he would think about her with another man in moments of fantasy. A couple of years back, there was an occasion when some guy had hit on her in a hotel they were staying at. She had gone down to the bar ahead of him, and a guy approached her and started to chat her up. He was quite an attractive guy and was quite blatant in his interest in her. For a few moments, Kelly and David just looked at each other. The guy seemed quite disappointed when he appeared on the scene. Whether she had been teasing or not, she had told him that she would have gone off with him if she had been single. Her confession excited him, and it put some extra vigor into their fucking that night.
"Are you willing to take the test?” Joseph asked him directly.
David made no effort to reply.
"I’m up for it if David is," Kelly said.
David felt a hint of sexual excitement come over him. “Okay then.” He found himself saying.
A few minutes later, and with their drinks downed, the three of them headed off to the apartment. David made a point of grabbing Kelly’s left hand as they walked away; there was no way that he was going to walk on behind them. However, Joseph reached for her other hand, and Kelly found herself walking between the two men. "Hmm, this is nice being taken home by two men." She said.
David said nothing throughout the short journey to their apartment. He was in a state of nervous excitement and confusion. One part of him wanted to see Joseph just disappear and leave them alone, but there was another part that found excitement in seeing him holding on to his wife’s hand. Kelly, on the other hand, seemed quite relaxed about the situation.
When they got back to the apartment, Kelly opened a bottle of white wine, and they all nervously stood in the kitchen quietly drinking. It was Kelly who spoke first, “So what is this test then?”
Joseph put his glass down. “Have you got a dressing gown sash, or maybe we can use David’s belt.” He said, looking down at David’s waist.
"Use the belt," Kelly said.
"We also need a chair taking into the lounge," Joseph said.
"Want to bring one in, darling?" Kelly said as she led the way.
David had already figured out that some kind of restraining was going to be involved, and it came as little surprise when he was asked to sit down on the chair that was placed in the center of the room. "Would you like to undo his belt, Kelly?” Joseph asked her.
David meekly sat down and allowed Kelly to unbuckle his belt and withdraw it. As she handed it to Joseph, he moved behind the chair and asked David to put his hands through the bars at the back of the chair. Again David meekly surrendered himself, and moments later, his hands were firmly secure to the chair.
"Would you take down his pants, Kelly, please?” Joseph asked as he stood up.
Neither of them said anything as she pulled his trousers and his boxers down around his ankles. David felt vulnerable and very nervous as he sat there with the two of them standing there looking down at him.
Suddenly Joseph put his arm around Kelly. “Now then, David." He started to say as he hugged her. "Kelly and I are going to do some making out, and if you get a stiffy from watching us, then I am going to take that as a ‘yes’ to fuck your wife.”
David’s jaw dropped.
Joseph hugged her again. “That okay with you?” He said to her.
"Yes, but we fuck upstairs, not down here." She told him.
Kelly’s language shocked David. “And if I remain like this, you will stop?” David asked him.
"Yes," Joseph replied.
"How long do I get, though?" David asked.
"I reckon you will have a stiffy within five minutes, but I will give you thirty," Joseph told him.
"I won't," David told him defiantly.
Joseph pulled away from Kelly and leaned over David, resting his hands on the arm of the chairs. “By the time I get to your wife’s pussy you will not only be stiff, but you will also be dribbling cum.” Joseph told him.
