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Always bet on the black I guess could be our motto, as I found out on our twenty-fifth anniversary in Las Vegas...
My husband and myself decided to spend our milestone anniversary in Las Vegas. He is 45 and I am 44. I have to say I have taken good care of myself, my tits may sag slightly (but give me a break if you have 40DDs that is an achievement), and I have kept my butt nice and tight. For this trip I even gave in to one of my husband's ideas and went blonde. He bought me a sexy outfit to wear when we went out for our "big-night" which included a premium show and a diner at a deluxe restaurant. Unwinding at a quiet bar after hours I told him we should hit the black jack table. He told me he had two surprises for me. I asked them what they were as I gave his cock a quick squeeze under the table and was surprised to find it hard.
He took out a small box, I opened it with hands trembling and found the necklace I had been admiring when we first arrived on the strip. I told him we could not afford it, but he said anyone who would put up with his crap for a quarter century deserved it. I gave him a big deep kiss. I asked him what the other surprise was. He blushed a bit. He pointed across the room, but all I could see was a black man sitting at a table across from us. Did I miss something? Then it hit me. For years he had had this fantasy of watching me and a well endowed black man have sex. Now the answer had always been no. However, I must say I was somewhat of a hypocrite to the extent that there were times I was too tired to fuck, and could get my husband off with a hand-job and a story of my sexually "misbehaving" with a black stud. But to actually do it?
He brushed my breast and told me it was no big deal if I did not want to do it. He did remind me of the famous saying of "What happens in Vegas... " I thought it over. I told him if we did anything I could say how far; and when I said stop it meant stop. I asked him where he had found my "date" and he said it was through a swingers magazine. I gulped down my drink. Then with legs of rubber I walked across the room to meet my new "stud."
I sat down at the booth and said hello and introduced myself. He was in his early thirties, and not to sound cliché but he was all buff which made sense considering his choice of recreation. Nervously we talked and he told me there was no pressure. I worked up my courage and slid next to him, knowing my husband was watching every move we made. He ordered us each a fresh drink and I noticed, and was somewhat flattered with the way he checked me out. He told me he had an idea to really make things sizzle without doing anything, just yet.
I texted my husband to take a corner seat in the dance club next door. But he was to give us a five minute head start. When my husband, who seldom dances, came in he found me dancing next to my new partner on the floor. The sight of me shaking it up must have excited him as he spilled his drink twice. I noticed my date's big bulge, and decided maybe I could do a little something for him.
After a few more minutes on the floor I asked my dance partner to sit at another table while I talked to my husband. I sat down next to hubby and he was more excited than I had seen him in years. I did tell him though that he must be ready for whatever happened that night, I did not want to hear him be upset the next day or I'd get straight back on a plane to New York. He agreed. I went back to tell my partner our room number and that he was to follow us up twenty minutes later.
We ordered some drinks for the room which arrive a few minutes before my date did. My husband asked me how far I was going to go with him, and I told him honestly I did not know. The man rang the doorbell a moment later and my husband let him in. We all had a drink. Then came the moment of truth.
I got up, leaving my husband sitting on a chair and went across the floor to my new lover. I kissed him and was surprised to find myself getting turned on. While I was not a racist, I had always only dated white. My husband watched as one kiss led to another. His hands drifted to my tits and I let him squeeze and kneed them through the fabric of my light blue velvet dress. He put his hands around my waist and pulled me against him. I could feel his cock press through his pants and against my stomach. "It's so big." I said, and I meant it, it must have been at least twice as big as my husband's. I had heard stories, but I thought they were all bullshit. "I don't know if I can handle it all but I am going to try." I said as I reached down to undo his belt, my hands undid the snap of his jeans and then the zipper, which seemed to take a million years to unzip. Then there was the next moment of truth in my interracial initiation. I looked at my husband and then reached in, parting the snaps of his boxers; for the first time during our marriage I touched another man's cock, and it was also the first non-white cock I had ever held. Even semi-hard it was definitely bigger than my husband's. Now here was where I had to be careful, my husband, in all our black cock submission fantasies liked an element of humiliation, or cuckolding, but I did not want to take it too far.
"Shit it's so big. I think it is bigger than yours." I said as I stroked the black cock in my hand, surprised at its weight and thickness. I kissed my new lover deeply holding his cock up so it pressed against my chest. We kissed some more as I stroked his shaft. "You know honey I might not ever go back after trying this."
He reached down and put his hand up my dress fingering my pussy through my sheer lace black panties, the ones I had put on earlier that night for my husband. He then snaked his fingers in so he touched my pussy directly. I could tell by my trembling knees that he was an expert at this sort of thing, and started to moan.
I told my husband to come over and help me off with my dress, he pulled it over my head, leaving me in my black lace bra, panties, stockings and garter belt (my husband always found them extra sexy) and high heels. I told my husband to sit back down and kissed my lover deeply as he felt my tits. He unsnapped my bra freeing "my girls" up. He bent forward and lifted my left tit to his mouth and sucked on my nipple, then the right, then he lifted the left one to my face and told me to suck on it as he did the right one. My husband looked like he wanted to shoot his load right there and then
"Suck your tit harder, harder! Yeah!" he said as he fingered me. I came, my moan stifled by my own nipple in my mouth. He then took off the black turtle neck sweater he was wearing revealing his buff chest and washboard abs. I pressed my tits against him, they flattened against his hard body as we kissed deeper, our tongues in each other's mouths. I licked his hard chest going lower and lower as I slowly sank to my knees. Coming in to this situation I had drawn limits but now I was way past them.
"Honey you want me to take this big black cock in my little mouth? Are you sure? I might like it better than yours. It is much bigger." I teased. He said he was sure.
I held it steady giving his cock head a loud kiss, then I opened my mouth as wide as I could and took that horse sized shaft in. My husband as part of my "black" education showed me several adult films with white women and black men, and I knew I could not "deep-throat" this guy so I sucked him while I used my hands to jerk his shaft and cup his heavy balls. He did not seem to complain.
My husband looked like his cock was going to explode through his khakis, and in some way I found it very empowering. I decided to give him the biggest case of blue balls on the planet. I guided my stud to the couch and climbed on top of his lap facing my husband. It looked like I had sprouted a black cock of my own. I rubbed my pussy up and down his shaft, my lace panties were the only shield for my still fertile pussy.
I turned around to face my black lover to be and kissed him as I bounced up and down on his shaft some more. Then I whispered something into his ear and he laughed a bit saying "yes."
I faced my husband. "You want me to take this big black cock into my pussy right?" My husband nodded. "Well the rule is no glove no love. So I am going to let him fuck me, maybe all night but you have to do two things. First you will clean me up, and second you will put the rubber on his dick. Understood?" I said this as I took off my panties and let them drop to the ground.
My husband hesitated, he wanted to protest, and yet he could not; as this was part of the humiliation he liked in his fantasies. The black man motioned my husband to look in his jacket my husband pulled out two boxes of condoms, the type designed for the extra endowed men
Nervously he opened one package up and came towards us. At one point he stopped, the reality of the situation hitting him, hard. I looked at him and told him if he did not come over here now I was still going to fuck this man, but in another hotel room, "Or better yet we are going to toss your sorry ass into the hall."
My husband saw the light and grasped the man's cock gingerly as he joked that my husband seemed to like that a bit too much, and rolled the rubber onto his cock. Even the extra sized one seemed to be too tight. He sat down on the couch and held his shaft up. I got on top facing my husband and positioned myself right over him. I lowered myself down onto his shaft. As his cock head stretched me out I knew things could never be the same again, I was taking another man's cock into my pussy. With almost a pop his head slid into me. I began to bounce up and down on his shaft. My nipples were so tight and stiff they felt like they were going to explode.
"Well is this what you wanted honey?" I asked my husband. He said "yes" spellbound. "If this rubber rips his cum is going to flood my pussy, and as you know I am off the pill." I could see the pre-cum stain in his pants. "Do you really want that? Maybe I should just rip it off and do him bareback. Do you want to see my stomach all swollen, my tits dripping milk from another man's seed?" He looked like he was going to pass out.
The man swung me around so I faced him he sucked my tits and kissed me deeply. Then he got up and with me still attached to him he walked into the bedroom. He laid me down on the bed spreading my legs wide as he held them by my ankles and fucked me harder than I had ever been in a lifetime. When he busted his nut I thought security would be knocking in the door from our screaming. I summoned my husband over to us and had him removed the rubber and put it in the garbage. I turned to him and told him to strip. I took my husband's cock and stroked it. "Seems a bit small now. But if it has staying power I might give it a chance latter. Here is the deal. If you don't cum within two minutes I will not make you wear my panties for the rest of the night, if not..."
I stroked my husband's cock slowly. He fought to stay in control. "You know maybe I ought to go bareback. What do you think honey? Let him cum in my pus-" I could not even finish the second syllable and he exploded, I aimed it away from my body letting it land on the floor and later to our shock we found some had hit the wall, we tipped housekeeping a bit more when we checked out the next day.
"Now let me be fair. We must compare." I said stroking my husband and my lover's cocks at the same time. I held them stand next to each other. I took each of them in my mouth while I yanked the other some more. Then I examined them both, "Well I guess I better bet on the black tonight." I said telling my husband to put on my discarded panties, which held his cock in ever so tight.
I indicated to him to put a new rubber on my lover's cock, which had grown semi-hard. Joining the game he told my husband to stroke it hard so he could fuck me some more. My husband hesitated, but then did what he was told to. "No, do it on your knees." He told him. Nervously, now "eye to eye" with my lover's cock he stoked the shaft. His own manhood fully stiff and imprisoned in my panties; a reminder of his own sexual. My husband unrolled a new rubber onto my lover's cock. He looked down at my husband and told him to kiss it for good luck, the "it" in question being his cock head. I added in for him to do it. He gave the cock head the quickest of pecks as I lamented not having my camera available.
Then my lover had me get back on the bed and fucked me while I was on my hands and knees, dog style. He took his time sometimes penetrating me deep, sometimes shallow, hard and fast, then slow. I yelled out how much I loved being fucked by a black man and how I wanted to rip the rubber off and be taken bareback by him.
He rolled me over onto my stomach, straddling me he tit fucked me as he played with my pussy. I pulled the rubber off and took his shaft into my mouth. He slid his cock back and forth as he simultaneously fucked my tits and mouth. When he came I swallowed his hot load as quick as I could gagging very little. I was tempted to kiss my husband but felt it was too much for him and instead went to the bathroom to gargle. I was actually getting into the whole "black fucking" thing a bit too much. I started to get turned on thinking of him cumming in me. I knew the risks, but I was so horny.
I went to my husband and took his shaft in my hand again and jerked him off a bit. I put my tits near his face and when he tried to suck on them I pulled them back saying they were only for black men, tonight, and maybe from now on. "Maybe I ought to take that naked cock in me, see how it feels." I felt his cock start to twitch and slowed down on jerking him off. "Maybe I will make him pull out of me before he comes, and maybe not." I said teasing him. "Should I let that big black cock cum in me? After which he will own me. You don't want that? Do you?" He said he never wanted anything more. "Well I might do it, if you promise to clean my pussy out afterward, with your tongue." He said he would.
Maybe it was all the gambling but I wanted to take the risk. I took my black lover in my arms and kissed him deeply. Then we got on the bed. He rolled me onto my side and lying on his side behind me he entered me. It felt different without the rubber. He slowly fucked me for a full ten minutes, making me beg to take his seed into me, which I did. He playfully slapped my ass while he talked dirty to me.
Then he pulled out and got on top of me, pushing my legs nearly over my head he entered me in full control, fucking me deep and hard. I looked at my husband and told him I was going to take his load inside of me. "He is going to shoot his load into me. He is going to knock my pussy up." I yelled, "Cum inside of me, fill me up with your cum, please." When he came I could feel his hot spunk shoot deep inside of me, instinctively my pussy milked his cock. When he pulled out of me my husband came over to me. I told him to fuck me. He came within a minute. I had him lay down and sat on his face as he licked my pussy clean.
An hour later I kissed my black lover good night. My husband sheepishly asked if I thought that I might be pregnant, I told him I did not know.
The next morning as we wheeled our luggage down the hall I saw an odd scenario. The woman down the hall, a chubby blond pushed her husband out the door and into the hall. The door slammed and then opened again and she threw a ring, which I presumed to be a wedding ring down the hall, I could swear I saw a black man in the room with her.
For the next month I literally milked my husband dry with whether I could be pregnant by this black stud, making him cum like a horse. Even after I was sure that I wasn't I let him be in suspense for another few weeks, telling him how I'd leave him for the father of my black child if that was the case. I am thinking of another trip to Vegas for our next anniversary for next year, with an even bigger surprise for my husband, now I wonder what size maid's uniform he would wear?
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"Open wider." Said the black man as he pushed his cock into my "wife's" (actually my neighbor's, but more on that later), mouth. She clearly did not want to do it but she stretched her chubby mouth as far as she could. The man behind her felt her fat little tits through her blouse as the third man undressed, this would be the longest night of her life, and was I glad I brought extra batteries for the camcorder.
How did it start? Let me go back to the beginning. You know you have neighbors that are good, the type who will watch your mail for you and all that? Then you have the sort of neighbors who are bad, banging on the floor above you and stealing your mail? Well Sue was the third type, annoying. Always complaining and asking for favors. She was in her early forties and her husband had left her for his secretary two years ago. Never pretty, she was cute, however, she had gained about twenty pounds, settling mainly in her chubby butt and tits. Her brown hair was cut short and she wore glasses.
Anyway a few months ago a package addressed to "resident" arrived with my address on it. I took it in; my wife was out so I opened it hoping it was some porn. Instead it was a box of weed with a note in it. I opened the envelope; it was from Sue's cousin asking her to keep the shipment safe until he was back in America.
I debated throwing out the box, but instead put it in the closet to think of what to do next. My wife was going to be home late from work so I decided to jerk off a bit. I put on some hot interracial porn watching some MILF getting banged by a black guy whose cock must have been twice the size of mine. Sometimes I would pretend it was my wife getting banged. I had broached the subject just once with her and managed to wind up on the couch for a month, and never brought it up again afterwards.
The next scene came on and it had a fat little woman getting the shit fucked out of her by two black guys nearly half her age. Then it hit me, the woman looked like Sue, too bad I couldn't get her to do a scene like that, I thought about my wife, then it hit me. The marijuana in the closet, Sue. Could I do that?
The box of weed stood in the closet for another week when the doorbell rang, it was Sue. "I hate to be a bother but the plumbers need to look at my ceiling pipes and may need you to be home so they can look at your floor pipes." She said in that slightly nasal voice of hers.
I thought about it hard, then got up to the closet, taking out the box. "This came for you, but it had my address on it and was marked resident." She was going to deny it, then I showed her the letter.
"Well I did not know he was going to mail it to me." She said.
"Fine then I guess when I call the police, then he can just will take the fall, alone."
She scrunched up her face in anger. "What do you want? You can have the box." She said with venom.
"Oh I intend to keep it. As for what I want. Let me show you." Grabbing the remote I switched on the DVD player to the scene with her look alike getting black balled.
"You want me to watch this with you?" she said half afraid and half intrigued.
I told her no, then I told her the problem with my wife. "So you want me to talk about it with her?" She said puzzled.
I chuckled, "No I want you to be her. Not her, but to pretend to be my wife. While you do what she did." I said pointing at the woman in the video
Her face got blood red. "There is no way I will do that, just call the cops."
"Well okay, but what about your son-in-law and his campaign? Do you think they will vote for a guy whose mother-in-law was busted for pot smoking?"
"Look I'll even suck your cock, but not that, please, I don't want to have sex with a black guy."
"Well, as intriguing as your offer is, it won't be one guy it will be three, and maybe you will suck me off also." I told her when to come back, on a weekend when my wife was out of town. She left slamming the door.
I looked through the swinger's ads until I found a Mandingo party group. These guys would be paid to fuck her, and worth every dime. I called and the guy answered from the ad. He was easy going. I described my "wife", he laughed and said pudgy first time wives were a specialty, we arranged a day for the "party."
Sue came an hour late, in her frumpiest business suit. "I can't believe you are going to make me do this." she said as she plopped down on the couch. I thought in my mind that a little hardcore fucking might be just what she needed. I offered her a beer, at first she said no, but then she said she might as well, chugging down two of them.
Almost to the second of when they said they would arrive the intercom rang. I buzzed them in. Sue looked tense, like she was going to run out of the apartment at any moment. I opened the door and greeted the three men. All of course were black, buff, and bald. They smiled easily at me as I showed them in. They saw Sue, my "wife" sitting on the couch all tense and laughed lightly. One of them, Eric, laughed assuring her they would not bite. "Unless you want us to." Said John the second member of the group, as the third James, sat down next to Sue.
"Now what is the deal here? You two want to spice up your sex lives? Is it your wife's fantasy? Yours?"
"Well it is not my fantasy." Said Sue quickly, then feeling guilty in the way she said it, "I...uh...lost a bet. But he wants to watch." She said.
The guys chuckled saying they got that a lot. "Want to see your old lady scream, huh? Well we are going to pump that pudgy little body of hers all night, going to make her sweat, and scream, and say shit she has never said before."
Challenged Sue said, "I don't think so."
"Well we are going to have to get you over that prejudice you have against black men." Said James.
"I don't have any prejudice, I have some friends who are black." Said Sue, making them all laugh.
"Really, were there black guys at your high school? College? How many of them did you date?" Sue had to say none in answer to James' question, throwing her off balance. "None asked me." She hastily added in, giving the guys another laugh.
"Not even kiss one?" said James. She shook her head no as John sat down on the other side of her. "Are you afraid of black men?" he asked and she quietly said no. "Well you should be." He said.
She asked why, and Eric came over to her and opened his pants and pulled out his prick, even semi-limp it was huge and thick. "This could ruin that little white pussy of yours forever, make you keep coming back for more." He said putting it back in his pants. Did I see the faintest of looks of disappointment on her face?
"Now first thing we have to do is get you to relax a bit, now take off that blazer, stay a while." James joked. She took off her jacket, as she turned to get her arm out of the sleeve James leaned in and kissed her, she was stunned and turned away but he pulled her back laughing and said for her to relax, it was just a kiss. Sue not wanting to seem racist kissed him back, then John tapped her and when she turned he kissed her, deeply.
"Now do you still believe that I am prejudiced?" she said as he kissed her again letting his hand brush against her fat little tits. Then abruptly John and James got up saying she was too tense to work with.
The three men huddled amongst themselves; Sue looked almost relieved thinking they might be leaving. Eric, who seemed to be the leader of the group turned around to her and said, "Look I can tell you are not into this. So here is the deal. You play with yourself, talk a little bit of nasty talk and we leave."
"You are not going to fuck me?" He said no taking out of one of the three gym bags they had brought up with them a small white vibrator and some lube. "And all I have to do is play with myself, and you won't touch me or anything?" He said that was right. The men pulled up chairs to watch. I wondered where this was going, Eric shot me a quick wink, he had a plan.
"What should I do first?" she asked. She was told to feel her own tits. She hesitated then she placed her hands on her breasts and gave them a squeeze and stopped, she realized they wanted more so she continued to knead her soft little tits through her blouse cupping them and lifting them and squeezing them.
James told her to open her blouse so they could see what they were not going to have. She looked at them to make sure they were not getting up and almost spitefully she took her opened her white blouse, slowly button by button.
"Wait what are you guys doing?" she said as they opened their flies and pulled out their dicks. Despite herself she focused on their cocks, I have to say again, compared to mine they were huge.
Eric said they were going to jerk off as they watched her or they could come over there and fuck her if felt better about it. She turned to me and acting like the wife she was not asked me to bring them some towels as she continued to open her blouse. They reminded her about the bra as they took off their own shirts claiming it was warm in the apartment. I caught her glimpsing at their buff chests and six-pack abs. Was she regretting her decision? I wondered.
Under their direction she squeezed her own nipples, and even sucked her on her own tits. She got nervous when they kicked off their shoes and socks but they remained seated. John told her to rub her pussy. She reached up her gray business suit's skirt and clearly started to fake it. The guys then got off their chairs and she realized one of the rules to keep them seated was she had to do what they said for real. She got up and unclasped and unzipped her skirt letting it drop to the floor and stepped out of it. Then she slid down her panties, and to the surprise of all we found that her pussy was shaved bald.
She sat down and rubbed her cunt with her legs closed, then she spread her legs as she grew a little bit more bold. "Sure you don't want none of this?" John asked in a taunting voice. She told them she couldn't, all the time she watched them jerk their own monster sized black dicks off, was she weakening?
She started to pant a bit as she rubbed her pussy, we started to hear a wet sound. She was told to suck her tits some more as she played with herself. "Now you sure you don't want some of this big old nasty black cock inside of you?" Eric asked. At this point her "No!" became a lot more tentative.
"Why I bet it is just what you have been waiting for." James said as the two men went over to the couch sitting on either side of her.
"You guys said you wouldn't." she said.
"And we are not; we are just sitting on either side of you watching you rub that tight little pussy of yours." James said.
"Keep working it." John encouraged her as he got up. "Besides you don't want any of this big old nasty black dick in you." He dangled his cock in front of her face. "Isn't that right, you have all that white fear and self control, right?" he said.
She sheepishly answered yes, though she could not take her eyes off of his cock. "Come on rub it a bit, it is not like you are going to get pregnant or something from doing that.
"If I do that will you leave me alone?" she said. He laughed and told her he would see about it. She slowly reached over and grasped his shaft in her hand and started to rub it. I noticed her staring at it as she stroked him.
"You see. Nothing wrong. That is it; keep stroking it, keep playing with your pussy. Get it nice and wet. Now stick your finger in it."
She looked up at him wanting to resist. "You heard me put your finger in it." She looked at me then she slid her middle finger into her pussy as she rubbed his shaft with her other hand. Her nipples grew harder as she wiggled her finger inside her cunt. I could almost smell her scent from across the room.
"Spit in your palm and rub my dick, come on!" he said, she spat in her hand and rubbed his shaft coating it with her saliva.
"What a pretty little mouth you have there, I just bet it has been waiting for some big old nasty black cock." He said. She started to shake her head no. He put it closer and closer to her mouth. Her lips parted open for a moment, and he pulled it back laughing. "Where's that white self control?" He said, then he took his cock and slapped her across the cheek with it; hard. She was stunned. Then he put it in her face again, to my shock she opened her mouth wide and he pushed his black rod down her throat.
Her head started to bob up and down on his shaft. "Hmm! Took some doing but I think she is going to be okay now." He said laughing telling her to keep rubbing her pussy. James got up next and slapped his cock across her face. Then she took his cock into her mouth, taking turns sucking on each man.
I cheered my "wife" on telling her to suck each of those cocks off as I got out my camera, she started to object but she knew she had to play the role of the "good-wife." The guys decided to "ham-it-up" for the camera a bit slapping her across the face with their cocks and squeezing her tits.
"I have got to see if that pussy tastes as good as it looks." Eric said as the other guys moved back he got down on his knees between her legs, spreading them wide he without hesitation gave her pussy a nice deep kiss then plunged his tongue into her. Under his expert licking, honed by hundreds of white pussies, he had her moaning and sweating. John asked her if she had changed her mind about black men, she said gasping that she had, a bit.
"Yeah we are going to change you into a freak for big black cock, you'd like that wouldn't you?"
With tears in her eyes she said yes as James switched places with Eric. As he licked her he squeezed her nipples, harder, harder than I thought she could take.
"Say you love dark cock!" he told her between lapping her cunt. She cried that she did. Angry Eric got up and taking his cock slapped her hard against the face. "You are a lying bitch! How can you say you love it when you have not had any? Yet." He said.
John and James got up and Eric sat down next to Sue. He held his fat black cock up by the base, "Get on it now! Get up now sit on it facing your husband I want him to see the look on your face when it slides in."
Sue looked like she was going to run, then she got on the couch squatting over his dick, and with Eric guiding her lowered herself onto his cock. Her eyes went wide and I heard a wet noise as it slid into her pussy. She squatted down further taking at least eight inches of his foot long cock into her. She began to bounce up and down on him as he held her fat little hips.
"Mmm! Boy! Looks like your wife is getting into the life man." Said James who, along with John went up to Sue. "Open up there, don't keep a black man waiting." John said she leaned forward and took his dick into her mouth and gave James a hand job at the same time.
Eric spun her around so he could suck on her tits and really deliver her a deep dicking. Sue could barely see straight as she was pounded over and over again. Then he stood up, his dick still inside of her and asked where the bedroom was, he walked there with her wrapped around him.
He got her onto the bed and pounded "my wife" for all he was worth, doggie style, then each of the other men took turns. Sue trembled begging to be fucked good and long. She was turned so she was facing me the whole time. Her nipples were hard to the point of nearly exploding.
Eric pounded her hard and steadier as if in a trance. Sweat poured from them both, he flipped her onto her back and spread her short legs wide on his shoulder, her fat ass rippling with each thrust. He pulled out and then James stuck his cock in and fucked her, then he in turn turned it over to John.
Finally Eric took over again and after what seemed like hours of fucking he dumped his cum load into her formerly tight, and exclusively white used pussy. She was then taken off the bed and on her knees she sucked and jerked off the other two men, they rewarded her by coating her face and tits with their cum.
I was not prepared for what came next. "Go suck off your husband; show her what you have learned." Eric told her. Sue gave me a wicked smile and went over to me, and with their cum still drying on her face she got down on her knees and undid my pants. I could have said no but it would have blown my cover. Sue gave me some of the best head I ever got. I played with her fat little tits as she sucked me off blowing my load in her mouth.
She went to the bathroom to clean up. When she came out she thought her session was over but it was just beginning. They fucked and twisted her in every position possible. She was made to lay down on the floor and the pulled her legs up so her pussy was straight in the air as the pile drove her pussy. On the bed they had her on her knees as Eric got on his knees facing the opposite was and inserted his donkey cock into her pussy.
With my tie as a blindfold they took turns slowly fucking her for nearly an hour until she begged them to cum inside of her. With tears and a cracking voice she said how much she loved black cock.
Finally when they all dumped yet another load of cum in her they got dressed kissing her deeply good night. They gave me a wink as they left. Sue got up trembling. "Are you happy now?" she said, she paused and then said "Are you happy you made your wife fuck three black guys." She said putting her hand on my cock. "Did it get you off to watch me cum as I was fucked by three big black dicks." She said getting more into the roll.
I told her it did, then naked with cum dripping out of her she got on her knees in front of me and undid my fly, she took my cock into her mouth she sucked me off, having been excited by watching her in the role of being my wife, I blew another huge load in her mouth; which she swallowed. She grabbed my cock and continued to stroke it telling me to fuck her.
She turned around and got on her hands and knees rubbing her pussy telling me to stick it in her. I knew I should not have done so, but could you have resisted? I got down behind her and pushed inside of her, she still felt pretty tight. "Oh yes! Fuck you wife hard! Did you like seeing me be your little whore honey? Did you? Did you? Next time they are going to fuck my asshole while I beg them not to." she screamed. I grabbed her hips and fucked her as hard as I could until I came inside of her, adding yet another load to her sticky twat.
Sue took a shower and then left. I thought that would be the end of it. We saw each other in the elevator a few times. But I had been with my wife. Then one day she knocked on my door. My wife was not home. She sat down in the kitchen chair. I asked her what she had wanted, she blushed red and looked down, like she could not meet my gaze, she told me that that evening had excited her, and she wanted to do it again. What could a good "husband" do?
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Melissa had been acting funny for a bit, distracted like she wanted to tell me something but could not bring herself to do so. One evening I sat her down and asked her what was wrong, she could not look at me. "I made a bet." She said, then she stopped for a minute and continued, "I made a bet on the election with Eric." She said. Eric was a bit of a jerk, he had once made a pass at her at a party, he was drunk but she fended him off. "How was I supposed to know he would get elected." She said.
"What was the terms of the bet?" I asked her. Basically if she won he would have to do her monthly reports for a month. "And if you lost what would you have to do?" I asked her.
"Well I thought he'd never win." Melissa said scrunching up her face in embarrassment. I pressed her for what would happen if Eric won. What did he want. "He... wanted me to...jerk him off." I could not believe what I just heard. The thought flashed in my mind of my wife with her hand around Eric's black cock. I was angry, and yet the thought also intrigued me. There was something sexy regarding the thought of my wife jerking off another man. I thought quickly on what to do, knowing I could make this situation go either way.
"He can't make you comply with the bet." I told Melissa making her smile. She has long brown hair, a cute nose and cuter smile. Her tits are small and squeezable, her body with its long legs and arms and a nice round ass has turned more than a few heads, though she would blush if she knew she was being stared at, she is a bit shy.
"However, he could tell human resources if he was a shithead. Then there is the matter of being fair." I added in.
"You are not suggesting..." she said horrified.
"No, but if you won the bet you would have made him do the monthly reports? Right? And I know how much you hate them." She nodded her head. "Well then if you expected him to live up to his end of the bargain, you have to live up to yours."
"I know, but he's black and all." She said.
"I know, but you made the bet with him knowing that. Look just do it quickly and get it done with. Otherwise he will keep bugging you about it."
My wife said she'd feel unsafe doing it anywhere but here, afraid he might have cameras, but what she might have really feared is that he might persuade her to go further than she wanted to, or intended to. I told her that I could be in the basement, but we would pretend that I was out of the house. I could call her and tell her I was working late and she could always call me if things got out of hand. My wife thought about it some more and made me promise to her that I was not angry and would not be angry if she did it. I told her I would not be. The weekend before I rigged a hidden webcamera in that could see the couch. I wanted to see what was going to happen, and record it.
That Monday my wife called Eric up and told him to come over. She was still wearing her business suit from work, I loved the way its tailored fit emphasized her hips and other curves. I told her she should have some lube so she could get it done quicker. She was still a bit nervous and had a beer.
"You are not going to be mad at me." She said shyly. I told her there was nothing to worry about and that she was making a bigger thing of this than she had to. She calmed down a bit then. The doorbell rang and I went downstairs and booted up the webcam making sure to turn down the volume low.
She went to the door, she was a little frosty in greeting Eric, who was over six feet and extremely dark. They had some small talk, then she got him a beer.
As she adjusted her glasses she asked him was there any way to get out of it. "Couldn't I do your monthly reports for like the next quarter or something?" she asked. He chuckled and told her a deal was a deal. She was a bit crestfallen as he sat down on the couch motioning for her to sit next to him.
"Look, I am going to do this but what happens here stays here. You tell your buddies about this and I am going to deny it. Understood?" she said. He chuckled and agreed.
There was a moment where they sat there doing nothing then he told her to get to work and pull it out as he would sit there all night until she did so. "I can't believe that you are going to really make me do this." She said then she reached towards his belt and opened the clasp and undid it. This was followed by his pants snap. I could see the huge bulge starting to make his pants tight. I could not believe she was going to do this. Part of me did not want her to, but the other part...
She slowly pulled down the zipper and then reached into his pants and pulled out his cock, to say it was huge would be an understatement. Her hand barely fit around it and it was only semi-hard. For a moment, despite all her denial, she started at it dazed. Then coming to her senses she pumped it up, then down. Her hands fell into a rhythmic motion. "Oh that feels so fucking good baby!" He told her delighting in her submission.
"You are not going to tell anyone about this? Right?" He nodded that he would not.
"So what do you think of it?" he asked her, she looked at him puzzled.
"My dick, my big black dick. I bet you never had one so big. Bigger than your old man's. Right?" she hesitated, then was silent. What was she going to do? Lie? He was bigger than me, far bigger than me.
He asked again, and she admitted, reluctantly that he was bigger than me. She got up and squirted a bit of lube in her hand and then sat down and kept jerking him off.
"That's it. Twist it a little with your hand. Mmm! That is good!" He said as he reached for her tit.
"Uh! Uh! That is not part of the deal." She said.
"Well in that case I can keep from coming nearly all day." He bragged. "I wanted to get off sooner but since you'd rather I stay here all day I will do so."
My wife did not believe him but after another five minutes she was willing to let him touch her breasts. "Oh no baby! That ship has sailed. I want you to use your mouth."
"No way! I am not blowing you." She said in terror.
"No that is not what I meant, I want you to talk dirty to me." He said.
"And say what?" she asked confused.
"Say how much you like black cock. Or we can just sit here all evening."
"I like black cock." She said reluctantly, he waited, "It is so big and harder." He waited some more, "It is bigger than my husband's." she added.
He asked her if she had ever thought of having sex with a black man, she told him no, he asked her if she would consider now that she had seen how big their cocks could be. She knew she could not say no, my only question was whether she was telling the truth when she said "I might." He smiled asking her if she would one day suck on a black cock. She again said she might. "And how would you dress for your black lover?" She said sexy. "Then why are you dressed so frumpy. Go in there and change into something sexy. Show me how you will dress."
"And then you will finish and get out of here?" she said. He told her he would.
"She was gone for twenty minutes, I thought she had ran out of the house. She came back in and I almost came right there and then, she was wearing her tight leather dress that we wore to the clubs, she had on full make up as if we were gong out and her high heels.
"Is this good?" she said, he agreed and had her sit back down next to him.
"Yes! That is the way to get dressed for a black man." He said looking her over. She put some more lube into her hand and grasped his cock again.
"You know I'd like to stick my cock into that tight little pussy of yours. Would you want me to do it bareback or not?" My wife asked him what bareback was, he explained that it was sex with or without a rubber.
"I could get pregnant. If I did something like that it would have to be with a rubber on." She said.
"If you slept with a black man he'd talk you out of that rubber, and cum deep inside of you and if you got pregnant then you'd truly be black owned." He said. "Now I want to touch your tits, it is not like this is going to get you pregnant or anything. She at first started to put up her other hand then decided against it. Letting him grasp her right tit squeezing it gently. "Oh yeah that feels good. He said. "Who'd think you'd let a black man feel your tits. I have been looking at them for so long in the office."
"You have?" she said almost sounding flattered as he said again he had.
He had her say again how much she loved black cock. How she wanted to take it inside her bareback and be bred by a black man. He then turned and catching her off guard kissed her. She pulled back and asked what that was about. He told her that it was harmless and that she was just so sexy. He kissed her again, she told him that she was only doing this for the bet. He nodded and they kissed again. This was so hot.
"I love black cock, I want to be fucked by a black man, please cum." She cried out. He smiled and told her he would, if he could cum on her tits. She started to say no but she wanted it over with. All the time I was jerking my own meat to match what was going on. I wanted to cum when he did. Though he would cum on my hot wife and I would cum on the basement floor. She slipped her tits over the top of her dress and got down on the floor in front of him.
"Come all over my tits baby, please come all over my tits. Black master." She said.
"I am you black master? Then I will spunk your tits. Right after you kiss my cock. Kiss it and I will do it right now."
"You won't cum in my mouth?" she asked. He told her no. She waited a second then told him she would. She bent forward and gave the top of his cock a deep, slow, kiss. Then she pulled away and put his cock against her tits, within a minute he came with a huge load all over her tits, she pumped his cock another minute and then got up and wiped herself off with a towel. I almost turned off the video right then, and was glad I did not.
He told her that her bet was paid off. "And if you ever consider going black!" he said, and then he grabbed her and gave her a long deep soul kiss, as he squeezed her ass. I saw her go back into the bedroom to change back into her work clothes, and I cleaned up the floor, and shut the computer down, after all she did not know I had videotaped her.
She came back down to the basement. I asked her if she was okay, she said she was. I asked her if she did it and she told me that she had. I decided to let it go at that, but in the back of mind I resolved that I was going to turn my wife into the black cock slut she said to Eric she was.
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I had never gotten along with my mother-in-law, Ann, until recently...
My mother-in-law had fought me every step of the way while I was dating her daughter, my future wife, or should I say my currently estranged wife. Sometimes I think our marriage was part of a plan by Ann to get her off of her hands. Her trying to push us apart only cemented us together.
Unfortunately, after we got married various issues, many caused by some of the fucked up ideas Ann pushed on her daughter, destroyed our marriage. Sex was one of those areas, Ann had poisoned her daughter's mind to trying new things, and I, to her delight, suffered for it. Eventually we were forced into a separation and are seeing a therapist to try to work things out. To keep peace in the family I had helped Ann clean out her garage, this also provided me with an opportunity to see my wife. I had carted away a box of old video tapes to check; she wanted some of the old movies transferred to DVD. As I stood at home feeding the videos in a VCR, which was hooked to my computer in order to digitize the movies I actually found a movie I liked, one of those goofy teen comedies from the 1980's. Then I noticed the tape on the recording tab, meaning someone could have taped over the video. I put it in the VCR and for a minute the movie played, then it changed to a backyard barbecue, with my mother-in-law twenty years ago serving burgers in her backyard. Great! She was too cheap to buy a video tape, and the one movie I actually wanted to see was ruined. Paranoid I thought that she had plotted this out even then, to ruin my afternoon.
I forwarded the film an extra few minutes forward to look to see what else was on it, and then I saw something that made me freeze the film. It was a close up of a woman, she had a necktie around her eyes as a blindfold, she was on her knees, her lips wrapped tight around a huge black cock. For a second I thought my mother-in-law's husband, Ed, could have taped a porn film onto a regular tape to conceal it in plain sight (which would have been a bit too clever for him actually), then it hit me. That red hair, pale milk-white skin, it was Ann my mother-in-law, the destroyer of my marriage and sex life sucking that huge black appendage.
"What to do?" I wondered at the moment. This was an opportunity for blackmail (pardon the pun). But first I carefully copied the tape onto DVD, editing the file down to the main action. I preserved the tape itself as extra evidence. Then I sat down and watched the tape from the beginning.
It started out in their backyard. Was it the Fourth of July, Labor Day? I could not tell. They were having some sort of barbecue. It was Ann, and Ed, and some of their friends including four black guys I did not know. Some of the guests left including one of the black guys. Then everyone else left. Just to let you know the tape was edited, by I presume Ed; so I did not watch what must have been an all day party. The shots in the backyard seemed to be from a fixed camera. The next shot was inside the house. Ann seemed to have had a drink or two. Ann and Ed got on the sofa and made out; (I fast forwarded past that piece). Then he said he wanted to play their "game."
He took a tie from the closet and wrapped it around her eyes as a blindfold. She got onto her knees and undid her blouse; and you know what? She had a nice set of jugs, I could see where her daughter got hers from. "Who am I pretending to suck off today. A sailor, cop, bill collector." She asked
"No, let's pretend a big black guy broke in here. And is now making you suck on his cock." Ed said. Ann laughed and said, "Oh! The usual." I was so going to put this video on line I thought.
Ed pulled his dick out and put it in her face, I had to say he was packing a pretty sizable weapon. He pretended to talk like a black man as she sucked his cock. Then he said he thought he heard the police and went to the window after telling her not to move. He went out into the hall and brought in two of the black guys I had seen earlier in the tape at the party.
Now how to interpret what happens next depends on if Ann knew it was going to happen or not. One was very erotic, so was the other, but a bit criminal. "Here suck it some more bitch." Ed said as one of the black men stuck his cocks in her face. She started to suck on it some more. She wanted to put her hands on it but he growled at her to keep her hands behind her back. "You must be excited tonite. I have never felt it so big." She said.
Ed said he must have heard the police again, letting the man she was blowing switch places with the other black man and get some head. Finally the second man started to groan as he busted his nut. Ann heard a totally different voice and ripped off the blindfold just in time to get his spunk all over her face and neck. "Oh shit! Ed! What the fuck did you do! You asshole! I can't believe you actually did it. You fucking prick! I though it was Hank or John" She said naming two of their white friends as she looked at all the men in the room angrily, her face turned blood red as she chased Ed out of the room.
She then turned on the two guys. "I ought to really call the police."
"Look lady, I'm sorry. We thought it was some sort of crazy game. We didn't realize." "Besides do you really want to call the police and have to explain it all to them. I'm sure one of your neighbors out there is a cop or knows a cop. It will be all over the place before you know it."
Ann stopped to think about it as the man went on getting closer to her. "Besides now that you have tried it was it really that bad?" he said laughing.
"I am not that type of girl." She countered. Someone did some editing at this point as her last words had a heavy echo. The scene dissolved and she was on their bed wearing only stockings, a garter belt and high heels. "Oh fuck! I can't believe I am doing this." She said as she lowered herself onto one of the guys cocks, with her fat but shapely as facing the camera. Her pussy seemed to be so tight that his cock bent slightly from her downward pressure, then it slid into her. The movie jumped forward a few more minutes and now she was pounding herself up and down on the cock of the man she was talking to as Ed and the other guy looked on.
"Ed you wanted me to be a slut for these black guys and now I am I hope you are happy." She said which earned her a slap on the ass by the guy she was getting fucked by and then she was told to fuck harder and talk less. He grabbed her hips holding her still as he thrust up into her faster and faster until she screamed, then he slowed his pace again.
The other guy went over and shoved his cock down her throat, holding the back of her head until she gagged. He let her cough then he did it again making her take more cock down her throat than I thought possible.
The scene changed again. Ed was sitting in a chair jerking off, Ann was on the bed on all fours with a black leather collar around her neck attached to a dog leash. One man was fucking her as he pulled on the leash. Then after a while he pulled out and the other guy rammed his cock into her making her gasp. Ann was a mess at this point begging them to fuck her and cum in her. Finally the guy first guy fucking her screamed he was going to cum. He pumped his load into her telling her to milk it with her pussy. Then he put his cock in her face and told her to suck it clean. She made a little grimace that said she did not want to do it as it was covered with her "pussy juice" her words not mine. The other man thrust hard inside of her and grabbed her hair telling her to do as she was told to do so as he squeezed her nipple so hard I thought they would bleed At this point I wondered was it still a game? She opened her mouth and dutifully licked and cleaned the man's cock and balls off. Then the other man came, but in fond porn tradition he pulled out and squired his load so far up her back even her neck was covered.
As Ann cleaned the other man's cock off she said, "I hope you are happy. I am ruined for your small dick now." She said.
If this tape ended there it would have been enough, but there was one final scene so kinky and full of fetish imagery I wondered if they did it the same day or not. Ann was dressed in her dowdy business suit including glasses. She was saying goodbye to the men kissing each one of the them deeply saying she had to go to work. Had the guys spent the night, I wondered. Then one of them pushed down on her shoulders. She seemed to cooperate, going down onto her knees. "Guys I can't I am going to be late for work." She pleaded.
"Well I guess you better call them and tell then you are going to be late." One of her black lovers said as he put his cock in her face. What followed was one of the most brutal and aggressive throat fuck scenes I had ever seen. They even had her lean backwards and pile drove their cocks down her throat. Her blouse was a mess as her the spit dribbled down her chin soaking the front and collar. She opened her mouth for them to spit into. They undid her blouse and pulled her tits out and over her bra squeezing them and pinching her nipples. Under their direction she raised one of her own tits to her face and sucked on her own nipple then their cocks, alternating.
One of the men came all over her face dousing her hair and glasses as she pumped his cock followed by the next man whose load was so large he managed to ruin he skirt, blazer, and blouse all in one continuous shot.
The guys said kissing was out of the question at this point and shook her hands as a joke before leaving. She got up and called her office to say that she would be in until noon. After she hung up Ed pulled out his cock wanting some relief but she brushed him aside and in that dismissive voice that I knew so well told him that she had to get ready for work.
The tape ended and after watching it several times I debated what to do. There was no way I was going to erase it. Was I going to blackmail her? I did not know. Then I discovered that there were several other tapes whose contents made this one look mild in comparison. I resolved that I would review and copy the other tape, then confront my mother-in-law the next weekend. Those were my plans, however, a call she made in the middle of the week, a frantic call, would change those plans, for the better or worse to this day I have not been able to determine.
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When my wife Ellen did not want to go to our school's reunion I was a little bit surprised. She had always enjoyed class. Small and bookish at first I was not attracted to her at all, preferring the more overtly sexy girls the school had to offer. Then gradually I came to appreciate her small little nose, curly light brown hair, and blue eyes. Before I knew it her mouth was wrapped around my cock in her mother's house, with her downstairs while we were supposed to be studying. She milked my load out against her small but round tits, and I was hooked on her.
We got married after she finished her degrees. At times she was a little shy and timid, but at other times she could be daring and adventurous. So I could not see why she was so put off by going to the school's reunion.
We sat down in the living room and I asked her for an explanation. She was quiet for a moment then she said "Because Professor Hanley will be there." I asked her what was wrong with that, I knew he had been a little bit tough with her but she passed his class with a top grade.
She looked down at the floor and asked me not to interrupt her and she would tell the whole story. "Towards graduation I cheated in his class and got caught. He had looked up my paper and found I had copied it nearly word for word from someone else." I was about to go back on my word and question her but decided to let her continue. "He made me nervous, I got writer's block and took an old paper from years ago from the school's archives and changed it a bit." I was stunned to hear my wife's confession she had always been a top notch student making me feel a bit stupid at times..
"Anyway he called me in after class to speak to me. He told me he would have to report the violation. I begged him not to. I had just been accepted to one my top choices for schools and this would ruin it. And there was something else, something very stupid I did. I had been angry at him for being so tough on me and had written a letter to the school board against him, a lot of it was lies. I thought he had had it in for me. He took out the letter. I felt my stomach turn to water."
"He walked around the desk and showed me that when I had written the letter I had written something on top of it and my name was right there on my so-called secret letter. He told me he had never pursued the letter further. Had he done so I would not even get to go to a community college."
"I was wearing that red dress with the white collar and cuffs with the heart shaped buttons on it, the one you called my "Little Orphan Annie" outfit. He paced back and forth. I begged him to let me go, that I'd write a new paper or do extra credit."
"He paused and told me that the world does not work that way; that he'd be in trouble if he just let it go. He went on to say he'd be putting his career at risk, that I could turn around and talk about the favor I wanted him to do to someone that could ruin him. Then he paused and said the only way this would work is if we were bound by something that neither one of us could talk about." My wife paused to nerve herself up.
"He went to the door and locked it. Then he looked at me sternly and said that if I rejected his offer it was off the table and I would have to take my chances with an academic review. Which I knew I'd lose before even entering the room. Then he came back to me I wanted to get up but he told me to stay seated. He reached down and opened his zipper. I wanted to run out of the room but knew I couldn't, then he unsnapped his pants and pulled out his cock."
I was stunned, my mind raced. Should we call the police? But if I did so it would ruin Ellen's life also and bring to light her cheating. I could instantly see why the professor said what he had said. She continued on, "I was in awe, I remember thinking about how huge it was. It wasn't even all the way up and it was so thick. I heard talk, about black guys, and there was the time me and my girlfriends peaked in the locker room when the guys were washing up, but, you know the school uses cold water and all."
Ellen laughed and then continued; "He held it straight out. I was uncertain what he wanted. I started to reach for it, but he told me to keep my hands on my sides. He put it right up to, but not quite at my mouth and told me to kiss it. I could feel the heat radiate off of that fat plum of a cock head as I smell his musk. I gave it the lightest of kisses. He smiled down at me and told me to open my mouth. I opened as wide as I could but it barely fit in. He told me to mind my teeth. He reached out and squeezed my tits as I struggled to suck his cock." I felt, to my embarrassment my own cock start to rise as my wife told her story.
I prompted Ellen to go on, "He said how sexy I looked, and that he would fuck me but did not want to risk his job or marriage, because he only like to do it "bareback." He held the back of my head and pushed more and more of his shaft down my throat telling me to relax. When I gagged he pulled it out, then pushed it back in again once I stopped coughing. All the time he told me how sexy I looked. He then told me when he came I was to swallow every drop as he squeezed my tits far harder than was comfortable."
My own cock throbbed uncomfortably; Ellen saw my discomfort and told me it was okay. "After what seemed like days he said he was close to cumming. I felt his cock twitch, and the his hands held the back of my head as he shot his spunk into my mouth. Glob after glob erupted from his cock, I knew all I could do was swallow it all. He told me to keep sucking and to get every last drop, he took his hand off of my head and squeezed yet more spunk from his dick.."
I could not believe what she was saying, but she had no reason to make it up either. I also noticed her nipples were hard, had she been turned on by what had happened, or was she turned on by telling me about it? I pondered this as she went on.
"He had me get up as he put his cock back in his pants. He had me stand up and come to his desk. He told me we had a deal. Then he got a bottle and two glasses out of a drawer, and poured what I later found out was whiskey. He half filled glass and told me to rinse my mouth out and spit it into the garbage can. I asked him if he was trying to get me drunk. He told me no, he just wanted me to wash my mouth out, then he drank his own portion. He got up and took me in his arms and kissed me, deeply, his hands squeezing my ass. He asked me if what I had done had excited me. Before I could answer he reached up my skirt and rubbed my pussy through my panties, telling me how'd he like to fuck my tight little cunt. How his big cock would make me cum like no other. Then he snaked his finger inside of my panties and rubbed my pussy. I closed my legs tightly around his hand in surprise, but he kept fingering me, then he pushed a finger inside of me."
My wife looked down at the floor, I don't think she could have turned more red than she did then. "I came so hard, again and again. Then I whispered for him to fuck me. He laughed and said he could not risk it."
"I reached over and pulled out his cock and jerked him off. He shot his load all over the bottom of my dress. He gave me some paper towels and pushed me into the now deserted hallway of the school. And that is where it ended."
She asked me if I was angry at her, and I told her no, if anything I was slightly turned on by her story. She laughed a bit. "Then there is one more thing I have to show you." She left the room for several minutes and when she came back she was wearing the same dress, it fit after all these years. Ellen has kept herself in shape. She keeled down on the floor and sucked my cock. In my own mind I thought she should go to the reunion, but first I would look up her old teacher...
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For years I had had this fantasy of watching my sweet red headed wife take a big black cock into her pussy. And for years she denied it to me. However, she would jerk me off telling me "stories" of her interracial infidelity. It was coming up to my birthday and she had started hinting a month in advance that she had a special treat in mind for me, and that is all she would say about it.
Finally it was my birthday, we went out with some friends for drinks then came home. She smiled and asked me if I thought that she had forgotten about my treat. I smiled and told her I had not. She led me into the bedroom. There she asked me to strip naked. I did so quickly, noting that she remained dressed. She asked me to lay down on the bed and close my eyes. I did so and heard her open and close a dresser draw. "No peeking." she said. Then I felt the first cuff go around my wrist, she chained it to the leg of the bed, followed by the next. Then she did the same for my ankles, she kidded me that I was at her mercy. She adjusted the chains to make them tighter. Then she said she would be right back and that I could open my eyes.
Ten minutes later she came back into the room wearing a full body lace catsuit. It was so low cut her big tits were barely held in. It clung to that soft full ass of hers, and three black buttons was all that was needed to access her moist pussy. She took my cock in her hand and gave it a few long pumps.
"Now honey you and I have to talk. You keep wanting to share me with a black guy, or sometimes a few black guys. Is that what you really want?" She said leaning forward to let the top of her tits brush my cock." I told her it was, knowing she would never really go through with it.
Standing back up she grabbed her tits giving them a squeeze asking if I really wanted another guy, a black guy to hold them. "Like this!" she said squeezing them again. Then she pulled them out over the top of her catsuit. "Do you really think you could handle that? Or someone else sucking on them." She said lifting her tits to her mouth and sucking on one nipple and then another. She kissed and slurped on them nosily. Then she sat down on the bed and gave my cock a few more strokes.
"You know you are playing with fire." She said. "I have to make a confession to you. Sometimes I have found black men to be attractive. I have heard the rumors, and not just from you." I was shocked to hear her say it, it sounded so honest, not like when we were "play talking" to get me off. "And I have been a bit curious. You really have to think about this honey, what if I did try a black man what if I liked it too much? Could you deal with that?" she said, giving my cock a few more strokes.
"Do you really think that you could take it watching me kiss another man, a black one." I had thought about it like a billion times and found the idea so sexy, wrong but still sexy.
"Would you really want my hands to be wrapped around a huge cock, a black one jerking it hard while you watched?" I told her yes. She grabbed my cock and gave it a few more strokes before letting it go again.
"You, my own husband would want to see my mouth wrapped nearly air tight around another man's dick as my spit covered his shaft. The same mouth that I said "I do." to you at our wedding? And there is the matter of fucking me. You really want a man with a bigger dick, a black man to use my pussy also? And then there is the matter of dating."
I asked what she meant. "I would of course go out with him, dancing, wearing something sexy, hitting the dance floors in clubs. Making out with him in the car. Could you take knowing I was out with another man?"
"You'd go out with him?" I never thought of that, I started to feel jealous and at the same time aroused.
"Yes, in public and who knows somebody we know might see us. And I might even go on a vacation with him, a cruise. Every day we would be in the cabin fucking, and I might just call home to let you know how everything is doing. I would be away for a whole week getting fucked by a big black cock while you are home alone. And one other thing..."
I scarcely had the courage to ask her what. She pumped my cock a few more times. "If I really know him well, and after he is tested, I am going to let him fuck me bareback, and I might get pregnant." She said letting it sink in. "And you know everyone will soon know it is not your baby. So do you really want to entertain this fantasy of me being loved by a black man?" She said going to the dresser draw. She took out a huge, realistic black dildo.
"Or we can have the fantasy." She said taking the dildo she kissed the head and took it into her mouth letting me watch. "Look how big it is, do you like watching me suck on a big black cock?" she said sucking on it some more, her lips wrapped tight around that big black pole. This was crazy, did I really want to take the chance of losing my wife to the cock of a black man?
"So big and black. You know my mother would absolutely disown me if she ever saw me doing something like this." She said adding, "But it is so good!"
"Or as you want I will let him stick it in my pussy." She got onto the chair spreading her legs wide. She put a little bit of lube onto the cock and started to work it into her. "Oh sir it is so big! You are going to ruin me for my husband." She said in mock horror as she pushed that fat black cock into her. As she used the dildo on herself she rubbed her clit. "Oh yes! Anything for your big black cock! Anything. It is so big and fat! Far bigger than anything my husband has ever given me in my...our bed." She moaned and played with her tits leaving that huge black dildo wedged into her pussy hole. She sucked on them making the nipples big and hard.
"Oh my! You are going to cum inside of me. Please don't I might get pregnant. Oh no! No! No! It's too late, I feel his cum inside of me! Squirting into me. Oh shit! Yeah!" she said. She rested for a moment then pulled that fat dildo, coated with her juice out of her.
"Is that what you want baby?." She said coming up to me and giving my cock yet a few more tugs. "Now there is a part two." She said getting up and leaving the room. She was changing in the hallway but she continued to tease me.
"You know there was a temp at work who kept hitting on me. Tall, in his early thirties, and of course black. But of course I told him no. He even asked me out. Can you imagine that?" she said. Yes I could, my cock was throbbing a mile a minute, possibly because what she said was the truth. "You know why?" I told her I did not know. She told me he was too polite. "If I am going to fuck a black man he has to be strong and tough. The sort who is going to fuck me for hours and maybe even pass me around to his friends." She said stepping back in from the hall.
"Oh wow!" was all I could say. She had on stockings, high heels, a tight leather skirt that hugged her ass and hips, and a blue blouse that was almost painted on. You like this outfit? This is what I would wear on my dates outside with my black lovers." She said bending forward to show how plunging the neckline of her blouse was.
"This is what you really want? To see me get fucked, to mate with a black man?" I told her yes. "But of course it will not be all passive for you you know." I looked at her puzzled. "At the very least you may have to clean my pussy afterwards. I may even buy a pair of rubber panties to put on to keep it fresh until I come home for you to lick me clean." She said wickedly. "Or I may just turn you into my own little French maid and force you to prep my lovers for me. With your hand or maybe your mouth. The way you talk about black cock I think you may want to try it, first hand." She said evilly.
"So all you have to do now is say no or yes. What do you want me to do?" She said as she grasped my cock and started to rub it. "Stay faithful to you. Or do you want to risk me, our marriage by having me try nasty black cock." I told her I wanted more than anything to see her with a black stud.
"Well maybe you will get your wish." She said as I exploded cumming all over my stomach and chest.
My wife got up and left the room. Had I offended her? I heard some movement in the hallway, then my wife came in, followed by a black guy. She gave me a look then kissed him deeply as he squeezed her tits. "Well honey your dreams or nightmares are about to come true." She said kissing him deeply again.
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I still keep the nightgown Erica wore, in the closet, as a souvenir of what happened that night a little over a year ago, not that I could forget the sight of my sweet little wife jacking off a monster sized black dick, on our couch. But how did it happen...
It was our annual holiday party. All the guest were having fun. Bruce was a guy who used to work at my wife's office, we were not all that tight with him, but he had bumped into me and my wife at the mall which turned into lunch. We had let it slip that we were having a holiday party and he managed to get an invite from us for him and his girlfriend.
Anyway by the night of the party it was snowing lightly and our apartment was full to spilling out into the hallway. Bruce came a little late saying his girlfriend could not make it; she worked for the city and when it snowed she had to work late in the dispatcher's office, just in case the snow got heavier.
The party was going great, with one incident, Bruce had a bit too much of the bubbly and tried to kiss my wife under the mistletoe. She dodged his attempt laughing. We had strung it up mainly for the younger couples anyway; you know to help out those who were unattached or shy. A little past midnight the snow started to get heavier and our guests had one final toast and left; not wishing to get caught up in the storm. Bruce wanted to leave also, but he was in no condition to drive. So we let him sleep on our oversized leather couch. I got him some pillows and comforters and he just managed to kick off his shoes before falling asleep.
The next morning the snow was still going heavy, my wife and I got up early to start to clean up. We had forgotten Bruce was still on the couch sleeping. He had taken off his blankets and was wearing a pair on pajama pants I had lent him when he got up later that night. However, my wife let out a little "yipe!" I thought that she had stubbed her toes or something. But when I came around the bend I saw what she had made that noise about. Bruce had a monster sized hard on, that was so big his cock had actually flopped out of the front flap of the pajamas.
Now we had heard stories, and rumors, and watched some video, so we knew some black guys were really endowed, but to actually see one, or more importantly to have your wife see it, was something else.
We retreated to the safety of the kitchen to discuss what to do. We could have waited until he woke up, and he would have adjusted himself, or at least we hoped he would have.
"Maybe he is that way from the unrequited love. From not being able to kiss you." I joked.
"He was just drunk! Though he did say I was the sexiest women in the room." I could not argue with that. My wife at thirty five was tight, with a taunt ass, and just enough boob to suck or fuck. At five foot and nearly one hundred pounds she was a dynamo when she got started.
"Well what do we do?" she asked.
"Well, you could go in there and take care of it." I suggested. Her eyes went wide, she said she was not going to fuck another man. I told her that was not what I meant. I made a circle with my fingers and pumped my hand up and down.
"A hand job? You want me to give him a hand job?"
"Why not? I think it would be real sexy and all. Besides it is just a hand job, unless you are worried about more happening."
"You've been watching those cuckold movies? Haven't you?" She thought about it a bit more, then said "Well I did get you a really crappy gift this year."
"It wasn't your fault that they were sold out." I said, trying to give her an out.
"Well if that is what you want. Sure!" she said getting up.
Half of me could not believe it. She walked into the living room sitting down lightly next to him. She looked up at me, then she reached over and let her little hand fall on top of his cock. I almost came on the spot watching. She unsnapped his pajamas the rest of the way and lifted his cock up and gently started to stroke it.
Still asleep he started to groan, then he started to wake up, he called out his girlfriend's name, then with a little start he realized where he was. His eyes opened and he saw my wife sitting at his side, rubbing his cock up and down. I think for a second he thought he was alone, then he saw me in the chair across the way watching my wife manipulate his massive shaft. Maybe he was worried but when he saw I was cool about it he laid back saying that we sure knew how to treat house guests. We all laughed.
I sat back watching my wife's hands glide up and down his cock. She got up and got on top of him straddling his thighs as she pulled his dick.
"Shit honey! It is so big!" she said. She stopped and spit into her palms and continued to stroke it, pumping with both hands. "Bet you did not wake up this morning thinking I'd be doing this?" I guessed I would not have.
Bruce tried to grab my wife's tits, but she pushed his hand back saying "No! No! No! Right now it is only a hand job. Unless you want me to stop that?" He shook his head no. "Good boy!" she said then rewarding him by slapping herself across her tits with his cock, making them jiggle where they were struck. "Like that?" she said evilly. She then teased him by almost hitting herself in her face with his cock then stopping at the last moment.
"Honey, next year I may want one of these for the holidays." She said telling me to get her lube from the dresser. I ran to the bedroom and brought her the small clear bottle, not wanting to miss a moment. She took a little lube and rubbed it between her two palms. Then she started to jerk him off again. "Oh yeah! When he blows his nuts you better step back. I bet there is a big load coming." She said stroking his black shaft faster than before.
"How about a little kiss for good luck." He asked her.
She smiled that little smile of hers. "Oh! You mean like this?" She leaned forward about to kiss his cock then pulled back. "Sorry! I am not ready, but I had something just as good." She said holding his cock steady. She spat on his cock head with a nice thick wad of spit. For a moment I was tempted to push her face down onto his cock but I knew as tempting as that might be it only would end ugly and break the spell.
She kept yanking his cock telling him how sexy and big his cock was. "Maybe next year I will let you fuck me if you cum now. Come on blow your nuts all over my tits. Come on! Blow your big black nuts all over me." She pleaded. And like the Gods of old he granted her wish, however, he did it when she was least ready for him to do so. His seed splattered her nightgown staining it dark where it landed. And most exciting was that it ever hit her bare skin underneath her neck. Her tiny hands kept pumping for another minute draining ever drop of juice from his cock. The she took a towel I had brought her and wiped his cock clean before daintily putting it back in his pants.
"I, uh! Really have to go! Thanks for everything." He stammered as he quickly dressed and raced for the door. My wife told him to wait up.
"Well it is the holidays." She said planting a long deep kiss on him." He stumbled a little as he left the apartment.
"Well what did you think?" She asked as I rushed her and pulled her night gown off. I carried her off to the bedroom as she giggled.
I went down on her wet pussy as I played with her tits. "Oh! Shit! Had I known you would get this excited I would have played with another man's dick years ago." She got a wicked look in her eyes and added, "Or is it because it was a black dick. Honey, did it turn you on that I was playing with a big black dick?"
I got on top of her and slid inside of her wetness, as she teased me some more. "You didn't want me to put that thing in my mouth did you? I don't think it would have fit. Or in my pussy. You did not want to see your little wife get fucked by a big black cock did you?" I could not take it anymore and shot one of my biggest loads into her ever.
To be fair, for making me finish so quickly she had me get on my back and sucked me off, alternating with using her hand as we explored some fantasies of interracial sex.
As I exploded all over her tits she said that maybe next year she would give me and that guy another present. The nightgown she wore disappeared when I did the wash, she never asked about it. I kept it, stains and all to remind me of that wicked morning.
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It was Charlotte, we ultimately found out had caused all the trouble, but things can get complicated...
I had met Tammy in a small town, tall and blond at first she was a little standoffish but I won her over. Her family had some qualms with her marrying a man from New York but she was happy. Five years into our marriage I had done something stupid. Her friend and husband had been staying over at our house. Now Cindy could be a little bit flirty but I had put it off as something playful. However, with her husband out and Tammy asleep she had come into the office and one thing had led to another and before I knew it her nightgown was up and my cock was outside of its pajama flap pounding her dark haired pussy. It was a wicked quickie and was done in less than a half hour. A half hour I'd pay for for two years.
Somehow Tammy found out. I was cast out of the house, divorce was mentioned. Cindy's family and her family were not speaking, something which is really hard to do in a small town. During this time Tammy's friend Charlotte had come to visit with her. We went to marriage counselors and "couples camps" until finally after much groveling my wife took me back, on a trial basis of course.
In our second month back together Charlotte came to visit again. On her last day I drove her to the airport, chaperoned by my wife of course. At the convenience store Tammy popped out to get some coffee while Charlotte said to me that she was sorry that Tammy could be so unforgiving at times, and that I must have forgiven her for what she had done.
I looked at her and she made a face that said "Oh! No! I should have not told said that." I pressed her and she looked down and said, "Look I should not say anything but I thought you knew." I asked her about what beginning to lose patience. She closed her eyes and blurted it out "Two years after you got both got married Tammy had had an affair with her old beau that she had met when she had gone home to take care of her mother. Charlotte, eyes closed, blurted out the rest of the details. "Now you won't say anything. What is done is done." It took all my will power to drive her to the airport and not steer the car into a wall.
When we got home I sat Tammy down at the table, "You made me go through counseling. I had to live in a shit apartment, and even apologize to your entire family; meanwhile you had had an affair, and knew it the whole time." I said angrier than I had ever been in my entire life. At first she tried to deny it, but I knew all the details and threatened to call the man up right there and then.
"Please don't. It is over it was one time. He has a family now. Please?" She said in near tears. I asked what about me and all the shit I went through. "It was only one time for me also." I reminded her.
"What can I do to make it up to you? It hasn't happened again." She said desperately. I was sure it was not going to happen again, just like I was sure I was never going to cheat again, but I had to go through months of hell. Then an idea came to mind.
"Well if you are serious there is always..."
"Oh no! You are not going to bring that up? I told you no. It is wrong, perverted. Think of something else." She said actually backing up as if there was something dangerous in front of her.
I had had this fantasy of watching my wife with her long legs wrapped around a muscular black stud as he drilled her pussy and her sanity into the next week. I wanted to watch her scream things a porn actress would be ashamed of saying as he took her to new levels of satisfaction that I could only dream about.
Of course her upbringing said something else. "I will ruin my family if it ever gets out. Why not me and another woman, I might do that if you get me drunk enough." As tempting as that was I still had that fantasy of her interracial breeding.
Sometimes it was set in a barn. Her on all fours on a platform with nothing on but a thick leather collar chained around her neck. Several black men making her lick their assholes and balls then they fuck her for hours, at first she pleads for them not to do it but by the end she begs to be impregnated with their seed. Sick? Maybe, but it is what turns me on. And the more she fought against it the more I wanted to see it happen.
"Okay then let's get the counselors. What were their numbers?" Now she knew that she would have to be the one to go through all the public airing of the dirty laundry. She would have to be the "bad" one.
"Look! What if I just make out with a black guy? Would that be enough, maybe play with a dildo later?" I told her no. It went back and forth for a while but finally we agreed, she would give a hand job and maybe suck his cock.
The day arrived, we of course went to a hotel, out of town. My wife was nervous, so I had room service bring up two drinks.
She was about to start the "I can't believe you are going to make me go through with this speech." but she realized she was in the wrong. I had made all the arrangements. I had found through some swingers magazines a man who had the sort of cock my wife needed for her introduction to black dick. Me and the guy talked and he seemed excited to take a crack at a dyed in the wool small town queen.
There was a knock on the hotel room door, I opened the door and let Eric in. He was bald, muscular and tall. He confidentially walked into the room smiling. He looked over my wife and introduced himself to her. Tammy looked a bit uncomfortable and greeted him with the same politeness that she would use when inviting a salesman into our home.
"I don't think this is going to work. I can't go through with it." She said.
"Why not? What are you afraid of? Believe me I have dealt with racists like you in past, and have been able to win them over. Is this what you fear?" He said opening his pants and pulling out one of the biggest cocks I had ever seen. Even semi-hard it hung there at about eight inches and looked far thicker than mine.
"I am not afraid." Tammy said, but despite her words her eyes kept glimpsing down at the man's dick. She turned to me calling me a pervert for wanting her to touch it. "But still I said I would and I shall." She went into her bag and got out a pair of blue gloves like one wears when doing the dishes and put them on. The guy laughed as we sat down on the couch. She took out a bottle of lube and rubbed it between her gloved hands making them shine.
I watched as she reached forward and grasped his cock. "Finally the end of segregation." He joked as she held his cock in her hand, then she pumped his meat up and down. Her eyes focused on it as it seemed to grow bigger and thicker with each stroke.
"I'd like it if you'd cup my balls with one hand while you stroked me with the other."
"See here sir, you do not order me around." She shot back.
"Very well, but you have heard the rumors. I can last nearly all day. So if you want me to finish quicker you will help me out a bit." He said. She thought it over and put one hand underneath his balls.
He reach over to touch her breasts and she pulled away. "No! Just a hand job. And you would not even be getting that if my husband was not such a pervert." She said.
"Well then is it okay if he touches them. Just watching would help to get me off quicker." She was a little bit tentative as she tried to figure out if she was being tricked, then she said reluctantly that she would do anything to get this done sooner with mutterings about how her family would kill and disown her, in no particular order if they ever caught her doing this.
I reached around her and touched her tits though her bra and tight red sweater.
"You know it must have killed those men on the plantation to know their slaves were packing bigger cocks than they were, with their wives nearby." He said to taunt her.
"You don't have to insult my family or state." She fired back all the while rubbing that big African cock.
"I am not. And I think I want to get out of here. So let me see your tits I'll finish and this will be over."
She thought about it and then told me to take pull up her sweater. I did so and pulled down her bra. Even though she probably despised him she still wanted him to compliment her. He held back manipulating her mind.
I played with her breasts rubbing her nipples with my thumbs. I then kissed the back of her neck and felt her shiver.
"I bet this is turning you on having two men so close to you." He said.
"I can only count my husband. If you are referring to gentlemen." She said.
He laughed and told her to look at the mirror across the room, at how sexy she looked pumping that big cock of his. Her eyes did get wider at the sight of her own reflection. When she realized that we were looking at her she got all red faced and had a bit of retaliatory anger. "I am not enjoying this one bit." She said in a huff.
"No I think you are enjoying all the attention, I bet that little blond pussy of yours is nice and wet right about now. I can practically smell it." He said sniffing the air.
He gave me a look that said it all. I reached up her skirt. She tried to smack my hand away, but I snaked it inside her panties. Her pussy was wetter than I ever felt it to be.
"Honey!" she screamed out in protest but I kept fingering her. "What are you doing? This is not right."
"I thought it was only not right if he touches you, instead of me." I said continuing to play with her. "And right about now I want to see that pretty mouth of yours wrapped around his dick."
She called out my name, asking what sort of husband would want his wife to do such a thing. I told her she did not mind putting me through months of bullshit therapy while all the while she had done that selfsame thing with a friend of the family. "At least I am going to enjoy watching. Now kiss that fat black cock head. You know you want to do it. You just need to be "forced" to do so."
"I-I-I. Oh gracious! What if.." She ran through her inner struggle then she leaned forward. She stopped halfway. "Would you please put on a rubber at least."
This made him laugh. He said he wanted her to taste the "flavor." I worked her pussy some more. "You bullies!" She said almost childishly, as she leaned forward and then after what seemed a thousand years, the lips that must have said the "N-word" a thousand times kissed his fat dark purple cock-head, leaving her lipstick on it.
She nerved herself up and then took him into her mouth. It was the sexiest thing I had ever seen. "I can barely fit this thing into my mouth." She said then stretched her lips around it again. He said things were getting warm and took off his sweater showing off muscles only gained through practically living in the gym. My wife got a little bit uncomfortable but I could see her checking out his abs. I removed her sweater, then her bra so she sat half naked on the couch.
I started to finger fuck her some more, she cried it was not fair, but then she wrapped her mouth around his cock yet again with more enthusiasm than before. He kidded her that she was getting used to the flavor. Then to show his new command of her he put his hands on her tits and squeezed them.
"Man! Why don't you fuck your old lady while she sucks me off." He said, I knew where this was leading.
I got up on the couch on my knees and grasping her hips I moved her up onto the couch also and onto her knees. At this point she knew she could not argue. I hiked up her skirt which took me back to the years of my youth when we had to grab a "quickie" I rolled her panties down and pushed in to her. To my amazement she came after only a few strokes. She had no reason to fake it, if anything she would have acted like she did not enjoy it. I fucked her for a few minutes, and felt like I was about to bust my nut inside of her. I slowed down the fucking to last longer. Then he said the words that would change everything, "Maybe we should switch spots." He got up as he kicked off his shoes. He reached into his pants pocket and took out a small cellophane packet, ripping it open he rolled the rubber tightly onto his dick.
He took a step or two and let his pants drop to the floor and stepped out of him. I pulled out of my wife. She started to get up, "I am not going to let some..." and checked herself, she continued "other man fuck me."
"I know what you were going to say and you know something, this is just what you need. You fucked around on your husband and that was okay. He did it and you put him through pure hell. Now I don't quite get why he wants to see a black man bang your racist little ass. But I think it is what you need to stop feel guilty.
He got behind her grabbing her hips and pulling her ass high in the air. "Now I think it is time to desegregate that pussy of yours."
My wife always wanting to get in the last word said to me, "Only this once, then I hope it is out of your sys..." She was interrupted by him pushing himself into her, stretching her out like she had never been before. She made a small gasp and then he pushed harder until his head popped inside of her making her gasp.
"Look in that mirror girl, that is the way it should be. It was what your great grandma wanted." He said as he fucked my wife. I wanted to stick my cock in her mouth but I was getting off too much hearing her moan and groan. I should have been jealous but there was something about watching my wife be a whore for another man that turned me on like nothing else.
He turned her around without pulling out of her so now he was on top of her. He sucked on her tits, then he kissed her, she tried to pull back, which made him kiss her all the harder. "I know you are loving having a black cock inside of you, let go."
He shifted her again so she was on top of him while he sat on the couch, facing towards him. "You like watching me fuck another man don't you?" She said bouncing up and down on his rubber encased cock. I told her I did. All she had on now was our wedding ring and the gloves she had not taken off. It was a kind of fetish look.
"You like humiliating me like this, if this got out my family would disown me." She cried, then I noticed the rubber was slipping off his cock from her bouncing up and down on him. I debated it I should tell her or not.
"Honey his rubber is slipping off." I decided to let her make the choice.
"Oh shit!" she said actually stopping to think about what she was going to do next. She got up trying to fix it, but he slipped it off , then he pulled her back down onto it.
"No you need to feel the cum in you." He said beginning to thrust again. She started to say something but then to my surprise she began bouncing up and down on his cock again with even more gusto than before.
She saw the look on my face and said that it was after all what I wanted. I grew even more excited thinking of her fertile pussy bouncing up and down on his cock over and over again.
When he came he held her by the waist and pumped his seed into her. She got off of his cock and turned around putting her ass high in the air telling me to fuck her now.
"Fuck my black fucked hole. Stick it in me now that a better man has had me. That's it fuck me harder." She cried out. I thought she had gone insane as she moaned and wiggled like she never had before. Too my shame I came in less than five minutes. She got down on her knees and sucked his cock without shame now. Her face bright red as she crammed it down her throat to the point of gagging.
"Spank me! Tell me what a slut I am!" she said looking up at him pleadingly. He took her over his knee and spanked her ass red and raw saying how she was going to be knocked up by a black cock before the night was done. How he was going to come back and share her with his friends.
Then he fucked her again, even longer than before, and I again took sloppy seconds as he got dressed to leave.
Naked she pressed up against him and kissed him deeply before letting him out the door. Then she turned to me, "I can't believe you made me do that." She said kissing me deeply.
I told her she loved every second of it, and now her ass seemed a lot looser for the experience. After a weekend with one or two minor fights and a whole lot more sex than either of us were used to we started to talk. We had both cheated on each other (my wife two times, but once was with my permission); and then we realized we also had another thing in common, Charlotte. She had been the one to tip the hat both times. Was she just a gossip or was it something more?
In the middle of the night my wife woke up to realize something else. "That bitch!" I asked her who she was talking about. She told me she had beaten out Charlotte for home coming queen. "She never forgave me. That bitch." In the morning we thought of how we could and would give Charlotte a bit of payback. But like many things in life in a small close nit town it would be complicated...
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"Just my luck!" I said getting to the hotel for the last minute business trip and conference foisted on me by my boss. The flight was awful with turbulence nearly all the way and a smelly seatmate to boot; and I had to leave my husband alone on his birthday. But at least he could see the big game live; or so I thought. The bowl tickets had cost a pretty penny, but he could take his no good friend Bill with him. You ever realize something with crystal clarity? Well I had one of those moments, the tickets, for the game that night, were in my bag which was tucked nice and cozy in the overhead bin. In my haste to pack I had forgotten to put them on the table.
My mind raced through every possible way of getting the tickets to him. But it was only hours to the game and I was on the other side of the country. I called my husband. It would be his big "four-oh" birthday the next day. It was bad enough he had to spend it without me, but now I had even messed up the big present. All he had to show for my effort were a pair of two thousand dollar book marks, and he would not even get them until I came back, after his birthday. I guess I would not be making "wife of the year" anytime soon.
"I'm so sorry." I told him. But he was cool about it, saying he did not want to mess me up before a big deal, and what was done was done.
"Besides I can drink all the beer I want at home." He said putting a good face on everything. I promised to make it up to him, but how? Wait until the big game next year? Get my money back from the local ticket scalpers?
I went to what ultimately (big surprise) proved to be a totally unnecessary business meeting that I could have handled, no correct that, the guy who brings the coffee cart around the building could have handled, through email. This compounded the thoughts about how to make it right to my husband. "What could I give him from across the country?" My mind ran down a list of gift services, but they all seemed to, well, suck. It would have been different if it was any other birthday, or if I was at home or something. If I was at home I could do something special for him like his big fantasy. Then I stopped in the hall. Did I dare do it?
My husband had had this fantasy for years. At first he could not talk about it, he would sort of hint at it around the edges, but then one day it came out, he wanted to see me get fucked by a black man. Now I take our marriage vows seriously so that was not going to happen. Plus I might have been a bit prejudiced towards black men. Through the years, however, I became a bit more relaxed about it, at least as far as providing him with a good many "jerk-off" fantasies about my pussy being stretched out my some muscular black stud.
There was this one time, it was at a barbeque we had had where I was a little drunk. I was dancing while he attended to the grill and one of his black friends danced next to me then with me. That night he got so horny thinking and talking about it I swear I thought his cum was going to hit the ceiling.
I resolved that if I did not go through with it I would at least give him a good show. At thirty eight I have made a point of keeping myself in good shape. My ass has gotten a little bit bigger, not that he complains. And my 32Cs are still firm. With my short blonde hair I still turn a lot of heads. I went down to the lobby and got a cab over to a lingerie shop I had looked up on my smartphone. The plan was I would go back to the room and turn on the video conference feature on my laptop computer and play with myself. I made a point of going to the sex toy section and buying a realistic black rubber dildo, a very realistic (and bit scary) silicone one based on a mold taken from a real life porn store, and some lube. The counter-girl gave me a knowing wink.
I got into the cab and went back to the room, I still had a seminar and some workshops to attend. I called my husband and told him I had a surprise for him, but he had to be alone; meaning no friends over. He was curious. I felt just doing it alone in a strange hotel room, even if it was only with the big sex toys I bought might be like me cheating with a "black-stud" to him. The other part of the fantasy was the tricky one. There was always a bit of humiliation in his fantasies. He wanted me to say how much better I liked black men than him. And also what was a bit hurtful was I had to tell him how much smaller his cock was. I was not sure I could do that.
The day wore on as I collected manual after closet stuffing manual, which I would never read again. At one of the meetings there was a black guy who kept giving me the eye. I considered for a second perhaps using him for a second. Maybe a little dancing that I could somehow tape for my husband and let his imagination do the rest, or even use it for my "show" late. But I did not really want to get involved. You know what they say about eating where you... I asked around and found out he was from a local branch, and better yet he was a consultant, meaning he'd only be with the company for a short time.
I decided to do some misdirection. As the conferences wore on fewer and fewer of us wore our name badges. I stopped by the front and when nobody was looking I took someone else's name tag, which by sheer luck had the same first name as mine (less lies to remember).
At the next meeting he was there and I sat near him, I still did not know what I was going to do. The chair between us was empty and I plopped down in it to ask him a question. His eyes looked me over, even in my business suit he could see my figure. He suggested a buffet nearby for lunch. While talking he eyed my ring. I ordered a drink, and after a little bit more talking I felt comfortable around him. I could also see that bulge of his that wanted to tear through his pants. Perhaps a hand-job? It would make my husband loose his mind. I ordered another drink and then I laid the deal out for him, changing some details. He laughed saying it was not the first time he had been asked to do something like I described.
"Now I want to talk dirty to my husband but I do not want to hurt him." He nodded agreement. "And I am not sure how far I want to go. Is that okay by you?" He said it was okay. I told him to meet me up at my room in an hour.
I turned on the laptop and set it up across from the couch. I ordered up two drinks from room service being sure to put it on my own card, and not the company's account. Then I called my husband up on my cell phone.
"Honey remember all the times you have wanted me to try a black guy?" He said he had, maybe expecting some hot phone sex. "Well I met one at one of my meetings and he is coming upstairs to fuck the shit out of my pussy." There was long silence, I thought he was upset, then he got back on asking me if I was going to really do it. I told him this was his birthday present and though I did not know how far I was willing or able to go at the very least I was going to jerk his cock off. I asked him to check to see if he could see on the camera, he told me yes.
"Now this is it, it is going to happen in a few minutes, unless you tell me no." He said he wanted to see this more than anything in the world. "Are you sure? Things could change." He told me again that he was okay about it.
"Okay then happy birthday dear." I said. The drinks arrived and I could see him down the hall waiting for room service to leave. A minute later he knocked on the door.
There was some tension in the air. We both took our drinks and sat down on the couch. My husband was watching back home on his computer. "Well as I told you it is like this, my husband has had this fantasy of me, having sex with a black guy. So since it his birthday..."
"So it is his birthday and you are getting the present. Or maybe I am." He joked, "Because this is the gift that keeps on giving." He said tapping his crotch, where he already had a sizable bulge growing. "Why did you not do this earlier?" He asked.
I was about to tell the story of the football tickets instead I said "Part of it is keeping with my marriage vows. The other part is I am afraid what might happen." He asked me to go on as he sipped his drink. "What if my husband reacts badly afterwards? And...what if I like it too much."
He laughed and said "I don't know about the first part, but being that he wants to see you impaling yourself on some big black dick, and trust me at least this one is big, he is getting what he wants. As for your liking it too much, well, you will. I am going to make you do things you never thought you'd do before."
We both put down our drinks, I looked right into the camera, speaking straight to my husband saying that this is what he wanted. We leaned forward, and kissed. Kissing another man seemed so strange and yet I could feel my nipples harden, as if my inner slut was coming out to betray me. Our first kiss was light, but it was followed by another one, and yet another. Each one was deeper than the one before it. I thought about it, me kissing a black man, my mother would definitely disown me, and my father would kill me if he ever found out, and yet somehow there was thrill to it also.
Wasting no time his hands cupped my breasts squeezing them, instinctively for a moment I reflexively wanted to push his hands away, but I held myself back. He black hands cupped my breasts lifting them slightly. Then I felt his fingers opening the buttons on my white blouse. I took off my blazer and flung it across the room. He guided my hand down to his cock. It felt so solid. For my husband's benefit I said. "Oh shit! It feels so huge." which was not an understatement.
My blouse being open he then took off his shirt revealing the sort of chest and abs that only come from hours in the gym. He pulled me close and I could smell that combo of cologne and sweat that all men have, but this was not my husband's. He reached behind me and unsnapped my bra then let me take it off as I submitted to his wishes.
"Well here you go. What do you think?" I said flinging me bra to the side. He smiled in appreciation. We got up and he kissed me deeply again as he pressed his solid chest against mine, I could feel his body heat through my nipples, I may have had some reservations about what I was about to do but my nipples were rock solid. His hands reached around and cupped my ass through my skirt.
Then came the big moment. I reached forward, it seemed to take my hands a million years to get to his pants. "Well this is what my husband wants." I said as I undid his oversized belt buckle, then the snap on his pants. My fingers felt like they were not mine as I unzipped him. I could see the huge bulge in his underwear as the fabric strained to hold him in. I reached in with one hand while the other hand pulled his underwear down, and his cock flopped out. "Oh shit!" I said, not for anyone's benefit this time but my own.
My husband had had me tell "stories", I had heard rumors, and had even saw the occasional film (at my husband's request). I had thought the stories were some kind of reversed racism (you know "Watch out or they are going to take away your woman!"), and as for the movies I believed they did just found the biggest guy possible, but this was real life. I did not know this guy was going to be so endowed. I let his cock go and it swung back and forth between his legs.
"This has to be the biggest one I have ever seen." I said in all truthfulness.
He smiled playing into the script my husband was at home waiting to hear as he jerked off. "Bigger than you old man's?"
I hesitated then spoke the truth, "Far bigger. Almost twice the size. I am worried I won't be able to handle it. It is so big." I said stroking it, and feeling it grow still bigger. He held it up and pulled me in to kiss him. His cock was hot against my stomach, the head pressing against the bottom of my boobs.
He undid my skirt letting it drop to the floor. I stepped out of it and he took me back to the couch. He hand me get on his lap facing away from him and yank his cock. Part of his shaft pressed against my pussy though my panties, which were the final barrier between me and interracial infidelity. I watched wide eyed as his cock grew bigger and bigger still. It had to be at or slightly past a foot and was far thicker than any I had ever seen. I spit into my palms as I jerked him hard. He squeezed my tits and kissed my neck; a very erotic spot for me. He was going to do his best to make me lose control.
His hand reached underneath me, and he snaked his fingers inside of my panties. He rubbed my pussy telling me how nice and tight it felt. I in turn pumped his cock harder. I groaned. He took his cock and slapped it against my tits, harder than I was used to as he said how he was going to "Turn me out."
He licked the finger that was in my pussy telling me how good I tasted. Then I felt his hands pull down my panties. I helped him take them off. Now I was naked sitting on top of a black man. He got up and kicked off his shoes, and took off his pants. He had a solid powerful ass which I realized might let him pump me for hours.
"First things first." He said getting on his knees in front of me. He put my legs on his shoulders, and kissed my pussy, deeply. I groaned, this was it, I knew at that point there was no turning back. He licked my cunt with such skill that I almost could not speak. My husband later said it looked like my tits were going to explode as my nipples were hard to the point of throbbing.
Finally I said "Please fuck me!" to him with tears coming out of my eyes. I forgot all about my husband for a moment. He had me get up and he laid himself down on the couch holding his cock up for me to sit on.
I went into my purse hands trembling I fished out the box of condoms I had bought, just in case. The ones I purchased were for "very-well-endowed" men. I hoped it was not hype, still remembering that look of amusement and envy the Goth counter girl gave me as she rung them up.
My fingers nervously opened the individual pack, and I rolled that rubber down his fat cock. "We don't want to make any babies, yet." I said for my husband's benefit this time.
"Well dear this is what you wanted, I hope you are enjoying it. Because I think this is going to ruin my pussy for you." I said to the camera as I got up on the couch. My lover-to-be held up his rubber encased cock. This was it, I was about to be unfaithful to my husband and with a black man yet, two taboos at one time.
I lowered myself down feeling his cock press against me. "It's so big!" I mouthed. I bounced slowly up and down on him. Each time a little more of that fat cock head would enter me, until finally with one grand push it slid into me. I stood still for a second. Then I started to bounce up and down on his cock, each time I did a bit more slid inside. He reached around and squeezed my tits as I bounced up and down on his shaft.
"So tell me now do you like black cock?" I told him I did. "Say that you love it!"
"I love black cock!" I said and meant it. There was something so exciting about having him inside of me while my husband watched.
After a few minutes of me being in charge he put his hands around my hips and drilled me deeper and harder than I ever had been before. My whole vocabulary had been reduced to "Oh!", Fuck" and "Yes!"
He got up with his cock still buried deep in me. With some maneuvering that only a man with his endowment could do he flipped one of my legs over his shoulder then the other, so I was on all fours on the coffee table. He grabbed my hands holding them behind my back like reins. Then he slowly entered me, taking a full minute for each stroke in and out. He brought me to near tears as he prolonged my erotic agony. But it was only the beginning of the night.
"You like that don't you?" He said pulling his cock all the way out and then slowly pushing it back into me. "I'm going to turn you out like your husband could only dream of." He said thrusting back into me.
He then held my hips again as he fucked me hard, after the slow fucking I almost lost my mind.
"Do you love it?" I told him I did. He then asked me if I'd do anything for him. I had to say yes.
He continued to fuck me telling how he was going to turn me into a whore for black dick. He said he was about to cum. I asked him where he wanted to cum, he picked up on it right away saying all over my tits.
When he pulled out of me I felt a little disappointed. I got down on my knees in front of him, keenly aware that I had not sucked his cock yet, but that was a thrill for later. I took his cock into my hands and slid off the rubber. I started to milk it telling him to spray my tits with his seed. With an "ugh" he obliged as I felt stream after hot stream of sticky cum splash all over my breasts. It was the most cum I had ever seen at one time. I used his now deflating cock to rub his spunk deep into my skin, feeling its wetness turn into tightness as it dried. I know my husband must have shot a similar load (hopefully into a towel and not onto our new carpet or the cat).
I got up and gave my new black lover a deep, slow kiss. "Well I have finally gone black , now the question is will I ever come back?" I said getting up. My husband was not going to get off easy.
I went to the bathroom to wash up and put on what I had bought at the lingerie shop. Little did I know at the time what my new lover had said to my husband.
While I was changing he went over to the camera. He gave my husband his cell phone number and told him to ring it if he could hear him. When he felt the "vibe" go off in his pocket he smiled and spoke into the camera quietly. "You know that it won't stop here. Now that her pussy has been uncorked she is not going to stop. I have two friends in the next room I am going to unlock this door then I am going to text them. Later on they are going to come here and give me a hand with that hot wife of yours. And judging by how wet her cunt is I think I am going to need it. Man! She might have dried up with a small cock like yours pumping the well. So here is the deal ring me now and I will fake an appointment and get out of here it not..." He waited a few moments and smiled. Then he went to my cell phone and turned it off, and unplugged the room's phone sealing the deal. He could not call it off now.
At that point I came back into the room. It was not until later that I found out what he had said to my husband. My husband in his defense said that he thought my new lover was just teasing him. My black lover turned around and I could see his cock start to rise again. I asked if it was from what I was wearing, knowing full well the answer. I had on the classic stockings and garter belt, black high heels and silk crotchless panties (also black). To absolutely signal that I was going to be a whore that night I had put on extra heavy "slutty" makeup. Little did I realize how appropriate that look was going to be.
I looked right into the camera holding up his dick. "Mmm! I just might be becoming addicted. Can't get anything this big at home." I said playing up to my husband's need to be teased and humiliated a bit. I stroked him until he was fully hard. He placed me on the table and entered me after putting on another rubber. This time he took his time, sucking my tits and kissing me softly and tenderly. I came several times telling him how much I loved his black cock.
He asked me if I was going to be his slut for the weekend, and I told him yes. Little knowing what would happen next. He picked up his phone nearby and sent a text. A moment later the door to the room opened and two other black men entered, wearing just those terrible robes the hotels always give you. They awkwardly waved "Hi!" to me. He introduced them as his roommates. They dropped the robes, both being naked underneath. To my surprise both of them were as well endowed as my lover. As they walked over to me there cocks swung back and forth.



