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   ‘Hi honey,’ my wife Mary said as I walked in the door. ‘I ran into your boss, Andre, at the mall today.’
 
   ‘What did the prick have to say?’
 
   ‘Don’t be like that, he’s your boss! Anyway, he told me his house is getting remodeled so I offered to let him stay here for the weekend.’
 
   I nearly dropped my coffee. ‘You did what?!
 
   ‘Calm down, I think this is an excellent opportunity for you to get to know him better. He is your boss after all.’
 
   ‘What?! To get to know him?! I’ve known that dick my entire life! We went to school together, and he made my life a living hell then as much as he is now!’
 
   ‘Oh shush honey, that was years and years ago, when you were both young. People change you know. When I talked to him at the company dance last week he was very nice, actually.’
 
   I stormed off to the bathroom, because I knew arguing with my wife would be senseless. I wasn’t about to call my boss up and tell he me wasn’t welcome at my home.
 
   But fucking Andre! That asshole had bullied me all the way through high school, and I was glad to be rid of him when I graduated. During college I met Mary,  when we both graduated she wanted to move back to my hometown to settle down. I got a job at a local insurance company, and everything was perfect for the first few years. Then, my manager moved out-of-state, and instead of me getting a promotion, the management pulls Andre out of a fucking hat! I think he knows the CEO from a boxing class or whatever, as Andre has no experience in this business whatsoever. Now he’s my direct boss.
 
   I was getting changed out of my work clothes when I heard the doorbell ring.
 
   ‘He’s here,’ my wife yelled. Already?! I thought. There goes my weekend…
 
   ‘Jimmy boy!’ Andre whooped in his deep, dark voice as I walked into the dining room.
 
   ‘Andre,’ I said stiffly. He was too damn big for our dining room – he was almost 7 feet tall, one big bulk of muscle. He was bald and black as the night. He looked more like a bouncer than a upper-level manager at an insurance firm, but he somehow pulled it off.
 
   During dinner he was as crass as ever. He was constantly bragging about his nightly conquests. I figured his boasting would turn Mary off – monogamy was very important to her. I had been the first and only man in her life, and she often looked down on people with ‘loose morals’, as she would call them. He also extensively complimented Mary’s figure, and demanded she should do more to show it off. She blushed, and I didn’t quite know what to say. I did want her to show off more, but for me, not this jerk.
 
   ‘You guys know Danielle, right? Works at accounting?’ Andre said.
 
   I nodded absentmindedly, tiring of him already.
 
   ‘I think I met her at the dance, briefly,’ Mary interjected.
 
   ‘Well, she’s been hounding me non-stop since then, after we had a quickie in the bathroom, and -’
 
   ‘You had sex with her at the dance?’ Mary asked, intrigued.
 
   ‘Yeah,’ Andre answered casually. ‘Not only her, it was a busy night.’
 
   ‘But,’ Mary said doubtfully, ‘if I’m not mistaken, wasn’t Tom there as well? Her husband?’
 
   Andre laughed. ‘I’ve never found that a problem,’ he said coarsely. 
 
   ‘Anyway, her husbands in town, so you guys don’t mind if bring her here tonight, right?’
 
   I looked triumphantly at my wife. Now he had gone too far, there was no way Mary would allow some cheap slut into our hom-
 
   ‘Sure, no problem,’ she said nonchalantly.
 
   I looked at her in shock. Was she serious?!
 
   ‘Our home is your home, after all. Right John?’ 
 
   They both looked at me. ‘Ahh-err-right,’ I stammered.
 
    
 
   That night me and Mary were awoken by the sound of Andre coming home, and from the sound of it, he wasn’t alone. I heard a female laugh.
 
   ‘Did you hear that?’ My wife whispered to me as we heard steps coming down the hall. 
 
   ‘I think he’s back!’ 
 
   ‘Whatever,’ I shrugged and turned back around, annoyed that Andre was getting some in my own home.
 
   I tried to fall back asleep, but to no avail. Soon I heard the distinct sounds of bedsprings squeaking and soft moaning. I hoped it would be over in a few minutes.
 
   How wrong I was.
 
   The moans quickly got louder and louder.
 
   ‘You like that?! You like my big dick, you fucking whore?!’
 
   Andre’s deep voice travelled easily through our thin walls.
 
   ‘Oh! Oh! Yeah! Oh! Fuck me!’ 
 
   ‘I’m gonna fill you with my cum, you slut!’
 
   ‘Yes! Ohhh! Yes! I’m your little whore! Fuck me daddy!’
 
   ‘Does Tom fuck you as good as me?!’
 
   ‘Oh god no – Ohhh – you’re the best Andre! Fuck me with that big black cock of yours!’
 
   I was appalled at this filthy language. Me and Mary never spoke like that. 
 
   I turned around, expecting to find Mary steaming as well. Instead, she had her eyes closed, and she was biting her lip. I looked down and – she was playing with herself!
 
   ‘Honey?’ I said, surprised.
 
   Mary’s eyes shot open, and I saw lust burning in her eyes. ‘I need you to fuck me,’ she said as she suddenly pushed me unto my back and climbed on top of me. She was very aggressive – completely out of character for her. I don’t think I’d ever even hear her say ‘fuck’.
 
   She grabbed my dick – which was hard, I couldn’t deny that – and she rode me hard and fast. She started moaning loudly as well.
 
   ‘Ohh fuck! Yes! Yes!’
 
   ‘Shhh,’ I said, but she ignored me.
 
   ‘Yes! YES! YES! OH FUCK YES! OH FUCK ME!’
 
   I got the strange idea she wanted Andre to hear her. 
 
   ‘YES! OH FUCK! OH FUCK ME HARD BABY! OH YES CUM IN ME!’ She screamed at the top of her lungs. I was sure the neighbors could hear her, let alone Andre who was in the next room!
 
   I fucked her as hard as I could, and within no time I came inside of her. 
 
   Andre was nowhere near done however, and moans and shrieks kept coming from his room for over an hour. Eventually I drifted off to a restless sleep.
 
    
 
   The next morning, Andre apologized for the noise he made during the night.
 
   ‘It’s not a problem,’ Mary told him. ‘We barely heard anything,’ she lied. Essentially she gave Andre a free pass to do whatever he liked, and this pattern continued on for the entire weekend. Each night Andre would go out, bring home a girl and pound her relentlessly in the next room. We could not get any sleep because of the loud cries and hard moans, the constant begging for his ‘black cock’. Like clockwork, Mary would climb on top of me each night and grind herself to orgasm on my dick as we listened to the fucking next door. She would close her eyes tight, and I had a sneaking suspicion she was fantasizing about Andre. 
 
   On Monday, Andre said the work on his house wasn’t anywhere near finished and he asked if he could extend his stay. I quickly agreed, as Mary has been insatiable since he got here. I still didn’t like him, but his parade of floozies put my wife’s sex drive in over gear. 
 
    
 
   That week I noticed my wife started dressing sexier and sexier. Gone were her jeans and sweaters. She was now wearing dresses and skirts, showing off her long legs and her ample bosom. I was enjoying the sights very much. I didn’t see much of Andre at work that week. As the manager he comes and goes as he pleased, and I had to meet several clients, so I didn’t think too much of it.
 
   Thursday I was very surprised when I got home for dinner, and she was wearing a skin-tight black leather dress that barely covered her butt. The tight fabric pushed her breasts together as well, creating an amazing spectacle. She had never worn anything as sexy as this.
 
   ‘Whoah! You look fantastic,’ I told her.
 
   ‘You like? I got it this afternoon,’ she said.
 
   ‘Yeah you look… gorgeous.’
 
   ‘Thanks honey. Dinner is ready!’
 
   During dinner I could barely keep my eyes off of her. When I was doing the dishes she joined me in the kitchen, she quickly lifted the front of the dress and flashed me her bare-naked pussy.
 