David shifted awkwardly in his seat as Joseph stepped back to be greeted by a kiss from Kelly. It shocked him to see her kiss another man, not just any old kiss but a long passionate kiss. She was smaller than Joseph, and so she had to reach up and wrap her hands around the back of his neck to pull him down to her height. The kiss lasted a few minutes, and then Kelly broke away and moved back to the settee.
Joseph joined her, and they quickly got back into an embracing kiss. Once again, Kelly kissed him passionately, running her hands through his long dreadlocks before running a hand down his muscular arm and resting on his thigh. David breathed in heavily as he saw her hand resting on his thigh. Joseph responded by resting his hand on her waist. They continued to kiss with passion for a few moments, and then she glanced over to David. Her focus, though, was not on his face but his groin.
David glanced down. His cock was still flaccid, lying snugly between his closed thighs, but he was afraid. The horror of watching her kiss another man was wearing off now, and he could feel stirrings, sensual stirrings. He feared those stirrings would make his cock stiffen, and he knew that once that happened, they would fuck; of that, he had no doubt.
"Am I allowed to touch?" She asked as she turned her attention back to Joseph.
"Joseph smiled. “Feel free to do what you like.” He told her. “Whatever you think will give him a stiffy.”
David felt those stirrings again. He watched as her hand moved across his lap and rested on his bulge. He closed his eyes to try and shut himself off, but Kelly spoke. “Do you have a big one?” She asked.
David’s eyes opened in horror.
"See for yourself," Joseph said as he stood up.
Joseph was simply dressed in a long t-shirt and a pair of knee-length shorts. David watched as Kelly's hand went up to the belt buckle. He didn't think that she would do it; he didn't think that she even had it in her to do such a thing; after all, she knew hardly anything about the man, but she unbuckled his belt strap and loosened the waistband of his shorts.
As she tugged on them, she glanced across at David. Once again, her focus was not on his face but his cock. Her eyes remained focused on his cock as she pulled Joseph’s shorts slowly down over his thighs. David managed to hold on to his thoughts as he desperately tried to keep himself from getting caught up in the erotic spectacle. “You’re very big.” He heard her say to Joseph.
David found it impossible to keep himself from looking up; he found it impossible not to look at his wife holding another man’s cock in her hand. Her white hand looked so small against the huge thick black cock; so small it could barely wrap itself around it. David could feel himself starting to stir now; he knew that he was beginning to lose the battle.
He tried his best to focus his thoughts elsewhere, but Kelly was making it more and more difficult. “Can I suck you?” He heard her say.
He watched Joseph's ample brown hand rest on his blonde-haired wife's shoulder. "Babe, you can do whatever you want with my cock."
As her lips folded around the bulbous tip of Joseph’s cock she turned and looked across at David. This time she looked him in the eye; she was taunting him; she was teasing him; she saw his cock slowly starting to lift itself off his thighs. David closed his eyes; he wanted to put other thoughts inside his head, any ideas, anything but the idea of his wife sucking another man’s cock. It was becoming a hopeless battle.
He opened his eyes again only to see Joseph’s hands fondling Kelly’s breasts through her thin top. He watched him take her nipples between his thumbs and forefingers to arouse her. He knew just how sensitive her nipples were; he knew just how aroused she became when he did that. He felt his penis stiffening again. David closed his eyes.