"Wait a minute." I said getting up. "You did not tell me about this. I don't know if I can.." I said as he smiled at me
"Why? What are you worried about? Besides I think your husband would like to see you in a gang bang." My lover said as one of the men stood behind me.
"Check out those tits." He said squeezing my breasts as his cock brushed up against my butt cheek.
"It's just that..." I tried to say losing ground as the third man reached between my legs. I tried to back up but wound up pressing against the second man's member all the more. Then the third man kissed me. Taking away. what little will I had left The man standing behind me stood up on top of the couch and tapped me on the shoulder, when I turned around my face was staring straight at his cock.
"What are you...mphhh!" I said as the other new man pushed my face forward and my mouth took into it the cock in front of me. For a second I thought to bite it. But you know what? My husband wanted a show and I was going to give it to him. I sucked on that new black cock, my lips wrapped around it nearly airtight. The third man watched jerking off.
"Just one thing I..." I started to say.
"Oh yeah! I was thinking about that "no glove no love rule" you said. And you know what? I think you need to be bred by a black man. He said as my first lover and the man to the side of me rubbed my pussy. I was getting week at the knees. They pulled me over to the other side of the couch and the man standing on top hopped down.
I started to protest, but he spread my legs wide, he grasped his cock in his hand and rubbed that fat head back and forth across my pussy. I started to come, feeling wetter than ever. But dare I do it? Take a naked cock into my pussy that was not my husband's. I knew the risks? He said after he pushed inside of me he would pull it out anytime I asked. Then slowly he entered me.
It felt different without the rubber, more exciting. He fucked me hard telling me how he was going to knock me up. "See we got you going in the right direction now." He said as he pounded me.
He pulled out after ten minutes and on my knees I sucked and jerked their cocks off. Then we moved over to the bed. The guy who I had been blowing laid on the bed and I got on top of his cock as the other two men adjusted the lap top so my husband could see everything.
"I hope you are enjoying your anniversary present because you know I am." I told him. The other new guy laid down next to him and I jumped from cock to cock looking straight up into the camera I told my husband my pussy was probably ruined for white cocks forever.
They then got me on all fours facing the camera. Each took turns entering me. It was exciting for my husband because this position best showed my tits hanging down as I was fucked. "Who knows maybe one of these big black studs will knock me up with their love child." I said playing into one of the themes of his fantasies, but this time it could really happen. And the danger turned me on.
As my second lover fucked me he reached over squeezing my tits. The third man not wishing to leave my mouth unoccupied put his cock in my face, muffling my groans as my black breeding got more and more intense. Then I felt the man in back of me spasm, and grabbing my hips he pumped his seed deep into me. I wanted to turn around and show my husband my ruined cunt but my first lover, as soon as the other man withdrew plunged his cock into me, taking sloppy seconds.
"Oh shit all over your face yeah!" The man who was face fucking me said as he shot his load into my mouth then pulled it out and still cumming rubbed it all over my face. I looked up at him obediently as I cleaned his cock head off telling him how much better his seed tasted than my husband's.
Sweaty and sticky I told my husband again how much I loved black cock as my first lover got ready to pump his load into my now black owned pussy. When he pulled out I cleaned my juices and his seed off of his cock with my tongue, making sure to lovingly clean his balls.
At this point it had all gone beyond acting I had never been hornier in all my life, I didn't care if my husband was watching or not. We all got in that crowded hotel room shower out of my husband's view. I will leave what happened up to your imaginations, but put it this way, I will never look at body wash the same way again.
When we came out the action continued again in the bed, where I was twisted into every position possible and a few I thought were impossible. My every orifice was penetrated with my lustful help, and all the while I shouted out about the superiority of black cock, at least when my mouth was not full.
Around one or so in the morning the other guys left. I told my husband good night, and happy birthday and shut off the computer and went to sleep next to my lover. As I drifted off to sleep I was worried. I still loved my husband but the sex had been was something else. My husband might really have to become the cuckold he pretended to be.
The next morning, after breakfast I finally returned my husband's phone calls. He said how much he loved his "gift" and how his cum had almost hit the ceiling watching. But there was a bit of insecurity in his voice when he asked when I was coming back. Part of me found I relished his weakness and my new control over him. Now I understood all this fuss about cuckolding. I told him that I was going to stay a few extra days and that when I came home I wanted him to reserve a room as close to the airport as possible. He started to ask why but I hung up on him.
My lover and I went out for the day. First we went shopping. I bought a sexy dress, as most of my attire was business orientated. It is funny the looks you will get when accompanied by a black man. Some of the women look back with angry stares, some gave a look that seemed like they were envious, and others gave a knowing look that said they knew why I was with him.
We went to lunch then we to a club where there were plenty of other black guys. We got someone to take a few camera phone shots of me and him dancing together which I sent back to my husband.
That night I called my husband up and told him he could only listen this time while he jerked off his tiny cock. I left my phone on of using up nearly all of my monthly minutes as he heard our grunts, groans and yells.
The next day it was the beach, my pussy was a bit sore at this point so we just relaxed after taking a few pictures for back home, including a blow job I gave him in the car as he snapped some shots from his point of view. I made one stop in the erotic novelties store this time for my husband. Then I made a decision and stopped at a tattoo shop, meeting my lover back in the room. When he saw what had been done he laughed, knowing he could not ask me if I was sure about it as I had already done it.
We called it an early night as both had a flight to catch in the morning. I learned he was married which made it easier on me (remember he did not have my real last name). I put my laptop outside the bathroom and let my husband watch as we coupled in the shower for one last fuck, that continued in the bedroom out of his sight.
Eight hours later I had landed back on the cold east coast. My husband greeted me hugging me tight. He wanted to ask me what had had happened, but knew he could not do so in the crowded airport.
We reached the hotel and checked in. I sat on the bed next to my husband and unzipped his pants pulling out his cock, which now seemed small in comparison. I wrapped my fingers around him and started to pump his cock. He reached for my tits but I would not let him touch them.
He asked me why. I told them they were reserved for black men. This seemed to excite him all the more, I slowed down my stroking. "You wanted me to try black cock and I did, and honey I think I am hooked. Plus I don't know, but I may be pregnant." He was in such a state this excited him.
"I am not going to stop fucking black men." I told him "They are so much bigger than you, and so much more manly. So if you want to keep me there are going to have be some changes made." He watched as I opened my shirt and pulled down my bra slightly. He saw the tattoo I had gotten, not huge mind you, but it was there, a black "8 ball" to remind him now and forever that I had been "black-balled."
"Now for the other thing. My love fucked me before I got on the plane which is why I am wearing these." I said kicking off my shoes as I got up. I took off my pants to show him the black rubber panties I wore. "If you want anymore pussy from me you are on clean up duty right now. That's it birthday boy, lick my black fucked cunt. Nice and stretched out for you." I taunted him.
I was not pregnant, but I used the thought to wring nearly an ocean's worth of cum from my husband. "And I am going to tell everyone it is not your." I chastised him. "I am going to find a black lover here that is going to fuck me while you watch." He wanted to stick his cock in me but I would not let him. He begged and I told him another word and he would have to finish himself off. "And perhaps I will make you service them before they fuck me." I teased. He asked with what. I told him his mouth, "And one last thing, I am thinking of getting implants to bring these up to a thirty eight, to please him." As I grabbed my tits my husband shot a load that was almost as big as my lover's. My husband was put off limit to my pussy and mouth until I would find another black lover that would help me cuckold him properly.
But the one thing I did not know, that I could not have guessed at was the complications caused by the identification badge I had taken. I would not know about them until the next year's business conference.
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After a Pregnant Pause, Back at the Swingers Club
My wife Susan and I used to be into swinging, but that was before she had the first baby followed quickly by a second. Sex became one of those on-demand things for us. By the time that our youngest reached two we could feel the strain start to really take a hold on our marriage. Finally it was Sue who said maybe we ought to leave the kids at the grandparents for a weekend and go back to the swingers club. I could feel myself start to rise to the occasion as I made the call.
I felt a sense of excitement and so did she as we approached the club for the first time in nearly four years. We actually "made-out" in the parking lot before going in. The host and hostess were the same and they welcomed us back warmly. My wife had on a new tight little black leather dress. The old one did not fit her post pregnancy body anymore as she had gained a few inches in the hips and butt, and definitely went up a cup size or two. Whoever she went with that night had better be into milk I thought, as she was still lactating.
We split apart and worked the room. I hooked up with an Asian girl who was an office manager in her mid-thirties, she had small tits, dark nipples and a nice round soft behind, which I would get to know much better that evening. My wife was chatting up some jock with blonde hair when my "date" and I went back to a private room.
An hour later after some great fantasy fucking I went to look in on my wife. I did not see her downstairs or in the halls upstairs, or in the more public rooms. Then someone tapped me on the shoulder, giving me a general description of my wife, I said that was her somewhat panicking thinking that something had happened to her. The guy said no, she was upstairs in one of the private rooms.
I went to the second floor and there was a crowd around the door, I could hear my wife moaning and screaming, I could not even get in the door. I asked a blonde girl what was happening as she came out. "Some slut is taking on the entire Texas Longhorn Gang-Bang crew. I gave her a puzzled look. "The club sometimes has semi-pros come in to spice things up. This group is a group of five black males from Texas who..."
Her words faded away. I could not believe it. My wife? It could not be and yet the sound... I pushed my way in and there was my wife. Wearing black stockings and a garter belt she had not had on when she entered. One man was beneath her his large rubber encased cock was wedged in her pussy while another man behind her had his rubber enshrouded schlong pushed up her asshole. Two men stood on either side of her face impatiently alternated jamming their cocks down her throat. In a tribute to human hand-eye coordination she jacked off the fifth men while a room full of people watched. Per the strictest of club rules no cameras or cell phones are ever allowed on the property. Do it even by mistake and you will be bounced hard from the club. In the years I was there only one jerk had had this happen to him. So there is no record of my wife's interracial debauchery, other than my stunned memories.
The man beneath her sucked on her milk-laden tits as she was pounded in every hole that could be filled. Someone recognized me as her husband and the honor of a chair was granted. "Sorry I need it so fuckin' bad." My wife said after seeing me, then turned back to her new black masters.
The two guys pounding her finished and pulled their diminishing cocks out of her. They tossed their rubbers into a red garbage can provided for such disposals.
My wife assumed the more classic pose of getting on her knees in front of the remaining three men. A female volunteer got underneath her and licked her pussy while with hand and mouth my wife serviced the three men in front of her. She stopped sometimes to squeeze milk out of her tits onto the face of the woman below her and then onto the cocks she sucked.
A short Mexican woman, her dark hair in a tight little bun, rolled a rubber onto my cock. She got onto me facing away and sat on my dick. "Ride him good." My wife said getting up. One of the remaining three men put on a rubber and sat on the bed. She climbed up and I watched that large black cock dilate her pussy.
Her sweaty matted hair whipped up and down as she impaled herself onto him. The two other men took turns sucking her tits then putting their cocks in her face for her to service.
My lover turned around to face me. She opened my mouth and spit her sweet spit into it telling me to fuck her like I meant it.
That comment was like spinach to that cartoon sailor. I pushed her off of me. Then I spun her around and back into the chair and with that beautiful tan ass high in the air I entered her again and fucked her for all that I was worth, her moans filled the room as I rubbed her clit while screwing her.
Behind me I could see in the mirrored wall the man who was fucking my wife had grabbed her hips to immobilize them so he could achieve maximum penetration. I came and pulled out of my lover. Relaxed she sat on my lap as I fingered her pussy.
My wife came over to me and gave me a deep kiss and then after a moment's hesitation did the same for my new lover.
"When I am done I will come for you." She said then more quietly "I needed this..so badly." A helpful woman had fluffed the two men who were fucking her when I came in and now they slipped some rubbers on as they came back to my wife for a second or third round.
My companion got up and lead me to another room and there I was joined by a woman who could have been her twin; if it was not for her hair being somewhat lighter. As a tribute to their sexual powers I actually forgot about my wife for a few minutes.
An hour or so later my wife knocked on the door as I was getting dressed. She was sore by the way she walked, her black leather dress was covered with cum stains. As per our rule if she don't want to talk about it we didn't. She fell asleep in the car on the way in.
That Saturday morning I let her rest and made breakfast, finally around noon she woke up. She ate like a wolf then she said she was ready to talk.
She told me how after I had walked away with my first partner for the evening that it had not worked out with the blond guy. She had gone into a private room with him. They were in there for a few minutes when the door had opened and the Texas Long Horn Crew had come in saying they had the room for the night. He said some very racist things and before he knew it he was bounced from the club. His clothing tossed on the ground after him.
"One of the guys from the crew asked if I was as racist as my boyfriend, I told him I was not. He asked me if I wanted to stay." My wife hesitated but went on, "I told him I was not sure. The main guy, I guess he was the leader said they had papers as they were getting tested every month in case someone wanted to go bareback. I told him I did not. He smiled and told me I was sexy reaching out he squeezed my tits. He asked me why he had not seen me in the club before and I told him about my giving birth, I could see his cock rise as he said that mothers were very sexy."
My wife stopped to blush, "I told him I'd never been with a black guy before, let alone a group, he laughed and before I knew it I was stroking his cock, then all their cocks.. One unzipped my dress and I think you know the rest." She asked me if I was upset at her, I told her no, just surprised. She smiled.
"Did it turn you on?" She asked, adding "To watch?" I told her it had. She smiled.
"Well maybe if we can get your parents to sit it will happen again, but one thing, I want it to happen outside of the club." She said looking down.
While we would swing at the clubs, doing it outside of them was new ground. I did not know if we would, or could. My wife told me it had turned her on so much; she did not know if it was their size, or that they were black but she had to try it again. And she would, and it would change or lives in a big way...
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To catch everyone up, my mother-in-law, the one who helped doom my marriage from the start had asked me as a favor to copy some of her old VHS tapes onto DVD. While going through the box of mostly boring movies I found on the back half of a goofy teen movie an interracial porn tape staring you-know-who. After watching the tape several times I went through the box and found two more such tapes. I had planned to call my mother-in-law on the next weekend to parlay these tapes into favorite son-in-law status, use her favor to get my wife back home, and perhaps a place in her will (I'd say better place but I knew I was not in there at all).
Midway through the week she called me up and said that she needed me to return the video tapes. Knowing what she wanted I told her that I was still working on them. I let her stew on it a bit telling her I found something on them.
She got more frantic telling me that she was coming over there right now. I told her she could not do that as I was going out for overtime on my job since I had to pay for couples-therapy after all the shit she had put in my wife's head had caused us to separate.
"Look I copied all the tapes onto my computer, and I stored the files on-line so just in case anything happened to my computer your precious memories would not be lost." I told her this in case she thought she could break into my house. "Come by Saturday early." Then I gave her my breakfast order to be filled at a bagel place that was both good and had some notoriously long lines.
That Saturday the doorbell rang at seven in the morning, I took my time answering it. It was Ann. For all my bravado I felt a little funny, I had had seen her naked getting gang-fucked. I saw her tits, and round soft ass. And I had jerked off several times to that decade and a half younger version of her. But as I looked through the door she still had those same fat MILF tits, and though her ass was a bit fatter it was still very bangable.
I let her in, stringing her along in the agony. I sat at the table and savored my bagel and coffee. She was wearing a track suit that hugged her body just right. When I finished I went and brought her the box of tapes and the DVDs I made for her.
"Is there any more copies? You know I could have you arrested, or sue you." She said, not sounding as tough as she had wanted to.
I told her that there was only one other copy and that I would give it to her before she left, and in addition there was nothing on my computer. "However, there is a copy of your "special" tapes on an internet storage account. If I should have any problems, I will give a friend the code word and it will go out over every bit torrent site in existence." She gave me a perplexed look until I explained the concept of bit torrents to her then she looked weak in the knees.
I had her sit down on the couch and sat next to her. "You told my wife all the shit that messed up our sex life and meanwhile you were doing this?" I turned on a tape, It was Ann at a resort laying under the shade in a two piece black bikini that only emphasized her curves and white skin. Ed, her husband, was nearby talking to her.
The audio was pretty bad, but finally I heard him halfway through a sentence "...must have been tired or something. I will make it up to you tonite."
Ann scoffed saying "That is what you said the past few nights. I don't know what is wrong with you."
The next scene had her in her hotel room with two black guys who were dressed like hotel workers. One was behind her squeezing her big tits through her bikini top, the other one was in front of her as she reached out to grab his huge bulge through his white shorts.
Ed, her husband, stood on the side saying that he was going to fuck her good, later. She laughed telling him to go out or play golf or something and she was glad that it was a full service hotel.
Ann was horrified. "We made those tapes to spice up our relationship." She said, now on the defensive.
I told her that she was a hypocrite, and that she had messed up her own daughter's head with so much crap that our own sex life was all but ruined.
The man behind her took off her bikini top at the same time that she opened the fly of the man in front of her letting his cock flop out. "Full service hotel." She said dazed as she grasped his monster sized dick and started to stroke it while the man behind her pulled out his own cock and then squeezed her tits.
"I could do that." Ed whined in the background. He pulled out his own equipment which looked so pathetic next to these two giants that he had to withdraw to the side to watch.
The black man in front of her kissed Ann deeply with his tongue.
"I have to admit, you were very sexy back then." I told her, and despite her protests I could see her nipples rise. Ed had left her a few years ago for some young thing he had hired to work in his shop.
Ann was pushed down to her knees and took turns sucking on the cocks in the film.
"You know I bet your tits still look pretty good today." I said driven by a horniness that I had never felt before. "I'd like to see them."
She made a startled scream of "What!" starting to get up.
I told her she was free to leave and I was free to do what I wanted with my tape.
"This is wrong! This is black mail." She said sitting back down. I assured her I would stay where I was I just wanted to see her tits. "If my daughter finds out... You really want to see.." She said then unzipped her top down past her bra.
"Nice!" I told her. Now pull them out, over the top of your bra. Come on."
She stopped, looking at herself from years ago. She was naked on the bed playing with a vibrator as the three men in the room watched.
Her hands grabbed her left tit, then her right and pulled them over the top of the bra. They were big, a little fat, but still well shaped. She started to put them back into her bra when I told her to stop. "Play with them. I want you to squeeze them, like you are, like you did in the film."
This met a little less protest. She called me a pervert but she still squeezed her own tits. I told her to play and pinch her nipples. She cried about what would happen if her daughter found out. I told her it was better this than she sees the film on-line.
"That's sexy. Now suck on your own tits. Come on don't be shy. That's it kiss you nipples. No suck on them. Yeah! That's it don't be shy." I told her.
On the film she had, under one of the black guy's instructions, tossed away her vibrator and was fingering her pussy. "Mmm! I'd like to see you finger yourself like you are doing in the movie."
"No way!" She said letting go of her tits.
I told her I just wanted to see her do it and that I would not go near her. On the screen the black guys were commenting on how sexy she looked. She got up, I thought she was going to leave, but instead she slipped her pants and panties down to her ankles, she took her right finger and rubbed her clit. "Happy?" she said.
I told her I was and I wanted her to keep rubbing her pussy. I told her it looked beautiful, as good as it did in the film. "Rub it faster." I started to hear a wet sound and her nipples hardened up. On the screen the men told her to stick her finger in her pussy. "Do what you are doing on the screen. Yeah stick them inside of you."
She glared at me but then she slowly pushed one of her fingers inside of her followed by another. She fingered herself faster and faster until she actually came.
I knew it was now or never. I got up and came towards her. She stood up, her eyes darted to my hard-on.
"What are you doing.." she managed to get out before I kissed her. She pulled back a bit but I kissed her again, deeper this time as my hands felt her tits. As we pulled apart I told her I wanted her to suck my cock but first I reached between her legs, my fingers felt her wet pussy. I rubbed her as she protested.
I pulled her jogging suit top over her head and then I unsnapped her bra. "What are you doing?" I had her step out of her pants and panties so she was nude with only her sneakers on.
She looked towards the television screen where her past self was taking a deep dicking from one of the black studs on the screen, then back at me. I undid my belt. As I unzipped my fly I told her, "You see until my wife comes back I am in the twilight zone, I can't date, so I can't get laid and yet as stimulating as porn is it's just not the same. So you are going to suck me off right here wearing those cute sneakers of yours, then we are going into the bedroom and fuck all day long. You are going to stay the entire weekend and be my sex slave.
"Oh wait." I said going to a draw in the living room coffee table.
"What do you want me to do, make lunch?"
I told her that was not a bad idea, but that I wanted her to use something while she sucked me off. I showed her the small but powerful vibrator. "Yes I bought it for your daughter but she never used it. Thanks to all the crap you put into her head." I handed it to her, then kissed her again as I gently pushed her down onto her knees and pulled my cock out of my now open fly. I told her to turn it on. She looked puzzled and then I realized she did not know if I meant me or the vibrator. I pointed to the vibrator; it went on with a very loud buzz for something so small. She touched it to the front of her pussy and her eyes almost instantly closed with a look of ecstasy.
She took me in her other hand and kissed the head lightly then took me into her mouth, her skills were another thing she had not passed on to her daughter as she sucked me off. The vibrator now disappeared inside of her. She kept a steady rhythm of sucking breaking it up to lick my shaft and balls. I ran my hands gently through her hair. All too soon I felt like I was going to climax, so enthralled was I by her dedication I gave her a warning which to my pleasant surprise only made her go faster. When I came she kept sucking until a second wave of pleasure came over me.
She got up and I told her we were going to the bedroom. "I really don't think we should.." she said as I guided her there. I kissed her neck as my hands felt her full soft breasts. I raised one to my mouth and sucked on her nipple, then with the slightest of pushes she sat down on the bed. I pushed her up further and spread her legs. She still had on her sneakers but I did not care. I kissed her pussy making her shiver then I plunged in working her the best I could.
I felt her hands pushing my head in closer to her as she came. My cock recovered from before and I got on top of her.
"I can't believe we are..uh.." she said as I slid inside of her and started to pump taking my time. I kissed and sucked her tits working my way up to her mouth. Then when the time was right I rolled us over so she was on top as I watched her fat MILF tits bounce up and down.
"Oh fuck! Oh fuck! Oh fuck!" is all that she could repeat as her fat ass slapped up and down on me. I held her hips and began to thrust upward telling her I was about to cum. I had never shot a bigger load. She collapsed on top of me and I kissed her deeply.
I pulled out and then rolled over so we were facing each other side by side. I led her hand down to my cock and she started to jerk me off as I sucked her tits. Within a few minutes I was back up again...
She was on her hands and knees and I was behind her now in total control, pulling it nearly all the way out and then slamming it back into her, followed by some steady fucking. I reached around and played with her breasts until I came again. As she laid there resting I got up and helped her with off with her sneakers. She looked at her watch claiming she had to go. I opened the dresser drawer and took out another bigger vibrator telling her again that she was going to spend the night with me. As I turned it on she tried to think of excuses, but could not think of any as I teased her clit with it.
I worked her pussy with the vibrator watching her nipples harden. It would be a long but enjoyable morning...
"I'm hungry." Ann said getting out of bed naked. I told her we would take care of it as we were going out soon. "Going out where?" she said. I opened the door to the closet and took out a leather dress I had picked up just for her.
I will cook lunch for us, but later we are going to the city and you are going to be my date." Ann looked a little scared but I assured her the clubs we were going to were not ones her friends would be going to...
I will relate the details of our date in m next story...
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It all started when I needed an SD card for my phone, the old one had stopped working. I went to the electronics draw and found one that had the right amount of storage. But before putting it in my phone I decided to first copy any folders before formatting it. It was not one of the usual brands my wife and I buy, I thought but maybe it had come with something we had bought; us both being electronic junkies.
A week passed and one Saturday while my wife, Amy, was out at some art show she had set up I decided to go through the folder. First off the sub-folders were from a brand of phone we did not even own. Maybe she had borrowed the card from a friend? There was a folder with movies. I decide to violate my wife's privacy just a bit in the name of finding who she might owe an SD card to. The first movie was of an art show she had run. The banner said "xxxx (artist's name, omitted for reasons you shall soon see) 2009" so I knew it was a show she had run.
There was a few more including a shot of Amy presenting some awards. She was wearing that tight little black leather dress that had turned me on so much, until it vanished. Now that I thought of it the disappearance had occurred just around the time of the show.
There were two more videos left, I almost did not play them, and then impulsively I hit the second to last one. I could not make out what was going on at first then I realized it was a point-of-view (P.O.V.) of a large black cock being jerked off by a white hand. I know you have heard it all "monster-sized black" and "big black dick" etc. But this one was huge. The hand wrapped around it could not encircle it entirely. I wondered was this a bit of phone-porn then suddenly it hit me, that custom made wedding ring, it was my wife's hand wrapped around that huge cock!
I looked at the video counter and there was some twenty-three minutes left of the video. I toggled the sound bar. "Just this once. And you can't show that tape to anyone." She said. The man laughed and said okay. "Shit it's so fucking big." Amy said as she pumped his cock.
The man quietly but commandingly told her to spit on it. She lowered her grip on him and let a big thick glob of spit drip from between her ruby red lipstick coated lips and slowly land on the top of his cock head. She used both her hands to rub the spit all over his shaft making it shine in the lights of the now empty art studio. I could not believe this was happening. My memory fired-up by what I was seeing seemed to recall a very difficult artist she had built an entire show around. He was going to bolt but at the last second but then he had changed his mind. Could this be why?
Another five minutes went by watching my wife relentlessly pull on his schlong and he seemed no closer to cumming. "My arm is getting tired. Cum already."
"Well I'd come a lot quicker if you'd kiss me."
"I told you no kissing." After five minutes more she asked for an assurance that kissing him would help him cum quicker. He told her no doubt. "Okay but understand I love my husband, this is a onetime thing." He smiled, he was so conceited that he turned the camera around to catch them kissing on the film, his eyes hidden behind his designer sunglasses.
Somehow their kiss made me even more jealous than her jerking him off. They kissed lightly, then heavier. His hand squeezed her leather encased tits. She brushed his hand off, but after some more making out she let his hand stay there.
"Please cum already!" she said.
He made a comment that maybe her mouth could finish him quicker. She told him no way. "Come on don't make me do that. Come on."
"You know you want to taste it just this once."
My wife again told him no. "How about this? You kiss it just one. One little kiss and I promise to cum within a minute."
My wife thought it over. "You promise? No bullshit? You are not going to push the back of my head down or anything?" He smiled and promised her he would not.
She looked around real quick then she lowered her face to his cock head and gave it a nice smack of a kiss. "How'd it taste?"
My wife laughed and said "Like black cock!" she said as she started to laugh.
"Want another taste?"
She thought for a second then to my disbelief lowered her head down. Holding his cock steady with one hand she kissed his head a second and a third time. Then she opened her mouth and took his cock head in. I was jerking off at this point and my cum splattered the computer monitor.
Cursing myself I stopped the movie and cleaned the sticky screen. I could not believe she was doing what I was seeing. She sucked on his shaft while she jerked him off. All the while the artist filmed her.
I finally heard him start to moan. He said he was going to come. My wife quickly took her mouth off his cock and started to jerk him off two handed. When he exploded his cum splashed her neck, her leather encased tits and stomach. For her efforts thick ropes of his sperm clung to her breasts. He kept spurting for what seemed like minutes and she kept jerking him until she had milked him clean. "Now remember, nothing to anybody."
Laughing he said sure. "Excuse me I have to use the bathroom." he said putting down the phone." The phone's camera now gave a shot of the ceiling. My wife thought about it for a moment then she quickly popped open her purse and took out her cell phone. The movie ended.
I realized what the last video was, she turned back on her phone to make sure it worked when he suddenly came back. She pretended to be taking messages. She stood up and gave him a quick kiss. Taking some paper towels she tried to wipe off her stained dress the best that she could, then she said fuck it and put on her coat. She dropped her telephone into her purse, it went dark but I could hear her heels as she walked out. Outside she hailed a cab and then reached into her purse to shut off the phone.
I did not know what to do. I never thought my wife would cheat on me. And with a black man? She had always said little racist things here and there despite her liberal leanings. I decided the best thing to do was to hold the card as a sort of "get out of jail for free card." Maybe one day I could parlay it into a threesome with her cute little uptight assistant...
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"That is enough! Both of you into my office now." Susan Watford the director said.
"Can't you get through one project? One day without going at each other like cats and dogs?. Now look Mark, Shirley, if I have to move you two to other departments my work will suffer but I will do it."
Shirley Chin was taken aback, she did not want to be moved but working with Mark was almost unbearable.
Mark felt the same way, he could not stand Shirley, her lack of imagination. Sometimes though he did check out her chubby breasts and round ass, for an Asian girl she was very curvy, but still that little habit of clearing her throat always drove him mad.
For her part Shirley could not stand Mark's always leaping to conclusions before reading the reports, even though a good deal of the time he was right.
Susan opened her desk draw and took out and envelope. "You two are going to leave now," she said handing over the envelope, "Dinner and a show, on me! You two work things out or..."
Mark wondered if she could even do that. In the elevator down he and Shirley talked, it might not be Kosher, so to say, but she could definitely move them to other departments where their careers would dead-end.
The show, an extravaganza staring a super-hero was so bad it was good. Over dinner they did find a topic they could agree on, how much they resented Susan making them go out.
Mark took Shirley back to her apartment. To his surprise he found himself sitting on her couch, not to either one's surprise they found themselves arguing again about whose fault it was that they were there.
"Fine!" he said getting up.
"I don't care if they move me or not! It will be better than spending another second with you."
She got up to yell some more and he stood up to defend himself. Her face grew red with the shouting. She advanced towards him and he put up his hand to push her back and maintain his personal space. His hand instinctively landing and then holding her left breast inside her tight black sweater.
She stopped yelling and looked down for an uncomfortable moment then up at him.
Time seemed to jump forward a few seconds and they were kissing. He vaguely recalled taking off her glassed and gently placing them down on the coffee table. His hands grabbed her behind pulling her in close. Their tongues met in each other's mouth as clothing was shed all over her apartment floor.
He remembers actually carrying her naked over the threshold into her bedroom. They knocked the stuffed animals on her bed onto the floor. After the first fuck, and only after did they think of protection while she stroked his cock hard again and he sucked on her tits. As he guided her to get on top of him they knew it was too late to give it consideration.
They went on late into the evening and in the morning she got up first and called in sick waking him up to do the same. She laughed after he got off the phone saying that "This is not the Jetsons. They can't see you."
He smiled at her, then they went back to bed together. That afternoon they went out and discovered how much they did have in common outside of the sheets. They actually went to the same used book store and dumpling shop.
At dinner it was not even going to be mentioned that they both wanted to develop a relationship.
"Look don't worry I am on the pill but it has to be bareback, with you. Okay?" he was stunned never thinking to hear that from her.
He kissed her whispering that he wanted to take her there and. She giggled and asked why not? He said they might have to tip more and she laughed. They did not even make it to dessert before asking for the check. The cool air outside helped them calm down.
As they went down the curved streets of the village they saw an adult "toy shop," one credit card bill they knew they'd regret later they were in a cab going back to his place.
The next morning, naked she went through his comic collection asking for a stack she could barrow.
"Oh young geeks in love," he joked.
She looked up at him noting, per her female programming the first time the "L" word was used. Though she felt the same.
"Hey those are some valuable issues. I don't know."
"Let me convince you." she said never getting up from her knees.
Sunday came and after a lazy day of watching classic movies and slow really getting to know you sex she was put in a cab and went home. Him stupidly standing on the corner long after the cab vanished from sight.
In the middle of next week Susan came in, oblivious to what the whole office could see. "I deserve some sort of prize. Don't I? Where is that Noble committee when you need them?"
"How did you two work it out. As a matter of fact I want to take you two out. But to a different play of course. If I can figure out what made it work between you two I can perhaps develop a new program for work."
"Oh I am sure we can help you find you how we made it work," Shirley said smiling as he blushed.
To be continued...
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The female police sergeant drove over the river bridge so fast I could smell the transmission burning. "Could you tell me again what happened sir!" she said looking through the rear-view mirror, her eyes obscured by her sun glasses. The other officer, her black hair up in a bun revealing her beautiful neck, wrote in her patrol book.
I told her I could but she would not believe me, and if I made her believe me then I'd be in still more trouble.
"Sir! We had to use a copter to get you off a roof from a throng of several hundred women, you'd best explain now!" said the officer in the other seat.
"Fine but I am going to have to leave one part out. You can lock me up later but the one thing that would really convince you I must leave out. You will see."
"It all started in my basement. I was cleaning up and found an old magazine had got its pages interlaced with a paperback. When I pulled them apart, it must have been dampness, but the pages stuck together slightly and ripped. I tossed the magazine in the trash. I looked at the paperback to see if I could scrape the pages apart and save it. But then I saw it, a line from the magazine article had been pasted halfway across a line from the magazine, in an odd way the words made sense; in a nonsense, poetic sort of way."
"Are you sure you didn't spike the water coolers. We will have them tested," said the sergeant.
"No, may I go on?" she nodded with that nod I had seen before in a thousand police shows.
"Anyway the phrase kept running through my head. At dinner I joked about it telling my wife. She had been working the food processor and could not hear it so I repeated it again and she turned to me. And right in the kitchen she got on her knees frantically opening my pants." I was going to stop but the officer told me to go on, all the time scribbling in her pad as I thought about whether my wife's brother could defend me in court, he was a real estate lawyer, but a darn good one.
"My wife stopped long enough to rip open her blouse and as the buttons rolled and plinked on the floor she undid her bra. Then she..."
The sergeant asked for my wife's name and told me to continue.
"She sucked me off like a madwoman. I thought she was joking. I finished in minutes and she dragged me into the bedroom; she was like an animal," I felt embarrassed but I hoped the officers would see what was going on. "Whatever this phrase was it had the oddest effect on the female brain."
"The next morning she was still sleeping and I got dressed for work. At the job my assistant, Pam saw I looked tired, and I was. I told her it was my wife playing a joke on me. I then told her the phrase. Pam looked at me for a moment then kissed me as she struggled to pull off both our clothes at the same time."
The sergeant tried to keep a neutral look on her face but I could see her disgust as she asked me if I had brought Pam anything to drink. I told her no and continued.
"I wanted to be faithful to my wife, really, but I think the words might have affected me also. I had her bent over the desk when there was a knock on the door. Our boss walked in and as the door closed behind her she dropped her papers.
"She demanded to know what was going on. I told her it was not what she thought. She got flustered saying she'd send us both to human resources, which is another word for reassignment. I got so flustered I said it was only a joke that somehow my wife and Pam, for some unexplainable reason were in on. I turned to my boss and told her what I had said. A few minutes later they were both on their knees in front of me one holding while the other took care of me as they fingered each other. And yes their full names are..."
"Anyway when they got exhausted I finally got out of there and went to see my friend Bob, though he is a bit of an asshole. He works in building services. I told him the whole story little knowing that that jerk had turned on the intercom.
"He asked me what that phrase was. I was afraid to say it in front of him. What if he attacked me? He assured me I could beat him if he did. I said it, then said it again. Nothing happened. Then we heard a sound, it sounded like a thousand high heels clicking down the hall. Bob looked out in shock."
"He pointed to the other exit we ran up the fire stairs and Bob tripped. I got to the top and wedged the door shut. He banged on the door pleading and I opened it again. I know I was cowardly, but I was scared."
"That is when the helicopter saw us on the rooftop. They must have called you guys and the police brought us to the lobby."
"Let me tell you something all I see is someone who spiked the building's water supply with some sort of new date-rape drug and you are going away for a long time."
I could hear the door shutting on me. "Look have either of you had anything from me? Water? Gum?"
They shook their heads hoping that I would talk myself into a confession. "Fine I will say it and then if you two don't react I will confess to whatever you want, but if it does work you two will testify, fair enough?"
The sergeant agreed but her partner, wedding ring on her hand looked a bit nervous, but what else was I to do?"
A half hour later I was handcuffed to the bed. The sergeant's image of her blowing me was reflected in her mirrored sunglasses. Her partner before swinging her leg over my face smiled saying she hoped I'd enjoy the "flavor" as she sat on my face. The sergeant held me steady as she got onto me. I could hear them kissing and sucking each other's tits as I licked the officer's pussy.
Of course it was a closed chamber affair. The male judge read my phrase as did several other men. But only when I read it did the small court stenographer come running at me.
The records were sealed and a false story was planted regarding mass hysteria to account for the building incident. They even got the local "science-guy" on the evening news to testify to it. I wonder what they have on him?
It seems the government might need my "talents" in the future. As for my wife she forgave me, though one day we heard on the radio that the station had a contest with the "phrase that pays" and she spit her milkshake all over the dashboard laughing saying "Sure they do!"
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The holiday party was a mess. It was raining and slushing outside so half the guests naturally did not show. Jenny Lu showed up with her geeky sister Sue, who seemed to run interference for her sister most of the night. The evening dragged on but Jenny was paying all her attention to Tom; my soon to be ex-best friend.
This led to me drinking a bit too much. I collapsed on the couch and fell asleep before the gifts had even been opened. Around two I opened my eyes and the apartment was empty, the only lights were on the tree and the holiday window lights. I opened my eyes again and the red LED light said it was four in the morning or it could have been evening, I did not know and did not care. I noticed that the room had been cleaned; the wrapping paper I almost tripped on earlier going to the bathroom to finally puke had been removed. I don't remember doing that though?
I fell asleep again around nine I opened my eyes and was blind. A hand went over my mouth, a woman's hand, it gave the sleep mask a slight tug. A hand stroked my forehead and a soft voice told me to rest. All the weeks of getting ready for the party fell in on me and I fell asleep yet again knowing Jenny had not deserted me for Tom.
Around noon I could hear the rain pelt the air-conditioner, not that that mattered as I felt someone's warm body on top of me, under the blanket waking me up in the best way possible. I could feel her warm mouth around me and could not believe it. This was going to be a great year. I reached down to stroke Jenny's hair and it was much longer than I remembered it to be. Then it struck me, it was not Jenny, it was Sue.
Like that scene in the Rocky Horror Picture Show I tossed back the blankets and screamed; just like Brad did; "Sue!" She laughed and got up. I was stunned speechless. She usually had on a geeky tee shirt and jeans. Now she was there with makeup, wearing the chain I had given her last year with the elf charm, a black cupless bra, stockings, garter belt and lacy black panties. She was a bit chubby but all the curves were in more than the right places as opposed to her sister who was skinnier with long legs and arms. Her nipples were pierced with small silver rings. I could not stop staring at her.
"Hello? Mark?" she laughed waving her hand past my eyes as if waving at a camera, "I guess that trip to the Secret's shop was worth it."
The words "how" and "why" fought for control of my tongue.
"Look! My sister left with Tom last night like I thought she would, and I said I would stay to clean up the place. Look I graduate college next year and well I've always liked you. I read a self-help book about going for what you want and it's you. We are into the same geeky shit. Comics, Fringe, and stuff. I want you and I think you want me, or could learn to. You do? Don't you?
There are times in life when you feel like your world is on sliding ice and you wish there was an emergency brake to pull, this was one of them. I also realized that I was standing there with no pants; her doing; and my cock was dangling in front of her.
A wise man said when in doubt kiss her; and that is what I did. Of course fingering her was not mentioned but it is not a bad touch. She pressed against me and I absorbed the warmness of her chubby little breasts.
She told me she wanted to finish what we started and did in that most classic of positions, on her knees.
She went to "clean up" in the bathroom; then came out and stopped in the hallway indicating she was going into my bedroom and inviting me to join her. She got onto the bed on her hands and knees, her panties tossed on the floor. As she fingered herself. I noticed the ring though her pussy.
I got behind her and pushed myself into her. She was inviting, enthusiastic, and very vocal. She said how fertile she was and that if she was not on the pill I'd be a father by morning. For some reason it did not scare me off but made me pound her all the harder. When we finished we laid together silently just enjoying each other's embrace.
She made a really late breakfast for us in the nude which only enhanced my appetite leading me to use the kitchen table in a way the do- it-yourself furniture manufacturer never intended. That afternoon we went out on our first real date.
Later that day Sue went home and the place felt, well, empty. We started to date which led to an angry mixed reaction from Jenny and a near beat-down from her brother.
Between all that we fell in love. She actually owned and wore to bed both Princess Leia outfits she had made for cosplay, I know she wasn't chubby or Asian in the films but she could have been, and any girl who can get both hairstyles right deserves special consideration.
Five months into our relationship she moved in with me. As I got the last of our mutual "stuff" not to clash she wanted to go off the pill. The fact that she was nude at the time seemed to soften the blow. On our anniversary we laid together on the couch, her belly just beginning to show. She was horny for the first trimester of her pregnancy and still took care of me most of the way through.
I wondered as I waited in the waiting room would I ever have been nearly as happy had I hooked up with Jenny; and then I remembered the title of that vampire film, it is all about letting the "right" one in.
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"Just what the fuck is this? You pervert?" my wife, Erica, said as she angrily showed me the contents of the box. Instead of the small pink feminine vibrator I had ordered her they had shipped a twelve inch silicone "realistic" black rubber dildo. It was huge and thick and full of vein having been molded from the cock of an infamous black porn star. Of course it came with a complimentary bottle of lube.
"Is that is what is on your mind? You want to see me jam this inside of me?" her eyes went wide, "Or do you want to see me take a real one inside of me? What sort of pervert are you?" I tried to calm her down. The packing slip was for the item that they had shipped, but then I showed her the email of the invoice which had what I had actually bought for her on it.
I called the customer service line and explained to the cute sounding woman at the other end. It was very funny for her to say in that droning, southern accented customer service voice, "We are sorry for the inconvenience we have caused by shipping the (model #) realistic black dildo and will send out the correct item tomorrow. As we do not take returns on items for personal use please keep it as our gift."
I told my wife it was straightened out and told her we could keep the dildo as a gift. She laughed and said that she'd throw it out, in a pubic trash can; she placed it in a bag and left it in our closet.
Erica got a lot of good use out of the vibrator. Then one night when she was particularly horny she said she almost wished she still had the black dildo. I was sort of stunned as she was a bit of racist and all. Looking back and knowing what I know now perhaps it would have been better had I not said what I said next, reminding her that she had never thrown it out and that it was still in the closet.
"Well, bring it over here. It's just a piece of rubber after all. Come on let's experiment a bit." I could not believe she had said that. I got it out of the plastic supermarket bag she had disguised it in when she said she was going to toss it out. I opened the box and pulled it out feeling funny to be handling it. It felt much bigger than my own equipment, I handed it to Erica, who actually blushed.
"My! It is a big thing." She said holding it in her hands; she seemed to be oblivious to the fact that she was hurting my feelings, to a certain degree. Yet there was that odd bit of excitement at watching her play with it also. She held it with one hand while jerking it with the other one. "So big!" she said as a wave of exhibitionism came over her and she took it and kissed it. Watching her kiss that big black cock head, defacto adultery in my mind, started making me hard. Maybe it was seeing her inner slut come to the surface or the fact that it was a black cock in her white hands but my own cock started to get hard.
My wife noticed this and decided to play a bit."Oh! So what happens if I kiss it again? Like this?" Then she opened her mouth and put her lips around that big dildo. Her lips were wrapped nearly airtight around it as she gave that porn star proxy head.
I was at a loss at what to do next. Then I saw the vibrator at the edge of the bed and brought it over and started to work it over her pussy which only made her suck on that fat dildo all the more. She made a show of it sucking it deeper then licking the underside of the shaft.
"Shit! I did not know how big it was. It won't fit in me," she said groaning. I told her, perhaps foolishly that it would." She rolled over to the nightstand and got out the lube. She covered it with the clear fluid making it gleam. "You really want to fuck me? Right here in front of my husband?" she said to the dildo. Then she spread her legs wide and pushed the cock head against her pussy. "Ugh! This is huge! I don't think it is going to fit!" she said but kept pushing anyway. Then the head slid into her. She relaxed a moment and then started to work the shaft into her pussy. "Oh yes fuck me! Fuck me!" she said. I told her to say that she wanted to be fucked by that big black cock, she refused though. I took the vibrator and worked it against her stretched out pussy. She groaned and I watched her nipples harden. "Okay! Fuck me with that big hard black cock! Fuck me with it good and deep." She pulled on me to swing my cock over to her face and took it in her mouth and sucked me like a machine. I came in her mouth and she kept going until I was hard again. The sight of that fat black dildo inside her pussy was more than I could take. I grasped her hand and pulled the dildo out of her pussy. She seemed almost disappointed for a second as it popped out of her, then I rolled her onto her stomach and pulled her hips up high into the air and plunged into her. She never felt wetter as I pounded her. "Oh shit! Oh shit! Oh shit!" she kept repeating as I watched her small ass bounce with each thrust. I don't know why but I slapped her ass calling her a slut which just seemed to make her hotter.
"Yes! Call me a slut! You like watching me fuck that big brown cock!"
I told her she was a whore and pervert reaching around to pinch her nipples and squeezed her pert little breasts. She bucked and came so hard I thought her spine would snap. Her pussy clamped down on my cock like a vice.
When she recovered I continued to slam her from behind. She told me to spit on her back and I did so. She reminded me on how much it turned me on to watch the dildo violate her and I felt myself start to cum, I bit into her back as I did making her in turn come yet again.
We laid there panting, a sweaty mess. Then I turned to her and told her to put on the outfit. She looked at me stunned by how forcefully I had said it. Every couple as a sexy outfit that when the wife puts it on she knows she is going to be fucked. For us it was a mesh body suit, crotchless of course. I told her to put on that heavy sexy make up she did on our special nights. Almost scared she complied.
I went up to her and kissed her telling her she looked just like the slut I loved. Then I went over to the wall mirror and attached the black dildo to it with the huge suction cup on the base. I am surprised it held that massive weight up.
I poured a drop of lube on the cock and lubed it up as my wife laughed and told me to "service" her boyfriend.
Then she got on all fours and backed herself onto it as I watched. I took the vibrator and handed it to her having her work it as she thrust herself onto the black cock. The mirror provided the bonus of letting me see my slut wife at both angles. Her ass rushed at the mirror and retreated.
"I bet you wish that was a real black guy pounding you."
"Don't say it." She said even as she thrust harder onto the dildo.
"You'd like it if he was there holding your hips and pounding you. Maybe he would have some friends help him."
"No! That's not right this is only play."
"Yes and you are playing with a huge black cock ramming into that fertile tight white pussy of yours. Come on say it."
"I want...I want a huge black cock rammed into me. Honey! You are not serious! Are you? Me with a black man fucking me?"
"Yes! You taking that big black cock i while I watch!"
"While you watch! Oh shit!" she said as she came.
"While I watch some big, muscular stud fuck the shit out of your little married white pussy."
I thought she was angry as she suddenly moved forward letting the dildo plop out of her pussy. She got up and kissed me hard pressing her body against me. "Fuck me! Fuck me hard!"
She tossed herself on the bed and fucked her. I sucked her tits while she said that she was my whore and slut." When I came she worked herself with the vibrator for another ten minutes and went to sleep in my arms.
We both called out sick from work the next and fucked all morning, not showering from the night before. While I recovered I fingered her pussy, I told her she seemed very excited the night before. Was it the cock's size or was it imagining that it was a black guy fucking her that turned her on. She would not answer at first then she said, as I fingered her some more, "A bit of both."
I was a bit hurt and turned on at the same time. Did I dare explore this more?
"Maybe we could arrange for that to happen someday."
"What happen someday?" Erica said as she grabbed my cock.
"You and a black guy."
"Are you crazy?"
"Well it seemed to turn you on last night."
"I was only playing," she said, but she started to pump my cock a bit quicker.
"Well it seemed to excite you, maybe deep down in your head you want to try it but are afraid."
"I don't know...I..I was a bit turned on."
"Maybe we could start small, see how you feel."
"What do you mean? Start out small."
"Have you dress sexy and we could go to a night club and see what guys flirt with you."
"I'm not a slut," she said defensively.
I rubbed her pussy a bit quicker, "I am not saying that you are but there is nothing wrong with some experimenting."
She groaned and started to pump me quicker, "Like me with a black guy, getting fucked by a black guy? I don't know. Maybe we could try a little." At that point I came splashing her belly.
That was six months ago, have we taken it a step further? No, but we have used it to spice up our sex life, and you never know...
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Walking down the rainy streets of New York on a gray bastard of a January day Brian pulled the zipper of his army surplus jacket up as high as it could go. His friend Photo just lets the water be absorbed by his mop of brown hair.
It seemed like forever until the light turned red and they could walk across the street. The rain started to sting their faces as it transformed into hail.
They had just raided the used book store by the pizzeria and had made some great finds. All of them double bagged against the prying fingers of the invasive and spiteful rain. He'd feel like crap if a forty year old hard cover was going to be ruined on his watch. And all the while he could see her smile and the way her nose would twitch up. She was the sort of girl who smiled with her whole being. And picturing it made the hurt inside of him even worse.
"You are thinking of her even now. Aren't you?" Photo blurted out interrupting Brian from an imagined kiss.
"I don't know. Why? I am thirty; I should not be getting crushes on girls. But I did and this time it was hard. There is something about her. In anthro class I would picture her dressed as an Aztec princess and we would be making love on top of some ancient alter. I'd turn us so we would both face the rising sun to bless our union, and yet I could still see her smiling face, golden in those first moments. It's like I was outside of myself.
"Ziggurat? Is that what you mean? The one with the big ass and pretty smile? Not the building but the girl. Yeah I could see that, course Shelia would kick your ass. Told you not to make a marriage with no red headed goddess," Photo said not even having the decency to wipe the rain off his aviator glasses.
They ducked into a doorway to light up. Brian to be sure loved his wife, it was that there was something about Emily. Snatches of love songs played through his head. He actually felt hurt when she did not come to class one day. Oddly enough the whole term they might have talked three or four times. He pictured in his soul's eye another kiss as his hands encircled her waist pulling her closer it was the holidays and they were home together...then Photo coughed as he lit his blunt.
"Trouble is you are not wrong, if you feel like that, like an emotional connection, especially when you barely know her, it's because she's a reflection."
Brian knew enough to take a drag before asking him what he had meant, all the while part of him was still thinking of her. It was the only thing he could do to make that guilty hole in his spirit feel better, even if it was for a moment.
"Okay, they have these realities, one on top of another. Normally they glide clear of each other, sometimes...sometimes they touch a bit and you get deja vu. Sometimes you don't even notice it. You walk by her and think of what might have been and sometimes you are in there deep"
Brian's mind flashed to him and Emily in bed, it was a room that he never saw before but he felt comfortable in. They had just made love and they were a smelly, sticky, but happy mess. All this occurred in a mere second, he made a recovery as Photo smiled at him, "Like in that film The Matrix?"
"Sort of. At least in the first film. Hey! is that the cops over there? Nah! But you also get, I dunno, feedback from your other self."
"Feedback. What you mean feedback?"
"Well unless your other self is dead or in a coma, you two are alike right? You are the same model transmitter Ever put the microphone down by the speaker? You get some feedback It sounds like you must be feeling right now."
Brian did feel awful, all that heart sickness he thought he had left behind him decades ago.
"Yeah? And..."
"...transmitter, so you can occasionally feel what he does and vera...visa... uh vica...ver...you know what I mean."
"So I am feeling what he feels and ..."
"Hey with the almighty's infinite variations you are looking through the eyes of another Brian who is married to that sweet little smiley thing. And in another universe he sees a hot redhead with a temper and a good right cross."
"You sure that dope is okay?"
"Take comfort in this, in some other time line you are with her but then again...
Sound of record scratch across the universe...
Brian and Photo walked through New York on a gray day, the sun refused tot come out of the clouds, but at least the rain held off, though the forecaster with the helmet hair said it might snow that night. It was a shame as Brian loved the rain and hated the snow.
His fingers were a bit numb. They had raided the local record shop. It was "dollar album day." He had asked the scowling counter girl for a second bag and placed it over the records, just in case. He looks over at his friend Photo, his scalp was getting a layer of fuzz that showed just how bad his male pattern baldness would have been had he kept his hair. He must have been on the outs with his old lady as he always took pride in his leaving the house in the morning with a shiny smooth look.
All the while he thought of her, dressed in tiger skins. She was the red headed jungle girl from the movie serials his grandfather used to watch with him come to life. She moves closer to him. He can smell that mixture of sweat and jungle flowers. Her lips moved teasing close to her and then he realizes Photo was staring at him.
"So there is this girl I see in my literature class, you know the one with the red hair, the one with the fierce green eyes. I don't know why I am getting these crushes, I am over thirty.
Photo darts his eyes around to look for a store front to take a nip in.
"Nah! Man you are okay but it is like this..."
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Series: Dear, We Have to Talk