   I nearly dropped a plate. 
 
   ‘I see you like it,’ she said with a mischievous grin as she wandered back into the living room. I was flabbergasted. My prim and proper wife, not wearing any underwear in a minuscule dress – and we had a guest over! I had tried to get her to go commando before in the past, soon after we got married, but she had always shot me down. And now, here she was. 
 
   As I was washing the dishes, Andre joined me in the kitchen to grab a beer.
 
   ‘Some dress, huh?’ He said.
 
   ‘Yeah, unbelievable,’ I answered.
 
   ‘When I saw it in the store I knew it would look good on her,’ he said nonchalantly.
 
   He had turned around and walked back into the living room before my brain had processed that statement. Was Andre the one buying sexy clothes for my wife?!
 
   That was impossible, I reckoned. Mary would have told me. Simply impossible. I must have heard him wrong. 
 
    
 
   The next day my afternoon meeting cancelled on me. I had no other meetings planned for the day so I decided to head home and surprise Mary. Perhaps we could go out for dinner, and hopefully leave before Andre got back from work. I arrived home and noticed his silver sports car in my driveway.
 
   That’s strange, I thought. It’s only three a clock in the afternoon, he ought to be at the office.
 
   I walked in the door, but Mary didn’t seem to be home. She wasn’t in the kitchen or the living room. She must have gone shopping, or perhaps she was doing groceries. Oh well. I took off my suit and prepared to take a long hot shower. As I walked up the stairs, I suddenly heard Andre’s commanding voice coming from upstairs.
 
   ‘Who does this pussy belong to?!’
 
   I felt like a stranger in my own home. Andre must have taken some whore back here. I turned around to leave – I didn’t feel comfortable lounging around my home as Andre was having sex in my guest room – but I stopped dead in my tracks as I heard a female voice respond.
 
   ‘You! This pussy belongs you, Andre! Keep fucking me!’
 
   My heart skipped a beat. 
 
   This was impossible. It couldn’t be.
 
   Like a zombie, I walked up the stairs. With each step, the moans got louder and louder.
 
   ‘Ohh yeah! Ohh fuck, fuck, fuck me! I love that big fucking black cock of yours! Oh god!’
 
   ‘Does your husband fuck you like this?!’
 
   ‘Ohhh! No way! Oh you’re so BIG! You’re fucking me so GOOD!’
 
   I didn’t want to believe it, but I could recognize that voice everywhere. 
 
   I was now standing in the hallway. The sounds were coming not from the guestroom, but from my room. Me and Mary’s room. The door was slightly ajar. I peeked through the crack.
 
   On our martial bed was Mary, completely naked, on her hands and knees.
 
   Behind her was Andre. Naked. His thick black cock was plunging into my wife. With each thrust his balls slapped against her clit. One hand was wrapped tightly in her hair. He pulled it roughly as he pounded her from the back.
 
   The other hand slapped her ass mercilessly. I could see it was glowing bright red. 
 
   I had tried to spank Mary before, but she would have none of it. Sex was supposed to be tender and loving, she would say, and I followed her wishes. Isn’t that what a good husband is supposed to do?
 
   And now, Andre, my rival, my greatest enemy, my bully and my boss, was spanking my wife’s ass and fucking her right in my own bed. 
 
   Suddenly, the anger rose. I forcefully pushed the door open.
 
   ‘What the fuck?!’ I yelled.
 
   Andre glanced at me. ‘Hi there Jimmy, home early are you? I’m just showing your wife here a good time,’ he said, never missing a beat as he kept fucking my wife.
 
   Mary opened her eyes wide. She had a look of shock on her face, but she didn’t make any attempt to leave.
 
   ‘Hi honey’, she slurred. ‘Andre’s fucking me,’ she said, stating the obvious.
 
   ‘I can see that, but what the fuck?!’ 
 
   This wasn’t going the way I pictured it. Normally the wife would cry, repent, and the other man would leave, scared for his life, but this was not playing out like that. Andre kept fucking her ass as if I wasn’t there.
 
   ‘Ohhh baby, after hearing how well he fucked all those girls, I – oh – well I just had to try it for myself,’ she said unapologetically. 
 
   I walked away, disgusted. I went downstairs and fixed myself a stiff drink. Now that I had walked away, Mary would see how serious I was. Any second she would run downstairs, filled with remorse and regret, and beg for my forgiveness. 
 
   I finished my drink. And then a second. And a third. Ten minutes passed. Twenty. 
 
   The sounds of lovemaking were still clearly audible.
 
   I found myself climbing back up the stairs. How could she do this to me? How could she humiliate me so?
 
   I looked around the corner.
 
   Mary was now sitting on her knees in front of Andre. He was sitting on the edge of the bed, his legs spread. Mary was between them, her hands lazily stroking up and down his humongous shaft while she tongues his oversized balls. 
 
   ‘Hey Jimmy. Mary said you never make her suck your dick, what’s up with that? You’re missing out, homie. She’s a natural. Check this out.’
 
   He grabbed the base of his penis and slapped his thick cockhead against Mary’s face. She stretched out her tongue, trying to catch it in her mouth, but he kept slapping it against her forehead.
 
   ‘Open wide, bitch.’
 
   Mary stretched her mouth to the maximum.
 
   Andre grabbed her hair roughly as he shoved his cockhead into her mouth.
 
   It was not gentle, or tender – he shoved it down her throat, hard and rough. He fucked her face, pulling her face up and down by her hair. I saw she was fingering herself as Andre used her mouth as a fucktoy – she was getting off on it.
 
   ‘Oh yeah! I love fucking your wife, Jimmy! I’m about to cum all over her face’, he snarled.
 
   I dropped down to my knees in humiliation and defeat.
 
   Andre pushed Mary off his cock. ‘Tell him you love my cum, whore,’
 
   Mary turned around. 
 
   ‘I love his cum, baby. I don’t know why, but it’s just… I need it. This is just who I am now. I still love you, but… this is what I need right now. For me.’
 
   Andre stroked his cock inches from her mouth, a determined look on his face. 
 
   ‘That’s it, here it comes!’
 
   ‘Yes, please! Give it to me!’
 
   ‘Oh fuck! Yes bitch! Yes! Look at it Jimmy! Look at my dick about to coveryour wife! Look as she laps up my cum! Your wife is my whore! I’ve been fucking her all week Jim, every day that you’ve gone come and kissed her you’ve been tasting my cum! Yes! YES!’
 
   With a  loud roar Andre came. Rope after rope of his thick white seed covered my wife. He shot it in her wide-open mouth, on her cheeks, on her chest – she was dripping with his seed. 
 
   Mary loved every second of it. She scooped the cum off her face and chest, greedily sucking on her fingers. I had never seen anything quite like it, and this was certainly not the girl I loved and married. 
 
   ‘Now, give your man a kiss,’ Andre commanded.
 
   Mary looked at me, a wicked glint in her eye. She crawled over to me on her hands and knees, like a cheetah stalking its prey.
 
   ‘Oh god,’ I said softly to myself.
 
   Mary grabbed my head in her hands. I looked back at her, terrified. Her eyes locked onto mine, a crazed and lustful look on her face.
 
   ‘Kiss your wife, baby.’
 
   I tried to crawl away, but Mary planted her lips firmly on mine. I tried to fight it, but her hand squeezed my crotch roughly. I opened my mouth in shock, and she forced her tongue into my mouth. I could taste the slimy sperm of my boss as our tongues met.
 
   ‘Taste familiar, don’t it?’ Andre said as he laughed harshly at my misfortune. 
 
   ‘There’s a lot more where that came from. Now go get us some dinner. We’re not done here yet,’ Andre ordered.
 
   I left dejected. I looked back and saw Mary climbing unto his lap, her hand wrapped around his thick black shaft as she tried to stuff it back in her once tiny cunt. I got in my car and drove to the local pizza place as I wondered if my wife’s pussy would ever feel the same again. I never thought I was particularly small – average as can be – but my cock was miniscule compared to Andre’s monster. 
 