Chapter 3

The rustling of clothes drew his attention back to them, and he opened his eyes to see Kelly standing and Joseph pulling her top over her head. It had hardly had time to hit the floor before he had unhooked her bra. David watched Joseph lower his face to her breasts, and he just managed to close his eyes before the first kisses were released. He could hear them; he could listen to the sound of lips against flesh, and he could also hear the sounds of soft moans, Kelly’s faint cries of ecstasy.
He heard the rustling of clothes again and found himself unable to stop his eyes from opening. It was Joseph kneeling on the floor now; it was Joseph’s hands dealing with a belt buckle now; Kelly’s skirt belt buckle to be precise. He watched her skirt slide gracefully down her thighs to the floor to leave her standing there in just a pair of white panties. Joseph's large dark-skinned hands reached up to the waistband of them just as David felt something cold dripping onto his thighs. He looked down; his dick was stiff and leaking precum. The battle was lost.
David let out a groan, a groan of despair that brought their attention to him. Kelly stepped out of her panties, bent down to pick them up, and took hold of Joseph’s cock to lead him across the room to where he was seated. Kelly said nothing as she stooped down and kissed him gently on the lips. She looked him in the eyes, and after dropping her panties in his lap, she led Joseph by the cock to the door.
David groaned as he watched them leave the room. He heard them climb the wooden stairs up to the bedroom and then listened to the noise of the bed springs. There was only silence coming from upstairs for a few moments, but then he heard soft moans coming from Kelly. The increasing volume of her moans and the sound of the rhythmic bedspring movements told him that they were fucking.
He glanced down at his groin. His erect cock had Kelly’s panties dangling from it, and they served to help soak up his cum. He tugged on his hands; he wanted to free them; he wanted to masturbate, David was desperate for relief, but he could do nothing except listen. Listen to sounds coming from upstairs; the sounds of the creaking bedsprings; the sound of the headboard hitting the wall; the sounds of sex, the sounds of his wife having sex with another man.
Then there were the cries and moans. Kelly was screaming now, screaming out obscenities, screaming out in passion. He could hear her crying out about Joseph’s big cock; hear her crying out about how good it was; hear her telling him, begging him even to fill her. He could also hear Joseph. Joseph, too, was vocal, groaning and grunting in his poundings, telling her he was coming, and informing her he would fill her pussy. Those final screams and groans were almost deafening, and then there was silence.
The silence was almost as deafening as the screams had been. It lasted for what seemed like ages, and then he heard Joseph’s voice. He couldn’t make out what he was saying, but he could picture him lying on top of her, talking while still deep inside her. He could also hear the sounds of the rhythmic bedspring movements again. Joseph was fucking her again.
David cursed under his breath; Joseph was fucking his wife again; showing off his prowess and masculinity. He had never fucked her so quickly in succession; he wasn’t capable. He cursed again. Kelly was starting her screaming again; he had never heard her so vocal during sex, never known her to enjoy sex like this before. But David wasn’t Joseph; David didn’t have a huge thick cock like Joseph; David didn’t have the sexual appetite that Joseph had. David couldn't please his wife as Joseph could. David cursed him again.
He wanted to drown out their sounds; wanted to put his fingers in his ears to drown out the screams and obscenities flowing from Kelly as she neared another climax. He also wanted to cum; he wanted to masturbate; he wanted to take hold of his cock and stroke it to the rhythm of Joseph’s pounding. He wanted to release his cum alongside Joseph. That was impossible, of course. He was bound, tied to a chair, unable to touch himself, unable to free himself, unable to enjoy the pleasures that Joseph was experiencing.
He could hear Joseph coming; he could hear Joseph screaming that he was coming; he could hear him warn his wife that he was about to fill her, and he could hear Kelly screaming “Yessssssssssssssss.”
The silence lasted longer this time. At one stage, he thought they had fallen asleep, but then he heard the sound of the bedsprings moving; they were disengaging. He could hear their voices, whispering, talking slowly. He heard Kelly giggle; he also heard them kiss, and then he heard the sound of feet hitting the floor.
He was afraid now; he could hear them coming down the stairs. What would happen next? What would they say? What would he say?
He looked up at them as they entered the room naked, hand in hand and naked. His eyes fell to Joseph's groin. His cock was still half-erect, glistening, and wet, half erect and covered with his wife's juices as well as his cum. Kelly smiled and bent down to kiss him. "Okay, darling?” She asked.
He gave a faint smile. He was so pleased to see her; he wanted to kiss her properly; he wanted to take her in his arms; he wanted to love her. She reached for his cock and lifted her panties from it. There was an embarrassing pool of cum around the base of his cock. "You're excited then?" She asked him.