Part One: The Wife Finds Out!
"Honey we have to talk," the five words you never want to hear from your wife, especially when she is sitting by your computer, with your secret porn stash open on the desktop.
"My computer was out and I had to get a report done. I saw a file marked 'BBC' and opened it thinking it was British television programs and instead I found this. Porn. Mainly, what is that word 'Cuckold' videos. I clicked on a few of them and they all have white women getting screwed by black guys, while their husbands are watching, and are getting humiliated. There was even one where the husband is sucking the black guy's cock while she holds the back of his head and laughs. You...you aren't gay or anything like that? Are you?"
I told her I was not. Thinking at first to lie I started to say something, then decided to just tell the truth. "No, it just turns me on, I don't know if it is the humiliation or the hot sex but it just does."
"You, haven't thought of me being with a black guy? Or me treating you like that?" My silence told her that I had.
"Shit! This is...is too much! I have to think for a moment. You realize the risk to our marriage if I were to sleep around or be a 'hot wife' like some of the women in your videos are called. And the obsession with black men. Me with a black guy? You want to see me get fucked by a black guy?"
I did not know if she was angry or shocked. I let her relax for a minute. I told her it was a turn on to watch the movies and yes, sometimes I thought of her with a black guy and it turned me on.
"Shit! This is a lot to take in. You have to realize, these are fantasies. I am sure there are some people out there who are actually into this, but you have to think of the consequences. There is pregnancy, jealousy, and always the chance that someone will become more attracted to the new sex partner. There is a lot at risk involved."
I told her I knew and that it was just that, a fantasy, and that I had tried to keep it quiet, hidden, not to betray her but so as not to bother her. And I pointed out that I used the energy from being so turn on in our bed.
"Well I can see that," she said putting her hand down on my crotch. "So the thought of me, your wife being involved with a black guy turns you on? Wow!" she said giving my cock a squeeze.
"Maybe we should see how much," she said unzipping my fly.
She started to stroke my shaft, "Hmmm! So me being unfaithful turns you on? Me mistreating and humiliating you with a black lover would turn you on?"
I nodded yes as she slowed down her stroking.
She looked down towards the floor, "I don't think I should tell you this but recently at work, Sam, my coworker..." I knew very well who he was but she had to say it, "...my black coworker, well, we were working late one night and he asked me out, I told him I was married but he told me he had to take a shot."
My wife telling me this only got me more excited.
"So, you would have wanted me to go out with him? Or maybe..." she said pausing for effect and prolonging my agony, "Maybe...how about that guy at the gym, Henry, the one that you don't get along with."
My wife had met Henry once when she went to pick me up. Henry and I were not exactly enemies; I say we were more like aggressive rivals. One thing I did know was that Henry had one of the biggest cocks in the gym. I am sorry but if someone walks by you in the shower how are you not going to notice?
I never had thought of someone I actually knew as being my wife's potential BBC lover. It scared and excited me at the same time. Within moments I shot one of the biggest loads I ever had during our entire marriage.
My wife mouthed "Wow!" as I recovered. I go up and stripped her naked and in seconds I was in the bedroom pounding the shit out of her pussy. Several hours later we were done laying in a sweaty mess on the bed.
"Perhaps we can explore this fantasy of yours some more," she said putting on her glasses, "I don't know if it would lead to me actually being with a black guy or anything like that but you never know," she said taking my cock in her hand as she began to stroke it again.
"Let me ask you, I peeked at a few of the films in that folder of yours, are all black guys so big?"
I told her I did not know if they were all huge, but some of them obviously had really big cocks.
"Bigger than yours?" she asked staring at me waiting for me to answer.
"Yes."
"They seemed much bigger. In which case I want you to do something for me, just in case. I want you to go to the drug store and buy those rubbers, the ones for extra endowed men, and some lube. And I don't want you going to any other pharmacy but the one in the neighborhood. I will look at the receipt."
I tried to argue that I did not want to do it but realized it was her trying to give me part of my fantasy, the humiliation that is a big part of being a cuckold.
"And while you are out I think I will do a bit of shopping on line."
I came back an hour later. She looked at my purchase and smiled putting it in the nightstand draw. I wondered if she was getting off on the humiliation she had just caused me?
I was careful not to push it, not bringing up the fantasy anymore during the next week. Our sex life was hotter than ever. Throughout the week packages arrived. My wife put them in the closet and did not say anything.
Then came the weekend. She told me she had a surprise for me. She went into the bedroom and came out a half hour later dressed in a cupless bra with black crotchless panties. In her hand she was holding a big black realistic dildo.
"I think we can explore your fantasy some more. But I don't think I will ever go all the way. Remember what happened with Karen and Ted?"
They were friends of ours, and in part what happened with them, at least in the beginning, inspired my fantasies. Karen's husband had been turned on by the whole cuckold idea also and she went along with it, we all found out about it later when she fell in love with one of her "bulls" and left Ted for him.
"But for tonight this is my date," she said holding that huge black dildo in her hand, the hand with our wedding ring. She sat down on the bed. "Oh it is so huge. What sort of slut do you take me for, wanting your innocent wife to jerk this man off."
She held the dildo at the base in one hand and with the other one she started to jerk it off. "You know I went to some of those web sites you have bookmarked and those guys are huge. I really don't know how a husband can stay there and watch his own wife be pounded by those huge black studs."
She continued to jerk off the cock, then she acting with surprise as her mock lover demanded she suck on it. "Sir my husband is right here. Please don't make me do this. Please," she looked over at me pleading for me not to make her do it. Then resigned to her fate she kissed the fat head. My wife looked at me and told me to strip.
With her legs spread I got between them and licked her dark haired pussy while she kissed that big black cock in front of her.
"Lick me while I give him some head." I reached up to squeeze her fat little tits but she swatted my hand away, "Uh-uh! These are for black men only now!"
She squeezed her own tits with one hand as she opened her mouth and took that fat head into her mouth. Her foot brushed my cock making it nearly spasm. She gave that cock some of the nastiest head I have ever seen. She talked to her "lover" saying that she could barely fit her lips around him.
"Okay. Get the lube," she said telling me to get it from where she had placed the condoms I had bought.
"You can watch, but don't jerk off or anything, I have surprise for you," she said as she squirted a bit of lube into her palm, then she rubbed the cock until it was glistening. I watched her push that massive rubber cock into herself. She made a little groan as the head slid inside of her.
"You like watching me get fucked by a big black cock don't you?" I nodded watching as she worked that huge member in and out of her cunt which quickly adjusted to "his" larger size.
After ten wet minutes she took the dildo out of her and went over to me. She had me sit on the side of the couch as she grasped me by my then throbbing cock.
"So you want me to jerk off your tiny cock?" I told her yes. She told me she would do so only if I would tell her when I was about to cum as she had a big surprise for me. Within a minute I was ready to go.
She asked again if I was about to cum and I screamed yes, she gave me two more strokes and then let go of my cock. I came buckets but had no orgasm.
My wife told me it was a ruined orgasm and that as the cuckold I would have to be trained. I could not believe that she had done that to me. She laughed and told me she'd make it up to me. She took my cock again and started to jerk it off telling me what a good little cuckold I was.
She had me get down on the floor and lick her pussy while I stroked my cock. Again she told me to tell her when I was going to cum, warning me if I did not I would not get my surprise.
She was not making things easy for me by teasing me, telling me to jerk my tiny little white cock off.
"When I told her I was about to cum she had me get back on the couch. She started to rub my cock while I sucked on her tits. I told her I was about to cum and again she let go of my cock. In frustration my seed splattered all over the floor as she laughed.
"Don't look sad I have two surprises for you. One I will tell you about now and the other I will give you tomorrow. After which you can go back to that computer and jerk off."
"Now for the surprise. Tomorrow you will have a headache," I looked at her puzzled, she laughed and went on. "Karen has invited me to go to a club with her boyfriend, her black boyfriend, and some of his friends. And you will be staying at home. And if you are a very good little cuckold I will send you some pictures.
I asked her what the other surprise but she would not tell me. When she went to sleep I stood up jerking off wondering what agonies awaited me tomorrow.
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Sometimes I want to bring it up but I think, or at least I hope I have learned my lesson. Me and my first wife, Amy, had been into the whole hot wife and cuckolding lifestyle. It was very exciting to be sure, hearing Amy's moans and screams as she got slammed from behind from some well-endowed black stud were a turn on. There would be those weekends she went out without me coming in late Sunday night. Her hair would be a mess, she'd smell of sweat and sometimes she would be missing her underwear. The fucking we'd have the next day would be ultra-hot.
However, what had happened was she had fallen in love with one of her lovers, for real. In retrospect it was kind of funny, her telling me the truth and me at first not understanding this was not part of the game. We tried to work it out but in the end there came the day that she handed me her apartment key followed by a goodbye kiss and left to go downstairs to his waiting SUV. In a way was this was the ultimate goal of the cuckold relationship realized. I granted her the divorce without causing her any additional pain.
Amy tried to be supportive even arranging some phone sex with me, but eventually I told her I just needed her support; the fantasies just reminded me of my loss.
A year later I started to date and three years after that I met Ruth. Small and dark haired with glasses she had that intellectual look about her, in bed she was a little bit shy, but at times, under the right stimulation she could be quite enthusiastic.
Now here is the problem: once a cuckold always a cuckold. There were times that despite my best intentions I would think things I shouldn't. I would have these images of Ruth cheating on me. Not full fantasies at least at first, just a quick image; then I'd tried to enforce a mental lock down knowing where thoughts like this could lead.
I knew that the more forbidden something was the more of a temptation it would be, so I tried to harness that power. Sometimes when I was fucking her I'd picture her getting it from one, two, three or more studs at the same time while I watched. I was so turned on I'd give it to her extra hard and long, much to her pleasure and surprise.
There are times though I feel like I am going to weaken. "Could I buy her a black dildo and would she play with it?" I'd wonder. "What about if she just told me 'stories' about her and her multiple lovers." Or I would think about how she would react if I told her it would turn me on if she just dressed up real sexy and went to a bar and flirted with guys while I watched from the side. Then I'd look in the draw at the folder with the paperwork from my divorce and I'd turn my mind onto other things.
Once Ruth had asked about what had gone on between me and my first wife, what caused us to split. I had told her that it did not work out between us and that she had met someone else she cared about more. But I knew what she meant. She wanted to know the whole story in detail. Perhaps she wanted to avoid making the same mistakes Amy did. But I am stuck, if I say anything to her it might lead to other things. So I usually brush her off when it comes to what really happened, I still feel like it is my fault.
I even spoke to Amy about my problem, she said even if I did introduce the fantasy part of cuckolding or Ruth being a hot wife into our lives it does not mean that it would end the way it did with us. I asked Amy could she guarantee it wouldn't happen, that Ruth would not get swept up in the lifestyle and eventually away from me. She was silent knowing there are no guarantees in this world.
I thought, irrationally of having an affair with a woman who could be my pretend wife, then I could watch her do all the things I dared not ask Ruth to do. But the expense and complexity of it all scared me off.
That is not to say that Ruth and I don't experiment. I bought her a vibrator, a small one. She said that she had never used one before and that she was kind of afraid of it as she heard that they were addicting. I slowly introduced it into our lovemaking having me use it on her first. Watching her face all scrunched up in sheer pleasure as she came several time was a huge turn on for me. Then eventually I got her to use it on herself while I watched.
We did upgrade to a slightly bigger model and sometimes at night, when I am sleeping I would hear the buzz of it coming from the bathroom. I am glad as I really think it made her more sexually adventurous.
Then that other part of me come out and thought about buying her a still bigger and black model, I never did, instead I used the energy to fuck her all the harder.
Another thing we tried was a blindfold, coupling it with the vibrator. To my surprise she wanted me to bind her wrists, which I did with two old silk ties. Kissing and licking her while using the vibrator on her as she strained against her bindings was a super turn on. I had her suck my cock with the vibrator wedged deep in her pussy. At one time I was tempted to ask her to pretend that she was sucking off a stranger in the bedroom, but again I was afraid to see where that might lead.
I regularly jerk-off thinking about Ruth, her tight little ass high in the air while she is being fucked by a big black cock. At first she is shy, reluctant, but then she gets into it. Later on she goes to a bar and picks up another black guy or perhaps two and makes me watch as she is pleasured by them. Ultimately though I know I cannot do this, I must never mention it to her, I don't want to ruin my relationship-again!
I watch a lot of cuckold porn but I take care to encrypt and lock the folders, and delete the history afterwards. I am thinking of seeing a therapist to help me out but right now I am too embarrassed to do so.
Amy still thinks that I should tell Ruth about my fantasies and just set some good ground rules, but I won't do it. It is a problem I just will have to work this problem out on my own using the energy of my frustration to build a better marriage or risk being going through the same cycle of pain again.
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"So you understand the process, if it works is permanent," the doctor said adjusting his glasses on the bridge of his crooked nose."
"Yes, but anything is better than how I feel now," Stanley said adjusting himself in the green leather chair.
"And my assistant has explained that we use a bank on the west coast so your credit card billing will listed for an hour ago. As you know the devil is in the billing," the doctor laughed, Stanley did not get it but chuckled to humor him.
"So to get a better idea at what I have to work with I need some questions answered. I know you put them on your paperwork but I just need to go through them again. From where did you know her from? Where did you meet?"
"School, funny thing is I did not even know her name until half way through the semester. I first noticed her when she had her hair redone; I saw the cherry tattoo on the back of her neck and thought that she might be hot. She is not my usual type. Intellectual, her butt was a bit too big, but she also had that smile that would not quit. We talked a bit on a school outing and I had another shot to go to the bar with her. Or rather with a friend of a friend of hers but I had work so early the next day..."
"The opportunity missed... so you want to forget everything, right?"
"It hurts. I think of that song about puppy love but this is like a wolf eating at my stomach. It hurts. "
"Was there a sexual element to it also.?" "Yes. I kept thinking of making lover to her. At first it was that innocent kiss, then it was a rainstorm coming home in a cab sort of make out session. The first shy fuck in her apartment. Then over time..."
"Yes, please go on." the doctor said as he wrote his notes in a yellow legal pad. The nurse came in and started to set up the equipment, including a very long needle.
"I'd have these fantasies of her, all sorts of fantasies. Sometimes she'd be my mistress with a whip, dressed in leather. Other times it would be a slow fuck on our wedding anniversary. I felt like I was so much in love with her. I would have dreams of making love to her in the middle of a crowded football stadium, right on the field so the whole world could see how much I love her."
The doctor looked up from his notes, "You said that you felt like you were in love with her, you had doubts?"
"Yes, look I scarcely talked to her. To her I was just another student in a sea of faceless students, and yet I cannot stop thinking about her. I get jealous sometimes thinking of the lucky guy who she is going to end up with. The only good thing is since I have had all this pain my writing has never been more productive."
The doctor finished up his notes and capped his pen. "As we have said before the way this works is through disassociation. We have earlier mapped out your brain. We will find one memory of her and then link it to others, we kill that one then the rest will follow. It is not exact and in your case I cannot guarantee success. It is like weeds, sometimes we pull one but the root is still there. In any case there is no refunds. If this does not work I know the name of a good therapist. Are you ready?"
He nodded. The nurse, incredibly busty, probably a distraction, set him up with the drip and put the plastic helmet on his head. The doctor dimmed the lights and opened the plastic cover on the wall switch with a key. He checked a wall meter and then pressed the button, after which he closed the cover back up.
Stanley saw her in his mind's eye vividly, then her face became a blur, like what happens with people who have "facial amnesia." He felt part of him sighing in relief as the memories started to go, but then other parts of his mind fought back. He thought of kissing her, the memory of the first time he noticed her tattoo. Her skirt up as she sat on her couch and licked her, her eyes scrunched in ecstasy while her hands ran through her hair. Walking down the park, she was three months along and showing. The memories dimmed then fired back harder than ever. The fight they never had, kinky vacation sex, weeding their garden together.
The doctor shouted something but he seemed so far away. The nurse with surprising strength held his arm steady and pushed a needle in, and then there was hot gray bliss.
When he woke up the old fashioned wall clock said nine, he had been out for four hours.
The doctor did paperwork at his desk, then turned to him. "I am sorry the process did not work." Feeling rested Stanley got to his feet.
"Have you considered talking to her?"
"No, she transferred out last term. I do not even know her last name. And I can't find it out, school privacy and all."
"I have a car waiting outside, if you want my advice either get over it the old fashioned way-time. If not call the number on this card and make an appointment." It started to rain outside.
"Forget the car I'll walk home or to the subway."
He started for the door, the nurse stopped him. "Here, it is from the lost and found pile, you'd be surprised how many people forget them here, they must have other things on their minds."
Stanley walked into the storm not bothering to use the umbrella.
"Has anyone ever bothered to use that number, or the umbrella?"
"Very few, for that matter they almost never take the car. If they did I'd actually have to call one for them," he said as the car pulled away, its driver heading out to work the night shift at a clothing factory on the edge of the city.
"Do you know how many people are in love with your niece?" she said putting away the package and disc they had used.
"He came here asking for inspiration, he could have taken the golden affair, or the trip to the country memory but he wanted the unrequited love package and that is just what he got, what most writers need. So we made up "Emily" and his infatuation with her earlier today when we billed him. Then we tried to take away those memories and failed."
"It is still a little sad."
"Don't worry, profound sadness is just part of the life of a writer, it inspires them. We used to try to simulate mental illness but you know how that worked out."
The nurse shivered.
"He will go home and maybe even cry, then the words will flow and flow. What is really sad is that when he first came in here he never had a person to make him feel that way. You know it is better to have love and lost then..."
The doctor's last words were drowned out by the thunder outside as she thought of him in the storms; both in his head and outside.
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I had not seen Jan in several years; not since her boyfriend had gotten killed after losing the bet that his car could make it back into the correct lane before the semi reached him. She was a small woman in her forties, ten years older than her boyfriend and was a sexual dynamo. Not that I knew personally, he had shown me the videos of her tight little body being pounded by him, participating in a two girl orgy while he watched and even taking on some huge black guy in a hotel room on vacation.
Anyway I had bumped into her again at work and at first I did not recognize her, she was wearing dowdy clothes that made her look at least ten years older, but it was the hair that really got me. She had it styled in a really fake looking red, and it was puffed up like you see the old ladies wear it. If the clothing added ten years to her age the hair added twenty.
I said hello and we wound up talking, which lead to lunch. She told me since the accident that she had not dated anyone, and then it came out: she had felt guilty because he had been rushing home to her when it had happened. She started to cry and I held her as she sobbed and shook.
I told her that it was not her fault, that there was no way she could have known he was going to do what he did on that rainy road. She said she knew but she could not shake the thought.
I drove her home and she invited me up, maybe I should not have accepted her invitation, but I did. We talked some more, I decided to bring up her appearance by asking why she had dyed her hair.
"I know! I did not know what I was thinking. My daughters hate it! I know it's awful, and the clothes, it's just that...I don't know, maybe I don't want a relationship right now, or ever. Maybe I am punishing myself. I really don't know," she said rubbing her hands together.
I told her that that was a bit harsh.
"Well maybe so. But I guess so but what am I supposed to do now, shave it all off?" she said with a laugh.
"Well there is no law against that, and that is what they make wigs for," I said laughing and never dreaming of what she would say next.
She paused for a moment in thought, then said "Maybe I should."
She got up and went to her bathroom, I heard her rummaging around and she came back out with a towel, a pair of scissors, a pair of electric clippers, shaving cream, and some disposable razors. Was she going to do what I think she was?
"You are right. I think it might be time to put that past behind me. I want you to help me."
I could not believe my ears, but I could feel my cock throbbing, for some reason the thought of shaving her head turned me on.
She told me she had a wig in the closet which she used to wear for Bill. I asked again if she was sure. She got up, poured herself a shot, looked in the mirror at that ugly red hair of hers and nodded.
I got a wooden kitchen chair and had her sit in it hoping she did not see how turned on I was. Going over to her stereo I put on some music, then wrapped a towel around her like a big apron and took a handful of her hair and did the first snip, I was worried that she'd break down and cry but instead she gave a sigh of relief. I grabbed the next handful and kept cutting until the scissors were of no use.
Plugging in the electric clipper I slowly went back and forth across her small head until all that remained was fuzz. She looked up at me and told me to keep going. I went into her bathroom and got another two towels, one I soaked in hot water. I draped the wet towel over her head and massaged her scalp. Then I removed it and put the shaving cream on her head. Methodically I shaved the remaining hair on her head leaving it clean and shiny.
When I was done I wiped her head with the other towel and messaged in some moisturizer. She got up and asked me how she looked; I told her the truth: sexy.
She went over to the mirrored wall in her living room and looked at herself. I was worried that she was going to start crying, instead she looked relieved.
"Now the only thing wrong is these clothes." I said reaching around from behind her, I started to unbutton her blouse. She backed her tight little ass into me and could feel my arousal.
As her nipples started to rise she told me she had not had sex since Bill had gotten killed. She thrust her ass back against me again as I removed her top then unsnapped her bra. Her tits were as perfect as I remembered them from the videos, small and perky, but just enough to sandwich a cock between them. She turned around and we kissed. My hand ran across her smooth head.
She kicked off her shoes and I helped undo her jeans. She stepped out of her jeans so she only had on her white panties, which soon joined them on the floor.
She watched as I took off my clothes.
"So you like my new look?" she said as I took in her tight little body. She gracefully sunk down to her knees and took my cock into her warm mouth. My hands ran across her shiny smooth head as she did her best to take me all the way down her throat. Her hands rubbed and fingered her pussy. I could hear the wet noise as she stimulated herself to an orgasm.
I grabbed the back of her smooth head and held it as I rammed myself down her throat, she never objected and instead fingered herself quicker and quicker. She used her free hand to pinch her nipples hard.
I told her I was about to cum and she took my load and milked my cock until it was dry.
She got up on top of her coffee table on her hands and knees, telling me to fuck my" bald headed sex slave." Within minutes I was hard again and pushed myself inside of her. For a woman in her late forties she felt tighter than some of the younger women I had known and she was very verbal, which was even more of a turn-on than you could believe.
"When you cum, cum inside of me, deep. Oh yeah! Oh yeah! Fuck your bald headed sex slave. Oh yeah!" I reached around to grab her tits as I fucked her. Midway through I pulled her onto the couch in a reverse cowgirl position enjoying watching her small ass smack down on me as her pussy ate my cock.
She stopped and got off of me saying she knew what I wanted. On her knees in front of me she rubbed my cock head against her smooth scalp as she jerked me off telling me to cum on her head. After a few minutes I coated her shiny head. When I was done she grabbed my cock and again milked out every last drop of cum I had. She then rubbed my cum deep into her scalp.
In the bedroom I fucked her as hard as I could enjoying her alien sexiness.
Afterwards we relaxed, she said she might never let her hair grow back.
We regularly saw each other afterwards, she would wear her wig in public but at home she walked around bald. One night she told me she wanted to go out in public bald, but that is another story for another time.
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My wife had found my cuckold porn on my computer, rather than freak out about it she had incorporated it into our sex life, but how far was she willing to go. She had said at the end of our first fantasy session that she was going out with her girlfriend and some of her black friends to a club. I did not know whether to be worried or turned on...
The next day my wife came out of the bathroom after getting ready for her "date." She had on a tight and sexy black dress, high heels, and slightly heavier than normal makeup. Was she really going to do this? I wondered but knew the answer. I still wondered how far would she go and whether we should stop this now.
I was at her instructions naked. She took a package out of the closet and handed it to me. I opened it and found inside the pink paper bag a male chastity device.
"Put it on. I don't want you whacking off all over the place while I am gone," She helped me put the device on locking it in place with a tiny padlock. Then she took the key and put it in her bag. The doorbell rang and I hid in the kitchen as my wife went out the door with Karen to her boyfriend's SUV.
Karen and Ted were friends of ours who were into the whole "hot-wife" lifestyle, however, it ended with Karen falling in love with one of the "bulls" and leaving Ted for him. This whole story added an element of danger and excitement to what my wife was doing.
I got a text a few minutes later telling me not to go too far from my cell phone.
An hour later it buzzed, it was a text message with a picture of the club they were in. The people in the club appeared to be nearly all black from what I could see. Ten minutes later there was another buzz, the image was of my wife, on the dance floor, dancing with a black guy.
There was another shot soon after that of them all sitting around the table together with one guy very close to my her. I wanted to pull the plastic prison off of my cock and jerk off right there and then but of course that would be impossible. I had to wait in frustration until my wife got home.
She was dropped off a little after midnight. She smiled when she got in at first saying she was going to go to bed, then she turned around and said she said she was only joking. She went into her purse and took out the key and gave it to me allowing me to remove the chastity device. She went to the couch and had me remove her panties. I had not known until then that she had been wearing little lace black panties.
As I licked her pussy I was surprised to have found she had shaved herself bald. She told me about her outing. They had gone first to have dinner at a restaurant. "I hope none of our neighbors came in as I was sitting next to one of Karen's boyfriend's friends, Earl."
"We went to the club and there were a few white ladies there, most of them with black guys. We got a table and I danced with Earl on the dance floor and you know he could really dance. I felt at first a little self-conscious about doing this but after I relaxed it was fun. Then there came a slow number and he danced close to me. Really close, and he brushed against me. I had to pull away, Karen being there and all. But it, his cock, felt really big."
I could hardly believe it was my wife saying this.
"And he had asked me out."
"But didn't he know you are married?"
"Yes! But I don't think it mattered much to him."
My cock felt so hard it wanted to explode.
"Well I think you earned this so since you have been so good I will allow you to fuck me. Just this once."
Almost before the world "once" finished coming out of her mouth I was up tearing off her clothing and kissing her deeply. I shoved it in her getting on top of the couch as I enjoyed her mix of musk, perfume and sweat. Based on the excitement I came fairly quickly but without being asked she sucked my cock until it was hard again as I fingered making my seed trickled back onto my own hand.
Soon I was fucking her again bending her over the arm of the couch. Now had I been in a more sane state we might have talked about her "interracial adventures" real or imagined some more, but at this point all I could think of was pounding her pussy until I could not do it anymore.
When I was done I carried her into the bedroom where we fucked a third time. We were a little less frantic as we kissed each other deeply. When we were done we drifted to sleep and it seemed that seven seconds later the alarm clock rang.
She came out of the bathroom and got dressed putting on a black bra and that tight black sweater of hers. She adjusted the stockings as she snapped on the garters to each. I asked her why she was dressing that way.
"Remember Sam, the coworker, the black coworker that asked me out? Well we are going to be working overtime together tonight. Wait! Stop! We are going to be late for work."
I told her we would drive in as I bent her over the bed. On the way in she told me she was going to tease the shit out of me and him at the same time.
When she got home she said he had made another pass at him.
"I told him no of course but the door is always left open. Oh and I need you to get up a bit early tomorrow Karen is coming over and I want you to hear what she has to say."
"What makes you think that she will talk in front of me?" And what are you going to talk about?"
"The reason I want you to get up early is you need to clean out the hall closet, as you are going to be sitting in there, naked, except for..." She opened her nightstand's draw she has a pair of pink panties and the chastity device.
The next day I got up super early and moved all the stuff to other closets and the garage. All the time I was sporting a king sized hard-on. When I was done my wife had me strip. She totally ignored my agonized cock and instead had me relax until it went down enough so it could fit it inside the device. Once it was locked on she had me put on the pink panties, they were ultra-tight barely able to fit over the plastic chastity device.
She put a little stool in the closet and closed the door telling me that the door might open at any time if I misbehaved. I sat in there for a half hour until Karen came in.
I listened as they engaged in small talk, then Karen asked my wife how she enjoyed the club.
"Well, it was a bit different than the ones I usually go to."
"Different how?" said Karen giggling.
"The music was different and..."
"And what?"
"There were a lot of black guys there," my wife said giggling a bit more.
"Did it make you feel uncomfortable?"
"A bit."
"You know my ex-husband would really get off on something like that. But that did not stop you from dancing with Earl.
"Well I like to dance and sometimes Mark does not want to dance all that much."
"Are you sure that you don't mean something else when you say: dancing?" Karen laughed.
My wife blushed and said 'no!' a bit to quickly making them laugh again.
"You know some men are into being sexually subjugated by their wives. You know what happened between me and my husband. Now that might not be the best example as you know how that ended..."
My wife nodded her head.
"You know I still see Ted every now and then."
"You do?" asked my wife.
"Yes, when I left him and all it might have been too rash a decision, I missed him. So I invited him back as my cuckold slave. Sometimes he stays over and cleans the house and other times he..."
"What?"
"He stays to assist. You know clean up after my bull is done." Karen said blushing.
"Oh shit!"
Emboldened Karen went on "And other times he, uh, prepares him for me."
My wife stood there with her eyes wide open. "You mean? Is he..."
Karen laughed and told her of course not, it is just part of his submission; there is a strong element of humiliation in being a cuckold."
"A cuckold?" asked my wife pretending to not know the term.
"Yes! It used to be a fetish thing, now it is a bit more mainstream. They have websites and DVDs now. I don't know if it is women's lib or if it is white male guilt but it is really out there.. Why do you think your husband is into it?"
My wife thought for a second, debating how much to tell her friend. "Well, I caught Mark with some interracial porn on his computer and.."
"Hmmmm!" exclaimed Karen, "Is there anything else?"
"Not that I know of." My wife lied.
"Well you could check him out to see."
"How?"
"Well, when a movie is on with a black actor you could say how handsome and sexy he is and see how your husband reacts. Or you can say a coworker or some other black guy made a pass at you and see what happens. If he tries to bring it up later and get you to go into more detail he just might be into the whole cuckold scene. The question is are you?"
"I'm...married" my wife said.
"So was I. But you see how that worked out. Let me tell you it is different with black guys. Even beyond the size of their cocks, which is no small benefit in of itself."
"What else?"
"They are just so much into the fucking and it feels so forbidden. Especially with your husband watching or the reactions you get from other men and women when you go out. Some of the guys look threatened, or they leer at you knowing you are getting fucked by that monster sized black dick. Some of the women are disgusted or are looking at you thinking they'd like to try it. There are more people out there doing it than you expect."
"Really?"
"Um yeah! You know Gail? Her husband arranged a Mandingo party for her."
"What is that?"
"It is where a group of black guys fucks a woman, often they are paid by the husband to do so."
"Shit! You know the time a coworker did make a pass at me. Mark got angry, but later he did ask more about it. You don't think..."
"Well he could be trying to assure himself...but then again..."
"Hmmm! What else do you and Ted do, I mean with your lover."
"Well, like I said Ted preps him. Sometime with his hand...and sometimes with his mouth."
"Oh shit!" my wife giggled. "Does the guy, um, finish in..."
"Not yet! Also I have been training Ted with a strap-on. A big black strap on. Sometimes with my bull there."
"Oh no! You fuck your husband in the ass. What does he do?"
"He moans and cums buckets worth. I keep threatening him that if he does not cum enough I might have a real cock do him. Who knows maybe if your husband becomes a cuckold we can have them do each other. Your husband and Ted, we can dress them up as little French maids."
"That's silly."
The two women ignorant to my erotic pain continued to talk for another hour before Karen had to leave.
My wife left me in there for thirty more minutes before opening the door. She had changed into black stockings with a garter belt and a black cupless pushup bra. The high heels she had on lifted her ass high into the air and added to my agony. She went to the couch and sat down and spread her legs.. "If you are a good little slave I have a naughty treat for you," she said in a teasing voice.
"You liked hearing all that naughty talk between me and Karen? Didn't you?" I told her that I did then I went down on her licking her pussy. "Well then I have a special treat for you." She got up and went into the bathroom.
When she came back she had her hand over her left breast, teasingly she removed it revealing a black spade symbol, like on a deck of cards, in the middle was a "Q." It was a temporary "queen-of-spades tattoo" that some women wore to declare their preference for swinging with black men. I knew it was only temporary but it was very erotic.
"You like?" I told her I did as I resumed licking her pussy.
"Look, right now I know this is all fantasy, but I have decided to take things a little bit further. You know that charity dance your gym is having?" I told her I did. "Well is that guy, the one that you always fight with, is he going to be there?" I told her he was, I did not like where this was going. "You said he has the biggest cock in the gym. Right?" I told her he did.
"Well I am going to that dance and I am going to dance with him. And midway through the dance you are going to get a migraine and are going to go home. I asked her how she was going to get back and then I realized what she had planned. I started to plead with her not to, she looked me in the eye and said that if that was the case this all stopped now. She would go into the bathroom and remove the tattoo.
"I want to ask you something. In lot of the stories online there is a thing where the wife is off the pill, meaning the black man she is sleeping with could get her pregnant. Why is that such a turn on?"
Sitting up on the couch next to her I told her it might have to do with that being the ultimate act of ownership, the expression of her preference for black men by mating with one. She nodded saying she understood the risk of pregnancy might seem erotic but was also dangerous.
"I don't think I'd like to play that game for real, but I could tease you about it if it would turn you on," she said as she unlocked my chastity device, freeing my throbbing cock from its cage.
She slowly stroked my cock and said, "So, if I have sex with a black guy you think he should not be wearing a rubber. You also think I should not be taking the pill. You know the risk of that right? Karen was telling me about a close call or two she had. You wouldn't want that to happen to me right?"
All I could do was moan.
"I mean me, taking a black cock into my fertile pussy unprotected, you know what could happen." I told her I did.
"I could get pregnant. And if I am going to do that I am going to find the biggest, strongest black guy out there to knock me up! Do you understand?" she said to me sweetly.
"And of course you are going to have to watch. And you know what else? Between rounds you are going to have to clean up and get the stud ready."
I asked her what she meant, I knew what she meant by cleaning up, but getting the stud ready?
She laughed and said I would have to jerk his cock hard, "Or use your mouth to get his dick nice and ready for me."
I told her I did not think I wanted to suck on another guy's cock. She smiled and said I would. "And when I do get pregnant you know that I am going to let everyone know who the father is. That's what you want isn't it? To let everyone know that I have been made that way by someone else. You'd like that. And trust me I'd let everyone know. Of course my mother would never speak to me again, but then again neither would yours. Or your boss. Or your secretary for that matter."
The thought of the embarrassment was too much for me, and this time she let me cum in one long screaming orgasm.
"Feel better?" she asked.
I nodded, "Well get it up again and plow me with that small cock of yours, and maybe this time I will feel something for a change," she said as she turned around on the couch sticking her ass high in the air. I could feel my cock start to recover and soon I was sliding inside of her as I reached around to play with her dangling tits.
We changed positions, I got on the coffee table and she sat on my lap and bounced up and down on my cock. I put my arms around her waist and held her stationary so I could thrust into her with maximum force.
"You will never be as good as a black man," She said to torment me as I fucked her. When I came she left the room and went into the bedroom. She propped all four pillows against her back and drew her knees high up.
"Well...clean me up," she said as the cum dripped out of her making a dark stain on the sheets.
"You have to be joking."
"Do it now or you are cut off. You wanted to play this game so now show me you are serious. Lick it,"
I still refused.
"If you are not down here by the count of three that is it. Maybe we ought to go and try some couples counseling instead. And you know how fun that is."
She dipped her finger into her pussy and stirred it around.
"One," Oh crap is this where I sold my dignity?
"Two," maybe she would not do anything.
"Three," as she said it I got onto the bed.
"On your back. Now!" she hovered over my face then she plopped down.
I kept my mouth shut for a second then realizing I had no recourse I stuck my tongue out, nearly gagging as I tasted my own seed in her sweaty pussy.
"Don't worry, black cum will taste much better," she said grasping and jerking my cock off as I serviced her. "Lick it deeper my little cuckold. And what was that other thing I saw happening in those videos? What did they call it? Oh yes! Servicing the bull. Well maybe I will buy a strap on and train you with it."
I did not know if she was serious but at that time I exploded all over her tits and hands which she made me lick off as she told me what a good looking "cum sucker" I was.
Fully recovered I had her get on her knees and suck my cock. Then I tossed her onto the bed and fucked her until I came again. Grabbing her hair I fingered her pussy as she sucked me hard yet again and told her I was going to fuck her ass.
"You want to fuck me in the ass, well you first. Humbled she got on all fours. I got out the lube she had used on her dildo and lubed my cock up. I went to her lingerie draw and took out her vibrator and after turning it on I pushed it inside her pussy, the noise muffled by being inside of her. Slowly I pushed my cock up her ass.
"Oh shit! Fuck me hard! Fuck me like the slut I am.
As I fucked her I slapped her ass. Reaching around I pinched her nipples hard. She bucked and came. I made her say she was my little whore.
I pulled out of her and took the vibrator out of her pussy and pushed it into her asshole. Telling her to finger herself I made her lean her head over the edge of the bed and fucked her throat until I came.
We laid there holding each other. She said she still loved me and that any time I wanted to stop she would, it was all a game, a turn on and nothing more.
I thought about it and told her I still wanted her to go to the dance.
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"That is the stupidest idea ever!" my wife yelled across the house.
"But honey, it is just a fantasy, maybe you could..."
"Wait! You want me? Your wife to have sex with a black guy while you watch. And not only that but you want me to verbally abuse you while this is going on? Am I right?"
"Yes, but..."
"Don't you think me saying over and over again how much I love black cock while being fucked by another man smacks of racism also? It's stupid! Stupid and racist! How would you like it if I made you do it!"
"What? Fuck a black guy? I'm not gay."
"I did not say that... but the way you are obsessing about black dick...No! I meant what if I wanted you to have sex with another woman while I watched and was humiliated. Like if you had sex with a Chinese or Asian woman. You'd have to say how tight she was and all..."
"But that is different."
"No its not!" my wife said digging in her heels. "As a matter of fact if you do that I will grant you your fantasy. You can watch me take the biggest, blackest dick my pussy can fit."
"No! That is crazy. You would not do that. Would you?"
"Sure, but you have to do with an Asian woman what you want me to do with the black guy first. And I know just the girl...Kim."
"Kim? Are you nuts."
"Are you really that dumb, she has had a thing for you for years. Sneaking looks at you, laughing too loud at your jokes, she is perfect."
"You can't be serious." I said as my wife picked up the phone to invite Kim over for dinner.
The night Kim came over, I half expected my wife to call the whole thing off. Kim was sexy in a quiet reserved librarian sort of way. In her forties she had a nice tight body that she kept hidden under her business clothes. Despite my protests I have to confess that I got turned on the time we went to the beach and I saw her in her bikini.
After dinner and a few drinks we sat around the television, my wife picked out a soft-core movie about a threesome. I could see that Kim felt a little bit uncomfortable, but then again I saw her sneaking a glimpse at me. My wife had another sip of her own drink and then turned to Kim.
"Kim, you know that sometimes really happens...not that often but sometimes."
"I suppose," she said smiling.
"It could happen here."
Kim laughed.
"No I mean it," she said turning towards Kim she went on, "I have had a fantasy, like on the cable channels, but with a twist, I want to watch my husband have sex with another woman while I am forced to watch. And be teased by her. The only woman I could trust is you."
"Maybe I should be going. You are drunk, or you are kidding me," she said laughing.
"No we are all adults. We can all keep our mouths shut. And truth to tell I think my husband has a major case of 'yellow fever' that needs to be cured."
I did not like the last remark and was worried that Kim would be offended, then I woke up and realized could she really be more offended than just being asked to be a white couple's sex toy?
She looked at me and asked me if I was serious while my wife nodded her head.
I told her I was, thinking on how my wife promised to grant me my own fantasy if I did what she said. I moved towards her and kissed her, it was like electric, her mouth was clean with just a hint of her drink on it. She shyly asked me and my wife if we were sure. I nodded and kissed her again, she kissed me back harder slipping her tongue into my mouth as she pressed against me.
Kim thought for a second then said to my wife with a sudden forcefulness, "You really want to watch? Then you sit on the chair over there." As my wife stood up Kim had me sit down and sat on my lap.
"So you want me to take care of your husband? Well you've got it." She got into the cowgirl position kissing me as she pounced up and down on my lap. I opened her blouse and impatiently she undid her bra guiding my hand to her small firm breasts. I kissed her neck and worked my way down to her nipples sucking on them.
"Off with this shirt!" she said slipping off my shirt and tossing it in my wife's direction, "You want me to take care of your husband? Well watch!"
She got off my lap and we got up and started to strip each other naked.
"I have been wanting this for such a long time." Kim said as she pulled down my underwear. She turned towards my wife and said. "You want to share this? Okay. But you have to take off all your clothes too." My wife hesitated for a moment and then started to open her white silk blouse up as Kim took my cock in her hand.
As Kim and I kissed she asked what else my wife wanted, I told her I'd help her along, but a lot of it had to do with the myth of Asian women being better in bed than any other women.
She smiled as she got it, "That is not any myth that is the truth, most white boys know that and you know why? We are the perfect woman. Do you think these tits will ever sag with age?" she said running her hands along her body down from her breasts to her pussy. As I wondered what we had unleashed she gracefully sunk down onto her knees got onto her knees in front of me.
She took my cock into her mouth and sucked on it, to be honest my wife had her own technique which I loved but Kim had that enthusiasm, taking it nearly all the way down her throat. She stopped and spit a thick wad onto the head and continued.
Kim looked up and told me to spit into her mouth, something I never had done before, but when I did it I have to admit it was a turn on. Then with my spit in her mouth she continued to suck me off.
Kim got back on the couch spreading her legs wide telling me to lick her pussy while my wife watched. I got on my knees placing her legs on her shoulders I licked her pussy. She looked over at my wife telling her to play with herself as she watched me pleasure her. "I bet he will like my taste better."
My wife, for her part seemed to be getting very turned on watching me and Kim.
Finally I could take no more, I had Kim get up and bent her over the couch and shoved myself right into her. I knew maybe I should have gotten a rubber but at that point I did not care.
"You see how much your husband likes my cunt? I bet you he will never be happy with yours again."
I fucked Kim long and hard until I came inside of her. I looked over at my wife, she was sucking her own tits as she fingered herself. Kim stood at my side holding my cock which was coated in her juice and told my wife to come over and clean it off.
My wife started to get up and Kim told her to crawl over on her knees. "That's it clean it off, make it all nice and hard for me to use again." While my wife sucked my cock clean I kissed Kim, she guided my hands to her tits to ensure my wife saw me playing with them.
"Now I want you to clean my pussy out, come here, lick your husband's seed out of me. Unless you want me to get pregnant by him? Would you like that too?"
My wife hesitated for a moment as Kim got on our couch spreading her legs wide and played with her cum filled pussy. I was ready to end this at any time if it got to be too much for her.
My wife looked up and said, "Yes mistress." and then kneeled in front of her "friend" and licked her pussy. Kim ran her fingers though my wife's red hair telling her what a good little cunt sucker she was. My wife licked her faster and faster, making her orgasm which seemed to be the only bit of control she had over the situation.
Kim turned to me and asked me if my wife had a vibrator, I told her yes. She asked me to bring it over; when I did she handed it to my wife and told her to play with it as she licked her.
When Kim was satisfied that her pussy was clean she asked me, "Has she let you fuck her in the ass, because I am about to let you do it." I wondered if this was the same woman we had invited to dinner.
Kim ordered my wife to bring some lube and apply it to my cock. Kim moaned, and gasped a bit but she took me up her ass. "Watch." Is all she could manage to say much to my wife's delight. I kissed Kim's back and neck while I fingered her pussy until I came deep inside of her.
I turned to my wife and told her to clean out her mistress' asshole. My wife, getting into her role as a slave obeyed.
I kissed Kim deeply while my wife serviced her. The old shy Kim seemed to come to the surface for the moment and she said, "Wow! I can't believe it."
I kissed her again and had my wife get up leading them both to the bedroom. I pushed Kim onto the bed and told my wife I was going to fuck her friend again while she watched.
I entered Kim and then I looked over at my wife and told her that it was Kim's turn to pleasure her. I decided it was time for me to take the lead.
"What do you want me to do?" my now humbled wife asked.
I told her to sit on Kim's face. "Kim show her how good you lick pussy." My wife took delight in in getting back at her friend a bit, however, I turned to my her and told her that Kim would be the only one getting my cock that night." As I fucked Kim I kissed my wife deeply. When I was done I got my wife and Kim to lick each other's pussies while I watched.
After they had both made each other cum I told my wife to sit in the chair in the corner. I turned Kim onto her stomach and pulled her hips into the air.
I entered her and told her that I loved her, did I really love her at that time? I did not know, but I just wanted to say it to humiliate my wife.
Kim joined in saying that she hoped I would knock her up. It was our longest and slowest fuck of the night.
By the time we were done it was so late that we all slept together. In the morning we showered and wound up having sex into the afternoon, this time it was more egalitarian. I was surprised to see how much my wife liked having a girl on girl sex, but did not feel threatened at all having had such great liberties with her friend.
We did not see Kim for another few months; she had issues to work out. Then we had a repeat of that taboo breaking night. We went to a sex shop and bought a strap on dildo. That night I watched my wife and Kim fuck each other in a battle of female sexuality and dominance.
Kim started coming over more and more often. We started going out together and there came the day she started leaving stuff over at our place. My wife finally took the initiative and invited her to move in with us.
Since then, with a lot of work, both legally and otherwise we have formed a three way marriage. Occasionally my wife asks me if I still want that other cuckold fantasy and I give her that blank look that always makes her laugh.
In retrospect maybe my original ideas was a dumb one , but look where it led.
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Why did I tip the guy who cleaned my car one hundred dollars? Let's go back a year. I was getting into my car after work when two guys in ski masks gave me a beating. When they were done, well let's put it this way, my hospital chart looked like a who's who of injuries.
In short order I lost my job and my girl while I recovered. The police questioned me about what happened. They took some prints off my car but could not match them with anyone in their system. The thing that really disturbed me was that my supervisor: Joan, who I had thought of as a friend, never called me in all the months I was out. She didn't even invite me to her wedding to that knucklehead boyfriend of hers.
The one saving grace of this period of my life was Susan. She was the sergeant who was investigating my case. Blond and a bit muscular I thought at first that she was a lesbian, until the night she came over and I wound up in bed watching her big tight ass pound down on my cock while she held onto the headboard. She slammed down onto me so hard the bed broke. After asking if I was okay she kept going until we both came.
A few months later when the case was declared closed, or at least inactive, she unofficially moved in with me. After getting back my wallet I came home and told her all my questions had been answered. She sat down at the table, her professional instincts taking over as she asked me to tell her everything in detail.
She knew I had not been able to drive for months and my car looked like shit, literally, my neighbor who had driven it home from the crime scene could not get it into the garage. Parked under the trees in my driveway birds had decorated it for months on end.
When I picked it up from the detailing center the man who had been cleaned it limped over to me and said, "Mister I found this on the side of the seat. Here!" It did not look like my wallet, but who knows? My memory had not been the same since the beating. When I opened it though everything came together. Laughing I gave the man all the money in it, a hundred dollars. Had there been a thousand I would have gladly given it to him and not even blinked.
I told Susan whose wallet it was. She got on the phone and made some calls to a few friends in the department who she could trust to keep their mouths shut. Then we started to plan what to do next. She told me the name of a good private detective who went and got a statement from the man who handed me the wallet telling me she had to stay out of this, for now.
A week later I called Joan and told her that I had something that I found in my car that belonged to her brother-in- law and that she, and his wife should come over as soon as possible to pick it up, or I would send it over to the police and they could talk to him about it. I chuckled as I hung up the phone.
Joan and Traci, did not get along well at all. Years ago Traci had had an affair with Joan's husband to be, before later "settling" on his brother. That affair had led to Joan breaking up with her fiancé for a while, and of course she leaned on me for support the whole time.
They were also physical opposites. Joan was in her mid-forties, tall, slightly on the heavy side with a nice smile and an even nicer set of tits. She reminded everyone of the typical hot housewife. Traci on the other hand was in her late twenties. She was short and looked like she could still pass for a teenager. What made her the ultimate fuck fantasy though were her tits. She had a set of 36Cs that on her small five foot one inch frame looked like a pair of forties and then some.
They arrived together and I showed them into my living room, having them sit across from me on the same couch, Susan was in the other room taping everything, and with good reason.
Joan knew something was coming but tried to act like nothing was wrong. Traci was worried also, but liked to see Joan squirm even more. I almost lost it when Joan asked how was I doing.
"How nice of you to ask that almost a year after the incident. I guess my invite for your wedding got lost in the mail? Huh?" she looked down at the floor.
"Since you asked, the cops found some prints on my car and the tire iron the creeps used on me but they could not match the prints. A shame huh? Until this was found in my car. Must have fallen out when they were knocking out my teeth or slamming the car door on my hand!" I smiled at them with my reconstructed mouth.
I handed them each an envelope. In it were copies of the contents of the wallet. Most noticeable was Traci's husband's driver's license and most damming was a note with the location of the parking lot I parked my car at including the time I would be there and my license plate. I let them digest it all before going on.
"And look here is a police report saying that they had lost the wallet the day after in a mall fifty miles from where I had been beaten. Bet that is enough to get a copy of his prints? And I am sure he would take, oh, about five seconds to roll over on the other dummy." I let them digest it for a moment before going on.
"Now the way I look at it they will both wind up going to jail as they sell each other out, and who knows they might throw you two into the mix. You know they might not see the kids until they are ready to retire themselves?"
Tears started to well up in Joan's eyes. "I'm sorry. I should not have done what I did. Using you to get him jealous. I didn't think he would do what he did. Not in a million years."
Wasn't that a kick in the head? I was trying to help her especially during that time when her old man stepped out on her and I got a beating for my troubles, and in the end she got him. Even Jim won in that he got a piece of Traci's ass and still wound up with Joan in the end. "You knew? Well I guess you will go to jail with him huh? I'm sure Traci will sell you out to protect her husband. Right Traci?"
"You bitch! It's all about you! You had to get your husband jealous and involve my husband? Great!"
"This is all your fault! Had you not fucked around with Jim none of this would have come about." Joan fired back.
I let it go on a bit until it looked like they were going to come to blows and then I broke it up. "Look I am not selfish. Maybe there is a way out of this with nobody going to jail." Both ladies looked up with some hope in their eyes. Yes I did ask them for money. That was to cover what I lost from no income with a bit for my troubles. But I wanted something more to make up for my pain and suffering.
"Now I am not stupid. Joan you were never really my friend and I see that now, I was just there to stroke your ego and to be used by you. Well first off if either of you two get the idea of sending your old men down here to harm me think again. A friend of a friend who neither of you know has the original wallet and a sworn statement from the man who found it. If I go to the hospital with so much as a hangnail, or if this person does not hear from me on a regular basis it all goes straight to the D.A., the newspapers and the cops. Understood?" They nodded their heads in agreement.
"I am really here to help you all out. This fighting between you two has got to stop. What was done is done and in the past. I want you two to kiss and make up, now!" They seemed a little surprised but they said they were sorry to each other. I waited a moment then said to them again to kiss and make up. It finally filtered through their collective heads on what I really wanted and they were shocked.
Joan said she would not but Traci was sort of weighing it. I told them that I admired their integrity but hoped that they could manage when their husbands were put away. They asked was there anything else they could do? Cook for me? Clean for me? More money? I told them their friendship with each other meant the most to me.
They knew they were licked. Traci moved closer to Joan who was very tense. She leaned forward and kissed Joan on the lips. Joan stiffly kept her eyes open the whole time. "I can't do this!" she said.
Traci replied "Relax! It's better than our husbands going to jail!" I told them to keep making up. Traci kissed Joan again as my cock grew hard watching little-miss-goody-goody get kissed by another woman. Joan turned to me and asked me why I was doing this, that I used to be such a nice guy. I told her that I guess I had the "nice" beaten out of me.
To help her relax I poured Joan a stiff drink. She gulped it down and thanked me. She knew that was the only mercy she would get from me that night.
After the third or fourth kiss she actually seemed to get into it a bit letting the kisses last longer. I told Traci to squeeze Joan's tits through that nice tight green cable knit sweater she was wearing. Traci's small hands reached forward and groped Joan's boobs. Joan moved a bit away but Traci began to feel her up. I told Joan to do the same. Hesitantly she reached forward and grabbed Traci's tits through the slightly grungy rock concert shirt that she had on. For two women who never had had lesbian sex they seemed to know what to do.
I then told them to take off each other's tops, slowly. Joan stopped to mouth a protest but knew it would do her no good. Traci removed Joan's sweater revealing her lacy white cotton bra. Joan took off Traci's shirt to revealing she had no bra on at all. I could not believe how big and firm her tits were. I told them that if Traci did not have a bra on Joan must take hers off also. Traci reached around Joan's back, making it a point to rub her tits against Joan as she undid the bra. Joan's tits were soft, just the way I imagined them to be (Hey! I was not that good of a friend).
They started to kiss again. I told them to make sure their tits rubbed together as they made out. The women seemed to get aroused and I could see their nipples get hard as they made out even harder. To my delight Joan accepted Traci's tongue in her mouth. Traci got so horny she started to rub her pussy through her jeans with one hand as she groped Joan with the other.
Traci kissed her way down Joan's neck, pausing for a moment, then she lifted one of Joan's tits to her mouth and began to suck on it. Traci sucked Joan's nipples long and hard until Joan began to moan. "I can't help myself. I shouldn't be into this. No way!" she protested, then she moaned again as Traci worked her other nipple. Traci lifted Joan's own breast to Joan's face. Joan hesitated for only a moment then she began to suck on her own nipple. Joan finally reached up her dress and fingered herself through her panties.
"I am glad to see you two are making up. Now I want to see Traci bury the hatchet, or rather her tongue in Joan's pussy. That's it Traci, get down on the floor and pull off her panties. Joan hike your skirt up a bit, that's good! Traci spread Joan's legs a bit more."
Traci kissed Joan's pussy lips then stuck her tongue into her sister-in-law's cunt. Joan moaned, Traci liked that she had a sort of power over Joan and began licking and kissing her cunt faster and deeper
"I bet your husband doesn't bring you off like that Joan? Huh?" I asked her but she could not answer as she was squinting and letting out a long slow moan as Traci serviced her pussy and fingered her cunt.
"Always come prepared I always say or is it be prepared to cum? I can never get them straight." I said getting out an old doctor's bag I had bought at a flea market. Traci turned around as I opened it. I pulled out a big vibrator and some lube. Joan started to protest; at one time she said she would never use one of those things because she knew women who had become addicted to them. Giggling Traci lubed it up. Joan tried to tell her to stop but it was too late as Traci turned it on and slipped it inside of her. Joan's eyes shut and she said "Oh shit!" as the vibrator stimulated her pussy.
I told them to not blame themselves, they could blame me.
Before me was little Miss Housewife cumming so much that if I had seen it in a porn movie I would have shut it off saying that the girl was faking it. Traci was really getting off on controlling Joan. Finally my cock could not take it anymore. I had Joan get up and take off her skirt. She probably thought I was going to fuck her but I had something else in store for her.
I had Joan sit on top of the couch arm, and then I had Traci start to lick her pussy again bending over standing up. I went behind Traci and undid her jeans pulling them down to her ankles. She had no panties on. I slapped her tight little butt once or twice and like the true slut she was she giggled instead of being offended. I pulled out my cock. Joan's eyes were wide. In the all the years of being her friend (remember if you are a man and are friends with a doable woman "friend " can translate into "castrated bitch") she never probably imagined that I had a cock.
I held Traci's hips and shoved it in, she was tight and wet, Ah! the pleasures of fucking a little woman. She moaned and groaned in her slightly squeaky voice saying "Oh! Yeah!" with each thrust, then she took that energy and lapped Joan's pussy even quicker. Soon I dumped a huge hot load of cum in her shaved cunt. Now there is an art to being a slut and Traci knows it by heart. First she milked my deflating cock with her pussy and then spun around and sucked my cock dry.
I motioned for Joan to join Traci on the floor. Joan kept looking at my cock. She said that we were friends and I told her that I guess she is a very good friend as she is going to help Traci suck my dick. Traci held my cock up to Joan's face and began to rub it. Joan halted for a second. A million things must have run through her mind, but what was she going to do? Refuse and send her husband to jail? Slowly she moved her face forward and took my cock in her mouth and began to suck it. She had good technique applying just the right amount of spit and suction. Then Traci took her turn and what she lacked in subtleness she made up for by being a pig.
"Ahh! The classics never go out of style!" I told them as they both licked my cock head. I told them to finger each other as they sucked me off. Soon I was good and hard and even though I would have liked to have coated both their faces with my cum I had wanted to get to the main event, fucking Joan and her fat mommy ass.
I had her get up and lean over the couch arm. She began to get a little upset "Why are you doing this? You used to be such a nice guy!" I told her again that I had had it beaten out of me. I slapped her fat ass. "Getting a little big in the backside there Joan aren't you? Too much of that homemade pot roast huh?"
I slapped her ass again watching the red marks develop where my hand had struck. She started to turn around and I told her to keep her hands on the couch arm. I slapped her ass yet again. "Joan don't you ever question me again! Understand?" I said slapping her ass a bit harder each time. "Do you understand? You expect mercy after your husband nearly beat me to death? And I thought I had balls.?"
After a few more slaps she whimpered "Yes!" I continued even harder "Yes! What?"
Through her tears she said "Yes! Master!"
"Good! now that you have been put in your place let me put my cock in its place which is between your pussy lips. Lean forward a bit more, raise your ass into the air a bit higher. That's it!" Slowly I pushed my cock into her savoring every inch of it. For every man who is some women's chastised friend this was a victory. Her pussy by far was the wettest I had ever stuck it into. I loved hearing her soft moans as my cock stirred her cunt. I slapped her ass every now and again for emphasis. I asked her had she every thought of me fucking her before and she whimpered a "yes." I slowly fucked her pulling it nearly all the way out then ramming it back in. I reached around and squeezed her tits soft tits and hard nipples.
After five minutes I pulled out of her and told her to lay down on the couch. I got between her legs and began to fuck her again putting her legs on my shoulders. I called over to Traci and told her to sit on Joan's face. Traci hovered over Joan's face telling her to eat her out good. Joan began lapping Traci's cunt as I started to fuck her again. It was such a joy watching the look on Traci's face as Joan's tongue worked her cunt. Traci began to cum after the first few minutes, I told her to pinch Joan's nipples hard which caused Joan to lick Traci's cunt even faster.
After I came I pulled out of Joan and had Traci lean forward so they were eating each other's cunts out on my couch.
After watching this mutual display of lesbian satisfaction I sat down in my easy chair and had Joan get on top of my cock. To me this is one of the biggest turn-ons of the afternoon as now she was fucking me. She held my cock steady and I watched her fat behind squat down on it with a wet noise. She bounced up and down on my cock and knew from that moment on she was totally broken to my will. Eventually I felt I was going to cum, this was going to be the biggest load I ever shot in my life.
I had her get up and lean forward so her hands were on the coffee table, I had her raise her butt high in the air and then I pounded her as fast and as hard as I could. I had Traci, the wonder slut, get underneath Joan and lick her pussy and my cock while I fucked Joan. After another minute of fucking I came inside her deep and hard. When I finished cumming I put my dick into Traci's waiting mouth and she sucked it dry then worked on sucking Joan's clit clean while I went to my bag for what would set the closing act of the day.
"Joan I just want to make sure things are okay between you and Traci so I want you to put this on." I took out a dildo harness and a dildo that would split a horse. Traci began to look a bit nervous, after I strapped Joan in I had her grease it up with lube as Traci obediently got onto the coffee table.
"Now to be honest remember this was Traci's fault Joan, her fucking your husband and all, so I figured the only way to clear the air was for you to fuck her back." Joan gave an evil smile and said "With pleasure." Traci moaned and at one time pleaded that it would not fit as Joan worked the dildo into her cunt. With a pop the huge purple rubber cock finally slid inside of Traci.
Joan fucked Traci without mercy her tits bouncing as she did so. I had Traci lean her head over the coffee table and fucked her throat deep and hard. At one point her teeth scraped my cock. I took my cock out of her mouth and slapped her across the face with it then stuck it back in her mouth again fucking her face deeper than ever as I painfully squeezed her nipples.
I decided to have my cake and eat it to, having them get on their knees together and jerked off my load over both their faces. After I came I rubbed it in with my cock.
I told them to get dressed. They asked me if it they were done. I told them not by a long shot. There was the matter of a year's salary and the interest. I told them the figure that they needed to supply. A bargain when you consider the legal fees they'd have to pay in court for lawyers.
"Maybe we can barrow from our pensions?" Joan said.
Traci replied that they could only get half the money. I told them there were more ways than one to earn the money and they would.
Joan again got soft and said that she was sorry. I smiled through my capped teeth, restored after her husband broke them with a tire iron, and told her I knew.
I showed them to the door and locked it. Susan came out of the next room naked. She kissed me hold me tight against those solid tits of hers.
"You enjoyed that a bit too much."
I reached between her legs and felt her wetness, "You seemed to enjoy it also." She giggled as she grasped my cock. I asked her if she was ready for step two. She told me she should as she was helping to plan it.