   ‘Hi Mister B, where’s the missus?’ The overly-friendly cashier asked me at the local pizza place, snapping me back to reality.
 
   ‘She’s, uhm, busy,’ I muttered truthfully. Mind your own business asshole. I ordered three extra-large pizzas, as Andre was probably starving from fucking my wife in ways I could not, I thought bitterly.
 
    
 
   I walked back into the house, carrying the three pizzas, as my wife’s shrieks pierced my ears.
 
   ‘FUCK! FUCK! OH SHIT! OH GOD! IT HURTS’
 
   I sprinted upstairs. If that motherfucker was hurting her, I’m breaking his goddamned skull!
 
   I kicked the door open and found my wife on her back, her knees pulled up to her chest and a cushion underneath her, so her bare butt was spread open and very available. To my horror, Andre was pushing his wide cock into her ass.
 
   ‘Hey Jimmy, you’re back. Tell me, have you ever fucked her up the ass before?’
 
   I shook my head no.
 
   Mary had her eyes clenched shut, a painful grimace plastered on her face.
 
   ‘Didn’t think so. Watch closely buddy, you might learn a thing or two. In fact you should be thanking me, when I’m done your sex life will never be the same.’
 
   He slowly sank his cock into her ass, inch by inch. Mary whimpered with each thrust.
 
   ‘You’re hurting her!’ I shouted.
 
   ‘She loves it. Don’t you, my whore?’
 
   Mary nodded softly. ‘It… hurts… but… I like it,’ she cooed softly. She had never let me slip as much as a finger into her ass during our five years of marriage, and Andre had gotten his monster cock up her asshole within a week!
 
   ‘It hurts so good,’ Mary moaned. ‘Punish my ass.. daddy.’
 
   Andre looked at me with a shit-eating grin.
 
   ‘Told you so,’ he said dryly. He slowly picked up the pace, each time sliding more and more of his black pole into my wife’s ass. Each time, Mary moaned louder and louder.
 
   ‘Oh god… oh God… OH fuck… OH YES… YES.. YES FUCK ME… FUCK THAT ASS ANDRE! OH YES! CUM IN MY ASS!’ 
 
   ‘Hand me a slice!’ Andre suddenly demanded. 
 
   ‘What?’ I asked dumbfounded.
 
   ‘I’m hungry you cocksucker, now hand me a fucking slice.’
 
   I grumbled but did as he demanded and gave him a pizza slice. As I handed it to him, he grabbed the back of my neck roughly with his free hand.
 
   ‘What the f-’ I struggled, but to no avail. He was much stronger than me.
 
   ‘You could have left at any time, or kicked me out, but you wanted me to stay, and you have done nothing to stop me, Jimmy. This confirms what I had already suspected: you wanted me to fuck her. You’re getting off on this as much as she is, aren’t you, you little faggot?’
 
   ‘Fuck off asshole,’ I spat at him, but deep down inside, I knew he was right. Why else had I not kicked his ass yet? Why did I follow his commands like a meek cuckold? And why was my cock harder than it had ever been?
 
   ‘Hold my balls where I fuck your slut,’ he demanded.
 
   I cupped his tennis-ball sized nutsack in my hand. They were smooth to the touch. With each thrust of Andre’s hips they moved about.
 
   ‘How do they feel?’ He asked me.
 
   ‘They feel… big,’ I said weakly, looking away. 
 
   ‘Bigger than yours?’
 
   ‘…much bigger’, I admitted. 
 
   ‘Squeeze them. Squeeze my balls as I pump my seed into your wife’s ass, Jim! Can you feel my cum shooting into your wife’s virgin ass?’
 
   I did as he commanded, and I could feel his balls twitching in my hand as he came inside of my wife, shooting her full of cum in places I had never reached. 
 
   ‘Yes, yes, yessssss,’ my wife moaned lewdly. ‘Fill my ass with cum,’ she pleaded.
 
   ‘Yeah bitch! Fuck yeah! Here it comes! Oh fuck!’
 
   His balls contracted as his black cock spewed rope after rope of his pearly white seed. His dick throbbed menacingly as it filled my wife, each throb adding more seed to her already stuffed ass. I was mesmerized, I couldn’t look away. My eyes were glued to his thick shaft, as I absentmindedly fondled his giant balls. He had taken completely control of my household.
 
   ‘God, yeah, that’s the stuff,’ Andre sighed as he pulled out. His dick left Mary’s ass with an audible plop, and his semen came oozing out of her spread open hole. 
 
   ‘What are you waiting for, don’t let it go to waste, cuck,’ Andre told me.
 
   This time he didn’t need to force me – I dove in out of my own free will. I pushed my face into my wife’s used ass, my tongue probing her forbidden hole – something I had never done. I tasted his seed, the taste now growing on me, as I licked my wife’s dirty ass. 
 
   ‘Oh god, yeah, that’s it, lick me baby, lick my ass, lick your wife’s fucked ass, oh yeah,’ Mary moaned. She grabbed the back of my head and pushed my face deeper into her well-fucked ass, nearly suffocating me.
 
   ‘You learn well, bitch boy,’ Andre said when I had licked her ass clean. ‘Now go sleep on the couch.’
 
   ‘What?!’ I said angrily. ‘This is still my house, if you think you can –’
 
   Andre grabbed me by the neck and easily lifted me up from the ground. ‘I’d advise you to listen. If you ever want to fuck your wife again, I’d do as you were told.’ He threw me on the floor, and I fell over backwards.
 
   I looked at Mary for support but she had her eyes closed, a blissful look on her face.
 
   ‘Mary, come on, you can’t be serious! What about us?!’
 
   ‘Hmmm, baby, please, listen to Andre. It’s just for this week, honey, it’ll be over soon.’
 
   ‘But, but,’ I pleaded, pitifully. 
 
   ‘You’ve seen his cock, honey. You just don’t measure up. Please don’t make me choose... please just... let me have this.’
 
    
 
   Realizing Andre had defeated me in every single way, I left. I spent a restless night on the couch, tossing and turning. I was afraid to crash in the guest room, as Andre had specifically said I should sleep on the couch, and I didn’t want to anger him anymore than I already had.
 
   Every time I woke up during the night I could hear bedsprings creaking, Mary’s whimpers and Andre’s loud moaning. From the sounds of it they didn’t get any sleep whatsoever. 
 
   ‘Wake up, baby.’
 
   I opened my eyes and Mary was standing next to the couch. Her bathrobe was open, exposing her naked frame. 
 
   ‘Thank God, I had the strangest nightmare,’ I said groggily, ‘You and Andre were… never mind. I’m glad to be awake. What time is it?’
 
   ‘Time for your breakfast, baby!’
 
   She threw her bathrobe on the ground, and I looked at her beautiful figure through my sleepy eyes. ‘…what,’ I said sleepily.
 
   I looked at her pussy, and suddenly noticed white goo trickling down the inside of her thigh. Was that..?
 
   Before my brain had a moment to process what was happening Mary climbed onto my face, lowing her sopping wet cunt unto my mouth. ‘Eat up, baby,’
 
   ‘What the –mmmmpf,’ I muttered as her pussy pressed into my mouth. 
 
   Mary grabbed my crotch – and my cock was hard as a rock. ‘So Andre was right, you really do want this as much as I do. I never thought you were into this, but your cock tells me otherwise.’
 
   She pulled my pants down and started jacking off my cock as I lapped at her sloppy pussy, my tongue going up and down her slit.
 
   ‘That’s it baby, lick my wet cunt… god, Andre has been fucking me all night, I didn’t even know sex could be that good. I’m glad you’re not mad, because I don’t know what I’d do without that monster cock of him. I’m so happy you understand,’ she said.
 