He said nothing. What could he say?
Joseph was stood by her side with his arm around her waist, and all he could do was stare down at Joseph's cock. "Did you like listening to our fucking?" She asked as she wrapped the panties around his cock.
David groaned.
"You know that you are a cuckold now, don't you?" She told him as she started to move her hand up and down his shaft.
He groaned again.
"Joseph has cuckolded you. You do know that don’t you?” She taunted as her hand movements quickened.
"Yessssssssssssss.” David replied.
"You don't mind if he fucks me regularly on this holiday, do you?" She taunted again.
"Nooooooooooooo." He groaned.
"Tell him, darling." She said. "Tell him he can fuck me whenever he wants." She taunted as her hand movements brought him closer to coming.
David groaned.
"Tell him, darling. Tell him." She said. "Tell him that I am his to fuck as he pleases."
David groaned then cried out as he started to cum. Kelly pumped his cock harder, and he screamed out again. “There’s a good boy.” She told him as his cum gushed out and spilled over her panties.
As she wiped up the last drops of his cum he noticed a trickle of cum running down the inside her thighs. That was Joseph’s cum. While he had only cum on his wife’s damp panties, Joseph had had the luxury of coming inside a nice tight warm pussy; his wife’s nice tight warm pussy.
Joseph was quick to notice it too. Breaking away from Kelly, he went behind the chair and untied David. "A good cuck always goes down on his wife and cleans her up after she has been fucked by another man," David told him.
David had never done anything like that before; he had never even had the inclination to. He had wiped her pussy with tissue afterward, but he never cleaned up with his tongue before. Just like his cuckolding, though, he was being led to do things, led to places that he didn't really want to go. Kelly sat back on the sofa with legs apart, and Joseph led David to the edge of the couch and made him kneel in front of her.
"That's it, darling." She said, taking him by the head. "You clean me up. Clean up all Joseph’s lovely cum.”
Kelly's hand pulled his face tightly against her. David poked out his tongue and tentatively touched her cum covered pussy lips. It was thick, creamy, and salty. His cheeks became covered in the sticky remnants as he delved deeper inside her with his eager tongue. As well as cleaning her up though he realized that he was also arousing Kelly; her fingers dug into his scalp, and she started gyrating her groin into his face. He could also hear her cries of ecstasy.
He wasn't the only one aroused either; glancing to his side he saw Joseph standing there stroking his cock as he watched them. It was fully erect again, and it looked menacing and threatening. Kelly had also noticed his arousal and reached out to hold his dick. “Fuck me again, please Joseph.” He heard her say.
She pushed David away; she had dispensed with his services; she wanted dick now. He thought that maybe he would take her upstairs again, but no, he took her on the couch. He made her kneel on the couch face down and then climbed up behind her. With one leg on the floor and the other on the sofa, he pushed his cock deep inside her and began to fuck her violently.
David stood back, watching him take her, watching him pound her ferociously from behind. He also watched him treat her very roughly. Joseph pulled at her hair with one hand and slapped her thigh hard with the other. He shouted at her to move her ass, calling her a whore in the process. David had never used rough treatment like this on her.
He watched her thigh get redder and redder, and he heard Kelly scream louder and louder, but she wasn’t in pain. Kelly loved every thrust of Joseph's cock; loved every hard slap on her thigh, loved every tug of her hair, and loved every name he called her. Suddenly the slapping stopped, and the hair-pulling ceased as Joseph used his hands to grip her thighs instead. Kelly’s screams became almost deafening as he pounded her without mercy until he came again.
David stood back and looked on in awe as they collapsed on the settee together. He had never seen anything like it in his life.
It was over an hour later when Kelly stepped out of the bath after a long soak. He helped her to dry herself before she slipped into bed beside him. David wanted her; he was horny; he wanted to make love to her, but he knew that Kelly was in no fit state to fuck again that night as she cuddled up in his arms and closed her eyes.
Late, next afternoon as they sat down at the beach bar for a relaxing drink, Joseph emerged from the bar and came over to them. He acknowledged David before bending down and kissing Kelly on the lips. He whispered something in her ear, and she got up and took hold of his hand. David watched as they walked away towards the apartments. He felt his cock immediately stiffen as he imagined Kelly being filled by Joseph’s big black cock. Once again, he had passed the cuckold test.
Suddenly he felt someone's presence next to him. "Mind if I join you?" A voice said. "My name is Walker.”
David took hold of the outstretched hand and shook it. “David.” He said.
"My wife's away getting what yours is about to get," Walker said as he sat down.
David looked down at the man’s crotch; he was sitting there sporting a rock-hard erection; David smiled to himself; he was seated next to another husband who had passed the cuckold test!