"You know with friends like Traci and Joan who needs..."
"...enemies?"
"Well I was going to say porn but that works."
She slapped me playfully before knocking me down onto the couch. For Joan and Traci the next few months would be long ones, not as long as me in the hospital but long ones all together.
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It was one of those odd late September days when you notice the sun is setting earlier and earlier. I was two blocks from the office. I was excited, my boss, Jane, and my wife Trixie were going to Fantasy Fest in Key West; a weekend of fun and debauchery in the sun. Off the job we were best friends; however, even Trixie did not know that I had a secret crush on my boss. I had hoped that I might get a chance to be with Jane, in a threesome or otherwise during the trip.
The streets were lined with odd little shops all selling crappy goods to crappy tourists. I was looking at a knock off superhero action toy when I heard the crash and scream behind me. I ran towards the elderly woman. She did not speak English at all, but she seemed okay. I helped her up, and then got her cart righted. She thanked me several times nodding her head before she started to wheel her cart down the sidewalk.
A youngish man walked up to me. He called to the woman first and she shouted something back to him and then turned her attention to navigating the street in front of her.
The man turned to me, his English was accented but clear, "Out of all the people on this street you were the only one to run to an old lady's aid. You have good heart, but you might need clarity," he took out of his pocket a pack of gum. The box was square with two pieces in it. It was marked in some Asian language. The thing that stunned me about the man was his two front teeth were clear, as if they were made of glass. He smiled wide giving me a pat on the back and left.
After buying two coffees I went downstairs. She was in the office as I had hoped. "Hey did you get that tooth taken care of yet? We don't want anything to ruin the trip," she smiled like she had something on her mind.
"I can't go. Jim wants to try couples counseling. And it is for the weekend that we were going to go away. I am so sorry. I will pay you back for the costume," Trixie and her had planned to go as dominatrices with me as their "slave." Of course it was all in good fun and of course, he, the man who would stick his cock in anything including a light outlet would choose that week to want to try to patch things up.
I was mad, sad, and ashamed all at the same time. My mouth was dry, I reached into my pocket for anything to moisten it up and felt the gum in my pocket. In retrospect I must have been nuts; the gum could have been poisoned. But reflexively I popped it in my mouth, it had a floral scent and taste that I can only describe as spring; very herbal.
Then my mind exploded. It was like watching a DVD running fast forward at high speed. Then the multiple ending tracks appeared; I saw time run three, four, five different ways at once. I should have been scared but instead I felt bliss. I knew that next she would do the crying game, followed by wanting to take me out for drinks.
My mind skipped forward: we would drink and I would forgive her. I would stay with her in the office always hoping for crumbs, ignore Trixie and then when Jane retired I would be washed up at work and in bed having waited for something that would never happen. Another track ran at the same time where Jane and I slept together and two more tracks came into view. One in which I was beaten by Jim and another where Trixie found out and left me.
Things started to blend together, then one path became the clearest. The "bonus footage" faded away to the beige walls of the office. The office I often came in to clean on my own time to please her.
My trip had lasted less than a second; I was back and as she started to propose we go out I smiled and said, "No its okay. Good luck!" Without another word I went to my desk and got out the inspection reports and went upstairs to go into the field to check on some locations. I stopped coming in early, stopped cleaning the office and stopped bringing the coffee. Instead of mooning over her I concentrated on my work and would come home and bang Trixie in positions she had not thought possible.
Eventually my renaissance at work was noticed and another boss asked me to work for her. I told Jane I was leaving as I packed my stuff. What really hurt her was the new boss was younger and far hotter than her. As an added bonus she was one of the many that Jim, her beloved, had stuck his cock in.
The day before the trip while Trixie was at work Jane came over. I had one piece left of the gum and popped it in my mouth. Jane was crying, she was putting on the costume she was returning, she was on her knees blowing me; the possibilities mushroomed.
As tempted as I was with the last vision, her in that leather outfit sucking my cock while tears ran down her eyes, I realized it was not worth it. I told her she could keep the costume, maybe she could wear it for Jim and let the door close slowly on her face.
I waited until she was gone and symbolically took the garbage out of the house, just as I had just taken the garbage out of my life. In the elevator I was not surprised to see "glass-tooth." "You have done well with clarity. Here! This is for someone else. Help them and spread the vision."
I assured him I would and as I turned my back to put down the garbage he vanished.
Wind forward a year, she did go through the couple counseling. They even got married; thought it smacked of desperation, like when a television show has bad ratings and does a stunt episode to raise viewership (and we all know how well that works). He wound up cheating on her and she soon found herself living with her elderly aunt out in the boondocks.
Wind forward another year. Trixie (and yes her father was a fan of that show, his other daughter is named Alice) and I were in a hotel room in Key West. She was dressed as a super-heroine sucking my cock while her girlfriend, who is chubby but sexy in a nerdy sort of way, licked her pussy. Of course I married Trixie after that; and her friend has practically moved in with us.
So, the next time you do something right, a bald guy (handsome in an ugly sort of way if I do say so myself) may tap you on the shoulder and hand you a small odd pack of gum. All I can say is take it, we all need some clarity.
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The Dance
My wife had gone on my computer and had found my stash of cuckold porn, now she was exploring the fantasy with me, but how far would it go. I worried would it break us up like what had happened to her girlfriend Karen, or would it make our relationship stronger?
I bought the tickets for the dance half not believing my wife would go through with her plan. The night of the dance, however, all hopes were squashed. She came downstairs in tight blue dress that her tits barely stayed in.
"You like?" she said turning around.
I told her I did, but I also noticed that the edge of the "queen of spades" temporary tattoo was showing, she laughed and said only a bit of it was showing.
"But what if someone sees it?"
"If they see the whole thing I think you have a lot more to worry about than that," she laughed. For the first time I realized she might actually do what I fantasized about. I felt a mixture of fear and arousal as she walked out the door with me.
At the dance my rival: big, buff, Henry was there. We greeted each other tensely as he looked my wife up and down. Part of me wanted to slug him but my wife instead greeted him with a smile and spent just a bit too much time talking to him and laughing at his jokes.
After a half hour on the dance floor my wife said to me that I was getting a headache and would be leaving shortly. She also told me to leave the house lights off and to watch my cell phone.
At home I waited as one hour turned into two, then into four. Finally a text came through: "Coming home shortly look out at the driveway."
Fifteen minutes later Henry's truck pulled into the driveway. My wife and him were talking, this went on for about ten minutes. He leaned towards her and tried to kiss her, but she pushed him back.
They talked some more. Then with a quick look towards the house she turned around and kissed him. He laughed and they continued to talk some more. She said something and he shook his head. Then he reached down, the door blocked my view but it looked like he was opening his pants. I could not believe she was going to do this right in our driveway.
He then he must have pulled his cock out, even from where I was sitting I could see that my wife's eyes were opening wide in disbelief.
He said something to her, then it looked like he was jerking himself off while she watched.
After a few minutes he said something to her again, she looked in my direction, or at least the direction of the house and then back at him. She kissed him again, a long deep kiss and then slowly she reached over and she grabbed his cock and started to rub it.
She stopped and kissed him again and continued to pump his dick, I could not see it but I envisioned her hand around that fat black pole of his as he savored humiliating me through my wife.
As they continued to make out he squeezed her tits, she pumped him faster and faster, suddenly his head rocked back and forth as he came. She seemed to pump him for another minute then she stopped and they laughed.
They sat in the truck for another minute then she got out and went around to the front door. I wanted to ask her what went on. She put her finger in front of her mouth to shush me. I noticed the dark stains on her dress, was it his cum?
She took off her dress and peeled off her underwear, in a quiet, pleading voice she pleaded "Fuck me please. Fuck me now!"
That night her fucking was intense, frantic and desperate. An hour or so later we fell asleep in each others' arms.
The next day my wife got up early and made me breakfast but she did not say a thing about what had happened that night. I knew better than to provoke a fight with her, so I waited until she was ready, I did notice that she had scrubbed her "queen of spades" tattoo off of her.
A week later she sat down on the couch in the middle of a sit-com and shut off the set.
"Look I am sorry about last week-it's just that I had some thinking to do. After you left Henry moved right in, we danced several times. I am telling you this as there might be some talk in the gym. I broke off with him when I felt they might say or see too much and had a few drinks."
"I really intended to take a car service home, but it was late and there was none about, then Henry pulled up, I really debated not taking the ride but I was buzzed and it had started to rain. On the way in we stopped for coffee. At the diner I realized that people were treating us differently, looking at me different because I was white and he was black. And in some way I felt, I don't know...liberated. Don't ask me why."
"Afterwards we pulled up to the driveway and we sat there talking. I assured him you were most likely asleep at that point. We were joking around about me being in the truck with him and what the neighbor's would think."
He said; "Who gives a shit what the neighbors think, I am just curious why a hot chick like you has never been with a black guy before."
"There was silence then I made a stupid joke about rhythm or something and he laughed and started to open his pants. I turned my face away but then I had to look and honey, it was huge. I mean not just big but huge and it was not even fully hard yet."
"I kissed him and then he said it was going to get bigger still and he started to jerk it off right in front of me. He told me he just wanted me to watch. I saw no harm in it and thought it would give you a thrill.
"I watched his cock and it grew bigger and bigger with every stroke. I mean we have watched videos together but just seeing it there. Wow! I just could not help myself. I reached over. He stopped and took his hand away and looked at me, then I reached forward slowly put my fingers around his cock. I knew you were watching. I was so afraid that one of the neighbors might see me. But it added to the thrill. He promised me he'd never mention this to anyone."
"His cock got still got fatter and fatter in my hand until I could barely get my fingers around it. I really don't think it would fit inside of me," my wife said blushing though I knew it would as my own cock throbbed at the thought of that happening.
"He reached over and started to play with my tits. He tried to get his hand between my legs but I told him no, but I did let him squeeze my breasts. I got scared someone my see us and pumped his cock faster and faster. Soon he told me that he was going to cum and I realized I had no place for him to shoot his load. So I decided to aim it at my dress, to give you a trophy of what I had done. He groaned and shot his load and I really thought the cum would never end, I was soaked. He leaned over me and gave me one more kiss asking me if I'd be okay. I told him you'd be asleep."
At that point my cock was rock hard she took it and started to slowly jerk it off.
"Look I started this is part of a fantasy, your fantasy. But now...I don't know, it excites me. Not just to tease you but to see how far I will go. We are on risky ground right now. But I think I could stop if you ask me. If not...well you know where this might lead to and I don't know if you are really ready for it."
I told her I was.
"Really? Truly? You want me to go all the way and really become a hot wife? You know when this happens that there is no going back. There is no rewind," she said jerking my shaft off.
I understood that and told her so, even though there was some fear it was mixed with arousal.
She got down on her knees and gave me one of the nastiest blow jobs I have ever had. She took my load and swallowed it. When she was done she said "Fine. Remember I gave you a way out. So, that might be the last blow job you get for a while."
"I was thinking, maybe on vacation we could really explore this and see where we are going." For the first week we would be home, then for the second week we were going to Las Vegas, I could feel my cock throb a mile a minute.
"But that is in a few months, first I think I want to talk to Karen, catch her up on everything."
"Everything?"
"Everything!"
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Look the first thing I want you to know is I love my wife, Patti, that all said she could be such a phony at times. She is a career student always worried about this cause or that cause, even in her mid-thirties. She wears her hair straight down with bangs, black framed glasses, and black clothing that makes her milk white skin look even paler, you know the whole "student-intellectual look." But most people will listen to her talk about the plight of other countries, however, they are really paying attention to her huge fat 42DD tits, she is a bit heavy, but those tits of hers are way out of proportion with her body. At times she has thought of getting a reduction but never went through with it.
One morning she was reading the Times as she told me about what her latest professor, a Doctor Mantuu, was telling her. I had met him and his assistant at a college function and could see them sneaking a look at her big tits as she babbled on and on about their own country.
Finally I had to tell her to stop. "Look, I appreciate you want to further your education, but all they are really interested in are your soft white tits."
She got offended saying that black men lusting for white women was a racial stereotype and that I should be ashamed. I told her I was not bringing race into it, that many men had stared at her big tits. Deep down though the thought of Patty getting slammed by a huge black cock did turn me on, something I had never told her before. Patty could be a horny bitch in bed, one of the reasons we stood together all these years.
"Maybe he got the wrong idea from the way you were dressed showing off your, um assets." I said remembering that low neckline sweater she had worn that night.
"No, I don't think that was what it was. Besides you will have your chance to see tonight as Dr. Mantuu and his assistant are coming over to discuss my latest paper."
I could have kicked myself for not remembering, great another mind numbing night of intellectual one-upmanship. Little did I realize what was going to happen.
The evening started out okay, we had a light diner from a takeout place and were having wine in the living room. I sat there barely paying attention to the proceedings when Patty said something to get my attention. "My husband is under the impression that most black men are interested in sexual liaisons with white women as a show of dominance and he also believes in the other myth, that black men are endowed with some sort of superior sexual power. He even (she paused to laugh) thinks you were giving me the once over."
Dr. Mantuu and his assistant gave a polite laugh, then they got up and sat down on either side of Patty. "Well as you know some myths are true or at least based somewhat in reality. Even the white man in popular culture recognizes that black men are endowed with, let us say, a superior potency."
"Come now. You must be joking. There was a recent study that, for instance debunks the myth of black men being, let us say, better endowed, it is a piece of folklore. Their deviation in size is not more than the average Caucasian's."
"Again I beg to differ. And if it is evidence you require I am more happy to oblige." They now had my full attention. Was it the wine or were they going to do what I thought they were going to do? The professor and his student reached down and unzipped their pants, Patty at first thought it was a joke, until they pulled out their cocks. Even semi-hard they were near the ten inch mark. My wife stuttered. I did not know what was going to happen next.
"Now Patty, what do you think now that you can see evidence of such?" she stuttered. "Of course you have to prove your thesis by making us both totally hard." she looked at me and I told her she was the one who brought it up.
"You are joking, right. I know some cultures practice sexual hospitality but... honey?" she said turning to me, I laughed and told her she should test out her theories. The professor grasped her hand and guided it to his dark cock. Patty tried to pull away but he put her hand right on his dick, the hand with our wedding ring on it. She made some noise of protest but then she put her hand around his cock and he guided it up and down his shaft until she was doing it on her own. The assistant did the same with her other hand. "Oh my!" she said as their cocks grew bigger and bigger and bigger under her manipulation.
"So do you think it is still a myth?" he asked to which she quietly said no. Honestly their cocks easily topped the twelve inch mark. "As for the other thing, what was it, oh yes, lusting for white woman, well not to put our sisters at shame, but there is a certain delight in satisfying a woman of Caucasian breeding, or breeding a Caucasian as it was." he laughed. "And we have both wanted to suck on those big tits of yours."
"My husband?" she said.
"Is probably enjoying the role of cuckold. I did a paper on it once." he said. "and you probably secretly relish the delight of being violated by a black man, Your literature is full of such violations." he said as his assistant and himself squeezed her fat tits. Despite her protests I could see her huge nipples growing rock hard under their kneading.
The assistant pulled up her black sweater to reveal her big tits, now only held in by her bra. "Husband would you mind undoing your wife's bra?" he said. My wife hoped that I might protest but I did not. I got up and unsnapped her bra relishing my role as an assistant. They told me to remove her sweater and I did so leaving her half naked on the couch between the two men. All the while she kept stroking their cocks hard. I did not know if what they said about being a cuckold was true but I did get off on seeing her stoking those big black cocks.
They removed her bra and they both squeezed her big tits, then they sucked on them, my wife winced as they sucked harder and harder until she softly came. The professor leaned over and kissed her deeply, she hesitated but then returned his kiss. Then the assistant kissed her. The men reached up her skirt and fingered her pussy through her panties. "Maybe we should stop, this is going too far. My husband?" she trailed off.
"Your husband knows his role in this matter and is enjoying it." the professor told me to come forward again and remove her shoes. I did so. Then I helped slide off her skirt. "Now you may either object or you may remove her panties." I slide them off of her. The assistant pushed his black fingers inside of my wife making her come, she could barely speak.
"My hands are getting tired." she said having been jerking them off for ten plus minutes. The professor laughed talking about the superior staying power of the black man. "Hmm but maybe we ought to give you a break."
The assistant got up, and I wondered did my wife look disappointed when he pulled his cock away from her grasp? The professor pushed my wife onto the couch sideways and started to lick her pussy, within minutes she could not speak, all she could do was groan, the assistant meanwhile stripped naked. He came back to the couch and dangled his cock in my wife's face, at first she did not open her mouth, until he pinched her nipples hard ordering her to suck his cock, she opened her mouth and let his shaft in.
After a while the professor got up to disrobe while the assistant licked my wife's pussy. All the while my hard-on was throbbing. My wife took the professor's cock in her mouth and despite her jerking of the shaft he did not come.
Finally both men stood up and told my wife to get on the coffee table on all fours. "Are you going to wear a rubber?" she asked them to which they laughed.
"How dare you say that, you should know from our culture that the single most highest honor we can give you is a child born of our seed." She looked to me but I also agreed, too turned on to say anything else.
"Oh my I can't believe this is happening," she said as she got onto the coffee table. The professor pulled her ass up a bit more and then slowly pushed his large black cock into my wife's pussy.
She groaned and moaned as the huge shaft thrust into her. "Look your husband right in the eye and tell him you hope I, what is it you Americans say? Knock you up with my black cock, say it."
My wife her face in a mixture of ecstasy and pain said it, "I want his big black cock to knocks me up." He then pulled his cock all the way out and slammed it back inside of her again and again. All the while the assistant, with no help, without touching his cock, kept it rock hard.
The professor banged my wife for what seemed like forever. He made her beg for him to cum and when he did it seemed like quarts. Then the assistant grabbed her up and put her on the couch on her back and fucked her for twice as long as the teacher. When they were done my wife was trembling. Over the next several hours they fucked her in every position possible.
When they were done they got dressed and told my wife they had an interesting opportunity for her, a semester in the professor's homeland.
After she recovered shame faced she asked me to forgive her, I told her I would if she sucked my cock. She did so and then we fucked once, she had to beg off as her pussy was sore, instead she jerked me off all over her big tits. In the back of my mind I was very excited about the professor's offer.
"Are you sure?" My wife asked. "It will be a whole year apart." I told her it was okay. Deep down I planned to fuck that Asian grad student of mine the whole time she was away. Little did I know what was in store for her when she got to the professor's homeland.
A few weeks later my wife sent me back a letter stating that she had had to adapt to the customs of the land it was accompanied by a video of her head being shaved. She explained it was the custom, and her hair would grow back. She would live in a community with the other women studying them.
Then came another email with a picture, she was naked and hoped I would not be mad, her nipples and pussy had been pierced with huge heavy iron rings.
The week after they had tattooed her tits with native markings. She told me she now was the professor's temporary wife.
Then came the big file, it took me several hours to download. Somebody with a hand camera had filmed it. My wife naked was surrounded by a circle of men, she sucked on their cocks as they roughly grabbed and pulled on her nipples. The film skipped forwards and I watched as upwards of twenty men fucked her dumping load upon load on her.
Then came the finale; she was up on a low table. A village woman coated her finger with some sort of thick clear substance. The woman then pushed her finger into my wife's pussy and asshole. At first there was nothing then she started to squirm and shake. She begged in their language and then in English for them to fuck her. She laid like that for several minutes. Finally the professor, totally naked came out and pushed his fat cock into her asshole and fucked her as she fingered her pussy. When he came he pulled out of her leaving a close up of her cum filled anus.
"So you see I will be staying here for a little longer." said my wife on her knees and clearly pregnant. I am now their slave and wife for the next year." she then took the professor and his assistant's cock into her mouth and started to suck on them. The film ended there.
I woke May up and fucked the shit out her all night long. My wife, after giving birth came home a year later. She was now more obedient than ever, I made her keep the nipple and clit rings as a reminder of her slavery. I bought a wig so she could keep her head bald. Heck, I was even able to continue to, with her blessing, fuck May.
One day the professor did come back and out of hospitality I let him fuck May's tight little pussy while I fucked another one of his wives, a British exchange student, but that is another story.
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"Look you have to drive Jenny home!" said my boss.
"Why do I have to do it? She lives all the way at the other end of the island and she is gone, out of it, she will wind up puking in my car."
"Sorry but I have all these other people to drive out to Jersey. So can you be a team play and do this?"
When the boss says "team player" it means "do it or you are going out of your way to be on my shit list."
I had a lot of plans for Sunday so I hoped I could take Jenny home and make it back early. She had had way too much to drink, something she usually does not do, but she was aggravated over losing out on a promotion; so she had tipped her glass one time too many.
I got her into my car and rode with the window open to give her some fresh air. She turned a bit green at times but she made it to her driveway before losing it on the pavement. I held her steady until she was done then hustled her indoors. It looked like the rain was going to take care of the mess for her. It was quickly turning cold and I hoped it would not snow.
I got her inside after fishing her keys out from her bag; something that made me uncomfortable to do. I knew enough about the "spins" and made her sit up in her living room chair. I managed to have her down some aspirin and water telling her she'd thank me for it in the morning. I was not about to leave her by herself, so I got out my e-book reader and started to read a bit.
She nodded off but after an hour or two she wanted to lay down. I checked her clothing and saw that there was no puke on them from earlier so I helped her to her bed making sure she took off her shoes and jewelry.
I put a wastepaper basket by her bed just in case. By the time I got towards the door I could see the snow was really coming down. It was far too late to try to drive home; the highways would not be plowed for a while so I figured I'd sleep on her couch until morning. It was a good thing I did so as Jenny came out looking for the bathroom and crashed down onto the floor. I helped her up, and while she was in the bathroom I found her pajamas which were still hanging on the indoor clothes line. She was so neat at work but her place was a mess, not dirty or anything, but just sloppy from neglect due to all the extra hours she put in.
When she came out of the bathroom I handed her the pajamas telling her she'd be more comfortable sleeping in them. She grumbled and went into the bedroom tossing her clothing out the door; including her underwear. I only hoped she had put on her pajamas.
I got in a few hours napping and then got up and started to straighten out the place while I waited for morning when the plows would be out. I was going to have to reshuffle my plans a bit but I could still get in most everything, however, just when the storm looked like it was going to clear up it doubled back on us again.
When she got up I made her some toast and jam along with some weak tea. She wondered why I was still there but wolfed everything down and fell back asleep again, she complained it was too cold in her bedroom and I went to her closet and got her out another comforter. There must have been fourteen of them in total. I made a mental note not to get her one for Christmas.
Finally she stirred and really got up at two in the afternoon. "How long...what time is it?" I pointed at the clock on the wall, she puzzled out whether it was morning or night then she said a word I had never heard her say before at work, "Shit!"
"Well you were a bit of a mess last night."
"Oh crap my breath," she said putting her hand over her mouth to confirm what she had just smelled, she ran into the bathroom to quickly brush her teeth.
"I must be a mess. You cleaned up my house...but you had plans...how bad was I? Did I say anything stupid? Do anything stupid? Dance on tables? Strip?"
The last one bore some thought...
"Didn't you have plans for the weekend?" she asked upset.
"Yeah! But the storm; and I could not leave you like that. Listen I was there once and learned drinking like that with friends is kinda okay, however, at these company parties I limit it to two drinks. One when I come in the door, one a quarter way through, then no more for the rest of the time and I leave early."
"You're not angry?" she said with a pout.
"No! Just helping out."
There was an awkward silence. I looked at her, her black hair was a mess, no makeup on, and she was a little funky from a sweaty night under the sheets sleeping off her drinks.
She seemed to sense it, "I must look awful," she sniffed under her arms, "...and shit! I smell awful. I'm sorry, let me wash up and we will go to lunch. Or maybe dinner."
"I think it is a little too messy outside to do that. You are fine. I can cook dinner," to underscore my point the quiet snow had become a pinging frozen rain that struck her air conditioner accompanied by a howling wind "And you are not a mess."
"I am, a smelly mess, and probably fucked up my career."
"No you didn't, and to tell the truth I like it when a woman is natural. No makeup, heavy scents, just her," I said coming closer to her. I kissed her and she pressed against me. My arms went around her slender tight waist, then slid down to her round ass.
"Let me shower," she whispered between kisses.
"No, you will only have to do it later," I said as I undid her pajama top, kissing her small pert breasts.
She helped me off with my shirt and undershirt and I was glad for the extra time I spent at the gym.
She put her arms around my shoulders and she jumped up putting her legs around my waist. "Well if you like your women all smelly that is your problem," she said kissing me quickly and playfully.
I walked her into the bedroom and dumped her on to the bed, I pulled off her pajama bottoms, she had no panties on. I took in the sight of her with her little wisp of public hair, then I took off my shoes, pants and underwear. She giggled as I took off my socks, there is no graceful, sexy way for a guy to do that.
I kissed her legs by the inside of her knees, her thigh, then her pussy. As she said "You don't have to..." I started to lick her. Her moans and groans were payment enough. When her hands ran through my hair I knew I had hit her pleasure spot just right. Reaching up I played with her tits.
Finally when she moaned "Fuck me!" I got on top of her and pushed inside of her."
"Did you think of me? At work? Ever!" she panted.
I grunted yes, I had always liked to watch her but thought her unattainable, she seemed to only care about her career. While inside of her she had me roll over so she was on top of me, telling me she wanted to do her fair share of the work, so I watched her slam down on me as she bit her cute little lip. I guess I could have been wrong about her only caring about her career.
When we were done we held each other, outside we could hear the storm moan and whisper at the same time. We spent the rest of the day fucking and talking, I could think of worse ways of spending the evening.
I awoke early the next morning and after making breakfast I realized I had not been home the whole weekend and would have to go to work in the clothes I had worn to the party. I tried to get them as neat as possible.
She came out of the bathroom as neat as a pin. She gave me a kiss asking me if after work we could meet at my place. I told her that was not a problem.
When we got in I allowed her a few extra minutes lead time so nobody would talk about us. I was greeted by my boss and scolded for my slightly disheveled look, "You could learn a lot from Ms. Fang here, there was a horrible storm out there and she still managed to come in presentable. You my boy are burning yourself at both ends. That is a bad way to be."
As he walked off she flashed me a quick smile and winked at me giggling, I pledged we would talk about this after work.
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I knew for many years my husband had a fetish, or you might say an obsession, with interracial sex. More importantly with me performing it. Like many other wives out there I felt it was cheating and would not do it, but I also recognized an escape valve of some sorts was needed; especially if I wanted to maintain a happy marriage. So I'd tell him stories of me and my "black lovers," I even bought a large black dildo to play with when acting these tales of lust out for him.
Things were going great for a few years until he reached his fortieth birthday, and then he started to fall into a deep blue funk. I was a bit worried to say the least. Men when they hit this milestone could do many dumb things, buy a new car, quit their jobs to become an artist; or worse yet, find another woman half their age, one who might do anything for him just to get their hooks into him.
Not to say I was a prude, but I belonged to my husband, and I was not going to have another man inside of me. But then again I questioned whether a hand job would be such a big deal? It might just add spice to our marriage with little real risk. But there was another big hurdle to overcome: I did not want the guy I would be doing this service for knowing who I was or where we lived. Then a few weeks later half of the solution presented itself to me. I saw a strange set of keys on the table. I asked my husband whose they were. He told me he said he would keep an eye on his friends' apartment while they were out of town for two weeks. Feed the cat, water the plants, get the mail. How nice of him. Could I really make a man like this suffer? I knew my time table had been moved up.
I approached him carefully not knowing how he might react to my offer. "Honey, you know how you have had that fantasy of me with a black man?" Instantly I could see the funk start to fade. "Well the birthday gift I had bought for you a few months back and now is in the closet kind of sucked. (It really did). So I was thinking, while I won't go all the way, would you like to see me jerk off a black guy?" I could see how excited he was getting.
I told him the ground rules, it would have to be at his friend's apartment, the guy must not know where we live, he would have to find the guy; and that I would wear a leather bondage mask to conceal my identity. "And lastly," I said smiling and pausing for effect; "the guy had better be hung like a horse." He almost happily fainted at my last comment.
My husband quickly found a guy at a branch of the gym he had occasionally worked out at. The guy had seen me pick him up once before and thought I was hot. I bought the bondage mask at an adult novelties shop across town. It had the eye, mouth, and nostril holes but otherwise covered my whole face. That problem solved I thought of what to wear. After looking through all my sexy stuff it hit me in a flash. I'd wear one of my work dresses and let the guy blow his load all over it, there was something so sexy about the whole idea; despite myself I started to get turned on. I chose the blue one, which hugged my tits a bit too tightly, not that my husband ever complained.
The day of the big event we went to the apartment, I had a glass of wine to take the edge off of my nerves, then I went into the bathroom to change. When I came out he was a bit surprised but in a happy way.
The intercom all too soon rang and my husband buzzed him up; he asked me if I was sure of this and I told him yes. We had agreed he may even film it as long as the guy said it was okay. All too quickly the doorbell rang. I had butterflies in my stomach; but I knew it was too late to back out now. My husband let him in. I was struck immediately at how handsome he was, I was expecting someone, oh I don't know, more thuggish, like a typical rap star. He was about half a foot taller than my husband and was much more buff (sorry honey but that is the truth).
He did not seem to be taken aback by my appearance, I started to think the leather mask was silly, but if photos and video were to be taken, you never know where they might accidentally wind up at, and I had no intention of losing my job in the future over them.
We all had a beer to get through those first few awkward moments; then my husband sat down in a chair and the guy walked up to me. "Are you sure you understand my boundaries?" I asked him. He said he was cool with them. I did not know where or how to start, fortunately he did. He stepped closer to me and asked me if I was ready, I told him I was as ready as I would ever be.
The man stepped closer still and kissed me. I wasn't ready and pulled back slightly, he took it in stride and kissed me again, this time I was ready. My husband later told me the kiss in a way was more intimate than the actual sex act I did.
Kissing him in front of my husband felt so naughty. My husband's jaw dropped as our lips parted. We kissed again, I was more relaxed this time. He pulled me close against him and I could feel his hardness pressing against my stomach. Our kissing got hotter and heavier and I could feel my nipples, despite my reservations, harden, and I actually was beginning to feel wet.
To give my husband a show I stuck my tongue into the guy's mouth. The he stuck his tongue in mine. I reached down, it felt like my hands were not my own as I undid his heavy brass belt buckle, then the snap of his jeans followed by his zipper. I looked at my husband who had out our digital camera. I reached inside his boxer shorts and after a little bit of fishing pulled his cock out. "Oh my! It is huge! I can't believe it." I said, and unlike the stories I told my husband I really could not believe how blessed this man was. His cock had a dark, eggplant colored head, and even semi-hard he was much bigger than my husband. I thought of all the black women at work that I knew (and some of the white ones who dated black guys) and wondered were they all getting fucked by monsters like this?
My hand encircled his cock and I gave it a pull and it started to grow immediately, I slowly yanked it up and down and soon my pointer finger and thumb could not meet due to the growing girth of his cock. I made sure to use the hand that had my wedding ring on it to give my husband an extra thrill.
The guy asked if I could spit into my hand to provide a little bit of lubrication, I daintily spat into my palm, and he told me I would need more than that. I spat again, a bit heavier this time and rubbed it onto the skin of his growing cock making it glisten in the room's track lighting.
Across the way my husband watched wide mouthed as I took care of this black stud while he snapped away picture after picture. It was after all what he wanted and I was going to twist his balls a bit. "Mmm! So big and thick. So much larger than I am used to," I said, for sometimes in the fantasy stories my husband wanted me to make comments like that, he liked to hear humiliating things said to him. "So fucking big. Are all black guys so huge?" I asked him to which he laughed and said most were.
He sat down on the couch and patted the seat to tell me to sit next to him. I sat down and resumed jerking off his cock, he asked me if it would be okay if he felt my breasts a bit; truth to tell my hand was getting a bit tired so I consented hoping to get him to cum quicker.
His hands gripped my breasts, it felt strange having another man feel my tits while my husband watched, but it also gave me a feeling of power over my husband. His black hands kneaded my full breasts and pinched my nipples through the fabric of my dress.
The guy leaned forward and whispered for me to sit on his lap. I thought about it; I was after all fully dressed, but it would drive my husband crazy.
I got up and sat on his lap, I could feel his manhood pressing against my ass, he positioned me so he could kiss me and play with my tits. I turned around to straddle him facing towards him, and I reached behind me and jerked his cock off and slapped my ass with it, leaving, as I would discover later, stains on the back of my dress.
I turned around again to face my husband and started to bounce up and down on the guy's big cock giving him a lap dance, even though the protection of my skirt, pantyhose and panties I could feel that big monster pushing against my pussy, I told my husband that, and he nearly creamed right there.
I hiked my skirt up, then I put his cock between my legs so it look like I had grown a black cock of my own, while sitting on the black guy's lap. "Mmm! You like to see me bounce down on this? Don't you? Do you want to watch me stroke my big black cock for you? Like this? Shit his shaft is pressing against my pussy. I bet you'd love for me to take it inside of me? Wouldn't you? But I am not going to do it today, but I will do this" I said rubbing myself back and forth against his cock. The friction was driving him insane, and me also. I knew if I did not finish him off soon I might just tear off all my clothes, forsake my marriage vows, and cram that monster into me.
I got on my knees in front of the black guy and opened my blouse, not all the way but a few buttons down and I jerked his meat with both hands; I did throat clearing spats into my hands from time to time in order to grease his shaft up. In truth I had never been more turned on in my life. It felt so forbidden, and his cock was so beautiful. To break the spell I asked my husband if whether he was ready to see me take his load all over my tits. I asked my husband, whose own cock looked so hard he seemed to be in pain. He told me yes.
"Mmm! So big and black and perfect! Come on! I need a real man to spray his cum all over me. Come on!" I even slapped his cock against my tits leaving more stains of pre-cum on my dress as I did so. But he would not finish, and was still rock hard. He looked down at me and told me that if I kissed the head of his cock he would let himself finish.
My hands and arms were tired at this point, I turned to look at my husband, not to ask for permission but to let him know I was going to do it. As he focused his camera I slowly bent forward until his cock was so close I could feel the heat rising from the cock head. I turned to my husband and told him "Who knows maybe one day I will suck off a big African cock." Then I noisily planted a slow wet kiss on the guy's black cock head. My mouth tasted his salty flavor and the faintest taste of pre-cum.
I looked up at my husband to catch his stunned reaction, then I went back to jerking the guy off, he started to squint and his breathing got faster and faster. Then he yelled out that he was going to cum, or his more precise words were "Shit! Yeah! Shit! Yeah! Milk it baby!" His cum flew from his cock harder and faster than I would have thought possible. It splattered on my leather bondage hood as I aimed his spurting shaft downwards. I felt his hot seed on my neck and tits, His spunk left hot dark wet stains all over my top. I pumped him for another full minute until he was dry.
I got a towel and cleaned off his cock and he gave me a kiss. He pressed into my hand a business card with his home phone number written in back in pen, "Just in case," he said quietly in my ear.
After he left I turned my attention to my husband. He wanted to hump me right there, but I would not let him, I wanted to prolong his erotic agony for as long as I could possibly do so, I did not even remove my mask.
"So what did you think of my show?" I asked him. He told me it was the sexiest thing he had ever seen in his life and that it had driven him crazy. I told him how impressed I was with that big black cock I had been pulling on and that it was much bigger than his. "So big that I might one day want to try it, for real." He looked up at me startled not knowing if I really meant what I had said to him. I got on the couch and spread my legs. He eagerly removed my pantyhose and panties, I told him to lick my pussy and told him I'd talk dirty to him some more while he did so.
I told him that guy's cock was so much bigger than his and that I was wondering how it would have felt inside of me. Fucking me and all. I debated whether I'd use a rubber or not as I opened my blouse, and played with my tits a bit while I came thanks to his eager licking.
Then I had him get up on the couch next to me and I started to stroke his throbbing dick; he came within minutes, but I aimed his sizable load away from me onto the towel I had used to clean the guys's cock. I kept pumping until he was hard again and then I got on top of him and rode his cock until he and I both came; all the while teasing him some more about how I wished I had crammed that monster sized black dick into me.
Fortunately I brought a change of clothes letting him keep the cum stained dress and hood as souvenirs of our erotic adventure. Since then our sex life has been fantastic; and who knows maybe one day I might go a little further with the black stud of his choice- or maybe one my own; I still have that card in the bottom of my bag and Valentine's Day is coming up soon.
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"...and suck on her huge, painfully milk laden breasts," all right, my worst nightmare, the thing I had been dreading had come true. Susan, my professor had found the memory stick I had lost in the back of her car. I was so stupid to carry it around with me unencrypted, but I thought I would be so alert and on the ball that I would never misplace it, such much for energy drink inspired competence.
When she was going on maternity leave I had helped her load her car up not wishing for her to strain herself. I could hardly keep my mind on carrying her books as my eyes strayed to her big but shapely ass. I had noticed her breasts were already swollen, inspiring me to write the stupid story she had found on my memory stick. She had had some problems getting the leave as she was being a surrogate for her sister; but the school board under the threat of bad publicity eventually relented.
In the early winter afternoon's fading light her pale white skin and red hair she were stunning. While I was packing her car and secretly checking her out the stick must have fallen into her trunk.
Later on when I discovered the stick was missing I panicked, not only had I wrote several erotic stories about her on there but I had also wrote several stories about other teachers. I had hoped that it had fallen anywhere else but in her car. The only identification on there was that dumb little cartoon sticker which Martha had given me in class, which had identified it to Susan as mine.
When she returned from her leave I had not heard anything from her, which got my hopes up that I had not lost the drive in her car. Then suddenly she had called me into her office to lower the boom, so to speak.
"My! If you had only been so busy in your creative writing classes as you were on these stories. You as my sex slave? Me having you fuck Mrs. Bloomfield in her, and I quote 'small but prominent ass' and that routine with Mrs. Kantor. I don't know what to say."
"Am I in trouble?" I said.
"Well, if you don't claim ownership I guess it would be hard to prove. Still..."
I waited for what she was going to say next. Was she going to yell? Scream at me?
She placed her hands underneath her tits and lifted them up. "...they have felt very heavy, and milk laden lately. My nipples hurt so much. I don't know what I am going to do with all this extra milk. Maybe you can stop by Saturday and help me out. If you are not busy."
My mind struggled with reality, had my ears heard what I thought they just had heard? Was this all just a fantasy of my mind and I was actually passed out on the floor. I think somehow I said yes, though my next memory was driving away in my car. I vaguely remember her handing me back the flash drive and telling me she had already copied it.
On Friday I was in her class and all I could focus on were her tits and she seemed to know it, taunting me by leaning forward a bit too much, or sitting on her desk as she talked letting me see her thighs.
After class I tried to go over and talk to her before she left but was waylaid by Martha, it was just as well as I might have made a fool of myself with her. We talked for a bit. Then I realized maybe this was not such a good thing as I knew Martha had had a bit of a thing for me; which I had planned on investigating further just about the time when Susan had told me about the memory stick.
Martha and I sat at the overpriced coffee shop sipping our calories rich coffees and I led the conversation, always bending it back towards my professor.
"It is a shame she had to go through all that crap just to help her sister out," Martha said.
She was cute, glasses, nice tits, a bit dorky, with a big ass but I was sort of spoken for. Little did I know what was going to happen between us in the future.
She showed me she had two tickets for the new comic-book film that opened that Saturday but I begged off telling her I had other plans that day. She was a bit disappointed but let it go.
That Saturday I went up to Susan's house and rang the door, it felt so awkward. She came to the door and let me in.
After some coffee she sat next to me. "You have quite the imagination," she said indicating the stories I had written. "In one way I am flattered. But you have to understand that it is normal for students to get crushes on their teachers. And what of Martha?"
Martha? How was she involved? I gave her a puzzled look.
"Well I had heard...You don't know? She has a big crush on you to say the least."
Now I felt guilty as shit for blowing her off.
"Well since you and Martha are not yet an item I think we can explore this fantasy of yours. We are two consenting adults after all, but there has to be some ground rules."
She took out a paper with a transfer of class on it, not having to explain the ethical ramifications of what we were about to do, I signed it. The other thing she requested is that I do not talk about what was going to happen. I could see that, even though we were adults the scandal could ruin or at the very least taint us both.
"It was quite a variety of fantasies you had there you must really be attracted to teachers. And nerdy women, like dear little Martha."
I nodded.
"Is it us, or is it the authority we wield over you?" she said as she opened the top button of her blouse.
"Hmmm! I'd like it if you would take off your clothes," she stopped everything and stared at me. "except your underwear," for emphasis she squeezed her tits slightly letting the milk stain her blouse from the inside forming two dark wet areas.
I started to strip glad I had been going to the gym. I was a little bit embarrassed by the huge hard on I had as I watched her unbutton her blouse still further. It was blue with white polka dots; the cuffs and and collar were white; it was the sort of thing a conservative teacher would wear.
She slipped her breasts over the top of her bra while keeping her open blouse on. She squeezed her own huge nipples and breasts, pulling on them. "Oh yes! They are quite full. But what am I to do with them?" she said mockingly as her milk started to squirt out all over the couch and floor.
"Get on your knees in front of me," she ordered in a whisper. "Oh, I don't want to get this skirt wet," she said standing up inches away from where I was kneeling. She slid off the slim belt that encircled her waist. Then she unzipped her skirt letting it fall to the floor. She picked it up and tossed it over my head onto the opposite couch. Her panties were black lace and crotchless. I noticed she had a ring through her clit and that it was shaved bald.
She had me get closer to her. She kneaded and played with her tits as I looked up and watched. "Want to suck them?" she teased putting them mere inches from my thirsty mouth, then she yanked them back laughing. She started to pull on her nipples again, telling me to open my mouth wide. This time I did catch a stream of milk in my mouth. "Now that you have had my milk you know you are my slave," she said teasingly. She squirted me a few more times in the face with her milk then she moved her nipples closer and closer to me, finally letting me, after some more teasing suck on them.
"Pull on that cock. No don't take it out of your underwear, I want to see you cum in your underwear, through your underwear! Come on stroke that cock and suck my milk! Suck on my nipples and stroke that cock."
With my mouth full of her milk how could I resist? Within a minute I shot a huge load into my underwear staining it. She told me to take them off and took them out of the room. When she got back she told me to lay down on the couch face up.
She climbed on top of the couch and squatted over my face. "Say it slave,"
I struggled in my mind with what to say next, what would be appropriate to say, then remembering something someone said at a half-remembered midnight movie I said, "Sit on my face, master," knowing how critical the last word was. Laughing she sat down on my face. I kissed and licked her pussy, my whole world was shut off now except for the smell of her musk and the taste of her wetness.
I felt her hand encircle my cock as she slowly began to pump it, little did I know what she had in store for me. She rubbed her pussy into my face coming several times, rewarding me with her juices.
When she was satisfied she got off my face, the air in the living room felt cool to me. She had me suck on her tits while I rubbed her pussy, then suddenly she pulled her nipple out of my mouth telling me that I had had enough.
"Put your hands at your sides," she commanded as I sat up on the couch. "Just like class, you have talent but you lack discipline!" she said as she wrapped her fingers around my cock and slowly jerked me off.
She put her tits in my face again letting me suck her nipples briefly before withdrawing them again. "You must tell me when you are about to cum," she ordered.
She kept stroking my cock calling me her good little slave. She squirted some of her milk into her hand and used to it lubricate my cock as she rubbed it. She told me that I was to start dating and having sex with Martha, and eventually she was going to tell Martha everything we had done; and that she would teach Martha how to be my master when she got tired of me.
The thought of sweet innocent Martha dominating me was more than I could take, "Oh shit! I am going to cum!" I called out.
"Now?"
I gasped, she gave me another few strokes then let go of my cock; I came with a huge load but without pleasure. She had ruined my orgasm. Despite all the cum on carpet I felt no relief.
"You did that on purpose!"
"Yes I did my little slave. So what are you going to do about it?" she taunted.
She pushed me down onto my knees and had me lick her pussy some more as she played with her tits, squirting me with milk from time to time.
"I guess you deserve to cum slave," she said having me sit on the couch next to her, which now felt like a privilege, "but first..."
She took out two pair of panties. "Your underwear is full of cum stains, and I don't want people to talk, put these on. I put on the red silk panties she offered, then she took the other pair which were black, and wrapped them around my cock and started to pump it as she pushed my face to her tits and had me suck her milk.
"Cum my slave! Blow your little nuts in my panties. Cum!" she yelled as she used her other hand to pinch my nipples hard. I never came harder in my life.
"Happy slave?" she said with a mixture of disgust and satisfaction, I could only nod.
"I could make you cum even harder than that but you will have to submit further. But now it is time for you to go," she took out of a draw in the coffee table a package and handed it to me. As I got dressed I pleaded with her to give me back my underwear but she told me that that was not going to happen.
She pulled me close to her and kissed me deeply, as I moved away stunned she caught my lower lip and bit it hard enough to draw a bit of blood, I felt like I was going to cum again. Standing to the side she opened the door as I tucked the package she gave me under my arm and walked into the cold afternoon air.
The whole bus ride back I kept thinking about what happened and wondering if anyone knew that I was wearing panties. Of course nobody knew but I kept thinking that they did.
At home for the next week I jerked off about what she had done to me, I had never understood that whole master /slave thing in sex, but now I did.
I had looked inside the bag she had handed me, there was another pair of panties in there as well as stockings and a garter belt, I knew that I would be required to wear them the next time I went to see her, but I wondered what else she was going to do next and how far it would go. I thought about it some more and then decided to toss them in the garbage, little knowing the penalty I would pay for it later.
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One afternoon my wife Amy came home from work angry and near tears. Without speaking she got a garbage bag out and started to throw all the junk food in the house away. As she worked I noticed the huge tear in the back of her pants.
When she was done she sat down at the table and started to cry some more. I asked her what was wrong.
"I was at work and I dropped my pen and when I bent down to get it my pants ripped, and..." she hesitated, "I farted." I wanted to laugh but I knew not to. My wife had gained about sixty pounds since we got married five years ago. She tried weight loss programs and they worked for a while but then as soon as she was off of them she gained back most of the weight, and then some.
This time she was serious though. She went back to the diet center and made terrific progress, losing the first fifty pounds in six months, but the last ten pounds would not budge. Rather than give up she asked me if we could afford a personal trainer, I told her how could we not afford one.
Pretty soon she not only made her goal but she was in better shape than when I first met her. One day I went to the park to meet her and I saw she was in a group of women working out. The trainer, Vincent, was helping her do some stretching. His powerful hands were wrapped around her calves as he pushed her knees towards her chest. I don't know why, but that image stood in my head, it bothered me, maybe it was because another man was touching my sweaty hot wife, or maybe because he was black, I did not know.
I went over to them and shook his hand, he seemed like a nice guy, he even offered me a discount rate if I were to join his group.
To celebrate my wife's weight loss and new figure we went shopping at the mall for some new outfits for her. As my wife tried on some of the outfits I could not help but notice how sexy she looked. I also treated her to a makeover at the local beauty spa.
She decided to wear one of the outfits she had bought out, a form fitting blue dress, She changed in the spa's bathroom, When we went out through the mall to our car I noticed a lot of guys giving her looks and staring at her. She noticed that I noticed and I told her to relax that she had earned it.
That night after dinner I thought about my wife, and the trainer, and her sexy new look. I realized more men would be paying attention to her than ever and would have to live with it, men like her trainer. The thought of him touching her would not leave my mind.
The image flashed into my mind of her kissing him. To my shame I found myself both angry and somehow aroused at the same time. I tried to put it all out of my head, but the thoughts came back, and the more I tried to suppress them the stronger they returned. It was like I was daring myself to think of more and more forbidden things.
When she was out one day I was on the computer and one of the porn sites I was looking at had some interracial porn. Based on my disturbing thoughts I clicked on it but found it quite boring. It was the pro stuff, the actresses looked so blasé about it all; almost bored. Before I clicked away from the site I saw one other video and clicked on it. The wife had her hair pulled up in a ponytail and was wearing a black nightgown. Her, husband was standing on the side of the bed while she sucked on a black man's huge cock. These people looked not like porn stars but like real people.
The scene shifted and the woman was being pounded by this guy with her husband watching and coaching her in what to do. The lighting and camera work while clear were not up to professional standards; clearly this was an actual amateur film. If real people did this, could my wife possibly do the same thing?
The thought of my wife with another man, especially the taboo thought of my wife with a black one began to excite me again. I pictured my wife in the place of the woman in the film, with her trainer banging her. I still felt somewhat ashamed but also excited.
I wondered if she would actually do it. Inside that quiet business woman was there a slut trying to get out? Would my wife lose control while being fucked by a hugely endowed black man? And could or would our marriage survive such a thing? There was clearly a risk that something could happen. But turning back to the video and watching the woman repeatedly say "Oh! Oh! Oh!" as her husband looked at her reaching heights of pleasure that he might never be able to take her to and picturing my own wife the same way, I was willing to take the risk.
But how to broach the subject became the question that needed to be answered.
One morning after a pretty strenuous morning session with my wife, powered by my hidden fantasies, I asked her if there were any men in her work out group. She told me few if any.
"That Vincent has himself a regular harem," I joked wanting to see her reaction.
"Well I do know that he is seeing one of the girls on the side. And she is married." I learned two things in that moment. Since I saw nothing but white women in that group Vincent did not mind having interracial sex, and that the woman being married was not a deal killer.
"He did not try anything on you, did he?"
"I think he flirted once but when he saw I was not really interested he moved on. Why are you jealous?"
I told her I wasn't.
I was wondering how to make this whole thing move forward when an opportunity came my way. My wife was suddenly called in to work one morning by her boss. She asked me to drop off her payment to Vincent.
I realized I had been given a prime opportunity, I had to do it then or it would never happen. Nervous I went out to the park and waited until Vincent was done with the class. There were two women who seemed a bit miffed that I was taking up their time with him but I think he knew I had my wife's payment.
"I am sorry Amy could not make it down here; you know work and all." I said handing him the cash.
He told me it was all right that things come up. We walked back towards the parking lot as I summoned up my courage.
"I have to thank you, ever since Amy has been going to your personal training sessions she has had more energy than ever. And our...our sex life has been great...better than it has been in the past."
He chuckled telling me I was welcome.
"The only thing is sometimes I think she needs a bit more."
"Like what?"
"Like having another man come over and help out. Help her out." I said awkwardly.
He chuckled and said that once he had made a pass at her and she had turned it down. "So you want to see a bull take care of your wife? That sort of party could be arranged but I want you to really think it through. Things can change. But if you want that sort of party I can arranged it. But do you think your wife could take it?" I wondered what he was talking about.
He looked left and right really quickly and peeled down his sweats to show me his cock. Even limp it was far bigger than mine. As I stared he pulled up his sweat pants.
"But how do I..."
He laughed and told me what to do. He also told me it would cost me the equivalent of three months the usual training fee. Then we talked for a minute as he told me what to do to drive my wife into his arms and onto his cock. The first thing was that I must be late the next few times that I picked her up from her workout to give them extra time to talk.
"What if she is angry at me?"
"That will only make it better."
I did as he told me to do arriving anywhere from a few minutes late to an hour. During the time I was an hour late she called to say they were at the local coffee shop as it had started to rain. He later told me that they had talked the whole time and she seemed to really be enjoying herself.
Phase two was to get her to see how sexy she was. I surprised her with another trip to the mall for some more additions to her wardrobe. She looked so sexy I could not believe it. I even took her to shop for new lingerie promising a sexy weekend that was interrupted by a last minute "call" from my boss to come in to work for an emergency.
I made it up to her by taking her to a club a "friend" had recommended. My wife in her new tight sexy blue dress felt a little apprehensive going to the club as it seemed to have a mostly black clientele. But we were already there so we decided to go in.
The minute we went inside I could see all the guys looking her way. She clung to me a bit tighter. I encouraged her to dance with me on the dance floor. She relaxed a bit. Then I slapped my head saying I had to call work real quick My quick call turned into ten minutes. In the meantime I watched as two separate guys came up to her and hit upon her. I came back with drinks and an apology.
We got back on the floor and danced some more. Then came the tricky part, could I get her to dance with someone else? I tipped the DJ to play two of her favorite songs, then midway through the first I claimed my knee was hurting, she wanted to keep dancing and I told her to do so.
Within a minute or so another guy came sauntering up to her and began to dance with her. She gave me a look as if she was requesting my permission. I nodded my consent. I think she was going to sit down but then the other song came on and she continued to dance, a bit more self-assured this time.
When the song was over she came back to me at the table feeling again a bit self-conscious. We went home together she was horny but I summoned up all my will power not to touch her pretending to go to sleep. After she went to sleep frustrated I got up and jerked off in the bathroom, all the while guiltily thinking of her with her black lover to be.
"It must be working," Vincent said, "I have never seen her work out so hard. She must be really frustrated. Are you still sure about this?"
As I glanced at my wife's tight ass doing calisthenics I told him I was.
"Well you know I could stop by tonight under some bullshit pretense and fuck her in front of you. Or I could take the time and totally turn her out. You would not be able to watch the first few times, though I could tape it for you to watch later. It is up to you."
As I watched my wife I wondered what I should do. I was close to my goal. But the thought of her being totally corrupted, to become a thorough slave to her black lover excited me even more. I told him I would do it the second way. He knew from past conversations that I was going out of town on business. He said that would be the time.
Despite our apparent lack of a sex life my wife kissed me goodbye at the airport.
A day or so later I got an email from Vincent telling me he was meeting my wife for dinner. Part of me could not wait to see what was going to happen, while the more rational part thought I should get on the next plane and come home and stop it.
I did not hear anything for the next day or so, then an express package was left at the front desk. I saw Vincent's name on the box and knew to open it upstairs. In my room with trembling hands I ripped the express envelop open, in the package was a DVD and a black lacy pair of crotchless panties. I recognized it as one of the new sexy ones my wife bought when we were out. They were stiff and then I realized to my horror and delight she had been fucked wearing them.
I had a meeting to go to but my mind kept lapsing back to the DVD in the room. I could not get it out of my mind. Finally late at night I went back to the room and after texting my wife goodnight I placed the DVD in the player.
After some static I saw Vincent, "Hi! Look she is coming over in a few minutes, I am going to cut out some of the boring shit! Just remember this is what you wanted."
My wife in the next scene was in the living room. She said she felt funny being over at another man's house by herself. He laughed saying that he was not just another man, he was her trainer. They both laughed. He said that they had to wait a moment as he was expecting an important call and offered her a glass of wine.
The next scene must have been a little bit later as they were both sitting on the couch talking.
My wife said she did not know what was up with me, that all of sudden I was not into being with her.
Vincent said maybe the change had been too much for me. She asked what change and he told her the new body, clothes, the new attitude might have intimidated me. "Some men are like that, they get afraid, sometimes they grow out of it but it takes time."
"I don't know how long I can hold out!" my wife blurted out and was immediately embarrassed.
He laughed and said that was okay, then he said maybe he could help out.
She asked him what he meant by that. "Well I could help you bridge the gap," he said moving closer to her. I could swear I saw her nipples harden. She got nervous and looked like she was going to say something and then Vincent kissed her. She looked surprised for a moment then started to kiss him back.
They making out continued for another minute or so, my wife was pressing against him now. Then she stopped and said that maybe she should not be doing this.
"From what you have told me your husband has not been living up to his part of the bargain. Do you still love him?"
She nodded.
"Then let me make up for what he is not giving you," he said as he took her hand and put it on top of his enormous bulge. He held it there for a moment then her hand squeezed his cock as a look of lust washed over her face.
He slipped off his shirt and pulled her against him as had her open his pants.
"Oh shit!" she said as she looked at his huge cock. "Its so..."
"Big? Black?"
Shyly she nodded her head. She encircled him with her hand, the hand with the wedding ring on it and started to slide it up and down. I stopped the DVD to undress. I could not believe my wife was doing this. There was still that small urge to stop what was happening but I knew that it was now too late.
I took her panties and wrapped them around my cock as I jerked off watching my wife's interracial infidelity.
He reached out and squeezed her tits through the t-shirt she was wearing. They kissed again. He reached down and slid it off over her head revealing her tight little body, the body I had paid him to help her gain. He kissed her deeply as his hands reached in back and undid her bra, he removed it letting her tits bounce free. His hands squeezed her tits then the held one up and sucked on her nipple making her shiver.
She spit into her palm and then continued to jerk him off marveling at how big his cock was.
He stood up towering over my wife as he kicked off his sneakers followed by his socks. My wife got up and said "Maybe we..." and he cut her off my kissing her, pulling her in close to him so her tits pressed against his chest. Her hands darted out and undid his pants the rest of the way. He let them drop down to the floor as he stepped out of them.
"Shit! It has been so long since my husband..." she tried to say to rationalize to herself what was happening as his hands unsnapped her jeans helping them join his on the floor.
Now the only thing that separated my wife from that big monster cock of his were the red panties she wore. I watched as he slid those down also and started to finger her pussy making her moan. I could hear the wet sound of her juices as she closed her eyes clinging to him.
The scene jumped forward and she was on her knees in front of him obediently sucking on his massive cock, her lips wrapped around it in nearly an airtight seal. His hands were squeezing her tits as she serviced him. But that was not enough for him, he told her to rub her pussy while she sucked his cock. My wife can sometimes be a bit shy in bed, at least with me, but not obviously for him.
He took her hand, the one full of her juices and held it up to his mouth licked off her fingers, then let it go and told her to keep rubbing.
The scene shifted and they were in the bedroom, he must have had the whole house wired for video; so now I knew where some of those training fees went.
My wife was on the bed as he slipped a rubber onto his cock. "I can't believe I am doing this."
"What! Cheating on your husband or about to get fucked by a black man."
"Both!"
"So until today you never even gave a brother a chance. Huh! Well that is going to change."
He got on the bed. I thought to myself that this was the moment where our marriage changes forever. He lined up his cock with my wife's pussy and slowly pushed it in as she made one long slow groan. In the hotel room, days after the event I came watching that massive cock slide into my wife's cunt.
I paused the DVD and cleaned up. I dropped the soiled panties I had just jerked off in inside the waste basket, then thinking better of it I hung them in the shower to dry out and took a towel and laid it on the floor. I became a bit self-conscious and plugged in a set of headphones into my computer and unpaused the scene.
Amy kissed him deeply as he fucked her. At this point the tape jumped from scene to scene. He had her get on top of him then he plowed her from behind. She must of cum a dozen times as I watched. She moaned pleading for him to fuck her deeper with his black cock.
"I am about to cum!" he yelled as he bucked hard. When my wife got off of him his rubber looked so full it wanted to split. She peeled it off of him and threw it into the wastepaper basket on the side of the bed. He stuck his hand between her legs and rubbed her pussy. She grabbed his cock, still covered with his cum, and took it into her mouth and started to suck it hard again.
The next scene had her taking it from him from behind again, he fucked her so hard I thought the bed would break as she pleaded for him to fuck her with his big black cock.
I did not see the cum shot, instead Vincent came on camera again as my wife slept in his bed. "Well I hoped you like it. When you get back there is more to come. Now the only thing I have to say to you is to reverse what I said earlier. When you get back fuck her as much as you can. Trust me on this."
I was a bit puzzled by his advice. Just as I was about to get up to start from the beginning again another image appeared. It was my wife and Vincent talking at the breakfast table. I guess he did have his whole house wired with cameras. Amy and him sat at a table eating breakfast.
"You...can't tell my husband anything about this."
"Don't worry I won't."
"This...this was a onetime thing. It cannot happen again."
"If that is what you want. I won't let your neighbors know about your naughty affair with some big old black cock."
"I did not mean it that way."
"Let me ask you, did you, before ever think of having sex with a black man."
"I never thought I would cheat on my husband."
"You are dodging the question."
My wife hesitated for a moment and then said, "No. Don't be offended, maybe it was a bit of racism I don't know," she said getting up frustrated.
Vincent rose up and said, "It is nothing to be ashamed of you know."
"I am not. It is just the cheating."
"And did you enjoy it?" he asked moving closer to her.
"Yes," she said looking down.
He put his arms around her. She tried to move her face away saying "No!" but he kissed her and after a moment she kissed him back.
"So this is no more, the end."
"I am afraid so. I might have enjoyed it a bit too much."
"Well then I am afraid I will have to go back to doing Donna and Erica," he said naming two girls in his class.
"Donna and Erica? You are..."
"Yeah! And you know what? Donna's husband pays for me to fuck her and humiliate him. He is what those films call a cuckold."
My wife gave him a blank look.
"You don't know? It is the latest thing. And for me I hope it is more than a fad. Anyway these husbands get off watching their wives being fucked by black men. Sometimes the husband joins in or is teased by his wife. Why some of them even want to suck on the black man's dick before the sex and clean out their wives afterwards. Maybe your old man is into that also."