   I moaned into her pussy as she stroked my hard cock. I was so sure it had been a dream a moment ago – but the nightmare had been real. My feelings were mixed, I was angry and jealous, seething – but also immensely turned on. I had secretly fantasized about Mary sleeping with other men, and being humiliated, but I had never anticipated this. 
 
   ‘I guess I can tell you know that this wasn’t the first time I fooled around with Andre. You know that company party where I met him? He actually finger fucked me on the dance floor that night.’
 
   My body stiffened with rage – and my cock throbbed hard.
 
   ‘Oh you like that?’ Mary said, squeezing my dick. ‘A few of your colleagues saw – he had his back to you, and he just lifted the back of my dress up, pulled my thong to the side and jammed his fingers into my wet pussy as his thick cock pressed against my tummy and he whispered into my ear how he was going to fuck me in the toilet. I had never experienced such a strong and forceful man – he simply didn’t take no for an answer.’
 
   Mary bent over forwards and took my cock into her mouth – something I usually had to beg for.
 
   ‘Mmm, and then he took me back to the table, where you were sitting. The moment we sat down his hand slipped back between my legs, and I unbuttoned his pants and jacked him off right under the table, only a feet across from you. As you blabbed about your upcoming project I had my hand wrapped tightly around his thick black cock – and his hand was knuckle-deep into my sopping pussy. Andre then made you get new drinks – do you remember I was gone when you came back?’
 
   ‘Mmmpf,’ was all I could say with Mary’s pussy pressed down unto my face.
 
   ‘Andre told you I went to the bathroom, but actually I was down on my knees, under the table, his thick cock down my throat. As he was telling you how lucky you were to have me as a wife, he was filling my mouth with is cum! I felt so naughty. I’m sure your colleagues saw me on my knees, my heels peeking out under the table, my face buried in his crotch as you sat across, none the wiser. I couldn’t look anyone in the face that night, but I knew that this wasn’t the last time Andre would use me.’
 
   My orgasm was approaching fast – I couldn’t believe Mary had been cheating on me all this time. I had no idea, not in a thousand years would I have believed it if anyone had told me. But I knew it to be true. 
 
   ‘Oh god, oh god,’ I moaned.
 
   ‘Yessss, that’s it, cum for me baby! Cum in your slut wife’s mouth! Show me you still love me! Cum for me!’
 
   I pressed my thighs up as my orgasm washed over me, and Mary wrapped her mouth tightly around my dick. I shot my load down her throat, unleashing all of my anger, jealousy and lust into her waiting mouth.
 
   ‘Mmmmmm,’ Mary moaned as I filled her with my seed. She swallowed it greedily. 
 
   ‘Holy shit…’ I sighed, catching my breath. Mary stood up and gave me a kiss on the forehead.
 
   ‘You have to get ready for work baby.’
 
   I sat up. ‘Are we okay?’ I said. ‘I mean, this is kind of… strange.’
 
   She looked deeply into my eyes and kissed my lips. ‘Of course we are. I’ll never leave you, I love you. You’re my best friend.’
 
   I heaved sighed of relief. Perhaps we could put this all behind us…
 
   ‘Oh, and could you please tell Andre’s secretary he won’t be in today?’ She said with a mischievous smile. ‘He has some… holes to fill,’ she joked as he walked back upstairs. ‘Have fun at work honey, I’ll see you tonight!’
 
   My mouth became dry. Perhaps this was far from over…
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   The story continues in Part 2!
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   Cuckolded by my Black Boss, Part 2
 
   Jim's humiliation at the hands of his black boss is only just beginning. Andre uses his influence to get Jim relocated for two weeks, hundreds of miles away from his hot wife, leaving her all alone... 
 
    
 
   As soon as Jim's plane touches the ground his wife and his boss text him pictures all of their naughty exploits, while Jim can do nothing but wait in his hotel room for more salacious photographs of his own wife with the ebony stud... 


 
   
  
 




 
   ###
 
   Thanks for reading, I hope you enjoyed it!
 
   If you want something hot & free, subscribe to my monthly newsletter! You’ll receive a totally free, absolutely naughty story, and you’ll be kept up to date with my newest releases as well! 
 
   http://eepurl.com/Sxflv
 
   ***
 
   Still want more?
 
   Sign up for the Naughty List! You get FREE erotica books just by signing up to The Naughty List, along with a daily newsletter packed to the brim with discounts, deals, and tons of freebies from all your favorite authors!
 
   http://bit.ly/OctY1x
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Other books in the Watching my Wife series
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   Taken at the Office Party
 
   It's Amy's first company party at her new job, and she and her husband are in for a wild surprise. Her black boss like to play a kinky game: strip musical chairs. 
 
    
 
   The girls have to sit on the laps of the men, and every time the girl can't find a lap to sit on, she has to lose an article of clothing. Amy and her husband agree, not wanting to back down, but they have no idea how wild this party will become...
 
    
 
   Taken at the Resort
 
   Jessica and Peter are relaxing by the pool on their holiday in Greece when a cocky young stud offers to rubdown the young wife. He won't take no for an answer, and soon, Peter is watching the stud apply his cream all over his willing wife. 
 
    
 
   That is only the beginning of the holiday fun, as the next morning Jessica invites three bronzed locals up to her room.. and Peter watches it all.
 
    
 
   Taken at the Pool Party
 
   It's time for Ashley's annual office party at her black boss's mansion. Her husband Jim has yet to meet his young wife's co-workers, and is looking forward to the occasion. Ashley warns him that the party can get pretty wild, but Jim shrugs it off. What's the worst that could happen? 
 
    
 
   Jim is in for the surprise of his life when he finds out how wild the party really is - and that his young wife is the main attraction..
 
    
 
   Taken in the Tub
 
   Peter was planning on spending the night alone with his wife Amy, but she invited their newly single next door neighbor Dwayne over for dinner. A few drinks turn into many, and soon enough, they decide to move the party to the hot tub.
 
    
 
   When Amy needles Dwayne for not getting any, he reveals his secret... women are scared of the size of his manhood! Amy doesn't believe him for a second, and dares him to prove it...
 
    
 
   Taken in the Sauna
 
   It is the first day of Jack and Jessica's honeymoon, and they've left their small town behind and headed to Honolulu. Thousands of miles away from all their friends and family, they can finally cut loose.
 
    
 
   They go to their five-star resort's sauna separately, looking for a bit of adventure. What they will find there is more that they can handle: two football players, taking a break from practice..
 
    
 
   Can Jessica resist these two studs, or will she let things heat up... ?
 
    
 
   Taken in the Stripclub
 
   Amy has always harbored one secret, unfulfilled fantasy: To be the center of attention in a room filled with men. And tonight, that fantasy will become a reality. 
 
    
 
   Her boyfriend John's army buddies are in town, and Amy knows they are going to hit up the local stripclub. She also knows that same club is accepting newcomers. She plans to surprise her boyfriend on stage, but her plot quickly goes awry when she is ushered to the back by a bouncer and her boyfriend's friends visit her for private dances... 
 
    
 
   How far will she let them go.. ?
 
    
 
   Taken by the Team
 
   Up-and-coming sports reporter Amy Johnson is reporting on her very first Big Game when she gets swept up in the locker room celebration. Her husband Tim has to wait outside, denied by security, as his young bride parties with a whole football team, each player filled to the brim with testosterone just begging to explode. All the while he can hear exactly what is going on inside through Amy's microphone...
 
    
 
    
 
    More books by Emilia Steele
 
   If you liked this story and would like to read more, these stories will be right up your alley.
 
    
 
   The Photo Shoot
 
   Michael and Emma are celebrating their honeymoon in Jamaica when Michael surprises her: He has arranged a glamour photo shoot on the beach by a tall, dark and handsome local for her. Emma is hesitant at first, but with two sexy men encouraging her to let her hair down, she gives into temptation. What starts as a tame photo shoot quickly heats up when a nude male model is introduced..
 