Chapter 4

David stood next to Kelly as she sat at her dressing table reading the airmail letter that the postman had just delivered. She was naked, and David wore just his boxers. He couldn’t read the writing on the letter, but as much as he was interested in her letter, he was fixated with her body. They had been back from Jamaica just over a week now, and she still held her suntan. The only actual white areas on her body were around her bikini area. The whiteness of her flesh stood out glaringly.
David looked down at her pussy as she sat with thighs parted. He had fallen in love with it all over again. He remembered all those years ago when he first saw it how he would stare at it for ages taking in every curve, every crevice, every fold of flesh. Until their holiday, he had taken her pussy for granted. Yes, he did pay attention to it when he made love to her but outside of that, if he had seen her without knickers, he would rarely take the time to stare at her. Not so now. David had spent most of their holiday sharing her pussy with another man, and he was no longer taking it for granted. There was no longer any surety that it would solely belong to him from now on.
Sharing her pussy was not quite the right way of putting it because he hadn't in one sense. David had only resumed making love to Kelly since they returned from holiday. Before that, her pussy had become exclusively used by Joseph, the man who had become her lover, the man with whom he had passed the Cuckold Test.
It was not that Kelly had refused him as some cuckoldresses do. Once into a cuckolding relationship, some wives refuse penetrative sex with their husbands altogether and restrict them to hand or blow jobs. No, the simple reason was that Joseph exhausted her, and she was also often slightly sore afterward. Joseph was massive, and she was not used to a man of his size. Kelly needed time to recuperate afterward.
David did, however, have the pleasure of giving and receiving oral sex afterward though. When Joseph had finished with her, David would go to the bedroom and gently use his tongue on her; cleaning her; tenderly licking and kissing her tender parts, helping her swollen pussy lips recuperate after Joseph's heavy pounding. Afterward, he would kneel at her side, and Kelly would take him in hand; take his hard, cum covered dick in her gentle fingers, and slowly masturbate him.
Kelly would sometimes torture him, not physically, but mentally and emotionally. She would relive her lovemaking session with Joseph, telling David how good it was, telling David what positions he had fucked her in; telling him how long he had taken; telling him how many times he had made her cum. Telling him how he had made her feel. It wasn’t so much what she said but how she said it and how she would play him. She quickly got to sense when he was about to cum, and she would stop for a few moments before she resumed. However, there were times when she didn’t need to touch him again; Kelly could keep on talking, and he would sometimes cum without her lifting a finger.
Although most of his cuckolding was done without him being present, there were no times when he would participate. Sometimes Joseph would tell him to take off Kelly’s panties before leaving them to fuck in private. Having her stand there lifting her skirt while he knelt and took her panties down while Joseph looked on was both tortuous and highly erotic. David would stand up, and his prominent erection would bring comments from Joseph such as, "You keep passing the test, David!”
There had been two occasions when he had assisted Joseph to fuck her. On both occasions, Joseph had popped round for a quickie. David had taken off her skirt and panties for him and then held her legs in the air while he fucked her. Kelly had held onto his cock while Joseph pounded her. He had long since come before Joseph had unloaded his cum inside her. On one occasion, Joseph had held her legs up in the air and edged himself forward so that his cock was actually lying across her mound and then told him to guide it into her. Kelly had told him that she actually came before his whole length had entered her; it was so erotic watching her husband guide another man’s cock into her pussy.
The sound of Kelly’s voice brought his thoughts back to the present. “It’s from Joseph.” She told him before beginning to read aloud.
“My Darling Kelly, I am missing you.” He had said. “I hope you don’t mind me calling you my darling. I know that you belong to David and you are his darling, but it doesn’t mean that you can’t be my darling as well. I trust that you both got home safely. I’m sure that by now, you have settled back into your ordinary lives again.