Amy laughed saying that was not the case.
"Maybe you ought to tell him about us and see what happens."
"I don't think so."
"So this is a one-time thing right?"
"Yeah, right," she said with a note of regret in her voice.
"Then you won't mind one last time. One for the road and all," he said moving in to kiss her deeply as his hands undid her robe. He pulled his cock out over the top of his boxers letting it dangle there for a second catching her eye, then he applied gentle pressure on her shoulders making her go down onto her knees.
She kissed his big cock head before taking it into her mouth as he ran his fingers through her hair. The light in the kitchen made a her wedding ring sparkle as she jerked his shaft off. Amy held it up to kiss his balls, the top of his shaft towered over the top of her head. Her pink tongue made a spit pathway to nearly the top.
A slight jump forward had him bending her over the kitchen table, his cock wrapped in tight nearly clear rubber as he fucked her slowly and deeply. She cried that she could not give it up. She said she was sorry that she loved her husband (me) but she could not give it up.
He turned away to smile at the camera before going to work on her. When he came he ripped off the rubber and shot a load that landed between her shoulder blades and trailed off by her lower back. Quickly she spun around and sucked the remaining seed out of his cock.
The scene shifted back to him again, alone. He said the best thing to do was pretend that it did not happen and for me to start fucking her now. Then he looked closer into the camera and said if I wanted to continue (at this point I realized I might not even have control of the situation anymore). In truth my wife's training in erotic betrayal had just begun.