    
 
   Betting on my Wife
 
   When Jay’s girlfriend leaves him, Mark treats his best friend to a night on the town. Jay is in a foul mood however, having lost his faith in dating. “All women are whores! They all just want the black D. Even your wife!” he tells his friend. “You're wrong, Amber is not like that. She’s faithful. Want to bet?” 
 
    
 
   Those words will change all of their lives, as Mark lets his muscular black friend attempt to seduce his wife. Will Amber be able to resist… or will she give into temptation?
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   ***
 
   My day at work passed in a daze. I couldn’t focus for a minute. The view of my wife, my precious lovely wife, on her knees in front of my rival and boss, worshipping his big black cock.. it was burned into my retina. Every time I closed my eyes I could see it as clear as day. I could make out every little detail. The way her hair looked, with Andre’s fingers in them. The way her chest heaved up and down as she struggled to breathe with that monster cock down her throat. The gloating smile on Andre’s face as he knew he had truly bested me in the worst possible way: by dominating my wife. Her voice still rang in my ears: ‘I need this,’ she had told me. ‘I love his big black cock.’
 
   It made my stomach churn. I rushed to the bathroom more times than I could count that day. Every time I would dry-heave, hovering over the toilet, but nothing would come out. I was left with a painfully hard erection. For reasons unknown to me, my body reacted strongly to the humiliation piled onto me by Andre. I know I was supposed to be angry - to be furious! -  but I wasn’t. I still loved my wife, and I couldn’t really blame her for her transgression. Andre could give her something I never could. He was much stronger than me. He was simply better. He could lift her up and fuck her against the wall if he so wanted to. Of course I resented Andre for the gloating and menacing way in which he humiliated me, but Mary’s happiness was the most important thing in the world to me. I just hoped with every fiber of my being that Andre would keep this under wraps.
 
   How wrong I was.
 
   I was ready to clock-out and head home at 4:30 when my colleague Tom stopped me in the hall.
 
   ‘Where are you going? Andre just called a meeting, we have to go to the conference room ASAP.’
 
   ‘Isn’t he out for the day?’ I said. I knew damn where he had been all day. 
 
   ‘He just came in. Come on, let’s go.’ 
 
   I gritted my teeth and followed Tom back to the office. I should have known this moment was coming. Andre was my boss and supervisor, and now that he was screwing my wife… I was afraid he would rub it in my face at every opportunity.
 
   Tom and I walked into the conference room together. All our other colleagues were there already, waiting for Andre. I grabbed a cup of coffee and sat down in the back, trying to make myself invisible. If Andre didn’t see me, perhaps he would refrain from gloating in front of everyone. 
 
   After a few minutes, Andre walked in and the room fell silent. 
 
   ‘Sorry I haven’t been in all that much this week guys, but I had some business to attend to, if you know what I mean,’ Andre said with a deep, commanding tone.
 
   A few of my colleagues snickered. Andre’s was a well-known player, so they didn’t need to be told twice. 
 
   ‘Poor girl,’ Tom piped in. 
 
   ‘It’s her husband you should feel sorry for,’ Andre responded as he locked eyes with me. I averted his gaze as the room erupted with laughter. My cheeks turned bright red and I hoped none of my colleagues would notice me. Having to deal with Andre at home was worse enough, but if my colleagues found out..
 
   ‘I called you all here today because I have a special announcement to make,’ Andre continued. ‘As you all know we’ve been approached by a new client in Miami. They’ve asked if we could send someone over for a few weeks to help set things up and improve the communication with us here at our headquarters.’
 
   The room buzzed with excitement. This was essentially a full-expenses paid vacation, with some sparse work here and there. Everyone was always gunning to be the one to receive this honor. But unlike my colleagues, I hoped it wasn’t me.
 
   ‘Calm down, everyone,’ Andre commanded. ‘As you’ve correctly understood, one of you will go to Miami for 2 weeks to help our new client. I have decided to bestow this honor on one of the finest, most hard working people we have here at our fine company.’
 
   I felt a sinking feeling in my stomach. Surely it wasn’t-
 
   ‘Jim!’
 
   Andre pointed straight at me, and everyone turned around and looked at me. For a moment, everyone was silent.
 
   ‘Congratulations man!’ Tom told me as he slapped me on the shoulder. Everyone started applauding and I was ushered to the front. Andre gave me a hand – and crushed my hand in his vice-like grip.
 
   ‘Congratulations, Jim,’ he told me as he looked down at me, a smug smile on his face. ‘You’ve earned it.’
 
   That bastard.   
 
   I knew exactly what he was doing. By getting me out of the picture for two weeks, he had free reign to take my wife whatever which way he pleased. I couldn’t refuse – he was my boss, he could simply force me to go to Miami.
 
   ‘Thank you,’ I said through gritted teeth and a forced smile.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   ‘You must be stoked!’ Tom told me as we walked out of the building together. 
 
   ‘Yeah, sure am,’ I scoffed.
 
   ‘What’s wrong?’
 
   I shrugged my shoulders.
 
   While I’m gone, Andre is going to fuck my wife in all of her holes, that is what is wrong, Tom.
 
   ‘Just feeling a bit under the weather I suppose,’ I lied. 
 
   ‘It’ll blow over the moment you land in Miami. I’ve heard that the girls there are unbelievable man. You’ve got to check it out.’
 
   ‘Yeah, I might.’ Another lie. The only girl I was interested in was my wife Mary – and she would be a hundreds of miles away, on her back, filled to the brim with black meat.
 
   ‘So, what do you think of Andre’s new fling?’
 
   My breath faltered. Tom was a nice guy, but he didn’t know when to shut the fuck up.
 
   ‘I don’t really care, why?’
 
   ‘Word around the office is he is banging the wife of someone who works here!’ Tom whispered as if it was top-secret.
 
   ‘He’s probably just making stuff up,’ I said defensively. 
 
   ‘I don’t think so,’ Tom responded. ‘I’ve seen him in town on my nights out and he has a way with the ladies, that’s for sure… I’m keeping my wife for away from him! But who do you think it is? Mark? Frank? Ooh, what about Peter?’
 
   My pulse was racing. This was decidedly not a conversation I wanted to have.
 
   ‘I don’t know man,’ I said, trying to cut the conversation off. 
 
   ‘Man, if it was my wife… I’d blow the fuck up, you know what I’m saying? Any real man would. I’d beat the shit out of him. But fuck, he’s way too big for that!’ Tom laughed at his own joke.
 
   ‘Uhh yeah man,’ I said, barely listening. ‘Look I have to head home, I’m feeling sick. Talk to you later man,’ I said as I walked away quickly. This time it wasn’t a lie – I felt sick to my stomach. If the rumors were already floating around the office it wouldn’t take long before fingers started pointing at me. 
 
   I raced on home, bursting through the front door. Mary looked up from the paper, startled by my sudden entrance.
 
   ‘What’s wrong, honey?’ She asked, seeing the scowl etched on my face.
 
   ‘That fucker Andre! Do you know what he’s done?! He’s sending me to Miami for two weeks! Two fucking weeks!’
 
   ‘Calm down baby,’ my wife said to me as she massaged my shoulders. ‘This is a good thing. You’ve always told me you wanted to go on a work holiday.’
 
   ‘Yeah, but… not like this!’ I protested. ‘I don’t want to leave you all alone.’
 
   ‘I’m a big girl now,’ Mary said as she kissed the back of my neck. ‘I can take care of myself, thank you very much.’
 
   ‘But… what about… Andre?’ I said, searching for the right words.
 
   ‘What about him?’
 
   I looked away, my cheeks flushed bright red. ‘You know what I’m talking about. He’ll try to, to…’
 
   ‘To do what?’
 
   ‘He’ll try to fuck you!’ I blurted out suddenly.
 
   ‘Mmm,’ Mary said thoughtfully. ‘And what if he does? What if he does fuck me?’
 