 
I would like to know if this was all this just an adventure for you, my darling, or has it changed you in any way? I would like to come and see you. I miss you. I miss what we had together. I miss your body. I miss touching you. I miss feeling your body shudder with excitement as I touch you. I miss, dare I say it, fucking you. I have fucked many women, as you know, but you certainly stand out among them. I have never missed anyone before like this. I miss the way you give yourself totally to me. It wasn’t just the way you opened your thighs for me to possess you. It was also the way you opened your soul to me as well. It wasn’t just your pussy that I was fucking but you. I don’t know if that makes any sense to you. I also miss the way you held onto me as I came inside you, not just with your legs and arms but also your pussy. I swear it felt as though your pussy was squeezing every last drop of cum from me!

 
So where do we go from here, darling? Can I come and see you? I would like to come and spend a couple of weeks with you; live with you. I would like to sleep with you in your bed; fuck you to sleep every night and fuck you awake in the morning. Would David let me? I think he would. I know that he enjoyed my fucking you on holiday. Yes, I know that he was jealous and, like all cuckolds, hurt, but I also knew how excited he was. His cock was always hard and dribbling when I was with you.

 
If I did come over to see you, I would like him to watch us more. It is very satisfying looking up at a husband’s face just as you are cumming inside his wife. I would enjoy seeing him see the pleasure on my face as I came inside you. I am not sure how much that appeals to you as well.

 
Anyway, after I finish this letter, I will stroke ‘king dick’ as you called him. I will think about our last fuck together before you rushed off to the airport with David. Do you remember it? Do you remember standing in front of me, drying yourself after our shower, reaching for my cock, and asking if ‘king dick’ is finally done in!

 
You slut, you! You knew 'he' would get hard again, didn't you? I made you pay for it, though, didn't I? Made you bend over and touch your toes so I could give you a right good shagging from behind, didn't I? I bet your pussy ached for ages afterward, didn't it!

 
Anyway, it’s all down to you now, and David, of course. I guess if I don’t hear back from you, then you want what we did to remain an adventure. I will accept that and sadly wish you all the best, but please write and tell me if you're going to see me again. I can be on a plane within days!

 
Missing you

 
Big Joseph and ‘King Dick’

 
xxxxxxxxxx

 
P.S. If you do let me come over, I will take that ass of yours this time. I know that we did try it, and you found it painful, but I will take it slowly next time and get some lubricant. Believe me, you will enjoy it.”