        Professor Humbled

        The high-handed professor oversteps her bounds.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/professor-humbled

Title: Professor Humbled

Author: dr13bone

Category: Interracial Love

Description: The high-handed professor oversteps her bounds.

Tags: asian, interracial, black mail, professor, big cock, oral

Series: Professor Humbled


He looked down at the middle aged Asian professor as she struggled to take his large black cock into her mouth. Her tiny sharp features contorted from her efforts. He thought that her condescending mouth had been at last put to good work. And even though neither said anything, to his joy and her condemnation they both knew this was only the beginning.
Linda Tong was the professor at a small city college, and she played favorites. She was smug, proud of her heritage; she believed herself to be superior to other people and thus was very intolerant to others. The only reason she took the teaching job was so she could earn the money in order to write a book about her family's history. Often she and Chen, her class favorite, would stop to have a large unashamed open mouthed laugh at other students while speaking in their own language, the rest of the class was always left in the dark. Owen, a black student in her class had managed to get a job as a part time aide only because she wanted to dump some of Chen's work on him to leave him time for their own lovemaking.
Linda's downfall began when one of her students, Lisa, who had lived in Asia with her family due to her father having worked there, overheard what was being said. Lisa never revealed she knew Chinese, but when she heard what was said tipped Owen off to the fact that very often what was said by Linda and Chen was very racist and mainly aimed at the black students in class.
Owen was angry but what could he do? As part of his job he had to run all the class papers through a program that checked for plagiarism. "Here! Your work might be better if you had a good example to follow." she said slamming one of her own undergraduate papers on the desk for him to study. Later that evening, and totally by accident he the professor's paper through the system and it came up positive. It was an exact duplicate of another paper that had been clearly bought on line. He wisely made a copy. Later she must have realized her mistake when she came screeching into the room demanding her paper back. With an attitude she snatched it off the desk.
Owen pondered what to do next. He could have turned her in to the academic review board. She probably would lose her tenure. Then he thought about it further. In some way he found her hot, in a bitchy sort of way. Jet black hair, small, tight bodied, with a small angular face. He went to see his third cousin, who happened to be a dean at the same university about the situation.
"Owen are you sure about this?" Owen showed his cousin, Jamal, all the evidence making him chuckle. "You know I have been wanting to see that snotty little self-righteous bitch get hers for the longest. What you have planned?"
Owen's hesitation said it all-he did not have a plan. With a broad smile Jamal, gave him a hard smack on the shoulder. "Don't mind if I do. I also wouldn't mind nailing that uptight pussy too. Matter of fact I have a training program. Used it on the dean's wife a few years ago."
"The dean's wife, the one with the fat ass?"
"The very same, don't sweat it, I won't horn in on your action, for now." he said laughing, then he outlined the plan for mastering and training Linda Tong's tight little pussy.
One day after class, and after Chen left, early as usual, Owen stayed to clean up while she graded papers. "Professor Tong, I need to speak to you."
Looking up disgusted she was short with him asking him what it was about. "Well you know that paper you gave me to look at? By mistake I ran it through the plagiarism check and it came back with a hit." Her eyes narrowed at him, but her lip gave off the faintest of trembles.
Arrogantly she said it must be a mistake, that he must have ran it off incorrectly and told him how dare he check behind her on her work. He waited it out and went to lock the door.
"Look I have had enough of your shit. The racist things you said about other people in this class with your buddy Chen. Oh I know what was said. Oh by the way the janitor confirms you two were slipping out of the teacher's lounge together in the middle of the evening."
"We? Never! What do you want a better grade?"
"Never mind that" He said coming closer to her. He could feel his cock getting hard. "I want you to have a better attitude towards people in general, and black people in specific. And I want you to suck on my cock."
Her face had a look of terror, she acted like she did not hear him. Her arrogance faded away as she went pale. "Or you know what? I can just take these papers to the dean and let him decide if I made a mistake, after all I am incompetent and all that." he smiled and continued, "No job, no book. Or you might keep your job, and who knows you might publish it but nobody will take you seriously. So now you have the chance to put it right." He said opening his pants and with no shame he pulled out his cock. Her eyes went wide, she had heard rumors of black men, but she did not believe. She had thought them to be myths to give them false sense of esteem.
"Now this or the dean.? he said forcefully as he took his cock with one hand and slapped it into the palm of the other with a solid slap, like the police do with a nightstick. She wanted to run from the room but knew she couldn't. She slowly got onto her knees. She wanted to say there was no way she could fit it in her mouth but knew that would not make a difference.
She gingerly reached out to hold it. It felt so big and solid. "I-I ought to bite it." She said with venom.
"No you won't. Bet in the back of your mind you've been wanting to try it. And if not I am going to expand your imagination. Now kiss it." he said looking down at her.
Trembling the formerly arrogant professor leaned forwards and gave his cock head the quickest of pecks. Owen told her no, kiss it like she loved it. "I am not that good of an actress." she said, his silence weighed on her, and she leaned forward again to kiss it, this time taking her time. It grew still bigger.
"Now open your mouth and take it in. Come on professor, this will be graded." Owen said. Closing her eyes to near slits, she opened her mouth as wide as she could, with satisfaction he saw and felt his shaft disappear down her throat. "That's it back and forth, you can take more than that." he said, watching with joy as her lips formed a nearly airtight lock around his cock; her small face distorted by this large member.
He looked down as her tiny dark haired head bobbed up and down on his shaft, she could only by his best estimate get a quarter of him into her mouth, but that was enough for now. He observed her tight little waist and her small pert little tits, one day those would be his, one day soon! He imagined how tight her little pussy must be, and it made his cock still harder, she felt the surge in her mouth and looked up at him puzzled.
He pulled it out of her mouth and held his cock straight up. "Now some tongue action. Lick the shaft. That's it lick, lick, lick.? He said watching her small pink tongue work the underside of his balls even as she wanted to cry.
"Back in the mouth now." he said. Despite her protests he could see her nipples rock hard through her red silk blouse. "Take it further. Come on, until you gag!" He said. "Do it or I will help." he said lightly touching the back of her head. She pushed herself until she gagged, managing to almost take half of his shaft down her throat.
"That's a girl, do it again. Use your hand also don't be shy." she started to jerk him as she sucked him off admiring how long his shaft was. Then she had that forbidden thought: what if he wanted to fuck her? Fear gripped her, it would ruin her for Chen or even her husband. But despite it she could feel herself become wet. Then she felt deep shame, what would her celestial, possibly royal ancestry thinking of her mating with a mere animal, the thought made her wetter still.
He ran his fingers through his silky hair. He looked down at her and confirmed her fear saying this was not the end but only the beginning of their relationship, but tonight it was just her sucking his dick, as long as she swallowed every drop. "Do you understand?" he said. She obediently nodded not daring to take it out of her mouth.
"Spit on it." He told her calmly. She made a face, then she daintily spit on the head of his cock. "No, no, no! Clear your throat. Come on!" He made her clear her nose, and her throat, before spitting her thick phlegm onto his cock. "Now open up wide!" she made her mouth into a large circle and he pushed it as far back into her throat as possible. He told her to keep the spitting up as drool ran down her chin.
Finally she could taste his precum. He told her to suck faster. Somehow she felt complimented in an odd way. His cock began to twitch and his load splashed into her mouth, it was the biggest and saltiest she had ever tasted. Far bigger than any load her husband or Chen had ever done. Some hit the back of her throat making her gag slightly to his delight. He told her to keep nursing on it until every drop was out. When it was done he told her to put him back. Gently, almost lovingly, she placed his cock back in his pants. Then he helped her to his feet.
She wanted to run out of the room. She tried to put up her old arrogant front again. "Well I hope you are happy?" He cut her off grabbing her and pulling her close. "What are you doing? Stop!" she said as his hand reached up her skirt, his fingers snaked in past the crotch of her panties' rubbing her wet pussy.
She started to pant and moan. "This is wrong." She said as his finger slid into her. She pulled close to him.
"No its not. Not today but soon, we are going to fuck. You are going to be my sex slave, do you understand?"
"Ughh." she said as she came, with tears coming down her eyes she said yes. He worked her pussy making her cum more than she ever had in one session. They did not kiss as she had not had a chance to wash her mouth out. But there would be time for that also, soon.
He worked her tight little pussy expertly; driving her so crazy she undid his fly and jerked his cock off again, he took his fingers, full of her juice and made her suck on each of them while she jerked off his cock. This time her red silk blouse was stained dark where his cum splattered it. Finally when she could cum no more he let her sink into her chair exhausted. He got up to leave reassuring her that this was just between them and left.
In class thereafter she tried to be nicer to all students. Chen was, with some hardship, transferred to another professor. Now the professor was in suspense, in one way she should have been happy, Owen pretended nothing had ever happened, but then one day she received a package and instructions. She looked inside of the package and found a school uniform, from her old college and wondered what was going to happen next. She would find out a few months later.
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Linda Tong, looked at the card attached to the package from her student, Owen again. There were instructions, obscene instructions, and an address. Despite herself she got wet and weak kneed when thinking about him. Owen had uncovered the racist things she, and her former student aide Chen had said in class about him. Then he had uncovered that her own graduate paper had been copied from other sources and he had blackmailed her into blowing him.
She still shuddered at the thought of her, a Chinese woman reduced to sucking on a black man's cock to save her job, and reputation. It would all be worth it, however, if she could publish the book about her ancestors and their history.
Though Owen had threatened to further enslave her she had heard nothing for months, now she had received a text message with instruction for where she was to go. She debated what to do, but realized she was trapped, she could not do anything to him without hurting her own self. So reluctantly she complied.
It was during winter break, Linda was cold as she got out of the cab and went across the rainy campus to the office of Dr. Jamal, who she had found out was Owen's cousin. Maybe Owen wanted another blowjob and was going to use his office. When she got there her hopes sunk as she saw both Owen and Jamal. She tried to act surprised, but failed to do so.
"Come in Linda. Owen was just showing me about the paper you stole. So the house of lies comes a-tumbling down." Jamal chuckled, having crossed swords with her before."
"What do you want? Money?" she said all sour faced. Both men laughed.
"No, just for you to go into the next room and put on what is in that box for starters." Owen said. Linda went to the next room.
She had thought of taping the event to try to get them into trouble, but she realized that would again have put her on the spot also. She opened the box, started to undress, changed her mind and came storming back into the room.
"Oh no! No Way! I'd rather lose my job." She said dropping the box to the floor.
"Well if that is the way you want it we should see the chancellor, you take the box, I'll take your paper, and the transcripts of some of the racist rants you made with Chen, transcribed by a student who actually speaks Chinese.
Linda's mind ran through all her classes trying to figure out who it could be, and came back blank. "Is there any other way?" she asked but knew that she had none. She picked up the box and tried to go back to the next room.
"No, that ship has sailed." Jamal said, she stammered about the chancellor, but he laughed, "No, now you must get dressed in front of us."
She thought to argue, but knew there was no way out. Maybe they just wanted to humiliate her she thought hopefully.
She undid her black silk blouse and the two men watched it dropped to the floor. Then she reached in back and undid her tight little gray wool skirt. The men drank in her tight little figure. She stepped out of it and kicked off her shoes.
She stopped but the men told her all the way. She unclasped her bra reveal her taunt little 32B tits that defied gravity. Last were her panties. Naked she reached into the box and quickly put on the panties held within, adorned with balloons and hearts.
She put on a plain white bra, followed by a school uniform shirt, made for teens; however, it fit her tight little body perfectly. She pulled up the plaid skirt and reached backwards to zip it closed and button it. Sitting on a chair she put on the white socks with the lace along the tops. Lastly she laced up and tiled the white canvass sneakers.
She waited for a reaction but got none. Jamal held out his hand and she realized he wanted her to remove her wedding ring. She hesitated then did so putting it in her purse.
The dean then had her remove her makeup, replacing it with the more bright pink lipstick and makeup she saw the freshmen students wear. Lastly her hair was made up into two pigtails held by two red heart shaped decorated bands, a gift from Owen.
She looked at herself in the mirror; she was stunned at her transformation. "There now we are going back to school where your life somehow went wrong and get all that racist shit out of you," said Jamal.
"This is stupid and degrading," Linda said.
"Hmmm! I thought this might be hard on you, however, when you address me or Owen it shall be either as professor or master. Understood?" Linda just scowled at them. Jamal sighed. "Okay get over here now," he said sitting on top of the desk. Linda walked over to him.
"What are you going to do? Hey! Stop!" she said as Jamal pulled her over his knees. He lifted her skirt up and gave her ass a hard smack, stinging her tiny bottom. He let her feel it for a moment before smacking her butt again.
"You...little miss bitch are going to learn to behave. We were just going to look at you in that outfit tonight and maybe take some photographs," he said lying. "But now we are going to fuck the shit out of that tight little hole of yours," he said smacking her ass again and again. He stopped for a moment, "Now the only thing left on the table is whether we wear a bag or not. That is in your court," he said.
"Okay please stop!" she said a small tear running down her face.
"Stop what?" he asked hand raised in the air.
"Please stop! Master!" she said in a submissive voice.
"That is much better," he let her up onto her feet. Then he went to her and kissed her. She was stunned. She tried to pull away but he held her tight kissing her deeper as he squeezed her ass. Then Owen kissed her also leaving her slightly dizzy.
"Now to teach you a lesson young lady. How to take care of two big black cocks," he said taking joy in stunning her with the harsh language he used.
She was lightly pushed down onto her knees. Then Jamal said, "Oh dam! Nearly forgot," he rushed around to his desk and opened a draw and pulled out a pair of glasses. "Put these on," she was about to protest that she did not need glasses but submitted. She looked in the mirror and the transformation was complete, she now looked like a nerdy school girl.
She did not have much time to lament about her new image as Owen and Jamal pulled out their cocks, she noted that even semi-hard they were huge and thick. She grasped one in each hand and rubbed them, they grew larger with each stroke to the point that she could barely get her hand around Owen's cock and not at all around Jamal's.
She looked over at the mirror, a full length one the men had brought in for the occasion so Linda could see her transformation. She could scarcely believe it was her or what she was doing. She knew if her husband ever found out it would be the end of her marriage, but she was still excited.
"Kiss both of them," Owen said looking down at the professor. She gave each cock a loud nosily kiss as the men took off their shirts revealing their hard chiseled chests and abs. "Now open that mouth of yours, time to school you up a bit." he said. She opened her mouth wide taking his cock in, all the time she looked at herself stunned in the mirror
Jamal took his cock from her hand and gave her a light slap across the cheek, followed by a harder one. "Don't look at that mirror no more. Look up at us. Yeah like that with those cute little brown eyes of yours." he said as Owen withdrew his cock from her mouth, allowing Jamal to use their slave girl orally. "That's it! Don't forget to pump my man over there. Yeah!" Nice!" He said.
The two black masters held up her pig tails as she sucked and jerked their cocks off, drool and spittle running down her little chin which she was not permitted to wipe off.
Jamal and Owen took turns, and then Jamal stepped away to strip naked. When he came back Owen did the same. Jamal stood behind Linda and had her lean backwards on her knees, he lowered his cock straight down her throat and began to pile-drive her mouth. Her spit spilled down her cheeks and neck staining her school uniform's collar dark. He reached down and squeezed her taunt little tits through her blouse. To add to the balancing act she still had to jerk off Owen the whole time.
"Pretty good deep throat," Jamal conceded, but I really think she needs a better face fucking." He helped her to her feet and brought her over to his desk he had her lay on top of it with her head leaning over the edge.
Owen went and put his cock in her mouth finding he could push more and more of his cock down her throat with each thrust. She gagged occasionally much to the delight of the two men.
Owen reached over and undid her blouse. She wanted to stop them but was in no position to do so. He reached his hands inside her bra and felt her tits, then squeezed her nipples, gently at first but then harder making her squirm and yelp from the pain.
Jamal got on top of the desk and straddled her tight little stomach, his big cock resting across her chest. He pulled her bra up exposing her tiny breasts. They were too small to tit fuck properly so her rubbed his cock head against her nipples and slapped her breasts with his heavy penis.
Deciding to take the game to the next level he reached backward and slipped his hand inside her panties. Her ass tried to leave the table as she fought against him. He rubbed her pubic mound, then he reached further back feeling the moistness of her pussy lips. He started to rub her pussy. She wanted to shout no, but Owen's cock was deep down her throat, his balls hitting her forehead.
Jamal worked her pussy and despite herself and her position she felt herself cum as he rubbed and teased her clitoris, her ass rose from the desk in the thralls of her orgasms. She felt her will to resist the two men vanish more and more with each moment. She wanted to fight but could not.
Jamal took his finger and pushed it into her pussy and finger fucked her. He asked Jamal to pull his cock out of her mouth for a second. To his surprise she opened her mouth and sucked her own cunt juice off his finger. He smiled telling her she was making progress in obedience. She went back to sucking Owen's cock.
"I have to know how it tastes." said Owen pulling his cock from her mouth. He went between her legs and slid down her panties.
She felt him kiss her pussy, then she felt his tongue start to lick her. She cried out "No!" but knew it was what she wanted, to be dominated. Jamal moved up straddling her chest a bit higher as he put his cock in her unoccupied mouth. Her moans of satisfaction were muffled by the monster cock now wedged in her small mouth.
Jamal took his turn at licking her showing the younger man some new techniques to use. Finally the two men stepped away from her and told her it was time for her to be fucked. Her knees got weak again, but she knew she was going to have do it to complete this obscene lesson. She had gone too far to walk away.
She got down off the table. Jamal got out two rubbers, the brand was the sort that men who were extra endowed wore.
Linda had put rubbers on her former lover, Chen, but this was different, they were so huge. With nervous hands, feeling every bit like the school girl she was dressed up to be she rolled them on to the two dark cocks in front of her. She knew that one leak could leave her pregnant, so she did put them on with care.
They maneuvered her onto the black leather couch. Owen got on top of her telling her to be a good little student. He spread her legs wide at first smacking her pussy lips with his cock. He rubbed his head back and forth across her making her groan. He applied a bit of lube to his rubber encased cock head then slowly pushed himself into her appreciating how tight she was.
"You know what you are now?" he asked her.
She breathed out a breathless, "What?"
"A black fucked slut!" he said as he pushed himself all the way into her. She bit her lip as she felt her pussy stretch to take him inside.
"Yeah I am going to ruin your pussy professor." he said as he started to fuck her.
"How does it feel?" said Jamal on the side stroking himself to keep hard for his turn.
"Nice and tight," he replied leaning forward to suck her tits.
Linda looked to the mirror, and knew there was no turning back now. She savored the feel of Owen's hard body, and the fullness she felt as he fucked her.
After five minutes Owen pulled out of her and Jamal went to her. He flipped her over and pulled her waist and ass up so she was on her hands and knees. He hiked her skirt and pushed into her extra slowly so she could feel each inch of his cock sliding into her as his hands held her small hips steady.
Owen walked over to her and put his cock in her face, still in the rubber with her juice drying on it. She hesitated for a moment then opened her mouth and sucked on it. The men continued to take turns until they were both ready to bust their nuts.
She got on her knees between them as they promised the next time their cum might be inside of her pussy.
"I might get pregnant." She said in a whiny teenage voice to suit her role. Both men laughed telling her it would be a privilege for her to be pregnant by one of them.
She sucked and jerked their cocks for what seemed like an erotic eternity. Finally Owen moaned and his seed erupted splashing all into her jet black hair and face, hitting her glasses. Then Jamal came, as he did so he pushed his cock into her mouth letting her swallow his spunk.
Weakly she got up onto her knees. She was allowed to wash up in the small bathroom to the side, she was also told to put back on her makeup as she had more "schooling" ahead of her.
"What did you learn today?" They both asked her.
"That black cocks are awfully big!" she said in her best school girl voice.
"Here take this," said Jamal handing her a cushion. She looked puzzled for a moment. Owen told her to put it under the white cotton school girl blouse she wore so she looked pregnant.
"Now look in the mirror, that is the way you are going to look one day, when we knock you up," he said putting his arm around her. She got scared, thinking about the end of her marriage if that ever happened, but at the same time she felt turned on at the sheer taboo of the situation.
Owens cracked a beer, normally she did not drink, but after what happened she was going to make an exception. It was one of those so-called "ghetto" beers, huge in size and high in alcohol content.
She drank it down quickly, trying to keep pace with the men. She felt a little tipsy and started to giggle. The men pulled out their cocks again having her get down on her knees in front of them and suck on them, all the time she unabashedly watched herself in the mirror, enjoying the sight of herself trying to orally pleasure both monster sized cocks at once. Midway through they gave her another can of beer, followed by still another.
She sucked and jerked them as hard as she could, she was sore and wanted to rest. Soon she had to urinate really badly. She told them she had to go but they told her to finish her assignment first. She pumped and sucked and played with her own tits until finally her face was again coated with both their loads.
As she got up she danced from having to relieve herself. "Please teacher can I go to the bathroom?" she begged.
Jamal laughed and told her it was professor, and no. Owens laid out some newspaper in the corner of the office and told her she would have to go there. She cried that she did not want to do that but finally the pressure got to be too great.
She ran to the corner and squatted down peeing on the paper, a look of relief washed over her face. Jamal and Owen laughed. Then with a look of mock anger on his face Jamal asked her what she had done.
Her pleas fell on deaf ears. For the second time that night she was pulled over Jamal's knee and spanked until her ass was glowing red. She got up with a tears in her eyes from the pain radiating from her glowing buttocks, but she also felt a warmness in her pussy that made her feel a perverse pleasure she had never felt before.
"You know what she needs. A good old fashioned black fucking, bareback," Owen said. He gently took off her glasses. Then he ripped open her blouse and took it off. The two men ripped off all her school girl clothes ruining them. She was naked except for her sneakers, socks, and pony tail holders.
"Hey wait where are the rubbers? Guys!"
But it was too late, the powerful men carried her over to the couch and dumped her on it.
She pleaded that she might get pregnant and was there anything else she could do.
"Well..." said Jamal with a smile as he flipped her over onto her stomach, he put his finger into her mouth and told her to get it good and wet. Then he took his finger and worked it up her behind.
"Hey guys, no, I can't, you are too big," she said but it was onto deaf ears that her pleas did fall.
She felt Jamal's cock push against her asshole, she make one long moan as she was told to relax. Slowly the head pushed inside of her. This was something she only did on her husband's birthdays and never for Chen, though he had often pleaded to be allowed to.
After a few minutes Jamal pulled out and allowed Owen to fuck her now dilated asshole. Both men took turns until each shot their load in her ass. They watched as it dripped out onto her pussy while she hoped she would not get pregnant. Before letting her get up they took a picture of her now red ass and pussy promising that her face was not in it. Though it really was thanks to the mirror across from her.
Finally she was allowed to clean up and get dressed in her own clothes which seemed strangely alien to her. Each man kissed her deeply.
Owen handed her another package with a new uniform in it. He told her the next time she came there she must have a tongue stud, nipple ring and a clit ring. Her head spun as she thought about how she was going to explain the piercings to her husband.
Jamal gave her a tiny package telling her to open it, inside was a sterling steel tongue stud, a small gold hoop for her pussy with a bead on it, and a heavy iron ring for her nipple.
"It's so heavy," she said.
That is to remind you when you wear it about who your masters are," Owen answered.
"Oh and the next time, you won't have to worry about your pony tails holders," she felt relieved until Jamal continued, "Because like some of your sisters in Africa and here we are going to shave your pussy and head bald!"
She got a little bit scared wondering if he was joking. They both kissed her again and Owen walked her to the cab promising her that one day she would be his alone.
He slapped her ass hard as she got into the cab. She wondered had anyone seen what he had done, then laughed puzzling the driver as she thought that what he had done was nothing compared to what she had experienced that evening.
She went home to her husband. That night she had to beg off from fucking him, her pussy and ass were both sore.
Later in the week when he did fuck her her husband's cock she barely felt anything, not physically, but mentally she felt bored.
The next day she saw both men in the hall but they acted as if nothing had ever happened which made her feel even more degraded.
Things would stay quiet for another month or two until the incident with her former student aide (and lover) Chen and his girlfriend.
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"I am sorry, I just can't take you with me," my boss of some twelve years said to me, as she blathered on about how she would try to find a good spot for me before she left. I had broken bread with her, secretly lusted for her, been her friend, and the work I did for her ultimately cost me my marriage, and now she was just parachuting out without so much as a thank you.
"Sorry? Sorry just won't cut it!" I said getting up and looking at her. In her late forties she was still pretty hot. She was Irish/German with nice tits, shapely legs and a round soft butt that must feel great to fuck. But I also knew her when she was in her early thirties when she was so hot that if you worked for her you had to crank one off about her at some time or another.
"Look I..."
I had a plan for this, a scorched earth plan, created during a real long drive back from a company meeting in Georgia. Fueled by highly caffeinated soda I had stitched it together. I never thought I'd use it. I don't know why I even had thought it up in first place, I just did.
"You know what? Any terms you give will be more than good enough, provided you throw in a permanent parking space for me out front," she knew that I had hurt my knee coming to work on an icy Saturday to finish a report for her while she stood at home "sick," with sick meaning banging her ex-boyfriend, or should I say husband from the marriage that lasted about two whole months. Actually I might not have sprung the plan even then but she waffled even on my humble request for a parking spot.
"Okay then! You will give me that spot, because I have one word to say to you, and that is: Cosgrove." I said with the drama one usually reserves for revealing that you are the member of a secret spy organization. Her eyes went wide as she woke up out of the sea of ambition she had plunged into.
"You...you wouldn't..." she said as she saw her godhood started to evaporate.
What was Cosgrove? Years ago she had "borrowed" money from a client's account to go on an exotic vacation with her boyfriend. However, during that time the investments she took the money from into had skyrocketed. When she came back she found herself in a bigger hole than she had expected.
She had slid the money back into the account, plus some extra, the client thinking it was a mistake in his favor never even bothered to question the other irregularities in his account thinking he had gotten over. However, I had kept the whole paper trail, not on purpose at the time, but I had just blindly filed it away. Later I made my own copies of all the paperwork for as you know taking a client's money is never a case of "no harm no foul."
As she stammered I looked her over. I took a piece of paper from her desk and wrote something on it and put it into my pocket.
"Here is the way we are going to play this out. For years I have been your confident, and nearly castrated slave. That is okay. You have said things to me, certain things, certain sexy things over drinks that stuck in my head. I don't know if you did it to ensnare me or show your power or what."
She tearfully pleaded that was never the case.
"I narrowed them down to the most juicy ones, coupled with the things me and my wife never got to do because of your interfering with my, with our lives and the total is thirteen. Thirteen of them that really stood out. And you know what? Like an erotic genie you are going to do all of them for me, or this will all be dropped on your new boss' desk. Not today, not tomorrow, but sometime in the next five years, when you have become comfortable. If you obey everything, and I am not even asking you to do it without hesitation, actually I might even like it if you did, it seems sexier that way, I will forget that the file ever existed."
I let it soak in a bit, and then added, "And I want my parking spot, now!" She saw it made me even more pissed that it took her less than five minutes to write out the from (probably less if her hands had not been shaking), fax it and for me to receive an email on my phone with my new spot and the placard would be ready Monday.
She knew enough not to question whether I would carry out my threat or not. She knew the sort of things I had done for her on the job. It was late enough that nobody should still be there, but I latched the door anyway. "Come here," I told her. She walked up to me nervous as I put my arms around her, drinking in her odor as I kissed her for the first time ever enjoying her taste as I felt her tits press against my chest. I was in great fucking shape as I worked out in the gym every day to get out my frustrations. I kissed her again letting my hands feel those nice tits of hers, I could almost say they worth the wait, that is almost.
"Okay, now for the first of your labors. I remember you saying to me you never understood why men liked women to be on their knees when they give head, now it is time for you to find out."
"Are you kidding me? You're not! Are you?" she said as I came over by her desk. I undid my belt, she could see I was erect. She thought about it for a moment and then got down on her knees.
"You are serious! Here?" she said with eyes wide as she unzipped my pants and unsnapped the snap. She pulled down my underwear slightly and I felt her warm hands touch my cock and pull it out.
"Kiss it!" I told her.
"I can't believe you wanted me to...that you are going to make me do this."
"This...and a whole lot more. You see women look so beautiful this way, it is a bit of a submission and I can see your tits so nicely. Now take it in your mouth."
She hesitated a second, then kissed my cock's head before opening her mouth and taking it in.
"That's good. Suck on it," I told her unnecessarily as she obeyed me her head bobbing up and down on my cock as I ran my hand through her blond hair. All those years of fantasizing were now becoming reality, I thought I'd be disappointed but I was not.
"Now open your blouse, I want to see your tits."
She quickly opened her blouse, I helped her slide it off. Without being asked to she undid her bra.
"Now play with them while you suck me off. Don't be shy! This is just the start of it all," I reached down to feel her tits she held me hands against them, her nipples were hard. She started to take me deeper bobbing her head up and down faster and faster. As much as I wanted to slow it down I also wanted to cum.
I had her lick the whole underside of my shaft from top to bottom and suck my balls. I ordered her to pinch her own nipples demanding she do so harder and harder until I could see the pain on her face.
"I will give you a choice, either in your mouth or on your face and tits," she hesitated as I said it but continued to suck me off. When I finally could not take it anymore I blew my nuts in her mouth she sucked my cock even harder until I was "dry." Then, maybe to gain my favor, she kissed my cock and put it back in my pants.
When I was done I helped her up. She went to the little bar on the side of the office and poured herself a drink. "You are not serious about this whole love slave thing are you?"
"Never more serious in all my life. And thanks for the parking spot."
"Well I am going to be away for a little bit..." she felt necessary to tell me so I would understand she was not violating our agreement.
"I heard through the office grapevine, a little cosmetic freshening up in Mexico, not that I think you need it."
She half- smiled at the compliment.
I told her with our arrangement I would be fair, when she did everything on my list the papers would be gone and she would free of me.
"But just one thing, since you are going in anyway." I handed her the note I had wrote earlier folded it twice and gave it to her.
She took it and quickly unfolded it, "You can't be serious! 38DD? You want me to get breast implants? I can't do that!" she said as she crumbled up the paper. She put back on her bra and began to put her blouse on. "I can fight you on this! Go to the police or a detective or..." it was then that she realized how trapped she was.
"No you won't I said going over to her, from behind her I kissed the back of her neck as I reached around to squeeze her breasts. "You know after it is all done you could have the implants removed and you never have to see me again." I said as I pushed myself against her nice soft ass so she could feel me.
"As a matter of fact I feel like pushing you over your desk and taking you right now, but it will wait. But I will tell you this, every fantasy you have given me, from all those talks is going to be realized. Along with the ones that you and this job ruined for me and my wife.
She trembled slightly. "When you recover we will begin. Is that understood?"
She looked down at the floor and said humbly, "Understood."
I took a small box out of my jacket pocket, "One last thing, to remind you of your submission, when you are all done with your cosmetic work you will go to the place that is on the inside lid of this box and have this placed through your right nipple,"
I handed her the box, it had an iron nipple ring in it. She picked it up saying it was too heavy, I told her it was heavy enough to remind her every day of her sexual obligation to me.
I kissed her deeply before leaving. I would not see her again for a few months when her training would truly begin. One fantasy down, twelve to go.
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My wife, Mindy, had discovered my secret stash on interracial cuckold porn on the computer. Rather than getting mad we decided to explore the fantasy. With each new adventure my wife came closer and closer to being fucked by another man's cock. I knew I could stop it at any time and that was the danger of the game, the ability to stop and not doing so. Now she was going to talk to her friend Karen who was already living the cuckold lifestyle with her husband...
Karen and Mindy talked as I sat in the closet, naked except for the chastity device locked around my throbbing cock.
After some coffee and gossip my wife nervously looked at her and then relayed the whole story.
"Wow! And that is as far as you have taken it? With someone from his own gym? How do you feel?"
"Excited and at the same time scared. What if I get into it too much? What if I fall for one of the bulls?"
"It could happen, to be honest with you. But that is some of the risk and also some of the excitement. Though if you love your husband you will realize that part of what you do is for him in which case your marriage will hold together."
"Well there is something else," my wife said getting up and slowly walking to the closet.
Was she really going to open the door? At the last minute she turned around and walked away. I really am thinking of taking it further, that is why I had him go out and buy a box of rubbers, the extra big kind."
Karen laughed a bit and then asked if one box would be enough.
My wife laughed also, then Karen told my wife about an erotic shop that was well known for its glory holes, places where she could further to try out a black cock without any commitment.
My wife actually took down the address but after Karen left nothing further was said about it until the weekend.
The earlier part of the day had been spent going shopping, my wife bought shorter skirts, tighter sweaters and sexier underwear saying she was going to start wearing them to work.
I could feel my cock throb, she saw the look on my face and smiled saying that is what I had wanted and that was what I was going to get.
We headed out of town a bit and then pulled into the parking lot of the store Karen mentioned. I scanned the lot to see if there were any cars we might recognize. My wife and I went into the store, which had a surprising mix of men and women. After glancing around we headed to one of the video booths.
After swiping a pre-purchased card a video came on of some blonde getting hammered by a group of black guys. My wife got onto my lap on and bounced lightly asking if I liked what I was seeing. I grabbed her tits and squeezed them gently telling her I did.
Five minutes into the film we heard a noise behind the wall followed by a cough, then though a hole in the wall emerged a huge black cock. My wife was surprised for a second then looked at me then back at the cock.
It was huge, at least eight inches and it was not even fully hard yet. I had written stories about this (as she had pointed out on numerous times) but the reality was much more intense. My wife hesitated for a second then slowly reached out and grasped the unknown cock in front of her.
Looking at me again to be sure that I was paying attention she yanked on it, and almost immediately it started to grow.
"Well if I recall correctly you wrote several stories about wives at glory holes. So what do you think? Is reality better?" she said as she jerked off the anonymous cock.
I could feel my own cock grow hard and at the same time I was acutely aware of how much smaller my own cock was in comparison to his. With each stroke of her hand it grew larger and thicker. She ground her ass against my agonized cock.
"Lock that door and take out your cock," she ordered coldly.
Once I locked the door of the booth she signaled me to come over to her. She held my cock up by his to illustrate how much smaller my cock was than the bigger one she was jerking off. My wife was turning into a size queen right before my eyes.
She spit into her palm and continued to service the cock in front of her ignoring my own throbbing member.
"Get on your knees!" she said pointing to the floor in front of her. I hesitated for a moment but I knew she would not give the order again. As she jerked off his shaft she told me to pull down her panties, I reached up her skirt and did so. She had me lick her pussy while she played with his cock.
Feeling bolder she pulled up her sweater top and took one of her tits out of her bra, she had me turn around and watched as she held her boob in one hand and with the other pressed his fat cock heard against her tit. The man on the other side made a groan.
"I'd bet you'd like to see his cum all over me. Wouldn't you?" I told her I would.
"Well then you are going to help out. Come here. She took my hand by the wrist. "Come on I have seen you write about it in your stories. Come on do it."
I wanted to tell her no, but knew I could not deny her. "Come on! I want you to see what a real cock feels like," she scolded. "Do it now or I am leaving here now," In shame I reached out and took his cock in my hand. Like in all my stories it did feel so much bigger than my own cock. I was worried the man might object to my hand around his prick but he did not.
"Rub it up and down, feel what a real manhood feels like. Not like your small cock with its micro-load, You are so disgusting jerking off another man," she taunted.
She took a small waste paper basket from the corner of the room and pushed it towards me, putting it under my cock telling me that is where my seed belonged.
"Spit in your hand. Nice and wet. And keep jerking yourself off and when you cum it is going into that can. While his cum is going where it should all over my tits."
"Stroke that cock!" she ordered. "Faster! You fucking worthless wimp!" she said, I could feel his cock twitch and then he erupted spraying his seed all over my wife's tits and neck. His cum seemed to splash out forever.
She ordered me to squeeze the shaft to get every last drop out. I kept jerking him until he was limp and then I felt him pull back from the hole.
My wife looked down at me through her glasses, "Keep jerking! Come on! I want to see your little white cock cum. That's it! Put all that worthless cum into that garbage can where it belongs!" she said as I erupted into the garbage can with what felt like the biggest load of my life. All the time she taunted me as she rubbed his cum deeply into her tits.
When I recovered she put her tit back into her bra and pulled her sweater back down.
"Uh honey?" she said as another black cock emerged from the glory hole. At first I was not sure if it was the same one or not.
It wiggled and my wife looked at me as if she was nerving herself up. She turned back towards the hole and got onto her knees motioning for me to get down by her side.
Her hand reach around his cock getting a grip, then she yanked on it a few times, I could tell this was a different cock, it was thicker than the first but a bit shorter, though still bigger than mine. She reached over and gave my cock a firm long squeeze through my pants.
"I bet you have fantasies about watching me suck on a big black cock while you watch. Don't you? Well I will do it provided you kiss his cock first, come on you know you want to see me do it. Come on!" she said wiggling it in her hand as she pointed it at me.
A big part of the cuckold fantasy is the humiliation that the wife puts upon the husband followed by the jealousy the husband feels as he realizes the wife has the control of their sex life and chooses other men over him.
She waved the cock at me as she grabbed my head and pushed it towards his cock. I thought we were in private and alone and it was what she wanted. And the thought of her sucking on that fat cock was more than I could take. I leaned forward bracing myself, but at the last minute she pulled it away laughing.
"Yuck! You almost did it! Get away from me! You disgust me!" she said, I could not tell if she was acting or not as she made me sit in the corner of the booth furthest away from her. She looked at me again to make sure I was looking at her and then kissed his cock, she opened her mouth as wide as she could and took it in. Her face was distorted as her lips wrapped skintight around his cock. She jerked his cock and sucked his shaft, taking time out to verbally abuse me saying I should be there sucking his cock instead of her.
"You probably would hog all the cum!" she said then took his cock back in her mouth. She pulled up her sweater and bra up and rubbed his cock head all over her tits as she jerked and sucked him off.
When he started to moan she jammed his cock back in her mouth and took his load. She coughed once or twice but she swallowed his seed and kept sucking until his cock started to shrink.
The man on the other side pulled his cock back into the hole, then a piece of paper was tossed in. My wife picked it up and read it, chuckled and put it in her purse. She took out a tissue and wiped off the remains of her ruined lipstick.
She told me to get up and then she gave me a quick kiss scolding me by saying that she bet that I hoped that I could still taste the cum on her mouth.
We waited a few minutes then left the store quickly, there were some guys hanging out, and we wondered if one or two of them might be the guys from the booth.
At home she undressed and sat on the couch with her legs spread as I licked her again. She ordered me not to touch my cock as I serviced her.
"As part of being my little cuckold you will have to clean up around here," she said and I wondered what she was up to. "And I have decided to eventually make you my little sissy maid."
I had written a story or two about men being feminized but never did I think my own wife would do that to me.
"And if you want to see the day that I am taken by a big black cock you will be a good little cuck and not open the boxes that are going to be arriving over the next few weeks."
After she had cum she sat me on the couch and she took my cock in her hand. She started to jerk me off making me pledge to say when I was going to cum. She was going to give me another "ruined orgasm." The last time she did this to me she jerked me to climax but let go as I came so I ejaculated but had no orgasm. This time though she put her thumb over my cock as I screamed that I was cumming. Then she let go, sperm spurted from my cock but I felt no relief only an erotic agony.
"Now if you want to cum tonight for real you are going to lick my breasts clean. Come on I know you want to do it. I have read enough of your stories. Come on my little maid to be, lick my breasts," she said holding them up to me and pinching her nipples.
When we had got home I wondered if she had cleaned herself off as she had gone into the bathroom for a few minutes. She dangled her breasts in front of my face. Still raging horny from my denied orgasm I stuck my tongue out and licked her nipple, not knowing if she had cleaned it off or not.
She offered me her other nipple and I sucked on it.
"Now lick my breasts, don't be shy clean them off," she teased. I did not taste anything so I have to assume she was playing with me.
"Oh! You are so good at cleaning up other men's messes," she said.
"You know I was thinking," she said as she snatched her breasts away from me, holding them as she talked to me. "Remember when I wanted to get a boob job to make the girls a bit bigger?"
I remember my wife had talked about it a bit, I had even used the idea in some of my stories.
"Well what if I did do that? Think of it. I bet the guys would really start staring at me, well after my first real fuck I am going to have you buy that for me as a present," she said.
"Now I want you know you have been a good little cuckold so you can jerk off all you want downstairs in the guest bedroom as I need my sleep tonight," she said.
I asked her why, she chuckled and said, "Didn't I tell you? I put in a transfer to work in the downtown office. You know they have been wanting me to work there for years," I was shocked, in the past she said she did not want to, mainly because the downtown office was, well, downtown. A lot of the black men worked there. Suddenly I saw her point and my cock began to rise again even as I felt threatened.
After a nearly sleepless night I got up early, my wife, however, was nearly finished dressing. She had on high heels, stockings, a short mini skirt and a tight black, low cut sweater that showed off her boobs to their best advantage.
She was finishing putting on her makeup, a bit sexier than usual, she laughed saying she wanted to make a good impression on her first day at the new office, so maybe the next day she would go to work with no bra. As she left early taking a car service rather than drive in with me I wondered what I had unleashed, and if I could stop it, and more importantly if I wanted it to stop.
I went to work thinking all day about my wife at her new office showing off her new look. A little bit after lunch she sent me a text with a photo. The text said "Me and my new coworkers!" and the picture had her sitting in a booth at lunch with several black guys and one or two black women. Of course some of the guys seemed clustered around her.
Even when she went out to the supermarket she would dress up sexy and if I went with her she'd flirt without shame. The paradox was that the more jealous she made me the more attentive I would be to her.
I was wondering what would happen next, at first I knew she had done some of this to both fulfill the fantasies she had seen on my computer, but some of it now was for her. What was just a role to her had become a lifestyle.
"You know some of the girls and guys from the office are going out to a club next week after work and I am going with them. There is going to be some drinking and some dancing and I don't know what else, but I suppose you like it that way," she said walking away from me after squeezing my cock and laughing.
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"Whoever you are in love with you are about to make a switch."
"She is Mitzi... the campus witch."
That was the last lines of the theme of the show I was in love with, Campus Witch. The song was belted out by a Sinatra sound-alike who had to flee the country under some very shady circumstances.
The show was only on for a season and a half in the 1960s; then it was pulled. Rumors flew about regarding everything from a dope problem with its stars to a curse put on the show. But I was in love with Mitzi, the main character, a witch of some tender two hundred years sent to live on earth as a student in a small town college, where mayhem ensued.
Sandy Snaps was her chubby girlfriend who had an equal amount of fans, she was sexy in her own way before the term "Big Beautiful Woman" became popular. Veteran character actors Charles M. Goodness and Veronica Howard played the school principal and the girl's dean at Willow College. Jane Affair played the blonde head witch that banished Mitzi to earth. Her slightly wooden on again off again boyfriend was played by Bond Tim followed, after his tragic accident by Larry Tinmore; like what had happened on that other witch show one of the leads had been replaced mid-season and nobody knew better, or nobody cared with Mitzi in front of the camera.
Mitzi, played by Mitzi Wells, dark haired, doe-eyed, tight waist, round behind and nearly perfect breasts. I had paid for a piece of "fan-art" with her kissing her "evil" blonde self, played by Mitzi in a wig of course.
Other than one get together at a comics convention in the 1970s the surviving cast (and there was all too few of them today) seldom got together. But I had all the material, the fan magazines, the laser discs (even thought I did not have a player) and even the bootleg soundtrack CD.
Working with Doc Handford in the lab I had one day mentioned the show and some of the mystery surrounding it. Doc scratched his head. You could see the scar on his forehead where the crystal had entered during the explosion. It was tough luck for him. Where it entered his brain had made it inoperable to remove. He would live a full life, but would suffer migraines that only marijuana could fix. That was part of my job as his assistant, to score killer weed for him.
One thing I forgot, to say was that it made him unbearably brilliant, but erratic. That is why besides me he was assigned a "handler" in the form of Susan Throne. Susan was a true ice maiden in a Hitchcockian sense. Blonde, perfect with blue eyes that hinted of both boundless passion and cruelty with a touch of her own madness.
"I remember that show." Doc said in the middle of an experiment and stopped working. He hummed the theme. He waited until Susan cleared her throat making him go back to work. On the dry-board to the right was written the number "3" which indicated his level of head ache, sometimes it was at zero but that was rare.
"How would you like to visit the show?" he asked me, I did not know what to say, I knew the set had burned down shortly after the series wrapped up; when they did the crappy movie about it in the 80's they had to reconstruct the set. But with Handford you never knew what he really meant.
He put down his work irritating Susan as he sat in thought, "I mean really visit the set, through time displacement.
Susan started to panic but reigned it in. It was not the first time she would go through this, and it was not the last.
Doc, stood still for a moment as he did the calculations then ran around the lab pulling what seemed to be random items out of supply lockers. Susan got a basket and dutifully picked everything off the floor.
By that afternoon Doc was in a deep state of zen, so it was best to leave him alone. I had other things to do.
"Yah! Yah! Put it up my ass harder! Harder! Fuck my ass!" Susan could even be a bit of a bitch when she was being fucked but it was at least bearable now. I pounded her fat but well-shaped ass, reaching around to pinch her nipples, which she also demanded I squeeze until she winced in pain.
She turned her head and said I better not cum until she finished. I used my free hand to finger her feeling the wetness squirt from her cunt. I kept it building up and up until with a clenching gasp she came, her ass squeezed my cock tight and I squirted deep into her asshole. When I pulled out the cum spilled from her now dilated asshole onto the bedspread which would annoy her later.
She turned around and had me hold her, I almost did not mind this either, we kissed deeply as we held each other.
"You are not crazy enough to jump into that wormhole he is building? Are you?"
I just stared up at the ceiling, she knew not to talk further, there were times I could face what Joanne did to me, and there were times I could not. It was during the latter times that I was less predictable than usual, even to myself. I don't know if it was self-destruction or a sense of peace, but I felt like nothing matter, that the world was an abstract and I just walked through it.
Later that day we were called back to the lab, Susan was back to her efficient cold self, which somehow turned me on.
In the lab was something that looked like a wishing well made of wife, there was a slight static buzz when you walked up to it. Looking down was the mindbender though, you should be seeing the title of the floor but everything blurred to infinity.
"Harness, provisions and recall device."
"Wait! Provisions, I am only going back to the 1960s, I think I can eat the food...that sounded so bizarre saying that just now."
"That is not why there are provisions, it is for the, for lack of a better term, fall," he said all too casually.
"Okay, I guess I am the one who should ask, how long will he be falling?" Susan asked.
"About two days and change, he may need pills for air sickness along the way," he said swiveling his chair to start fiddling, "You can leave in an hour," Handford said going back to work.
"Can I talk to you for a moment?" Susan asked.
Ten minutes later we were in my room, in her own passive way she was punishing me for staining her sheets.
"You are not going!" she said as I banged her as hard as I could. She pulled my face down to her big for, tits and had me suck on her nipples, for her pleasure and so I could not argue with her. I might have considered it had she said had me not to go, but I hated to be told what to do.
"I am going," I said taking her big nipple out of my mouth, which I hated to do. I tossed her legs on her shoulders and rammed her until I came.
We got dressed in silence. She had just put her hair back in its bun when she grabbed my shoulder in her strong hand and turned me around.
She put her finger across my lips and asked me not to say a word. She got down on her knees and sucked on my cock while tears welled up in her eyes and ran down my cheek. I wanted to get her up and hold her but she refused. I am ashamed to say watching suck me off crying turned me on more than I could say.
When my load came it was harder than ever, and yet she swallowed it all still crying. She went to the bathroom and then when she came out, I held her, then we held each other and she cried some more.
"The harness is secure?" Handford asked, I told him it was, I checked it twice and the supply bag. Susan left the room.
I used a plain step ladder and went to the top of the well. I thought of saying something historic to the lab's cameras as I became the world's first time traveler, little knowing how wrong I would be, but could come up with nothing.
I braced myself and jumped, half expecting to hit the floor, but everything became a cool fog and I started to fall, faster and faster. I recalled a cartoon or a show from my youth when a kid fell through a hat to a magic world and could not recall its name.
"Now you are like Alice," Handford said through the microphone into my ear piece.
"Well at least I am taking the same trip,"
"Ahh! You survived!"
"Not funny,"
"I was not joking," he said.
I drank from the container on my back and read an ebook, the novelty of the trip becoming boredom eventually, when there was beep on my headset just as I was nodding off.
"You are about to come out of it, it is far too soon! Something is..."
There was a sound like a thousand pieces of bubble wrap being popped at once and I came out the other side to a surprisingly soft landing on wet ground, it was raining out.
Then I saw it in the distance; it was Willow College, but it was so big. There was a parking lot and I saw the dean, I forgot his name for a moment, Mr. Suthrough, he was parking his car and getting out. The more I looked the more I realized that this was not a set, it could not be a set, not even the movie version could afford a full set like this, I was at Willow College, but it was real, what had happened?
Then I heard a noise in the woods, it was dusk and I could dimly see lights in the distance. I knew part of me was thinking of another old show and the philosophy of not interfering but I was drawn to whatever was ahead. I don't think I could ever be prepared for what I saw.
There was a group of men in the woods, they were wearing hoods. One had a big old leather bound book and was chanting. Tied up in a stockade was the fat but shapely figure of Sandy Snaps. Spittle ran out of her mouth and her eyes were turned upwards. Behind her a male figure with a grotesquely huge cock fucked her.
This could not be real, I thought, but again I could not do nothing. Then there was an explosion, as I slipped into a daze of unconsciousness the last voice I heard was that of Tim Bond telling me I should have ducked.
When I woke up I was in a dorm room with all my gear stowed away. I gulped the coffee left for me (I hoped) in a Willow College mug and wondered what was to come next.
To be continued next episode.
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My wife Amy had had a weight problem, eventually she resolved to lose the weight and with the help of her trainer she got her body back into shape. However, things got complicated when I got this fantasy about my wife getting fucked by the trainer. I spoke to him and told me he could make it happen.
While away on a business trip I received a DVD of my wife getting fucked by the trainer's big black cock. This was something I was not supposed to know as the two worlds of fantasy and reality slowly merged...
My wife met me at the airport, it had been raining out and was cool, even for a November day. She drove home concentrating on the road. I asked her how everything had been and she deflected wishing to talk about my trip. What was she going to do? Tell me how she had been banged repeatedly by her trainer's huge cock?
When we got home after dinner, my cock throbbing the whole time I got up and kissed her, fully aware those lips had been somewhere else.
She was taken aback by my aggressiveness, to say the least.
I squeezed her tits telling her I was sorry for being so inattentive.
She said she forgave me.
"Maybe your new sexy body intimidated me, I don't know," I said reframing from saying that I might have been worried about her being attracted to other guys.
"It's okay." She said as I pulled her blouse over her head. My hands soon had her bra removed and flung over the couch.
I sucked on her tits aware fully they had provided pleasure for another man. Knowing what she had done I was far more aggressive than usual. Undoing her skirt I fingered her though her panties then pulled them down so I could feel her wetness first hand. She came within moments with a soft moan.
"Oh shit! You must have really missed me," she said flattered though somewhat worried about the attention I was paying her.
I lead her to the bedroom and pushed her on the bed taking off my clothes as quick as I could. I went and licked her pussy getting her ready for me, not that should have been much of a problem after handling Vincent's huge cock.
Then I got on top of her and fucked her all the time restraining myself from thinking about her interracial adventure, least I cum too quickly. Thanks to having whacked off a few times before my flight I had more staying power than usual, but still she felt so wet and hot.
I flipped my wife over onto her stomach and reentered from behind pulling her up by her hips.
"What has gotten into you. Oh fuck! Oh fuck!" she said as I pounded her for all I was worth cumming deep inside of her love box.
We kissed passionately then emboldened I asked, no make that I told her to suck my cock. I saw her nose twitch slightly, then she looked at me. "I will, but you know..." she said. She wanted me to clean off my cock, not from my cum but from her juices. For a moment I wanted to protest as I saw her do it for Vincent but knew I could not say anything.
I got up to go to the bathroom to get a towel and she stopped me saying "Okay, just this once." She took my cock into her mouth and sucked me until I came, then exhausted she fell asleep. All the time sleeping next to her I knew she had been unfaithful to me, which turned me on all the more. I wondered if she would do it again to or not, I got my answer fairly soon as Vincent continued her training.
We met at the park, it was supposedly to pay Vincent for his personal training of my wife.
"So you liked what you saw. Now look this could be a one-time thing if you want it to be. No harm. No foul," he said smiling.
I hesitated some and told him no that maybe she needed some more training.
He smiled saying that he did not mind and that he could really take my wife into freak territory. I asked him how freaky that would be.
He took out his tablet, tapped a folder, entered a password that protected its contents to unlock it. A woman's picture appeared, small, blonde. He went to the next one that had her on her knees sucking a huge black cock. "She was really freaky. Look what she did for me."
The third shot I thought was another woman, heavy make-up, leather dress, and huge tits."
"She didn't..."
"Yeah she did. Husband paid for them and all."
The next photo had her standing naked in a hotel room. She was holding her boobs up to the camera, the nipples were pierced with heavy metal rings. And she had the classic "queen of hearts" tattoo on her left breast, proclaiming to the world that she had a preference for black men.
"She is extreme, but if you wanted to I think I could bring out that inner freak in your wife. But it could go really far."
He tapped on another photo, it was Donna, one of the girls he was training. She was standing over her husband holding the trainer's cock as her husband kissed it. "I know this is a bit extreme but some husbands go for this.
I looked away telling him I was not into that. He laughed and shut off the tablet.
"Well the next step is I am going to fuck your wife a few times more, then you are going to come home and catch us.
I told him that I did not think that was possible.
He laughed and said there was always a way, and as a matter of fact he was going to train her a bit more.
I asked him what and he said I'd see.
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As the huge rubber coated black cock entered my wife's pussy she moaned and lifted her huge tit to her mouth to suck on it. Lana's training and corruption were nearly completed, my mind wandered back to how this had all started.
To look at my wife Lana you would never guess what sexual tension lied beneath her conservative interior. She got her huge, round soft tits and fair skin from the Russian side of her family. Though a few pounds overweight with a slight tummy, which I found sexy, her breasts were just big and fuckable. She often wore clothes to avoid highlighting her tits and that round beautiful ass of hers, but I knew what lay beneath them.
Sex had been always good between us, but I kept feeling something was lacking, that there was some level of pleasure that we had not reached together. Lana never seemed disappointed, it was just that somehow we were missing our mark in bed.
A year ago we ordered a small vibrator, it took some bargaining and wheedling to get her to try it, but on the bed with her legs spread and her eyes closed I was eventually able to convince her to let me use it on her, the results were dramatic to say the least. She began to moan and pant almost instantly. Her huge nipples hardened and her breasts heaved and then she came and came and came. When I slid it inside of her she actually grabbed it out of my hand and started to working it herself as I sucked her tits. It was a miracle the neighbors had not called the police on us.
Then she got on my cock and humped it like an animal pleaded with me to fuck her. I came and she jumped off my cock and started jerking me hard again so I could fuck her a second time.
When we were done we laid there in a sweaty heap, she said quietly we should buy some more toys.
A month later I bought a six inch white dildo on line. In truth this might have been the start of everything that was too come. We got on the bed and she said, that she could not believe that I had brought a friend over to fuck her. I was a little bit stunned but played along with her fantasy. She asked me to give her the sleep mask she sometime used to cover her eyes. I did so and we continued.
"Yes and he is very horny for you," I said as I took the dildo and slid it into my blindfolded wife's pussy. She started to groan as it slid in.
"And he is going to fuck me in front of you?"
I told her yes as I worked "him" in and out of her.
"Oh! And you like seeing me be a slut for other men," at the time I said yes never realizing where this might eventually lead.
"And you can suck my dick while he pounds you," I said shifting around in bed and pressing my cock against her lips. She sucked me while I fucked her with the rubber cock. Then I had my "friend" pull out of her so I could finish the job.
These sessions became more and more intense. One day I decided to surprise her with a slightly bigger "friend." Now truth to tell I might have made a mistake, when ordering on the website I most likely was so horny that I messed up on the pull down menu and instead of the fantasy purple dildo got her a realistic black one.
When the package came with the assorted lingerie and lubes I was disappointed and put it on the side, Lana was a bit racist and I did not think she would entertain it.
I looked at her on the bed wearing the crotchless purple pantyhose and black bra with cut-outs for her nipples and could feel my cock harden. I went down on her, it took me a while to convince her to shave her pussy, but it was worth it. She had also promised to one day get her nipples pierced.
"Honey I guess there will be no company tonight, though."
She took off the mask and looked down at me a bit disappointed and asked me why.
I told her that something had come in the mail, but it was wrong. She asked to see, I showed her the ten inch rubber black cock that had been delivered in the mail by mistake instead of the purple colored fantasy cock.
Her eyes opened in mock horror as she asked how dare I bring home a black friend to fuck her, "What sort of slut do you think I am? What if the neighbors saw him come in?"
"Well since he is here he can watch," she said taking the dildo out of my hand and putting it on the side. She told me to lick her pussy some more while my black friend watched.
"You must think I am some sort of whore. Still he is very big, bigger than you in fact, far bigger than yours," she said picking it up thinking. "And I am a little bit angry at you, what sort of man would bring home a black guy he barely knows to fuck his wife?" she asked.
"I should punish you by fucking his cock anyway!" she said to my total amazement.
Then she reached for the lube and rubbed it all over the "stranger's" cock. I had never really thought about race in my sexual fantasies, but there was something so taboo about Lana's milk white hand lubing up that black dildo, for a second I wondered how it would look in real life for her to do such a thing?
"You are a pervert wanting your wife to fuck a black man, I am so angry I am going to fuck him in front of you, and..." she hesitated not knowing if she wanted to say the words, "..I am going to let him cum inside of me!"
She took the dildo and started to work it into her pussy with a groan and a moan. It looked like it did not want to go in at first, but she worked it until the cock head slid inside of her. My own cock got considerably stiffer just watching.
"You are an awful man bringing home this black guy to fuck me!" she said, "If my family found out they'd disown me!" she said as she began to fuck herself with the rubber dildo.
"No don't touch me right now! I am only for black men right now!" she said as she pumped the dildo in and out of her pussy. The contrast of colors turned me on.
"Oh! Yes! Fuck me hard in front of my husband," she said as I started to jerk off watching her. Playing to her "audience" she sucked her own tits because he "ordered" her to do so as she cried on to be fucked by his big black cock.
Then suddenly she pulled it out of her and told me to fuck her. It was hard brutal sex, she yelled at me to fuck her like a whore and kissed and bit me hard demanding to be made to be cum.
Like an animal she drained my cock of every drop of sperm it had. Then she fell asleep soon afterwards.
The next morning I knew better than to talk to her about what happened, all I know is that it turned me on watching her with that black dildo.
I secretly bought a twelve inch "realistic" dildo and hid it away.
One night we were in bed together watching an adult film together. Most of the time she'd jerk me off or I would finger her while we watched together. What sort of films did we watch? A lot of times they were softcore films or films aimed at women with extra romance and plot. This time though the film we watched had one with a black guy with a huge cock fucking a neglected football widow while her clueless husband watched a game in the living room.
I sat on the bed with my wife sitting on my lap watching the film, she made a comment that this was not the usual film we watched; until she saw the black guy, then her eyes opened wide as she watched the dejected wife start to rub his cock and it started to grow.
I fingered her pussy and found her to be very wet. On the screen the women lamented about her husband not paying enough attention to her, to which the guy laughed and said he would. She laughed back and got down on her knees to suck on his cock.
"She should be ashamed of herself!" Lana said as he eyes opened wide watching the black actor's cock grow to a huge size under her attention. "She is such a whore doing that! It might be okay as a fantasy but to do that is wrong," she said even as she stared at his cock.
I kissed her and she got on top of me all the time watching as the stud entered the wife's pussy. "This is disgusting she said as she humped my cock. "Almost as bad as when you brought that black friend over to fuck me," she said as she looked at me.
I reluctantly had her get off of me and went to where I had hidden the foot long dildo and took it out with some lube.
Her eyes rolled in horror. "You pig! Now you bring home and even bigger black guy to fuck your wife's pussy. What sort of man are you?" she said as she got up and removed her nightgown.
"I am sorry, it is just that he insisted," I told her.
"Then he can speak for himself," she said.
I had to think for a second, then I caught her hint and changed my voice as I dangled the dildo downwards, "Yeah well your husband wants you to have the best and biggest!"
"Really, well let me compare," she said getting on her knees in front of "us." She pulled on my cock a bit and lined it up with the dildo, "Hmph! Not even half the size of his. How could you bring home another man who is so well endowed? What are you trying to do to me?" she said giving my cock a few pulls.
"Do you really want me to pull on his cock?" she said.
I answered in the voice of my friend, "Pull on my cock? I want you to do everything for me!" She wrapped her hand around "his" cock and pulled on it for a moment or two, then she kissed his cock head and sucked on it while she used her other hand to jerk me off.
Then she switched off, but before taking my cock in her mouth she said, "So small, hardly worth the effort!" It might have been as I was so excited that I had to fight back cumming right then and there.
She took turns sucking each of our cocks, gradually spending more and more time sucking the black one.
"You know what? I think that pussy of yours needs some big black cock to loosen it up. And don't give me any shit I heard you have been fucked by black dick before,"
I took the black dildo, which had a suction cup on the end and stuck it to the closet door and lubed it. Lana got on all fours and guided herself against it. She made a series of groans as she worked that fat black cock head into her pussy.
She looked at me slightly angry asking me again what sort of man would ruin his wife by forcing her to fuck another man's cock. All the while she backed onto and away from that huge rubber cock getting herself into a regular rhythm.
"If my family found out about this I'd be disowned," she said worried as she kept bouncing on "his" cock.
I got down in front of her and put my cock in her face, "You pig! You want me to do that while another man fucks me?" she said, she spit on my cock angrily then started to suck it. I reached forward and squeezed her big tits as she sucked me off and slammed herself down onto "my friend's" cock.
She started to groan and moan in a rapid rhythm, her face grew red as the groaning got louder, she took my cock out of her mouth and pleaded with me to take his cock out of her before he comes.
I grabbed her face and told her that she loved it and he ought to fuck her harder and deeper.
"And what if he cums inside of me? He is not wearing a rubber!" she pleaded so realistically I was actually concerned for a moment.
"I think you want that to happen, to show how sexy you are," I told her as I put my cock back in her face.
To my surprise she humped him even harder than before having one big orgasm after another. I could not take it anymore and came in her mouth. "You fucking disgust me!" she said and spit my cum out of her mouth onto the floor.
Rather than be insulted I was stunned, I could not believe how out of control she was. After one more orgasm that was so loud I was surprised the neighbors did not come to our door to see what had happened she slid off the wet dildo and laid on the floor, not moving for a second, then she started to shake and I could hear her cry.
"I can't believe I did that or said that," she said getting onto her knees and putting her arms around me.
We got up and she held me tight, I told her it was okay and could feel my cock rising and pressing against her stomach. "You were so sexy," I told her.
We wound up in bed, me on top of her fucking her while I sucked on her big pale tits. Once we finished we talked.
"You know we could never really do anything like this. Like that, in real life I mean, we can play but that is it," she added on.
I thought about it a moment and then asked her why not experiment a little, within the confines of not violating anything she was uncomfortable with. I told her clearly she did not want another man to fuck her and she was not going to suck one off, but what about giving a black guy a hand job?
She thought about it for a bit and said she might feel uncomfortable doing it and would have to be a bit drunk," I was somewhat stunned to see her thinking about doing it at all.
"Well what about letting a black guys kiss you or feel your tits," I asked as I grew hard again. She saw this and seized my cock in her hand.
"It would have to be done in private or where nobody knew us," she said as she rubbed my cock.
"Well, how about just going out to a club and dancing with another guy, with me there?"
"I might do that, but it has to be where nobody knew us,"
My mind went through some possibilities. I leaned over and sucked on her tits. I grabbed her and rolled over so she was on top of me, I wanted her to get on top of me but she told me her pussy was too sore from the dildo. So instead she jerked me off until I came, she aimed my load all over my stomach saying that she did not want to stain the bedspread.
As she got up to get me a towel I wondered if this was like the first time I was cuckolded. And wondered if it would be the last.
For the rest of the week I was super-attentive to Lana. That Friday I told her that we were going out, and I had a surprise for her, I had bought that tight leather dress for her, the one that looked so sexy when she tried it on but was a bit out of our price range.
She was happy and smiling then she got that look in her eye. "Has this got to do with your fantasy?" I told her no, but that maybe she could wear it out to the club. She liked the idea, the club we went to was mostly white so she figured I was not going to be pushing her to do anything.
That night fate intervened, when we got to the club a lot of people were driving away from it. I asked someone outside what had happened and they told me that it turned out that they had been paying bribes to pass inspection and the city had shut it down.
"I guess we should go home," Lana said disappointed. I told her I knew of another club we could go to across town. When we pulled up I could see she liked the new club. It was a bit crowded due to the displaced patrons of the other club coming over there but we got in. The music was loud, however, this club was more mixed than the one she was used to going to. We got a table and had a few drinks.
I told her I had to use the bathroom, maybe it was the sexy dress, or our role-playing but when I came back there was a guy, a black guy, trying to talk to Lana, but I could tell that she was not into him, at least not yet.
When I got near to the table he said his goodbye to her and moved on. She looked at me suspiciously as if I arranged it. I told her I had nothing to do with it.
Soon one of her favorite songs came on, we got up on the dance floor and started to dance. I could see a lot of guys looking her over as there were just not that many pale redheads in the club, especially ones with pale skin wearing a tight black leather dress. Her tits at times threatened to bounce free of their leather prison. After a few dances the drinks were hitting me a bit hard and I wanted to rest, but she wanted to dance some more. I told her I'd be back at the table.
She danced by herself for a bit, then some other guy came up and started to dance by her, then near her, then next to her. She again seemed a bit uncomfortable but maybe the drinks were hitting her and soon she was dancing with her new partner as I watched from the table.
There is something very odd about watching your wife dance with another guy. Now it is one thing if she is dancing with her grandfather at your wedding or family reunion. It is another thing in its entirety when she is doing it at a night club; especially when she is dancing with a black guy that you'd secretly like to see fuck her. It is sensual, yet public, and still there is the fact that she is wiggling her body next to him.
A slower dance came on and my wife shot a look over to me, but all she saw was me ordering another drink. A little pissed, and to punish me she stood on the dance floor. In my defense it was seltzer, as were most of my other drinks before, but she did not know that.
She danced very close to him. Then he put his arm on her waist, he tried to move it down but she grabbed his wrist and moved it back up. When the song was over someone out of my line of sight was calling him over, so he gave her a quick peck on the cheek and she headed back to the table.
Sweaty, she sat down next to me, I had a drink ready for her. She glared at me and asked if I planned it. I asked her how could I have done so?
"Well I know about you and your fantasy," she said.
"But we are only here because the other club we wanted to know was closed. How could I plan that?"
Feeling a little bit better she chowed down on the appetizers I had ordered. After I went back on the floor with her we decided to call it a night. Outside it was raining hard. She saw her dance partner under the awning trying to hail a non-existent cab. Lana bit her lip as I waited for the rain to slow down a bit.
"Could we give him a lift?" she asked me.
I was surprised but told her it would not be a problem and while she went to tell him I went to the car. As I went to pick them up the sky opened up again harder than before. Then the second freaky thing happened, from time to time the front passenger door would get jammed and this was one of those times, I resolved to fix it but as I pulled up along with all the other cars honking to get up to the curb I knew we had to rush. He hopped in and my wife followed trying to get in the front door then realizing what was wrong she piled into the back.
He gave his address and I almost regretted it at first, it was on the other side of town and nobody has to tell you how people drive like idiots in the rain.
I looked back at my wife, her rain wet pale tits heaving in the back seat, a fact not lost on her dance partner.
"Wow! That was some good dancing out there. Do you usually hit this club, I have not seen you before and I would have noticed!"
My wife went through the whole story of the other club being closed causing him to laugh saying our bad luck was his good luck.
"Hey! You didn't mind me dancing with her? Did you?"
I told her I was cool with it, he chuckled and asked if I was really cool with it, I told him again I was.
He turned to her and said to me, "Would you be cool with me kissing your old lady right in this car?"
I guess he weighed the odds and realized the worse that could happen would be that he would be tossed out in the rain.
"Hey! Don't I get a say so?" Lana said.
"Well would you mind?"
"Yes!"
"But why? Your husband seems pretty good about it, I bet he is one of those guys who'd like to see you experiment a bit more! Right? You a bit of a prude, or just a bit racist."
"I am not! This is not fair," she said.
"Well how about a little kiss?"
"Well uh, okay why not?" my wife said, maybe it was the drinks, or the rain, I could not say.
She turns towards the guy and kissed him, I caught the sight for a moment in the rear view mirror and was transfixed. The light changed and the horns reminded me to go, but it seemed like she kissed him for such a long time. They both laugh and she kisses him again while she seemed to take delight in my torment.
He pulls away and looks her over and says "Dam! You are so white! I bet there is no black in your family tree!" my wife felt a bit uncomfortable about his remark.