   My erection pressed painfully against my trousers at her harsh words, my cock now standing at full erection. 
 
   Mary kissed my ear, whispering sensually into my ear.
 
   ‘What if I spend all two weeks worshipping that big, black cock of his? Will you mind? Or are you just jealous you’re not there to see it for yourself?’
 
   My wife’s hand slipped into my jeans, grabbing my throbbing erection. I tried to protest, but it was painfully obvious I was very turned on.
 
   ‘Mmm, seems your cock agrees with me.’
 
   She unbuckled my jeans and they dropped unceremoniously to the floor. She started jerking me off right there and then, my small cock fitting easily into her hand. 
 
   ‘Can you imagine it already? You’ll be stuck in meetings all day, while I am halfway across the country, doing god knows what… most likely I’ll be on my knees, Andre’s thick black cock in my mouth… you won’t be able to pay attention for a second, knowing that every second you’re in Miami your wife is being treated like a good and proper slut!’
 
   ‘Oh god,’ I groaned as my orgasm approached. Mary was enjoying humiliating me, and to my shame, I enjoyed it as well. 
 
   ‘That’s what you want, isn’t it? For your wife to be used like a whore? Say it!’ Mary demanded as she held my cock tightly, her fingers digging into my sensitive skin. 
 
   I nodded.
 
   ‘Tell me what you want!’ She commanded me.
 
   ‘I want you, to, to… I want you to send me pictures.. of his cock in your mouth’
 
   ‘Oh I will! I’ll show you much more! I’ll show you how his big cock fills my pussy in ways you’ve never done! 
 
   That sent me over the edge and I came at that exact moment, shooting my cum all over the kitchen floor. As my orgasm faded away shame started to fill the void. My wife just jacked me off as she told me how she was going to cheat on me and how better a lover Andre was – and I came. What does that say about me?
 
   ‘That’s a good boy,’ Mary said condescendingly. ‘See, this trip will be a good thing for us. Now, clean that up will you.’
 
   I obeyed, not wanting to confront her. I felt completely emasculated as I mopped up my jizz from the kitchen floor, but when I looked at my wife and saw her beautiful smile, I felt love surge through me once again. I knew at that moment we were going to get through this, one way or another. 
 
    
 
   The next few days we spoke little about my impeding work ‘vacation’. I didn’t want to breach the topic, and Mary made no attempt to do so either. It was almost as if life was back to normal. I didn’t see Andre at work, and he didn’t show his face at my house either. I wondered at if it just had been some crazy dream, but deep down inside I knew better than that. In truth, the worst was yet to come.
 
   When Mary and I made love, she closed her eyes, and I could have sworn she mouthed the words ‘Andre’ as I made her cum. Strangely, I myself fantasized about my wife’s transgressions with my black boss during our lovemaking. I tried my best not, but my mind gravitated towards it. As I was fucking her doggy style, a tiny voice in the back of my head would say ‘this is the view Andre will have as he pushes his big black cock into her, fucking her in ways I never could. She loves it. She loves his big black cock. My wife is a big black cock slut.’
 
   As soon as I thought those words I would cum within a few seconds, pumping my seed into my wife. These thoughts would pop up into my mind instantly when we made love, and as a result, I lasted a few minutes at most. Mary didn’t once complain, but I knew she was clamoring for the intense, hour-long poundings Andre would be able to give her.
 
    
 
   The day of my departure had come, and Mary drove me to the airport that morning. We spoke little in the car, and my stomach was in knots. I wanted to stay – but I knew that was not an option. I wanted to forbid her from seeing Andre, but I knew that would be futile. The air in the car was thick with tension. Mary had put on a sexy, short blue-dress. Was she wearing this for me, or for someone else, I wondered. I noticed she was anxious as well – but for entirely different reasons than my own, I assumed. 
 
   ‘Are you going to be alright?’ I finally asked, breaking the silence.
 
   She smiled at me, her bright blue eyes accentuated by her stunning dress. She looked to die for. 
 
   ‘Of course honey, don’t be crazy. These two weeks will pass in no time. I’ll call you every night. I promise.’
 
   When we reached the gate I hugged her tightly and have her a long, hard kiss goodbye. 
 
   I walked through the gate. I turned around to catch one last glimpse of her – but she had already turned around and was walking away. I could see she was on the phone – who was she calling? Was it… my heart started beating like crazy. I wanted to sprint back out there, to re-claim my wife – but as these thoughts were running through my mind, a rude security officer interrupted my train of thought.
 
   ‘SIR! Please continue boarding,’ he barked at me as he gave me a push.
 
   Defeated, I slumped into the plane. The whole plane-ride my mind was in turmoil. I couldn’t believe I had agreed to this trip in the first place – I should have refused! – but alas, it was too late now. I ordered a few glasses of scotch and got a nice buzz going, and for a brief moment, forgot about my troubles. 
 
    
 
   When I finally arrived at my hotel in Miami it was already dark outside. I grabbed some Chinese to-go and hurried back to my hotel room. I had tried to call Mary as soon as the plane had landed, but she texted me she was shopping and would call me in the evening. 
 
   I opened Skype on my laptop and called her. This way, we could videochat. After a few rings, she finally picked up. She had put her laptop in our bedroom and she was getting dressed. She slid on a very short black mini-dress that I had never seen before.
 
   ‘Hi honey, how was your flight?’ She asked me as she was putting in her earrings and touching up her make-up.
 
   I shrugged. ‘Uneventful. What are you doing?’
 
   ‘I’m getting dressed, obviously.’
 
   ‘I see that, but what for? When did you get this dress?’
 
   ‘I picked it up this afternoon. Do you like it?’
 
   She did a twirl in front of the camera. To my surprise the dress left her back completely exposed.
 
   ‘It’s, uh, wow,’ I stammered. She had never worn something so sexy for me, I always had to nag her to throw on something sexy. She always just wanted to wear something comfy. And now she was getting dolled up, and I was miles and miles away. 
 
   She put her foot up on the bed and slowly slid a stocking up her leg. I immediately recognized the pair – I had bought them for her for our wedding anniversary. They were very expensive, and she only worn them on very special occasions – and only for me!
 
   ‘What are you doing?’ I said, my mouth becoming dry. ‘I got you those.’
 
   ‘I know, but I want to look my best tonight.’
 
   ‘But why?’ I said, the words barely escaping my lips. 
 
   ‘Because I’m going somewhere special, that’s why,’ she said, being coy. 
 
   My eyes were glued to stocking sliding up her long leg. She finally reached the top of her thigh, and her hand brushed against the bottom of the dress, pushing to the side – and exposing her naked, perfectly trimmed pussy. 
 
   I nearly dropped my drink. ‘You’re not wearing any underwear,’ I said coolly. 
 
   Mary looked at the camera, giving me a mischievous smile. ‘I know.’
 
   She walked up close to the camera, so her crotch was right in front of the camera. The black dress was so small it barely covered the top of her thighs. If she bent over even slightly, or a gust of air caught her dress, her naked, married pussy would be on full display for anyone lucky enough to see.
 
   She lifted the bottom of her dress slowly, showing me her naked, smooth pussy. 
 
   ‘How does my pussy look?’
 
   I swallowed. ‘Gorgeous.’
 
   ‘Do you think your boss will like it?’
 
   My pulse was racing. ‘Yes.’
 
   ‘He told me I shouldn’t wear any underwear while you’re gone.’
 
   My cock was now throbbing. I couldn’t help but slip my hand into my pants and give it a hard squeeze. That asshole had my wife, and my extension me, under his thumb.
 
   She ran her manicured fingernails over her perfect little pussy. 
 
   ‘Don’t wait up for me, baby. My pussy and me are going to be very full tonight.’
 
   ‘Will you…’ I felt my cheeks burning bright red, but I just had to ask. ‘Will you at least text me?’
 