 
For a few minutes, there was just silence between them. Kelly sat there holding the letter, and David just stood staring into space. The letter spoke of the intimacy between them, the intimacy between his wife and another man, the intimacy between lovers. Kelly broke the silence again by reaching up and touching his cock; it was erect. "Well, darling?" She said.
David looked down at her. “You would like to see him again, I take it?” He said to her.
Kelly nodded.
David said nothing.
"You know that what we did on holiday has changed things don't you?" She said to him.
"Between us?" David asked.
"Yes." She told him. "I will always love, and I will never leave you, but I will always have other men as well; other black men, that is." She added, still holding his erection.
“It’s true what they say then about never going back?” David replied.
Kelly slipped her hand in the opening of his boxers and pulled out his hard and sticky cock. She leaned forward and took the head of his cock in her mouth, and ran her tongue over it to clean it. "There is something about being fucked by a black man," she said. "It's hard to explain, but it's as though you shouldn't be doing it, and that makes it so much more exciting. Joseph only had to touch me, and I would start to cum. That first time, that very first time when we went upstairs leaving you downstairs, I was already starting to cum just climbing the stairs. Having him following on behind; having him following me up to our bed to fuck me was just indescribable. When I lay back on the bed, and he climbed between my legs, I just lost it. I came before his cock even touched me.” She tried to explain.
David reached and stroked her head. “I know. I understand.” He told her.
Kelly started to stroke him. He was already beginning to lose it himself. He shouldn’t be; a man shouldn’t be getting excited about another man fucking his wife. A man should be angry; a man should be jealous; a man should be hurt. But he was all these things; he was angry, jealous, hurt, yet he was also so sexually excited. He couldn’t explain it. Just as Kelly couldn't fully explain what it was about a black man that sexually excited her so much.
"I need to have him fuck me again, David.” She told him. “I need Joseph to fuck me.”
David groaned as his cum splashed against her. He, too, needed Joseph to fuck her again.
A couple of hours later, Kelly joined David in the kitchen; she had been in the lounge writing a letter to Joseph after popping out the post office to buy an airmail letter. “I have written a reply to Joseph.” She said quietly. “Can I read it to you?”
David nodded and lowered his head as she spoke.
“Darling Joseph,
Yes, you can call me darling. I don't mind, and I am sure that David doesn’t mind either sharing his darling!
The first thing is that if you are reading this, you will know that it is okay to come and visit. I will write this letter, read it to David and then hand it to him to post. It will be his decision whether to post it or not. He is my husband, and he has to make that choice of giving me to you. I have already told him that I will fuck other men, black men, that is. He knows that. But I would sooner it just be you.
Obviously, I do want you to come and stay with us. I miss you. I miss your fucking. I miss the way you just took me as and when you desired. I miss the nights we had together when you would fuck me as you pleased. I miss how you would just change positions partway through our fucking; you were just satisfying yourself with my body anyway and anyhow you wanted. You found my submissive side. I like to be just taken, fucked, and used. You do that so well, darling.
You don’t have to ask me if David can watch us, and neither do you have to ask me if you can take my ass if you come over. You don’t even have to ask if you can sleep in my bed with me. You tell me what you want, and I will do it. That is the way I want things to be when you come over. I want to be your slut to fuck and use as you desire.
If you get this letter, then David will know and understand that is the way I want things. If you want him to watch us; want him to watch you satisfy yourself with my body, then so be it. I am sure that in letting you come to me, he knows and understands that I need you; he understands that I have needs that only a man like you can meet; he understands and loves me enough to share me with you.
I look forward to seeing you again, and I have put our telephone number at the end of the letter for you to call and discuss travel arrangements.
Your darling and filthy slut
Kelly
Xxxxx
P.S. Give King Dick a hug from me. I can’t wait to give him a nice long kiss when I see him, and my pussy wants to provide him with a good tight, wet hug!”
David stood there, sensing his erection hard and uncomfortable in his trousers. Kelly looked at it as she handed him the letter. "Are you sure you want me to post this?" He asked her.
Kelly reached out with her hand and touched him. “You know that I do, and I think you do as well, don’t you?”
"I....I am worried, Kelly.” David started to say. "You might fall in love with him. You might want to go away with him. You might leave me for him."
Kelly looked pensive as she gently squeezed his hardness. “There is always that possibility, darling. There is always the chance that I won’t want him to leave, but that is the risk we take.” She replied.
"I......I...... always want to be with you, Kelly," David told her. “I love you, but I am willing to share you with another man. I am willing to share you with Joseph.”
Kelly looked up at him for a moment and then dropped to her knees and began to pull down his zip. “I always want to be with you as well,” she told him. “But I am always going to put you to the cuckold test, and you are always going to pass it, you know that, don’t you?”
David groaned as her lips folded around his cock. She sucked him for a few minutes, then pulled away, put his erection back in his pants, and zipped him up again. Standing up, she kissed him. “Are you going to post it then?” She asked him.
David stood in silence for a few moments.
"While you are out, I will make a start getting the spare bedroom ready for you," Kelly told him.
"For me?" He asked.
Kelly put her arms around his neck and kissed him again. “Where else are you going to sleep when Joseph comes to stay?” She said as she pressed herself against him.
David felt his erection bulging in his trousers.
"As I said," she told him. "You are always going to pass the cuckold test with me!"
David walked away, hoping that his bulge would have subsided by the time he got to the front door.
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Eventually we ran out of negotiating tactics, and he gave us a simple choice. Carlie could suck his cock or we were out. I said no way, we would never stoop to that level, my fiancée would never have to do something like that.
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