"Well if you are not prejudiced, and maybe you are not, let me touch those big tits of yours. Come on it is not like you can get pregnant from it!"
My wife froze a bit, he did not realize children were a sore spot with us, she wanted to have one but I wanted to wait a bit more. Sometimes we fought about this.
"No I guess not!" she said giving me a little glare. As much as I could I watched as his hands squeezed her big soft tits through her leather dress, she kissed him deeper than ever.
My cock throbbed as my thought went to the fact that she was spiting me. Would she even consider letting another man impregnate her.
"Maybe what you need is some black roots in your family tree, or some new roots," he said as he guided her hand down to touch his cock through his pants, she tried to pull away but he kept it there making her squeeze it.
He kissed her again and told her to feel how big it was.
She said it could not be that big as her hand squeezed it.
"Yes it can! Take a look!" he said as we slowly moved through the traffic. He opened his pants as she shouted out her objection.
"Oh come on! It is not going to bite! Look at it!" he said.
She looked at it and despite her objections she could not take her eyes off of it. I angled my rearview mirror downwards and could see he was huge and thick, as big as some of the toys she played with.
"You are so sexy, how about pulling on it a bit. I bet it would give your old man a thrill."
"I can't, I am married!" she said only half believing her objection.
"Come on! A little hand-job never hurt anyone, unless you'd like to do more!"
"More?" No way! Put it back!"
"Nope! Not until you rub it!"
"Put it back!"
"No! And when I get you of this car I am going to leave it hanging out!"
"You can't do that!"
"I can and will!"
We pulled into a spot on a quiet side street, the rain was coming down even heavier than before.
"Well? Or are you scared?"
"I am not... well...okay if that this is the only way!" she said.
I watched as time went into slow motion, her hand reached out and slowly encircled his cock. Her hand pulled up and down on it and to her shock it seemed to get even bigger.
"I cannot believe I am doing this," she complained.
"Well you are doing great!" he said then he instructed her to spit into her hand to lubricate it.
"If anyone sees us..." she said but there was little doubt as the wind picked up sending anyone else remaining on the street scampering for shelter.
He kissed her again, but now it seemed more sensual and private.
"Yeah! Pump that nasty black cock!" he ordered.
In almost a trance she kept pumping his cock, it was so big she could use both hands on it and did.
After nearly ten minutes she said her hands were getting tired and she was worried that somebody was going to see them.
He laughed and told her to suck him off. She said she would not do that.
"Well then I will let myself cum on two conditions. First off you have to kiss the tip of my cock and second when I cum I want you to aim it all over that nice tight dress of yours so your husband can have a souvenir."
Lana tried to get out of it but after five more minutes of pumping she gave in, she turned to me and said that she hoped I was happy. Then she gave his cock head a quick peck. The guy laughed but let it go.
They kissed deeper and deeper, he squeezed her tits the whole time then he groaned. The first load caught her under the chin, then the neck, her tits were splashed as was her dress. He seemed to cum for a minute straight. When he was done he zipped up. The rain had slowed. He tossed something onto the front seat saying he'd be able to walk home from there and got out.
Lana refused to come over to the front seat even after I got the door open.
At home the minute we were through the door she turned and kissed me as she grabbed my cock.
"Kiss and lick my pussy! Now!" she said as she went to the couch getting and spread her legs. I pulled down her panties and plunged my tongue deep into her pussy.
"Lick me! Lick me!" she begged, I never felt her so wet. "I know you are going to cum quick the first time so jerk off while you eat me! Come on!"
I don't know if I should have felt hurt or not but I did what she said and came within a minute all over the side of the couch.
She bucked up and down on my tongue as she came again and again. Finally she got up and I helped remove her cum stained dress.
We kissed and we wound up back on the couch with me fucking her.
"Please let's not do this anymore," she pleaded, then she saw that I needed to clarify myself, "This whole black thing, no more!" I understood that she was embarrassed and ashamed at what she did and left it at that, to push her anymore would be to close that door forever.
So I did not say anything more but kept fucking her until I came inside of her.
She ushered me into the bedroom where she sucked my cock like a madwoman then got on top of me. She sucked on her own nipples, something she did only when she was really excited, she chanted "Just you and me. Just you and me!" until I came in her yet again.
After some rest she told me we must give up this fantasy of mine, then she added "ours."
The next day she would not talk about it. I could jerk off about what I had seen but I could say nothing to her about it. It went on like that for two weeks until a package arrived. It was from Charles, her dance partner. Inside the box was a red leather dress and some jewelry. There was a note from him that said: "This is to replace that dress I ruined the other night. Please feel free to wear it as my guest at the club anytime you and your husband want to come by." It turns out Charles owned the club we were at.
Lana was a bit shocked and said she was going over there to give him a piece of her mind, what happened next would change my relationship with her forever.
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My boss, Joan, had been promoted and was going to move up the corporate food-chain but had forgotten to take me along with her despite all the sacrifice I had made for her success. During the twelve years we had worked together she had every now and then talked about some aspect of her sex life that had really stuck in my mind. I don't know if she did this out some feeling of trust and friendship or to tease and torment me.
Unfortunately for her I still had the paperwork from one of the times she had stolen then replaced a client's funds. The deal I struck with her was that she would explore the top thirteen things she had said to me or one of my own fantasies and in exchange I would destroy the paperwork; or she could take her chances with the authorities. She had already done one of them in her office, so we were down to twelve.
To be fair to her she did get me a killer parking spot in front of the building like I had requested, but did that make up for twelve years of abuse?
Before going on to her next erotic labor I had waited a couple of months as she had taken some time off for a cosmetic re-freshening, after all you have to look young in the corporate world, especially if you are a woman. She looked great, especially with the breast implants she had gotten. On my insistence he had gone from a pair of cute 36Cs to a pair of attention getting 38DDs.
I went into her office and was greeted about as warmly as the grim reaper. As I latched closed the office door I smiled at her drinking in the sight of her new body. "Well, let me see them," I said.
She looked up from her paperwork and scowled, "Really? Here now?" I reminded her of the Cosgrove files. She got up from her desk and sighed. She started to unbutton her blouse as I watched. Her breasts were fuller than before and were well shaped. I could see even through her bra she had gotten her nipple pierced with the iron ring I had bought her, its weight pulled down her nipple ever so slightly, a constant reminder of her enslavement.
She opened her bra and looked away from me as I looked at her tits.
"Are you going to stare at them all day? Then again why not? Everyone else is."
"I bet you had to buy a whole new wardrobe."
"Yes, especially the bras," she said.
"Well it is another asset for you at meetings. You probably can get them to agree to anything," at this she smiled slightly.
I went over to her and kissed her as I let my hands feel her new breasts.
"We are going out to dinner tonight." I gave her the address as she put back on her bra and closed her blouse; I then left her office unlatching the door on the way out.
In the village we dined on some good Cuban food and had a drink or two. Then we walked down the curved streets to a locally famous sex shop. The counter girl, Amy smiled at me and looked Joan over.
"I have it right here!" she said smiling her big toothy smile as she handed me a shopping bag with the items I ordered on line.
As we took a cab ride to my place I told Joan that Amy actually knew her. Joan asked from where, I smiled and scolded her for not remembering.
At my place we had some more drinks. I told her she looked fantastic but now she would have to undress. I went behind her taking her blazer and carefully putting it over a chair. Then as I did earlier I slowly undid her blouse but this time I faced her towards a mirror she could watch herself being undressed, one button at a time.
Her blouse soon joined her blazer on the chair. I pressed against her nice round behind as I undid her bra letting her breasts bounce out. I cupped her tits giving them a light squeeze as I kissed the back of her neck. Her ass thrust against me lightly. Breaking the spell I moved away from her.
"I want you to put this on," I said.
"What, are you serious?" she said as took the lingerie out of the bag. It was a crotchless black lace catsuit. I told her I thought she'd look every sexy in it.
I put the bag on the coffee table. "It was a rainy night, we were in a bar in the airport waiting for our flight back to New York from the conference. You had told me that you had never used a vibrator or sex toys as you were afraid you would become addicted. The image stuck in my mind, the moment you said it I pictured you shaking as you played with one, having orgasm after orgasm as I watched. Well this bag has several of them and tonight you will use them all." In truth I think some of her rejection of sex toys might have come from her upbringing rather than an aversion to becoming addicted.
She started to protest but knew it would not help,. "I can't believe I am doing this," she muttered as she kicked off her shoes and undid her skirt. "Must you watch?" she said as she took off her pantyhose and panties, I nodded back that I did. She took bodysuit and put it on. Even the noise it made when she slid it on was sensual.
"I can't believe this," she muttered again as she turned around to let me inspect her in her lingerie. I smiled my approval. I loved the way it accentuated her ass and curves. I had her come over to me and I pulled down the top slightly letting her breasts tumble over the top.
"Are you going to fuck me?" she asked in a meek but sexy voice and I wondered if it was an invite or a question. I told her we were not up to that fantasy- yet.
"Now before the toys I want to see you play with yourself without them. But first come here," I sat on a chair as she sat on the couch across from me, "If it helps close your eyes, that's it."
I told her to spread her legs and rub herself, she hesitated so I got up and sat next to her, I kissed her and guided her hands down to her pussy.
"Rub yourself, that's it!" I told her, then kissed her again. "Show me how sexy you can be."
I played with her tits some more, I told her to keep her eyes closed regretting I had not thought to buy her a blindfold. I lifted one of her tits to her mouth and had her suck on it, then on the other as she fingered herself. "That's it! Now lick your nipples and make them nice and hard for me," I told her how sexy she looked doing it. Five years ago I would have never dreamed I'd actually be doing this with her; or more precisely I had dreamed it but did not think it would come true.
With a soft moan I knew she had reached a small orgasm from rubbing her light brown haired pussy. She'd dyed her hair blonde (she said it coved the gray better) but she had not taken care of herself down there, at least not yet.
I asked her if this was the way she always masturbated and she told me yes but that she did it in the bathroom, alone with her hand; I told her that was going to change.
I went across the room taking out of the bag the smallest of the vibrators. Amy had unboxed them for me at the store and had made sure they all had batteries in them. I had told her on the phone as a joke not to test them but she giggled saying she already had one of her own inside of her.
The vibrator was purple with a ring at the top to slip your finger through. I told her to be careful, that like some hot peppers sometimes the smallest ones could be the most powerful.
"Wait one moment! I have something else for you," I said as I took out of the draw of an end table a black vinyl bondage hood.
"What are you doing with that?" she demanded to know a bit shocked.
I told her it was my own personal kink (which it was) and also I wanted her to wear in case I wanted to take a photo as a souvenir. She did not want to put it on but I reminded her again of the Cosgrove file which could undo her whole career. She thought about it and changed her mind. I helped her lace the back of the hood on and buckled the neck piece locking the eyelid in place with a small padlock.
"Now you look like the proper sex robot," I said as I kissed her. She stared at herself in the mirror and realized the loss of her own identity might free her to reach even greater erotic heights.
I placed the vibrator it in my slave's hand showing her how to turn it on. It buzzed in her fingers.
"It tickles," she giggled as she brushed it against herself, then she hit just the right spot and almost instantly let out a soft moan, her breasts heaved slightly and her nipple became nearly rock hard.
"That's it! Work it right over there, lightly," I said grabbing her hand
"Oh fuck! I am going to be become addicted to this! Aren't I?" she said almost dreamily as she came.
"So what is wrong with that? I can think of worse things than being addicted to pleasure."
"No, to vibrators."
"Don't worry about it," I told her as I leaned forward to kiss her, it was odd but sexy to kiss her with her bondage hood on.
Moaning I could see her learning how to pleasure herself with the small vibrator. Her back arched slightly as she came yet again as her breasts jiggled slightly.
I got up and brought the bag over to her taking out of it a bigger vibrator. I worked it around her pussy while she worked the smaller one at the top of her clit. I had her wrap her fingers around the bigger one and told her to push it into herself noticing how wet she was.
"That's it work your own pussy, become addicted and make yourself cum. Later if you are a good girl I will tell you where you know Amy from."
"Ugh! Oh! Oh! Oh!" she moaned as the vibrators brought her to orgasm after orgasm. She pushed the bigger one deeper into her pussy while I told her to put the smaller one against her nipples.
"Oh shit! Oh shit! Oh shit! Who needs a man!" she muttered then laughed.
I told her I wanted to her to stick her finger into her pussy and then suck on it. She put down the vibrator and did so almost instantly, I made a note to put off spanking her until another session as I juggled my mental list of things I had planned for her to do.
She did it for me several times making a big show of it; then she picked back up the vibrator and worked it inside herself, her eyes tight little slits as she came over and over again.
I opened my pants and pulled out my cock and walked over to her.
"Are you going to fuck me?" she pleaded this time. I told her not today.
She grabbed my cock and jerked me off while she played with her pussy with her toy.
"Please fuck me! It does not even have to count against that list of yours."
There is a certain state of pleasure in saying yes and there was a certain state of pleasure in saying no. This time I took the latter.
I did reach down and fingered her, enjoying its heat and wetness. "At least stick your finger inside me," she begged. I slid my pointer finger into her now thoroughly slick cunt and she squeezed it with her muscles. I had to summon up all my will power as that was the closest I came to giving up on my plans and fucking her.
Instead I held fast, but barely, to my resolve and fingered her making her tremble. "Cum on me! Cum all over me!" the voice said trembling, the same voice that usually commanded me to get a report or call someone up for her. Despite my resolve the human body has limits and I had soon reached mine.
I groaned and laughing she pumped my cock all over her tits and stomach. She was very good at milking another wave of pleasure from me even after I had finished. Then she bent forward and without being asked to she used the gentle suction of her mouth to drain the rest of my cum from me. When she was finished she gave my cock a long, almost romantic kiss before letting it go.
I closed my pants and directed her to get up on the coffee table. I took out one last item; it was an eight inch realistic dildo with a suction cup on the bottom. I handed her the small bottle of lube as I stuck it onto the coffee table.
"Well now, show me how you would have sex with me," I said.
"Okay. Honey stick it in me!" she said as she squatted down onto the dildo. She used her hands to hold it steady as it entered her."
"Oh yeah! Fuck me!" she said as she rode it up and down. I watched her pussy lips drag along the thick rubber cock as she went up the shaft as she added her juice to the lube already on the cock.
Through her mask she looked at me and said, "You like watching me get fucked don't you?" shifting the narrative from her pretending to fuck me to her fucking someone else as I watched. I told her I did, then I went over and kissed her.
She managed to play with her tits as she fucked the dildo, I took a smaller vibrator, one that was nearly pencil thin and put some lube on it. I told her to hold still as I turned it on and pushed it up her ass telling her to hold onto it as she fucked the dildo.
This new addition made her fuck the rubber cock even harder, and yes I took out my phone and took several pictures of her humping the cock. At first she was shy, but then she realized with the bodysuit and mask there is no way anyone could really identify her and knowing this she put on show. At one point she stopped with the dildo buried deep in her and sucked on her own tits (something I find highly erotic) and I took several more shots.
I was afraid the table would break as humped the shit out of the cock begging me to fuck her until she came so hard she almost fell off the table. "Oh fuck!" she said as she laid down on the table panting as she shifted to let the dildo slide out of her pussy.
I let her rest for a moment or so, then I took out of the linen closet the surprise, it was purple, a foot long with a handle for someone else to use.
"No way you are putting that in me!" she said getting off the table. I went behind her and unlaced and unlocked her mask, her hair was matted from her sweat. I kissed her and said it was the last thing for the night and that if she was good, really good I would tell her one of the things I have planned for her.
"Really?" she asked in a submissive voice that delighted me.
"Just one thing."
"What?"
"When you address me at home, like this you shall call me master," I said swatting that fat ass of hers. She tried to pull away and I slapped her butt a few more times until she nodded her submission.
"Now lean over that couch," I told her as I squirted some lube onto the new toy which I told her she could also call "master," also. I turned it on and it shook my hand as it vibrated.
"Ugh! Oh fuck! You mean it!" she said as I slid it partway into her; I let her adjust to its size before working it in and out of her. Her moaning and groaning got so loud I wish I had turned on the stereo or television. Her body stiffened and relaxed as she came in waves. "You are ruining me! Ruining me!" Then she whispered, "Please don't stop!"
Her ass rocked backwards pushing more of it inside of her as she came still harder. Then she pulled herself off of the dildo and turned around and kissed my face, lips, my neck. "Please fuck me master please! It does not have to count! Please I won't tell! Fuck me!"
I held her and threw the vibrator onto the couch, for a second I wondered if I had gone too far. She bit my ear lobe none too lightly telling me I owned her as she cried. I kissed her and fingered her as I told her to relax. I could feel her pussy clench my finger but lighter with each minute as her breathing returned to normal.
After she rested some I helped her get dressed keeping her panties as a souvenir and called a car for her,
We went out into the cold night air as we waited for the car service car to arrive. In a reusable shopping bag was the bag of sex toys for her to take home and continue to use as part of her training.
As we waited for the cab I told her about time I was trying to talk my wife into having sex with a much bigger endowed man as I watched, and another time I had the more conventional fantasy of her with another woman. Maureen was redheaded like the actress she was named after. I found that most of the redheads I had dated could be divided into two groups, those who would shut down the bar and those who are devout near prude homebodies. Maureen was the latter, but I always hoped to make her into the former.
"Now who is Amy?" she asked but the car had arrived.
I slipped a small package into her coat pocket, whispering it was for her left nipple.
"What's next a tongue stud?" she asked worried.
I just smiled at her as she got in looking a little bit worried.
After she was gone Amy came out of her car. As she walked towards me I tried as always to figure her out. Small and blonde she was part Asian and something else that I could never quite figure out, nor did I really need to. She gave me a kiss as her hand quickly gave my cock a squeeze.
"I see it went pretty good!" she giggled.
I told it had. I asked her if she had any problems coming over to meet me. She told me no, reminding me her and Erica were not exclusive.
"You know she still wants to hump you, and so do I" Amy said as we went inside my apartment. Changing the subject she said "I think she is at the point she wants to include me in the deal," she said referring to her steady girlfriend Erica.
"Really? You mean big bad Erica wants to bargain? What is this world coming to?"
"Well if it comes to that, you better act like it is our first time," Amy said giggling.
She gave me a nice kiss as she pressed her body against me. "Are you sure you are up to it?" she said looking around the living room with the cum stained body stocking and bondage mask on the coffee table. I picked her up and carried her to the bedroom telling her I'd have double or triple coffees in the morning to stay up if I had to.
Later in bed she asked me what I had planned next for my boss. I laughed and told her something that would involve her and Erica and some of their friends if they were available.
Laughing she kissed me and said she'd have to check her calendar.
I told her not to make it too soon, as I wanted Joan to think and worry a bit about what was going to happen next.
Amy laughed saying I was a cruel man, I told her it was a cruel world out there. Seeing I was getting serious again she slammed me with a pillow.
Over the next few weeks Joan came to work looking exhausted every day, she told me in private that she had been playing with the sex toys I have given her, and a few that she had bought on her own. I smiled thinking how this might get her ready for the next few tasks I had lined up for her.
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Ed loved his job doing field work regarding medium to high risk business loans. He was an army brat and knew several languages, which came in handy as he had to work a route that took him through China town. He kept his linguistic abilities a secret as wanted his clients to feel relaxed around him and not think of him as some sort of spy.
Su or Sue Ng worked in a gift shop with her husband who was twenty years her senior. He was a good man and she genuinely enjoyed all the opportunities that America afforded her. However, she did have a strong prejudices against certain people. She was not a bad person, she just believed the lies other people had told her.
Ed stopped in the shop to talk to the Ngs about their business loan. Mr. Ng explained to Eddie that he had a cash flow problem right now as he had a lull in business at the same time he was stocking up the store for the holiday rush. He wanted a deferred payment on his loan. Ed told him it would not be too big of a problem.
He left the store then realized that he needed some headphones for his MP3 player and went back in. Sue was talking to her husband about him in the most insulting and racist language he had ever heard in his life. When they realized Ed was in the store there was silence for a moment, then they asked him if he needed anything. It took all of his self-control to not let his anger show. He said he was just pricing some headphones but had to run.
His anger was made worse when he went back to the office. Bill from accounting was on his usual ball-breaking expedition and gave him a hard way to go over the loan extension. This was settled by Bill's boss who quoted the unofficial "give 'em a break" policy used in that area. Still the unnecessary shit he had gone through did not help his mood any.
The more he thought about it the angrier he got. But what was he going to do? Bust up the store? That would land him in jail. The next time should he deny the extension? That would only prove Bill was right. He used to think of Su as sexy in a librarian sort of way with her glasses and hair always in a bun. But now he knew her as a racist bitch. And he still needed some headphones.
He went to a nearby newsstand to see if they had any headphones when fate stepped in. Normally he did not look at porn but as he was looking for the headphones he could see a DVD box cover poking out from the cardboard that is supposed to cover up all but the title. It showed an Asian woman sucking on a big black cock. Though the girl looked nothing like Sue it planted the seed in Ed's mind. He thought about Su doing the same for him. He thought it was impossible with her racist mouth and all. But the more he thought about it the more excited he got.
When he went home he thought about it more and more. So much more that he went out and bought the DVD and spent the night jerking off about it thinking of Sue. It took him another week to put his plan together.
"What do you mean foreclosure proceedings may start?" Sue asked shocked. "My husband explained to you we had a cash flow problem. I will call him." Ed had timed it so that her husband was out at the health club at the time he did every week, something Ed had known. He could feel his cock rising but he knew he had to take his time.
"Let me explain something to you now," Ed said as struggled to control both his anger and his lust. "I have had to hang my ass out there for you at work, taking shit from the company auditor, just to have you laugh at me and say..." Sue's mouth dropped open about a foot as Ed repeated back word for word what she had said in her own language. "Yeah you ought to be careful it's not top secret to speak your language you know. Now we ought to discuss the foreclosure."
Sue in a panic said she was sorry and asked if there was any way he could help her. Ed looked around the store then walked over to the cooler and picked up a bottle of some Asian brand of beer. Sue wondered if he wanted the it as a bribe.
"I think we ought to talk about this in your office. Or do you want your workers to know of your money problems?" Su had one of the girls come and watch the counter and they went in back. She locked the door behind her for privacy. Ed turned on the radio so the people outside would not hear them.
"Now how do you want to work this out?" she quite innocently asked as Ed took in the sight of her taunt little body. Her straight jet black hair, her small tits that seemed to defy gravity and her slightly pouty lips. He could feel his cock rising.
"Well I will have to go through a lot of shit to get them to stop the foreclosure so I figure you have to make it worth my while. And there still is the matter of all those bad things you and your husband said about me. Those ugly racist things. I can hardly believe I heard them come out of that beautiful mouth of yours," at that compliment she blushed slightly.
"Did you ever hear about the American custom of washing someone's mouth out with soap when they curse?" She said that she had seen it in a cartoon but she did not think people really did that. She asked if he was going to do that to her.
"No but I am going to wash that racism back down your throat with something else, like my cock," she looked stunned and pretended that she had not heard him. He then repeated it to her in her own language adding that it was a take it or leave it offer and that he was going to walk out in a moment and start the foreclosure proceedings.
"Open my fly and pull it out," he commanded.
"Now!" Sue said as he remembered one of her cousin's daughters who had been born in America and had dated a black man. The family had disowned her. They made comments about her ruining herself for his huge dick. Sue had wondered about if it was true but never thought she would find out first hand, until now.
Her hand trembled as she reached over and pulled down Ed's zipper. She undid the snaps on his boxers and pulled out his cock. She gasped as even semi-hard it was twice the size and thickness of her husband's, and she was never left wanting by him at all.
"What sort of woman could handle this?" she thought to herself even as her eyes were fascinated by how big and thick he was. She began to rub his cock and it began to grow still bigger. For Ed, who was always turned on by Asian women this was a dream come true.
Ed's cock under the friction of her tiny hands grew to its full size, Sue hoped that she could get away with just jerking it off, but Ed reminded her of her duties. Fully dressed and still wearing her glasses she got down on her knees.
"I-I-t won't fit in my mouth! No way!" she stuttered.
"Your mouth was awfully big when you said..." and he repeated again what she had said the last time he was in the store.
Sue hesitated and then knowing she must save the shop leaned forward. Ed watched over what seemed like a million years as her lips opened almost comically wide as she grew closer and closer to his cock. He could feel the heat off radiating off of them as she hesitated one last time, then after one last bit of hesitation she opened her mouth still wider as she took him in. Timidly at first she only sucked the very tip of his cock. For him it was a fantasy come true.
Sue still could not believe how solid and dark his cock was or that she was actually sucking on it. Her lips were stretched around it in a nearly airtight seal as she started to take it deeper.
He told her to take it deeper still and she told him she could not, "Bullshit!" he said and grabbed the back of her head, "Relax," he told her and began to push her head further and further down his shaft. With each push another half inch of his dick disappeared into her warm mouth. At the seventh inch she gagged, he pulled it out of her mouth and let her cough and when she was done he put it right back in and pushed her head down even further.
"That?s it! Get a rythmn going! Suck! Suck! Suck! Oh yeah!" He then pulled it out of her mouth and slapped her across the face with it leaving red marks on her cheeks. "You going to say those things again?"
She sobbed a little and in a quiet voice said "No." He slapped her again and asked if she was sure, she told him she was "Good," he said "You are much too beautiful to have all that hate inside of you. "Now it's getting a bit dry so spit on it!" She made a sour face and then spit on it lightly.
Displeased he said, "No, really spit on it. Come on! Hawk it up," She spit on it again. He told her to do it again and again until his cock was coated and slick. Her reward was that he rammed it back in her mouth before she was ready for it. She gagged again but he kept going telling her to take it deeper and deeper. Her spit ran down her chin as she did not even have time to swallow.
He reached over and opened the beer and drank down half of it. "Hmmm! Not bad. A little weak but tasty. Now listen when I cum it's going to be in your cute little mouth, the minute that I am done you are going to drink the rest of this beer down. Understood? Don't take my cock out of your mouth just nod your head up and down."
Ed got a kick out of the way his cock bent slightly as she nodded. Her jaw was aching and she hoped he was about to cum. No man had ever lasted as long as he had in her mouth. As she looked up he spit into the beer.
"I'm going to cum! Remember, every drop down your throat. Oh yeah! Suck it faster! Faster!" he pleaded.
Sue braced herself, she felt his cock spasm twice and then she tasted his juice flooding her mouth, she gagged again a little when it hit the back of her throat but she kept swallowing, it was at least twice the amount her husband came and it tasted saltier. After she had milked his cock to his satisfaction she took it out of her mouth and he put the beer to her lips, she gulped down the bottle as quick as she could. She felt tipsy getting up.
Ed helped her to her feet and then surprised her by kissing her, she did not know if she felt lightheaded due to the beer or the kiss. He asked her if she liked what she had done and she said "I did not like it! I just did it to save the store. What I said was wrong, but you are a bully!"
"Is that so?" he said grabbing her. He put his hand down the waistband of her pants and snaked his fingers through her panties and into her wet pussy. "So you did not like it. Huh? Well let's make sure you really don't like it okay?" he began to finger her pussy and she started to squirm.
Suddenly he took one of his big thick fingers and thrust it right up into her cunt. She jumped up into the air. He held her tight and continued to finger fuck her, at first she tired to pull away, then she drew near to him biting into his shoulder so as not to scream. She trembled as she came again and again.
"So, you don't like? Well I'll tell you something, the next time you and your husband are late again with a payment you will be the one who has to pay, with interest. And the next time I am going to take all of you. I am going to bring you back to my place and I am going to fuck you in every hole you have all weekend long. You dig! You dig! You dig!? Ed had repeated the last words over and over because each time he said them her pussy got wetter and wetter and she came harder and harder. The thought of him fucking her was clearly turning her on. The more she said no the hotter she was getting.
After a few more minutes Ed pulled his fingers out of Sue's panties and turned off the radio. The girl at the counter gave her an odd look, and Ed said "Good-night," to her in her own language as he left. Outside he sniffed his fingers and smiled.
A few weeks later Ed was at the shop. Sue shamefaced stood towards the back. Seeing the man she had sucked off and had later fingered her pussy was more than she could bare. Her husband, however was happy with Sue's recently stepped up sex drive. He could not believe how much better she had gotten at oral sex.
Sue's husband explained that he might need another extension next month to buy more holiday stock, so he might be late again with the mortgage payment. He could not understand why his wife gasped when she heard that or why her eyes had gone so wide. "Relax," he told her "It's just a late mortgage payment."
She would not hear from Ed for another few months.
Ed looked through the papers at his desk; it was a quiet day at the loan company; then he saw it; the report had the address of the variety store owned by Mr. and Mrs. Ng.
It turns out the Ngs had indeed wanted to refinance. He went down to their store to talk to them.
Mrs. Ng looked worried as she talked to Ed with her husband by her side. She knew what was going to come next. And part of her welcomed it. She never had told anyone, but that time she was sucking Ed off had turned her on. His cock was so much bigger than anyone she had ever had, and it was so forbidden. The Ngs could barely tolerate some of their daughter's white boyfriends; but a black man? They had told her if that ever happened she was either to never tell them, or to never come home.
"So what day is convenient for you two to go over the refinance papers?" he asked. The company's line was to try to keep the loans active even if they took less profit rather than go through collection agencies. Mr. Ng said every day but Thursday. Ed made a note of it as he gave Mrs. Ng a quick look.
That Thursday he came back to the store. Mrs. Ng smiled at him as he said he had some papers he had to leave for her husband. They went into the back office; the one in which she had sucked him off, to talk about the loan. "Now you remember what I had said would happen if you or your husband ever missed a payment." he said.
"But, you are too big! I can't fuck you, I'm still, able to have a baby."
"I don't want to hear that shit, are you still a little racist? Are you? I don't care because I saw that way you looked at me; the way you looked at my cock that day. I bet you have thought about it all the time. Come here. Come here now!"
Nervously she walked over to him. Ed grabbed her and kissed her deeply, her mouth opened and his tongue went into it and was met by her little one as he squeezed her tits. Then his hands grabbed her ass.
Sue could feel him pressing against her stomach. She wanted to pull away, but another part of her wanted him inside of her right then.
Ed told her it was either she let him fuck her or default on the loan. He went to the door of the office and locked it, and then he turned up the radio, like he had done the first time. He went back to her guiding her hand to his cock. She felt it through the fabric of his pants. It was so big she was scared. He told her to pull it out. She started to make excuses but then she unzipped his fly and pulled it out. It was so big and heavy. He told her to rub it as he kissed her, his hands feeling her small pert tits.
"No, too big won't fit.' Sue said as she pulled on his shaft.
Ed laughed saying he was sure it would fit, he opened the snap and then unzipped her jeans. His finger slipped inside her panties and he felt her tight wet pussy, she trembled as he fingered her; "After we are done here we will be spending the weekend together. I have dreamed of fucking you since the last time." ee said kissing her on the neck as his other hand squeezed her breasts.
Sue trembled as he fingered her. Then he walked over to the chair and sat down, he waved his cock at her. Su got onto her knees and held his cock steady, then she took it into her mouth, her lips stretching tightly around it, her eyes squinting as she struggle to take it all in. He reached down and pulled up her shirt, then his hands reached around her back and he unsnapped her bra, she tried to say no, but kept his cock in her instead mouth.
His hands touched her bare tits, and he squeezed her nipples, "Nice!" he said. Her hands jerked his cock as she sucked it. "I want to see you finger that pussy of yours as you suck me off. Come on little momma don't be shy. That's it. Now reach your hand in there and rub it. Don't be shy." he instructed her and was pleased to hear the wetness caused by her fingers rubbing herself.
"Yeah to think of all those racist things you used to say, not knowing that I knew your language. Now you are sucking my dick. Topless." If her husband came in her marriage was over, and somehow that excited her, being the good wife and mother was hard at times, now she was a whore and part of her loved that someone else was in control.
Ed stood up and helped her to her feet; he took his cock and held it up and pulled her close to him, placing his cock along her stomach, she could feel how long it was, the tip was pressed under her breasts while his balls were pressed against her naval, she shuddered in fear, there was no way she could fit that monster sized penis into her. Was there?
He kissed her deeply pushing his tongue into her mouth, his hands reached down to pull down her jeans.
"Here? He was going to fuck me here? In the shop?" She thought as his thumbs went into her waist band at either side and pulled down her jeans. Ed put his hand between her legs, he smiled at the wetness he felt, then he stuck a finger inside of her, as he kissed her, carefully he worked her pussy keeping her just inches away from orgasm.
Using his free hand he helped her step out of her jeans followed by his taking off his own shirt, then his shoes, his pants and underwear soon joined them on the floor.
Sue looked at his well-buffed body in awe, naked his cock even even bigger. He then pulled her panties down and off. With his hands he pushed her legs slightly apart and kissed her well-trimmed bush, going lower he kissed her pussy lips, then she felt his tongue slide into her and start to lap. Her breathing grew faster, her breasts heaved with each orgasm she lost control as Ed watched and then he knew she was his.
He sat down on the desk holding his cock up, wordlessly she knew what she was going to do next, what she had to do next.
She climbed on top of him, facing him with her feet planted on either side of the him she pushed up slightly as her hand guided his cock. She felt it press against the edge of her pussy, she nerved herself and slowly started to squat down on it, she could feel herself stretch to take it into her. Ed loved the look on her face as her eyes squinted and her breathing grew faster. She made a little gasp as it finally entered her all the way. Oh the plans he had for her.
She could not get over the feeling of fullness she felt as his fat cock head entered her. She stopped for a moment, then she squatted down even further on his cock letting it slide into deeper into herself Ed reached behind her and held her ass as she began to ride him.
She kissed him wildly with total abandon. She was fucking a black man, and was loving every second of it. Ed took total control of her grabbing her hips and thrusting into her as he sucked on her tits. Then Ed stood up with his cock still inside of her, and walked her over to the table, he got her up on it and slowly putting one leg over his head after the other twisted her around so she was leaning over the table with him behind her.
He let loose fucking her as hard as he could, slapping her ass as he did so. He then had her get on her hands and knees on the table pushing her ass way down as he reentered her. This position allowing him to grab her tits or play with her pussy as he fucked her.
"You ready to take my load?" he asked her, she nodded barely able to speak. His thrusts became longer and deeper then he felt himself cumming and buried his cock as deep into her as he could, Sue could feel his sperm splash deep inside of her, her pussy now ruined forever for her husband's cock. She milked him with her vaginal muscles until it finally grew limp. Sweating he slowly pulled apart from her. His jism ran down the back of her legs.