   Mary gently rubbed her clit in front of the camera.
 
   ‘Mmmm, I’ll do my best to remember, but I can get caught up in the moment, so no promises… now I have to hurry, don’t want to make my man wait.’
 
   Her man? I thought I was her man. 
 
   She kneeled down so I could see her face and she blew me an air-kiss. 
 
   ‘Love you honey. Sleep well!’
 
   And like that, she ended the connection and I was all alone again, in my hotel room, hundreds of miles away.
 
   I took a long shower to cool down, but without much luck. My mind kept drifting to all the depraved acts my wife may be up to, and my cock was constantly standing at full attention. When I got out of the shower, a text message was waiting for me. My heart was racing like crazy as I opened it.
 
   We arrived at the restaurant ;), the text read. Accompanied with it was a picture, taken by Andre, of my wife. They were sitting in a booth at Ivy, the best restaurant in our town. We went there on our anniversary… and, my boss was dining with my wife there. She looked stunning, a bright, mischievous smile on her lips. 
 
   As I was busy staring at this picture, I received another text. It was another photo. The same scene – but now my wife had lifted the front of her dress, and her naked pussy was clearly visible. Any waiter walking past would get a full money shot of my wife’s married pussy. 
 
   We went there so often, they probably recognized her. I could never go back there again, I thought. 
 
   Another text. Mary had her legs spread wide open now, flashing her pussy to anyone looking her way – and Andre’s had stuck two of his big black fingers in her wet pussy. Mary had her eyes closed, obviously enjoying being used like a toy by my dominant boss. 
 
   And then, the texts stopped. I stared at the bright screen, wanting more, needing more, but nothing came. I didn’t want to text and seem desperate, but she couldn’t leave me hanging like this. Finally, after half an hour, I tried to ignore and go to sleep – I couldn’t very well do anything about it now.
 
   But sleep didn’t come. I lied there in the dark, fully awake, my mind racing. I checked my phone every few minutes, but I hadn’t received any text messages. 
 
   I don’t know how much time had passed – hours, most likely, - when suddenly the phone rang. 
 
   I answered instantly. 
 
   ‘Hiiii honey you awake??’ Mary slurred, obviously drunk. 
 
   ‘Yes, of course,’ I said quickly.
 
   ‘Do you still want to watch?’ She asked me. 
 
   ‘Yes,’ I heard myself say.
 
   ‘Then turn on your laptop. I’m the bedroom now, Andre is in the bathroom, he wants to take me for himself but I want to let you watch.’
 
   ‘Thanks,’ I said. Thanks? I thought. Thank you for thinking of me as my boss is about to fuck you?
 
   I scrambled out of bed and turned my laptop back on. Every passing second felt like an eternity. Finally the laptop finished booting up, and I fired up Skype and connected to my wife. 
 
   She was standing in our bedroom. Her hair was a bit tussled, and her lipstick was smeared. She waved at me, a broad smile on her lips. ‘Did you enjoy the pictures?’
 
   ‘Yes,’ I admitted. ‘Why didn’t you send more?’
 
   ‘There’s more,’ she said, ‘but Andre didn’t want me to text you all night.’
 
   ‘What is on those pictures?’
 
   ‘A lot,’ she said, her cheeks flushed.
 
   ‘Did anyone see you?’
 
   ‘Uh-huh,’ she said. ‘Here, let me show you.’ She grabbed her phone, and a few seconds later I received a message on my phone. 
 
   I opened the picture and nearly fell out of my seat. 
 
   It was a picture of my wife posing with the entire staff of Ivy – and my wife was half-naked. The top of her dress was pulled down to her mid-riff, and two chefs were both holding one of her tits in their hands. The bottom of her dress was pulled up as well, exposing her naked cunt for the camera. From the looks of it the restaurant was closed, and Mary and Andre hung out afterhours with the staff. The entire staff, all the waiters and chefs, were smiling broadly, pointing at Mary’s naked body.
 
   ‘Holy shit,’ I said.
 
   ‘I guess I’m a bit of an exhibitionist,’ Mary said. 
 
   I wanted to ask what else happened in the restaurant, but my wife cut me short. 
 
   ‘Shh, Andre’s coming! I’ll turn of my screen but leave the webcam on so you can watch! Enjoy honey!’ 
 
   She turned off her screen and lied down on the bed. A moment later Andre walked through the doorframe. He was even bigger than I remembered, his broad frame barely fitting through the door. 
 
   He had already stripped down naked and his long, turgid cock was swinging menacingly between his legs.
 
   ‘You ready?’ He barked at my wife.
 
   ‘Always,’ she said obediently. 
 
   He got on the bed and pushed his cock into her mouth. She sucked on it obediently, worshipping every inch of his black flesh. 
 
   ‘That’s the stuff,’ he groaned. ‘I love how you suck cock baby, you’re such an obedient, hot little whore.’
 
   His words spurned my wife on, and she started sucking on his cock harder and faster, trying to take all ten inches of his black meat down her throat. Andre grasped the back of her neck, pushing every inch of his cock into her mouth.
 
   ‘That’s it, take that black dick! Take all of it! Oh yeah! How would you like it if I shared that hot little mouth of yours?’
 
   Mary moaned approvingly at this suggestion.
 
   ‘I know plenty of brothers who pay good money to use those fuckholes of yours… brothers be crazy about black-dick loving good little white housewives,’ he said.
 
   I was stroking my own cock as I watched my black boss use my wife like his own personal fucktoy. I never would have believed Mary could be such a hot little whore, but there she was, obeying his every command. When he talked about sharing her, a tingle went down my spine. Andre using her body was bad enough, but what if he started pimping her out? The thought alone made my cock twitch, but I did my best not to cum too early. I wanted to watch every second of this.
 
   Andre ripped the black dress off of her body and threw it in the corner. He commanded her to ‘assume the position’, and she immediately got on all fours and presented her cunt to him for fucking.
 
   He slapped her white ass, and she let out a low moan. 
 
   ‘You like that huh, you white bitch?’ Andre said as he spanked my wife. She could only moan as he beat her ass, turning it bright red. 
 
   ‘I love punishing a white bitch’s ass,’ he said as he pushed his thick cock into her wanton pussy. It slid in easily, as her pussy was obviously dripping wet. She loved being treated like this. 
 
   He fucked her hard and fast, the sounds of his balls slapping against her cunt filling the room. Mary screamed out in joy, savoring every second of their fucking. 
 
   After fucking her from behind for a good ten minutes, Andres pulled out. Even on the low quality of the webcam I could clearly see his cock was slick with her juices. I saw him position his cock again, but this time, slightly higher.
 
   He started pushing his cock – into her ass!
 
   Mary grunted. ‘What are you…’ She asked through clenched teeth.
 
   ‘I’m going to fuck you in the ass,’ Andre said. ‘Spread your ass for me.’
 
   I could see Mary hesitate for a moment, before she spread her ass cheeks for him. We never had anal sex – she said it hurt too much, and Andre’s cock was at least twice the size of mine. I could tell she was apprehensive, but disobeying him was out of the question. 
 
   He worked his black cock into her ass slowly, going inch-by-inch. Ten minutes later he had filled her ass to the hilt, ten inches of his thick cock lodged deeply in her rectum. If I wasn’t watching it, I never would have believed it!
 
   ‘How does that feel?’ He asked her.
 
   Mary grunted incoherently.
 
   Andre laughed. ‘That’s what I thought.’
 
   He pulled out, until only the tip of his cock was still in her ass – before sliding all ten inches back in. Slowly at first, but every thrust he went a little bit faster. 
 
   With every thrust, Mary grunted. I couldn’t hear if it was pain, pleasure, or both, but it was a sound she never made with me. 
 
   ‘Ugh. Ahhh. Ah!. Ugh! UGH. AH! UGH! UH! OHH! OH!! OH ANDRE!! OH’
 
   Andre picked up the pace, now slamming all ten inches of his fat cock into her ass hard, again and again. Mary screamed out in pleasure.
 
   ‘Does your husband ever fuck your ass?’
 
   ‘NO,’ she screamed. 
 
   Andre laughed. ‘Do you love my cock in your ass?’
 
   ‘YES!’
 
   ‘How does it feel?’
 
   ‘SO GOOD!’
 
   ‘That’s what I thought! Take that dick, you whore! Take that fat dick in your white ass, bitch! I’m going to shoot my cum all in your ass!’
 
   ‘OH YES,’ Mary screamed. ‘CUM IN MY ASS! USE MY ASS! PUNISH MY ASS!’
 
   Andre did exactly that, smacking her ass with his open hand with every thrust of his pelvis.
 
   I was stroking along with his speed, jerking myself off with every thrust of his thick cock into my wife’s ass. 
 
   ‘I’m about to cum bitch! Here it comes! Yes! Yes! YES!’
 
   ‘OH YEAH GIVE IT TO ME!’
 
   Andre’s whole body trembled as he filled my wife’s virgin ass with his seed. He squirted rope after rope of his white seed into her wanton ass, his thick cock coating her ass with his semen. He pulled out, and a torrent of cum came flooding out her abused asshole, the pearly white seed dripping down her legs. 
 
   Andre grabbed her by the hair and pulled her face close to his manhood.
 
   ‘Clean up,’ he commanded.
 
   Mary looked up at him, her eyes widened. 
 
   ‘But… that was in my ass,’ she said softly
 
   ‘I know, and now you’re going to clean it. Open your mouth.’
 
   Mary hesitated for a split second before obediently opening her mouth. Andre slid his dirty cock, still slick with juices from her pussy and her ass, into her waiting mouth. 
 
   She sucked on it lovingly, eyes closed, and I thought I could detect a smile on her lips.
 
   Andre grunted approvingly, enjoying her mouth-worship. 
 
   ‘That’s it, clean that cock baby. There’s nothing better than a white bitch sucking your cock after you just nutted in her ass,’ he said, humiliating her even more. 
 
   Mary moaned at his dirty words and kissed all the way up and down his cock.
 
   ‘You like tasting your ass, don’t you?’
 
   Mary nodded shyly as her tongue twirled around the head of his cock.  
 
   I couldn’t take any more and shot my load all over myself. Seeing my wife worship Andre’s cock minutes after he fucked her in the ass sent me over the edge. He had such a complete, dominant hold over her. I had never seen anything like it. I knew at that moment she would follow every command he would give her, no matter how debauched. I was both excited and very afraid of the future. 
 
   After all, this was only the first evening they had been without me…
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   ###
 
   Thanks for reading!
 
    
 
   If you want something hot & free, subscribe to my monthly newsletter! You’ll receive a totally free, absolutely naughty story, and you’ll be kept up to date with my newest releases as well! 
 
    
 
   http://eepurl.com/Sxflv
 
    
 
   ***
 
   Still want more?
 
    
 
   Sign up for the Naughty List! You get FREE erotica books just by signing up to The Naughty List, along with a daily newsletter packed to the brim with discounts, deals, and tons of freebies from all your favorite authors!
 
    
 
   http://bit.ly/OctY1x
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Other books in the Cuckolding series
 
    
 
   [image: ]
 
    
 
   Cuckolded by my Black Boss, Part 1
 
   When Andre's house is being remodeled, Jim's wife Mary is quick to invite Jim's domineering black boss into their home. Jim can hardly stand the arrogant, cocky jock, but to his surprise his reserved and shy wife takes a liking to him, hanging on his every word and obeying his every whim.. 
 
    
 
   The ebony stud quickly takes control of the household... and Jim is powerless to stop him.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Other books in the Watching my Wife series
 
    [image: ] 
 
    
 
    
 
   Taken at the Resort
 
   Jessica and Peter are relaxing by the pool on their holiday in Greece when a cocky young stud offers to rubdown the young wife. He won't take no for an answer, and soon, Peter is watching the stud apply his cream all over his willing wife. 
 
    
 
   That is only the beginning of the holiday fun, as the next morning Jessica invites three bronzed locals up to her room.. and Peter watches it all.
 
    
 
   Taken at the Pool Party
 
   It's time for Ashley's annual office party at her black boss's mansion. Her husband Jim has yet to meet his young wife's co-workers, and is looking forward to the occasion. Ashley warns him that the party can get pretty wild, but Jim shrugs it off. What's the worst that could happen? 
 
    
 
   Jim is in for the surprise of his life when he finds out how wild the party really is - and that his young wife is the main attraction..
 
    
 
   Taken in the Tub
 
   Peter was planning on spending the night alone with his wife Amy, but she invited their newly single next door neighbor Dwayne over for dinner. A few drinks turn into many, and soon enough, they decide to move the party to the hot tub.
 
    
 
   When Amy needles Dwayne for not getting any, he reveals his secret... women are scared of the size of his manhood! Amy doesn't believe him for a second, and dares him to prove it...
 
    
 
   Taken in the Sauna
 
   It is the first day of Jack and Jessica's honeymoon, and they've left their small town behind and headed to Honolulu. Thousands of miles away from all their friends and family, they can finally cut loose.
 
    
 
   They go to their five-star resort's sauna separately, looking for a bit of adventure. What they will find there is more that they can handle: two football players, taking a break from practice..
 
    
 
   Can Jessica resist these two studs, or will she let things heat up... ?
 
    
 
   Taken in the Stripclub
 
   Amy has always harbored one secret, unfulfilled fantasy: To be the center of attention in a room filled with men. And tonight, that fantasy will become a reality. 
 
    
 
   Her boyfriend John's army buddies are in town, and Amy knows they are going to hit up the local stripclub. She also knows that same club is accepting newcomers. She plans to surprise her boyfriend on stage, but her plot quickly goes awry when she is ushered to the back by a bouncer and her boyfriend's friends visit her for private dances... 
 
    
 
   How far will she let them go.. ?
 
    
 
   Taken by the Team
 
   Up-and-coming sports reporter Amy Johnson is reporting on her very first Big Game when she gets swept up in the locker room celebration. Her husband Tim has to wait outside, denied by security, as his young bride parties with a whole football team, each player filled to the brim with testosterone just begging to explode. All the while he can hear exactly what is going on inside through Amy's microphone...
 
    
 
    
 
    More books by Emilia Steele
 
   If you liked this story and would like to read more, these stories will be right up your alley.
 
    
 
   The Photo Shoot
 
   Michael and Emma are celebrating their honeymoon in Jamaica when Michael surprises her: He has arranged a glamour photo shoot on the beach by a tall, dark and handsome local for her. Emma is hesitant at first, but with two sexy men encouraging her to let her hair down, she gives into temptation. What starts as a tame photo shoot quickly heats up when a nude male model is introduced..
 
    
 
   Betting on my Wife
 
   When Jay’s girlfriend leaves him, Mark treats his best friend to a night on the town. Jay is in a foul mood however, having lost his faith in dating. “All women are whores! They all just want the black D. Even your wife!” he tells his friend. “You're wrong, Amber is not like that. She’s faithful. Want to bet?” 
 
    
 
   Those words will change all of their lives, as Mark lets his muscular black friend attempt to seduce his wife. Will Amber be able to resist… or will she give into temptation?
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   
Connect with Emilia Steele
 
   I'm Emilia Steele: a single, young girl, with big dreams and a healthy sexual appetite. When I'm not living out my fantasies, I love sharing these naughty fantasies with my readers. I live with my two cats, and when I'm not out running, I am probably huddled up on the couch with a good book and some tea. I just want to THANK YOU! for supporting an independent author!
 
    
 
   You can visit my author page at: amazon.com/author/emiliasteele/
 
   You can reach me directly at emiliasteele@gmail.com.
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