She felt guilt and knew she had to keep what had happened from her husband, from her family. Then she felt Ed's hands on her shoulders pushing her down to her knees, she started to plead she was too tired but she knew it was no use. "Can I wipe it off first?" she asked now eye level with his cock, Ed laughed as he held it up. Even limp it was one of the biggest ones she had ever seen. He told her no and she obediently opened her mouth tasting her own juices along with that of his dried cum which was all over his cock.
"Yeah that's it! Nice and nasty, play with that pussy too. And remember, you are coming up to my house this weekend where I am going to really teach you. So make whatever bullshit excuse you have to for your husband but you will be there, understood?" she nodded with his cock in her mouth. "Yeah get it nice and hard." To her shock it was already getting hard.
Within moments she was back on his cock and rode it until a second sticky load joined the first inside of her. After Ed left she made plans. She knew she would have to lie to her husband, she said it was for the good of the business but she knew otherwise.
That weekend she nervously knocked on the door of the address Ed had given her, he made her wait, watching until she was about to leave before opening the door to let her in.
He had her strip at the door. Her clothes would not be put back on until she left Sunday afternoon. As she walked to the bus stop, her pussy and asshole sore, she knew she had done the right thing, now they would have the loan for their shop.
Never once that long weekend had he used a condom, at one point he took her over his knee and spanked her ass until it was red making her promise that if she was pregnant that she would leave her husband for him. She had told him yes, but of course she could never let that be.
A few weeks later Ed went to bring by the necessary paperwork to complete the refinance, a young girl was in the shop, her name was June, Ed realized there was a strong resemblance to Sue. She had long black hair, glasses and a college sweat shirt, Ed realized this was Sue's daughter, he made his plans, he would have her also, then eventually he would have them both together.
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Stephanie Harrisforde decided to give to her husband the gift of a boudoir photograph to hang in his den. She had asked around and had heard that a Mr. Milford Greenclaw would be the best and most discrete to do such a photo, so on a rainy October morning she set out to have it done.
Stephanie was quite stunning for a woman of fifty years. Her face had fine, delicate features, with big round blue eyes and a tiny upturned nose. Her blonde hair was kept short with tight blonde curls. Her body was tight with small high breasts that gravity had not managed to effect. Exercise classes had kept her behind small and round and her legs were absolutely stunning.
She was a bit surprised to see the neighborhood that Mr. Greenclaw kept his studio in but she chalked it up to a case of artistic temperament meeting affordable rent. As she climbed the steps up to the second story a black man in the hallway watched her ass swivel. "Mmmm! This is going to be good!" he thought as his dick hardened inside his worn jeans.
The reception area for Mr. Greenclaw was cluttered. A receptionist with a short spiky hairdo looked up from the puzzle book she was doing and gave her an up and down look and then buzzed Mr. Greenclaw.
"Abigail where are your manners? Did you offer to take Mrs. Harrisforde's coat? Help her with her package? Send down for some tea for her!" The secretary seemingly stirred to action and scurried about in response to her boss' demands. "Good help is so hard to come by! But you know that dear, don't you dear? Now you wanted a boudoir photo. I assume you brought your outfit??
"Yes it the latest from Paris and..."
"That is beautiful dear." said Greenclaw taking out a light meter and going over her face. "Want to make sure the levels are correct. Come into the studio honey."
In stark contrast to the mess that was the outer office the inside studio was tasteful and well organized. The camera equipment was thirty to forty years old for the most part and bespoke of a quality you could not buy today.
"Now we have the couch but I think the bed might be better. We will go for that seductress look, that is okay by you?" Not waiting for her answer he said "Great! Now get changed. Money is time and time is money like my dear old dad used to say. Come along, the dressing room is in back."
She went into the dressing room, carefully taking off her clothes and putting them in the closet that had been so thoughtfully provided for her. He was eccentric, but the best ones always are she thought. She glided the black stockings onto her legs, her husband was really going to like the portrait. She put on the garter belt and snapped the hooks onto the top of the hose.
"Hmmm! Mother always said something about ladies putting on the panties after the garter belt," she snickered. Then came the black lace bra. "I still have it!" she smiled. Next came the nightgown, its silky texture gave her goose bumps as she slid it on.
There was a knock at the door. It was the receptionist with tea. She had her hair pulled back and a smock on. She seemed so much more professional now. She took out a make-up kit and went to work on her with a deft and subtle hand. "I know it will look a bit odd in the mirror. Your skin is so perfect but in there we use a different light to take the photo and all."
Soon she was ready. The tea had a calming effect on her and she left the dressing room. The lighting was soft and Mr. Greenclaw thought of everything, even turning up the heat a little so she would be comfortable. The shoot was over in twenty minutes.
Mr. Greenclaw brought in the photo proofs. He told Stephanie that they were nice and all. She saw what he had meant, they were beautiful, but typical. "What do you suggest?" she asked Mr. Greenclaw.
"Well I have a suite of rooms with other sets in them. How about the jungle room? Bamboo bed? Tiki idols, stuffed animals! Matter of fact I have a leopard themed nightgown set that would go great with your hair, but you have to buy it I only sell new, hygiene laws and all. But, I think it is booked up, Mrs. Gruswald for one. Let me check."
Stephanie waited on edge. She had to have only the best and if it was good enough for Mrs. Gruswald?
"You know what? I like you, so I cancelled her booking, told her we were having lighting problems, besides doll you are far more photogenic.
Glowing from the compliment she accompanied him to the jungle room, it was everything he said it would be, and more. She changed into the leopard nightgown and underwear set. It flattered her figure far more than she thought it would. Mr. Greenclaw put on a tape of jungle sounds. She was a bit thirsty and took some more of the fruity tea that the receptionist had offered her Soon it was time for the shoot. She got on the bed. She felt more relaxed now and got into the act, posing for the cameras as Mr. Greenclaw enthusiastically snapped away photo after photo.
"Yeah! The camera loves you! You can do no wrong! This stuff is so hot!"
As he took a break to change film rolls he told her he had an idea. "Why not do the captive jungle babe bit. I have these chains and all. I'll shoot you in black and white, or in sepia it will look great." She thought of how wicked it would be and said yes.
The receptionist got the chains out taking care not to lock the manacles too tight around her wrists or ankles. The neck collar's chain was light weight and fur lined on the inside. She hammed it up a bit, doing pleading looks and mock terror.
"That was fantastic! I ought to throw away the camera now, it just is no good to take pictures of anything less than the perfection I have today. Honey unlock her cuffs. Oh wait a second I still have like fifty shots left. On second thought how about a few more, on me."
Stephanie did not mind a freebee but then the receptionist said "Let me adjust those cuffs for you honey." She started to have second thoughts, she felt hot, and it was not just the lights. Her nipples started to get rock hard, painfully hard, to the point that they throbbed, just like her clit. She wondered if she was ill. Or was it just the turn on of getting her picture taken in such an exotic setting?
Abigail pushed the manacles tighter on both cuffs. What are you doing?? Stephanie screamed but the receptionist moved quickly and did the same for the ankle cuffs. "Relax honey this will make the pictures even hotter right Mr. Greenclaw?"
"Yeah you got it honey. Much hotter."
"Mr. Greenclaw unchain me this second!" she demanded.
"You know what would make this picture hotter? You being menaced by some black natives from the jungle." The receptionist left and came back with three black guys. Two were almost what you would consider giants, closer to seven feet tall than six with shaved heads. They wore leather loin cloths that barely covered their manhoods and seemed to be mute. The third man was a dwarf whose lecherous cock was already out and if one adjusted for body size his cock was the biggest of them all.
"Oh! Yeah! That is nice babe. Act scared for the camera. Now it would be nice if you could hold those two big cocks in your hands for a bit. No? That even looks sexier. Resist. Oh oh! Better watch out for the dwarf there he's got a knife.?
The dwarf took out a long bladed crude knife and deftly cut the straps on her leopard print bra, it fell off. "What no! What are you doing you animals!" The dwarf grabbed one of her tits and started to suck on it hard letting his teeth scrape her nipples, his sharp, filed teeth.
"Okay honey now grab those cocks!" Greenclaw said as innocently as he would have told somebody to pose at a wedding.
"I will not. I am going to call..." her protest was cut off as the dwarf, who had gone around to her rear and pulled down her panties, her pussy lips were swollen and red from the secret ingredient in the tea and punch she had drunk, the ingredient, provided by Mr. Mala, evil sexual criminal mastermind. She came with the merest brush of the midget's hand. He laughed insanely as he violated her.
"Ohhhhhhh! Please stop!" she cried half hoping he would not. Then he balled his fist up and started to work it up her pussy.
She groaned and then after some more prompting from Mr. Greenclaw grabbed a cock in each hand and began to jerk them off. She marveled at how big their cocks were even as the midget's fist slid up her cultured blueblood pussy.
"Isn't she great?" said Mr. Greenclaw.
"A natural if I've ever seen one." said Abigail mockingly as she stripped down naked. Her tits were soft and pale white, her nipples were pierced and she had the words "PRO" and "SLUT" tattooed in old English lettering on her left and right breasts.
She walked over to Stephanie, "Now open your mouth and take that big cock in it while my boss takes your picture for the society page."
Stephanie her will not her own opened her mouth up wide. One of the giants pushed his cock down her throat. She gagged as he began to push it down deeper and deeper with each thrust. Abigail held the back of her head. The second giant slapped her face with his cock. Then Stephanie felt the midget's fist slide out of her pussy he replaced it with his cock. She sucked on the cocks in front of her with more and more enthusiasm as she fell under their spell.
The midget shot his load into her as Abigail unchained her. She could have ran for the door but instead she got up and sat on one of the giant's cocks, not caring as it stretched her pussy beyond her husband's ability to ever satisfy it. She bounced up and down on it, it, being her entire world now.
Abigail went over to Mr. Greenclaw and started to suck on his cock as he took further photos of the enslaved society woman. When Mr. Greenclaw came in her mouth he patted her on the head and said "Good girl!" she smiled up at him as she wiped her mouth off.
The giants took turns fucking her dog style. The midget shoved his cock in her mouth and brutally throat fucked her as he pinched and pulled on her nipples without mercy. Stephanie could no longer talk, gone was the society woman, she was now a rutting animal answering the call of her enflamed pussy lips. Each of the giants came inside of her and then she just jumped onto the next hard cock.
Abigail lubed one of the giant's cocks. Then she took out a salve and put it on her finger and pushed it into Stephanie's asshole. "He is not going to?" she cried out.
Abigail told her to relax the salve would let her asshole stretch to take it if she relaxed. Slowly he pushed his cock up the rich woman's asshole. She gasped and cried but it steadily slid up her. All three men fucked that asshole on that rainy day, the midget being the cruelest slapping her ass and all.
After several hours she finally collapsed onto the bed covered with seamen and spit and her own pussy juice. Several hours later she was woken up by Abigail gently cleaning her. Out of character she applied a salve to her burning sore pussy and asshole that instantly relieved the pain.
"Well for the first few photos, the boring ones, two hundred smackers ought to be right. But for the last ones, oh! they are works of art. Fifty thousand will pay to have them displayed in my file cabinet where nobody will see them."
Stephanie wrote out the check and as she got in the cab part of her, to her disgust, wanted to have another shoot. Maybe her husband and her should she take a trip to Africa next year? She wondered before passing out in the cab.
"Yes Mr. Mala the tea worked great. I will be mailing you your cut and copies of the photos for your viewing," said Mr. Greenclaw back in his office. "Does she have a daughter? I will have to look into that for you." said Mr. Greenclaw as Abigail deep throated his He knew what he did wasn't art, but it was a living.
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I never believed in that supernatural mumbo jumbo, but now every time I look at my wife Clara I have to believe. It started last year when Clara asked me if we could pick up from the airport her friend Joanne who had just come back from overseas with her new husband Jamma. Clara warned me that he was bit unusual but I said it would be no problem; after all I had dealt with my in-laws all these years. In response my wife gave me a playful smack on the behind.
Despite what I said I really wasn't ready for what I saw, Clara was the homemaker sort like you see in those old sit-coms. Joanne was one of those girls who had just missed the sixties, hence her going overseas to help out in some poor village. But that did nothing to prepare me for Jamma. He was black, well over six foot tall, closer to seven I'd say and was bald with tattoos all over his face, and as I'd later learn all over the rest of his body. He just stood there then and laughed as he saw my shock while he lifted all their luggage by himself. This was a job that would normal take two sky caps but he carried it all to the car without breaking a sweat.
Over dinner, despite myself, I came to like the guy, he had an odd sense of humor that was catchy. Since they had arrived a day earlier than they thought they would the painters were still painting their house, so we had them stay in the guest bedroom. I was tired and soon fell fast asleep.
When you've been married a long time you can sense when your partner is out of the bed even for a moment. Well, I noticed Clara was gone, but I thought she had just gone to pee. I went back to sleep but when she did not come back in an hour I decided to get up and see if she was okay.
As I passed the guest room I noticed the door was ajar and an odd noise was coming from within it. I cracked the door some more and what I saw made my blood turn into ice-water in my veins. There was Clara, in her nightgown on her knees before Jamma sucking his giant black cock, the thing was as thick as my wrist and as dark as night. It must have been a foot long if it was an inch.
Clara was sucking on it rhythmically like a robot. Then I noticed Joanne was between her legs licking her pussy. Neither woman seemed to notice my presence. Suddenly I felt like I could not move. Without a wind the door blew open by itself, or did it? All the time Jamma laughed.
"In my country like in yours, what is that saying? What is mine is yours. I thank you, now please watch. Sit down," he said. Against my own will I walked towards the chair in the corner of the room and sat in it. I could feel but I could not control my movements.
"My manna must be recharged now my all too kind host!" I watched as Clara got up, Joanne helped her off with her nightgown so that all she had on were her pearls. I wanted to cry out but I could not I could only watch as Joanne held his massive pole straight up and my wife started to squat down on it.
"Ughhh!! Ohhh!!" she said as she lowered herself onto his cock. To my shock it actually slid inside of her. She began to bounce up and down on it putting her arms in back of her for balance. Her nipples looked like they were going to explode they were so hard.
Her impaling of herself went on for a mind numbing half hour. The he took her dog-style and I could see how wide her pussy had been stretched.
"Oh yes! Good tight Yankee pussy! Oh yes. Ha! Ha! Ha! Ha! Ha!" he made some sort of symbol with his hand and Joanne went over to me, emotionlessly she pulled out my cock and began to suck on it like a machine. She took out a small via and rubbed its contents all over my shaft and all of a sudden it felt harder than it ever had before and seemed to have grown bigger in size. A huge wave of hard lust engulfed me.
I grabbed my wife's best friend and spun her around, able to move on my own at last, I made her bend way over and as she grabbed the nightstand I shoved myself into her and started to pound her with no mercy. It was like the energy level in the room was building. I knew this was all wrong but it felt so good.
My wife was now back on her knees sucking Jamma's cock, each time taking it deeper and deeper down her throat to the point that I could not believe she could still breathe. She rubbed her pussy furiously as she did so. Jamma started to cum in her mouth, then he pulled out and continued to shoot his load all over her tits and stomach. As he finished I came deep in Joanne's cunt slapping her ass hard as I did so. I never came so much in my life.
Jamma collapsed in a heap, he was so motionless I thought he had died, but then he woke up and poured a potion into my wife's and Joanne's mouth. Both women laid down on the bed and were soon fast asleep. He told me he and Joanne would be gone in the morning but he would like to leave a gift for us both. He then took out of his leather pouch a powder and blew it in my face. It tasted like ginger I thought as I too fell into a deep and restful sleep.
The next morning I woke up and wondered if it had been some sort of dream. I went to the toilet and noticed my cock was nearly four inches longer and much thicker. What had happened? Was it always this way? I wondered or had he really done some sort of magic?
I went back to the bedroom to ask my wife and then I noticed that her tits looked much bigger. To this day she denies that her boobs went from a 36C to a 40DD. I have shown her the credit card receipts from having to buy her new bras and outfits but she ignores them. Even all her relatives and friends swear she has always had big tits.
Maybe I don't believe in all that mumbo jumbo but I do know I enjoying cumming between my wife's new extra sized tits.
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My formerly overweight wife, Amy finally got back into shape with the help of a personal trainer. Soon, however, I had started having these fantasies of my wife being fucked by her trainer. With his help she was soon secretly enjoying his large cock as I watched the videos he sent me. Now I worked to bring her secret world and my secret fantasy together.
A few weeks after my last meeting with Vincent, my wife's trainer a package arrived at the post office box I had set up for business mail. In it was a DVD. I was in agony as I had to wait all week to watch it as Amy was at home whenever I was. In the meantime I gave her an extra hard fuck each night in anticipation of what was when I could play the DVD.
Finally on Saturday when she was out and I had a chance to put the movie into the DVD player to watch it.
It started with my wife talking to Vincent.
"I think my husband knows I am up to something," she said worried.
"Has he said anything, done anything?" Vincent asked back faking a bit of concern, I was paying him a bit extra for this so he had nothing to worry about.
"No! I just don't know. He just comes home and he is so much into the sex now."
"Maybe because you have that smoking hot new body of yours," he said getting up and putting his arm around her waist. Instinctively she drew towards him. He assured her everything would be okay.
At that moment the doorbell rang and my wife jumped. He told her to relax; it was probably Heather dropping off her payment. My wife wanted to hide but he laughed saying that Heather probably would think she was there for the same thing.
He let Heather in, she was a busty dark haired woman. My wife and Heather made an awkward hello to each other. Heather sat down on the couch and opened her purse and began to rummage through it for her checkbook, Vincent sat down next to her and patted the cushion on the other side of him telling my wife to sit down also.
They made some mindless talk about the next workout series, and then Heather put her hand down on Vincent's crotch. She made a joke about the benefits of working out and then looked at my wife with a knowing smile as she began to undo his belt. My wife started to get up but she urged her to sit back down.
"Relax, I bet we are here for the same thing," she said echoing his words as her hands freed his cock from his underwear.
My wife stammered that she should real go making Vincent laughed as he took her hand by the wrist and guided it onto his cock. She looked at Heather who smiled and then through some sort of silent consensus they both began to crank his cock. He kissed each of them as he copped a feel. My wife at first still looked like she wanted to get up and bolt from the room; but then she seemed to relax a bit as Vincent smiled.
Heather leaned forwards and kissed Vincent's massive cockhead then held it still waiting for Amy to do the same. She slowly leaned forward attesting to her slut-hood by submitting to his cock in front of another woman. They took turns licking and sucking him. Soon it was shiny from their mutual spit and gleamed in the light of the room's sole lamp.
All of a sudden the image changed to that of an old television show, I wondered what happened and then a title card came up saying "Just fucking with you!"
When the image resumed my wife and Heather were both sucking on his cock, their mouths got closer and closer to each other, then it happened; they kissed, right at the top of his head. My wife paused then kissed Heather again.
Heather opened up her blouse then pulled her tits over her bra rubbing them against his long shaft. My wife, not to be pushed to the side pulled up her shirt and undid her bra. They resumed sucking his cock their tits brushing each other, all four nipple were rock hard.
The scene moved forward and both wives were topless sucking his cock and rubbing their tits against each other, even the mighty Vincent could hold back no longer and rewarded both of the women with a volcano of cum that splashed both their faces and tits and the fingers of their hands as they held their boobs up for their master.
Time moved forward again, and he was pounding the shit out of Heather on the bed, my wife on the side was naked and sucked on her own nipples as Heather in turn fingered my wife's pussy. He pulled out of Heather and repositioned Amy onto her back and slid his cock inside of her.
Heather hovered over my wife's face and to my shock my wife pulled her down on top of her and started to lick her. The fucking continued for thirty more minutes and ended with him sitting on the bed as they pulled off his rubber and jerked his cum all over their more than willing tits.
I myself had shot several loads watching the video. Knowing Amy would be home soon I hid the video away with the others.
The following week I met Vincent in the park, after handing over his bonus payment he asked me if I was still down with the program. I told him I was. As he pocketed the money he laughed a soft laugh and told me he thought he could take my wife to a whole new level. I asked him how.
"Well first off, I'd like to take her out on a date, heck I'd like to take her on a vacation with me. But I think the first is more doable for now. Second off I'd like to get her into some group action. But I have to tell you my friend is a bit rough. He won't hurt her or nothing but he likes to give it to them hard and long."
To my shame I felt my cock get hard at the thought of Amy being used and taken out in public, and of her being fucked at a threesome. I told him yes to both. We bumped fists and I wondered what I had gotten myself into?
Our sex life had never been better, driven a lot by the lust my unfaithful wife incited in me. As she bounced up and down on my cock with her tight new body I thought of her doing the same on Vincent's substantially bigger cock.
After the sex we cuddled and I decided to make my move to see how much she would say about what she was doing. "You know sometimes I get jealous of you and your new body."
"Why should you?" she said looking a bit away from me.
"Well I mean you look super sexy now. And I am sure a lot of guys are paying you attention."
She giggled a bit. I told her it was okay.
"You really are not jealous are you?" she asked.
I told her I was not.
"It is not like I go and seek out other guys," she lied.
"I know, but they are paying attention to you. And in some way it is sexy."
"What do you mean?"
"Well it shows how desirable you are and all. And there was that guy who flirted with you at the bar, the black guy."
My wife stopped to think back a bit. I reminded her also of the time we went dancing, actually the time I set her up as part of Vincent's master plan.
"Honey, you should relax, I am not into black guys."
"Well they sure seems to be attracted to you, you are not attracted to them are you?"
"No!" she said then she grasped my cock that was growing hard. "Wait! Then the thought of me with another guy, that's not turning you on. Is it?" she said stroking my cock.
I told it was, a bit.
She asked me why and I told her I did not know why, but it had since that night at the club.
"You mean me and the black guys? Honey that is so wrong."
"I know, it just is one of those forbidden thoughts."
"Me and a black guy? Doing what?"
"I don't know, kissing you."
She moved in closer pressing her tits against me, "Well you know I can't do that. I am married to you."
"I know...we are just talking fantasy here."
"And you would want to see me kiss another guy? A black one? Would he force me to do it? Oh!" she said as she felt my cock get harder.
"So you'd like it if I resisted the temptation? Me pleading that I am married. Is it because it is so forbidden?"
I told her yes and that they also had a reputation for having such big cocks."
"I am happy with your cock," she said almost too defensively.
"But have you ever thought of how it might be to try it with a man with a larger cock. Even as a fantasy?"
She paused for a moment in pumping my cock and quietly said once or twice, but only of white ones.
"But what if it was a black cock?"
"I don't find black guys attractive." I was tempted to bring up about her trainer but decided not to.
"Oh come on now. None of them?" I mentioned some celebrities and she sort of paused when I mentioned one of them.
"What if you had a chance to play with his big cock."
"I couldn't."
"But what if you could? Would you?"
"Maybe not a celebrity."
"Okay what if you went to a club and met a black guy, like the time we went out."
"Are you there?"
"No, let's say I could not make it, I got stuck at work, would you dance with him?"
"I have, and nothing came of it."
"Well suppose you had a drink or two with him. He tells you how sexy you are." I said as I started to finger her.
"You talk some more and dance some more, then he offers to give you a lift home. When you get home he comes inside with you. And then after some more talk he kisses you."
"You think that I'd let another man kiss me?"
"Maybe you were upset over me not being there."
"Okay so he kisses me. I resist a bit. He tells me how sexy I am. Are you sure you want to go on with this?"
I told her I did, turned on that she was picking up on the story.
"I hesitate and he feels my tits, I tell him not to do that. He challenges me telling me the only reason I am not doing that is because he is black. I tell him that is not the case. He says to me what harm is there in a kiss."
I could feel my wife getting wetter by the moment as she continued to talk.
"He kisses me harder feeling my tits. He guides my hand down to his crotch and presses it against it. I feel his cock, it is huge."
Now came the critical moment, the question that had to be asked: "Was it bigger than mine?"
My wife hesitated for a moment, then said "Much bigger than yours. I am sorry dear. He took his cock out and made me wrap my hand around it and the more I stroked it the bigger it got. I told him, 'no,' I pleaded with him to stop but he told me it was what I needed."
At that point I lost it and spread her legs wide pushing into her. I sucked her tits hard as she continued.
"He pulled down my panties and as I pleaded with him not to he pushed that huge black cock into my pussy. I pleaded with him not to do it but he did. It stretched me out like I have never been before. I cried that he would ruin me but he did not care. I asked him to pull out and put on a rubber but he would not."
"You let him fuck you bareback?"
"Yes!" she cried out. To my knowledge she had always worn a rubber with Vincent, was this something she was thinking of?"
"He made me say how much I loved black dick. He made me call it 'nigger' dick. I did not want to but he made me say it."
"And he was bigger than me?"
"Much bigger than you."
I came in her bucking until all my cum had been drained off. I kissed her telling her to go on as I fingered her now soiled pussy.
"You loved getting fucked by black cock?"
"Not at first...but he made me. It was so big and hard..."
I was already hard again and took my dick and rammed it into her a second time as she continued to taunt me about her black lovers.
When I came a second time we held each other for a really long time. We talked later and I told her it was just a fantasy. She agreed but we used it again. Reality and fantasy were starting to converge. Did I dare take it further??? More importantly could I really stop it if I wanted to?
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Timmy had a future in baseball if it was not for his father. During one game he was taken out of the lineup at the last minute by the coach. Timmy's father was so angry he had run up on the field and started a fight. Mr. Smith the coach's assistant ran over tried to help and it became a pushing match where the father hollered quite a few racial slurs.
The following week Timmy was benched and the week afterwards the same thing happened. Timmy's mother, Gina knew that they had narrowly avoided having the police called down so she thought perhaps her level head might be better equipped to speak to the coach and Mr. Smith. Gina was in her early forties, busty with dark hair. She had a tight waist that she worked very hard to maintain and a nice round full but firm ass.
Mr. Smith was cordial but said that he needed to see both her and her together when the coach was available as he did not want there to be a repeat of what had happened. "I know about your husband's temper," he said.
Gina felt a little bit more at ease now, she thought she just might have the upper hand in this situation after all. She could have sworn that he had been checking her out and was feeling a bit intimidated, but now that Mr. Smith said he wanted to talk to them both she was sure she could get Timmy back playing. It was a good thing too as his girlfriend Cindy had also been worried about his future.
The next week the coach and Mr. Smith met with Gina and her husband. The coach spoke in an almost cheerful manner, "Well you know your boy Timmy has a good arm. Matter of fact one of the best arms I have seen in a long time. A really long time."
"Yeah and there are going to be some big league scouts out there so of course we don't want to give you all the short end of the deal," Mr. Smith said with genuine concern in his voice.
"Well we were worried," said Gina, "especially after the incident, you know," she said giving a little laugh.
"You know not only could he get into the big leagues but also I am sure we can get him a full scholarship for the rest of his college years, room, board, and we know how to even finagle a car for him, though it ain't strictly legal if you know what I mean," said the coach almost winking.
"Just one problem," said Mr. Smith.
"What is that?" asked Gina.
"Well for starters your son is going to be benched for the rest of the season, and if he is lucky I will let him clean out the dugout," said the coach suddenly.
"What the fuck!" said Timmy's father getting up and raising his hands.
"You think you can raise your fucking hands to me in that crowd, with a million camera phones? You think you can humiliate me and my guy here and get away with it. Fuck you!"
Timmy's father and the two men almost came to blows, then Gina realized that Mr. Smith was not afraid of her husband. He was playing them by baiting her husband's temper. Her husband had gotten into so much shit the last time he had a fender bender that the judge said the next time there would be no suspended sentences or community service, it would be jail time.
"Is there any way we can work this out? My son should not have to suffer for his father's mistake,"
"Gina!" screamed out Timmy's father.
"No it is true! You have caused us so much trouble with that temper of yours," she turned towards the coach and Mr. Smith and asked if there was any way they could work something out.
"I don't know," said Mr. Smith.
"It would have to be something awfully big for us to forget this crap," added the coach. He thought about it for a moment and said, "Still there is money to be made off of Timmy's career for both sides, but there is an issue of trust," he concluded.
"Well what can be done?" asked Gina.
The coach and Mr. Smith looked at each other and then at her, "Well for starters your husband cannot go to the first few games Timmy plays in," to which the husband nodded his head as the coach continued, "Also we will represent Timmy in getting recruited for the major league," again her husband nodded his head.
Mister Smith turned towards Timmy's father and said, "And lastly to seal the deal that hot little wife of yours is getting involved too as you are going to let us use her for the entire weekend," he then waited for a reaction.
Gina's mouth dropped open as she absorbed what he had just said, then her husband said, "What!" as he got up to fight, "What the fuck did you just say?"
"You see there is that fucking temper of yours again," said the coach standing up with Mr. Smith, both men were bigger than Timmy's father.
In her mind's eye Gina could see all the times Harold's temper had cost them friends, ruined relationships with family and cost him one sweet job after another.
He ran at the coach and Mr. Smith and the two men slammed him back into the chair so hard Gina winced.
"Wait! Stop this shit now!" Gina said more to the surprise of Harold than to the coach or Mr. Smith, "This is all your fault and it ends now! I don't mind when you mess up our lives, well actually I do but I have no choice, but now you are fucking with our son's life and I will not stand that. You I can divorce, but our son is our son. So anything that happens from this point onwards is your fault," Gina said getting up and going over to the two men.
"Gina! You would get divorced from me?" Harold said, terror coming into his eye as he realized how trapped he was. He said he would call the cops and promised to get the anger management he so long needed.
"Anger management? Watch what we do with your little wife with the big tits here and you are going to learn about anger management," the coach joked.
"And as for the police, we can still press charges on you mother-fucker," said Mr. Smith so angrily that Harold backed down.
"And now your wife pays the price, probably like she usually does, or maybe in this case not as she usually does," said the coach turning towards Gina.
Gina braced herself as the coach's hands squeezed her ample tits. "Shit! They are real!' he said, then he kissed her, she pulled back for a second but he continued to kiss her.
In their house Gina and Harold were both somewhat racist in their attitudes, which made the kiss even more shocking to both. Mr. Smith stood behind her and kissed her the back of her neck then took his turn in feeling her tits.
"You know I am only doing this for my son," Gina said trying to rationalize what she was doing, all she succeeded in doing was to make both me laugh.
Harold started to get up and Gina waved her finger at him reminding him that it was his fault. Part of her wanted to run from the room. She wondered what her mother would think of her kissing two black men in front of her husband and pictured how angry she would be. In a perverse way the turn off became a turn on. Maybe it was payback for all the shit Harold's stupid temper had put her through.
"I have got to see those tits," the coach said.
"You are not fucking doing that," Harold said.
Gina shot him a dirty glance as she opened her blouse, then she unsnapped the front of her bra letting her huge fat tits bounce into view.
"Nice!" said Mr. Smith.
"Did you ever suck on your own nipples for him?" the coach asked her.
"What sort of question...uh yes!" she said holding back her own temper.
"Lets see you do it,"
"Now?"
"No next week, my secretary will give you a card and all," said the coach.
"Okay! Okay! It that is what you want!" Gina said lifting one of her tits to her mouth, even her husband shut up as she gave her own nipple a noisy kiss and then started to suck on it. She did this to both her nipples as the men watched.
"Keep playing with those tits of yours, Yeah!" said Mr. Smith. Then he walked over to her along with the coach and each of them took one of her tits and started sucking of them. They took her now unoccupied hands and placed them on top of their bulges.
Gina, tried to move her hands away but they held them there, eventually she squeezed their cocks as they sucked on her nipples as hard as they could.
"If you want to ever see your son play again you know what you have to do!" the coach said.
Gina, reluctantly nodded and went to open the coach's belt, her husband looked like he wanted to protest but she glared at him saying it was his fault.
She opened the snap of the coach's jeans and unzipped his pants before pulling them slightly down. With a look of distaste on her face she reached into his underwear and pulled out his cock, then the look was replaced by one of being stunned. She had heard rumors and had at her girlfriend's house seen a porn video with a black guy in it, but she had thought he was the exception, a freak, but now she stared at the coach's cock.
It was huge with bulging veins and she realized it was not even fully hard yet. She then pulled out Mr. Smith's cock which was slightly smaller than the coach's cock but still bigger than any she had ever seen or touched.
The men chuckled, especially as they saw the look of anger in Harold's eyes as he realized with each minute how his wife was becoming more obedient to them; and also that he had no choice in matter.
"I bet you never saw anything like that ever you racist bitch!" said the Coach.
"I am not a racist!"
"Okay, then let's see you prove it by you jerking off me and my man here. Come on get to work!"
Gina, like her husband realized she had no other choice in the matter. Her hands encircled both cocks and she started to pull on them, and with each pull they seemed to get bigger and thicker.
The coach slid off her blouse and bra tossing them in Harold's direction. Then the men took off their shirts. Mr. Smith had chiseled seven-days-a-week gym muscle. The coach was a powerful man despite his big solid gut.
"Yo! That is a bit too dry! Spit in your hands!" demanded the coach. She spit a dainty little spit into her palmbut they laughed at her telling her to really spit into her hand, encouraging her to clear her throat good.
"Yeah! That's it!" Mr. Smith said as the spit on her palms lubricated the two men's cocks.
They sucked on her big tits and kissed her deeper than before. The coach looked over at Harold and told him to start getting undressed as he was going to help out. Harold thinking that there might be some sort of threesome or foursome happening decided to do so. When he was done he was told to sit back in the chair until he was needed.
They turned Gina around and slowly unzipped her tight little skirt as she told them she could not believe what was happening. As they unbuttoned the snap she realized for the first time that she might be forced to have sex with both men, and the thought of being used in front of her husband both excited her and filled her with fear.
"Mmm! I have got to taste that!" said the coach, "But first let me get it ready."
Gina tried to close her legs but the coach got his hand between them so instead of blocking him she firmly entrapped his hand. His strong black fingers rubbed her pussy through the thin silk fabric of her red panties.
"Please stop that! Please stop that!" she chanted encouraging the coach to work harder, and to his satisfaction he heard her groan and then moan and felt her panties get wetter.
"I bet having a black man pleasure you is something you never thought of! Now relax those legs of yours. You know both of us have white girlfriends, but not as good looking as you, now you won't tell them that. Will you?" the coach joked.
Gina relaxed her legs and the coach snaked his fingers into her panties, she jumped as his finger slid inside of her pussy, She did not want to say that the coach and Mr. Smith were the first non-white men to touch her that way as she was afraid it would only motivate them to further heights of deviance.
Mr. Smith slid down her panties leaving her naked except for her pearls and her stockings and shoes. He went over to the stereo in the office to put on some music to cover the noise. He turned to Harold, "Hey man! I bet you lick some good pussy right?" Harold said he did; not realizing the coach and Mr. Smith used this line when referring to men who could not satisfy their women with their dicks.
"Well now here is a chance for you to help the team, and your son out," said the coach telling him to get on the floor and lick his wife's pussy out. He quickly laid down on the floor and they told Gina to sit on his face.
She told them they were perverts to which they laughed, but she did what they told her to do hoping that they were not going to fuck her. Her hopes were dashed as the two men completely stripped off their clothing. Then they got on either side of her, while she sat on her husband's face she was eye level with their cocks. Harold's cunt licking was having the effect that they wanted of making her lose her control.
"Bet you never sucked on a black cock in your life you racist bitch. Probably came from a family where your father or your mother would bust your ass if you ever dated a black guy," said the coach dangling his cock in front of her face.
Gina nodded saying it was true.
"Well I bet they'd make you change your last name over what is going to happen next," said Mr. Smith as he and the coach dangled their cocks in front of her face.
"Come on I know you want to do it," taunted the coach.
Gina could feel herself losing control, ironically some of it was from her husband's licking her. Looking up he could see what his wife was about to do and made a groan of displeasure but Gina, in a move of spite sat on his face a bit harder. She held each of the cocks in front of her steady and then kissed Mr. Smith's cock followed by the coach's.
"Yeah! Get that black flavor in your mouth!" the coach said.
The wrongness of the situation only turned her on more. She was going to punish her husband for all the bullshit he had ever done before by doing what she found most degrading. She opened her mouth wide and took the coach's cock into it.
"Yo! Keep working on mine!" Mr. Smith said reminding her to keep jerking him off.
She alternated sucking the coach off followed by Mr. Smith.
"She is doing pretty good, but we can teach her to do better," said the coach to Mr. Smith.
"What!" cried Gina followed by a "Mpphhh!" as standing behind her Mr. Smith held the back of her head. The coach crammed more and more of his cock down her throat.
"Yeah take my black dick all the way down your throat. Remember each inch helps your son stay on the team!" the coach said. Spit ran down Gina's chin and neck. She gagged once or twice and the coach pulled out long enough to let her cough before ramming it back in again. Red faced she took nearly the whole shaft down her throat.
Mr. Smith slapped her face with his cock telling her how she would spend the whole weekend getting fucked by them.
"And as long as your son is on the team you are going to be on our team! Understood! Understood?" Gina, her mouth full of the coach's cock tried to mumble a "yes" to what Mr. Smith had said.
Gina was made to keep sucking and jerking both of the men. The coach reached down and squeezed her right nipple so hard she yelped even with his cock in her mouth. "Going to fix you up like all my other girls and get you a nipple ring and tattoo so you remember about black power," the coach said. Gina nodded thinking this was some bullshit he said when horny.
After some more devoted cock sucking the coach felt like he was going to come. Gina felt the hot load of black cum splash into her mouth as the coach ordered her to swallow it all as he rammed his cock deep down her throat. She was made to keep sucking him even as she jerked off Mr. Smith.
She was puzzled when Mister Smith took his cock out of her hands and started jerking it off himself, then he moaned and yelled out "Take that you white bitch!" and she felt his cum splash all over her neck and tits. The spray of hot cum seemed to go on forever. He put his cock back in her hand and she milked the last bit of cum from it onto her tits.
All the while her husband watched as he licked her pussy in amazement. She was told to rub the cum into her skin, which she did making it glisten as it dried.
The coach helped her stand up and told her husband to get up.
She looked over at her husband's cock, it was rock hard but seemed now so much smaller than the coach's or Mr. Smith's.
"I can go now? You are not going to fuck me?" she asked and her husband wondered she had had a note of disappointment in her voice.
"Yes, as long as Timmy plays you both play," said the coach.
"Yeah! We were going to fuck you but it looks like your old man could use it more, like right about now," said Mr. Smith.
"Here!" both Harold and Gina said.
"Yeah!" Why not?" the coach said telling her to get up onto the couch on her knees.
"Well you wanted to experiment," said Harold as he pushed into her.
He began to fuck her as the coach and Mr. Smith watch for a few minutes.
"You know I have changed my mind!" said the coach.
He grabbed Harold and pulled him backwards so hard he fell down on his ass, his cock was all slick from his wife's pussy.
"Gina just managed to get the word "Wha..." out before the coach pushed his fat cock inside her.
"Shit! No!" she said as she felt his huge cock slide in and out of her pussy.
"Aren't you even going to put on a rubber?" she said as the coach laughed and continued to pound her. Her protest quickly turned to moans as she pleaded with her husband not to be angry at her.
"Don't worry! He is loving every minute watching you take my big nigger cock, say you love it!"
Gina could not make herself say it, she was so much into being politically correct.
"Listen! You don't have to be afraid! Say it! It is okay if I tell you to do it!" he said pounding her still harder while he pinched her nipples.
"I...love...your big nigger cock!" she said.
"That's a good little girl, I think we are going to take you out for the whole fucking weekend you need some training,"
At this point all Gina could do was groan and moan and repeatedly say "Yes!" and "Shit!" as the coach's cock hit areas of her that had never been tapped.
The coach pulled out and let Mr. Smith fuck her some, then both men took turns fucking her until they were ready to cum.
"Shit!" screamed Mr. Smith as he let his load erupt into her pussy. When he was done the coach jumped over and humped her until his load joined that of his partner.
"Get over here now Harold!" the coach screamed, he hesitated for a moment then plunged his own cock into her now thoroughly used and abused cunt and humped her for less than a minute before he came.
The men helped Gina up as the cum ran down her legs.
"Shit you are a mess, let me help get you cleaned up," the coach said taking her to the shower on the side of the office. Harold listened in agony as he heard his wife's giggles.
"Don't worry man! At the end of this weekend she is coming home to you and you alone, we just want to fuck the shit of her MILF ass said Mister Smith.
At that moment Gina came out from the shower. "I think you are about the size of my assistant, but these on," the coach told Gina opening a locker in his office. He threw to her a leather skirt, a black sweater and going over to his desk he got out a pair of black panties joking that she did a lot of overtime for him.
"What do you mean?" demanded Harold.
"Like we said she is going out with us for the whole weekend and then this is settled for now'" said Mr. Smith.
"I look like a slut in this," Gina said looking in the mirror, "Where is my bra?" she asked, the coach told her she did not need one.
"I just can't let you take my wife like this!" Harold said.
"Look I am tired of this shit either we have a deal or not!" said the coach as he got dressed.



"You know something? We need something here to make sure you are not a problem to Gina and your own son," Mr. Smith said.
"Look at this here video," Mr. Smith said showing Harold with his racist rant, "How'd you like it if this went on line? Would your coworkers like it? Bet you'd be in trouble!"
Harold nodded that he would. "Well then you are going to be all cool about it, but just in case..." he tossed Gina his phone. He went over to Harold and put his cock in his face, "Kiss it motherfucker, kiss it now or we are going to let the whole town know what we did to your wife. Do it now, and if you are good everything remains our secret, solely,"
"Come on honey! Do it!" said Gina with not a small bit of resentment towards her husband for getting her into the mess they were in.
"Come on you know you want to do it!" said Mr. Smith.
"You will look so sexy doing it!" said Gina with a bit of sarcasm in her voice.
"Kiss it! Kiss it!" they all started to chant as Harold got onto his knees, Mr. Smith put his cock almost against Harold's lips.
"If you ever want to fuck me again you will do it!" Gina said as she squeezed her own tits through the barrowed sweater.
Harold gave in and kissed Mister Smith's cock and then the coach's as Gina, his loyal wife snapped a photo of his debasement.
"Hey I bet we can make a real good cocksucker out of you!" said Mr. Smith.
Harold said no and tried to get up but the coach pushed him back down.
"You get up when we tell you to!" Mr. Smith said slapping Harold hard across his face with his cock.
"Open wide you bitch!" said the coach, "And I best not feel any teeth!" The coach waited for Harold to open his mouth, tears ran down his face but he did what he was told. Gina held the back of his head with one hand as she worked the phone with the other. Just as the coach's cock was about to enter his mouth the coach yanked it back laughing.
"Man! I can't believe you were about to do it. You are disgusting!" said the coach.
"Yeah! Is your man really gay or some shit?" Mr. Smith laughed as the two black men continued to get dressed.
"Well we will see you later, you don't mind if we barrow your car, right?"
The two men left with Gina in tow.
Harold called a car service to take him home, fortunately his son was away for the weekend, at first he was angry, then he cried, then he started to jerk off thinking about what his wife had done and would do. He was ashamed, but when he had fucked her she never had never seemed hotter or sexier to him.
He spent the entire weekend cleaning the house and jerking off to interracial porn. When his son, Timmy came home he had news that he had been restored to the team.
Harold smiled not wanting to tell him the price he had paid, not yet. He lied to Timmy saying his mother was over at a friend's house and would be back Monday.
Early Monday morning a cab pulled up. Gina, still drunk, got out and stumbled to the door, Harold pulled her inside quickly before the neighbors saw her. Fortunately Timmy had already left for practice and was not home.
She was not wearing the same dress that she was wearing when she had left home and she smelled of sweat. He managed to get her to the couch and then went to make her some coffee, he was going to take the day off to talk to her.
As he stumbled about the kitchen Gina came in, she was naked except for a pair of stockings and garter belt, again items that she had not been wearing when she left the house. His eyes then noticed that she had a large tattoo around her right nipple, it was a chain that went it in a circle. Also her nipple had been pierced with a heavy iron ring.
"You like?" she said holding up her tits. Then laughing she got onto her knees. Well I won't need this," and with that she took off the wig she had been wearing showing that her head had been shaved totally cleaning.
"Gina! What the fuck happened?" but by the time he had finished speaking she had his cock out and was sucking it harder and deeper than she had ever done so before. She was so intense that he came with a few minutes. She kept sucking until every last drop had been drained from him, she swallowed it back and she got up and pressed herself against him.
"Because of your big mouth they fucked me. I mean I was fucked by the coach and Mr. Smith and some of their friends all weekend and now, whenever they want me they are going to call me. They fucked my pussy; my mouth my ass and only one time were rubbers used. And you know what? I enjoyed every inch of their big black cocks inside of me, And if they knocked me up that is going to be your problem," she finished laughing.
Stunned Harold pulled away from her, but she could see he was aroused by her admission of infidelity. She got on the floor on all fours and rubbed her pussy.
"Come on! Fuck my well fucked cunt! You know you want to!"
Harold called her a bitch but still he got behind her and fucked her the hardest he ever had during their marriage. The fucking continued in their bedroom and into the afternoon. He realized he no longer owned his wife.
Gina never gave him the details about what had had happened to her that weekend, only hints. She would tell her story to Cindy, Timmy's girlfriend but only after the coach and Mister Smith enslaved her also.



        Dear, We Have to Talk Ch. 05

        Would Mindy at long last submit to another man?

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/dear-we-have-to-talk-ch-05

Title: Dear, We Have to Talk Ch. 05

Author: dr13bone

Category: Interracial Love

Description: Would Mindy at long last submit to another man?

Tags: interracial, cream pie, cross dressing, bbc, humilaiton, threesome, cuckold

Series: Dear, We Have to Talk


My wife Mindy had found my stash of cuckold porn on my computer, rather than get angry she decided to explore my fantasy, but with each new experience she got deeper and deeper into the world of interracial sex and humiliation. It was only a matter of time before her one big taboo, of being fucked by another man would happen...
It had been several weeks since my wife had went out with her new coworkers. At home alone I jerked off over what had happened, making sure not to stain my panties. She had decided that I no longer deserved to wear men's underwear and so one day I had come home to find all my male underwear gone, replaced by panties.
Mindy had left for work that morning dressed super sexy in a tight blue dress that showed off all her curves. After work they had gone to a nearby restaurant, she had let everyone know in the office that she was married; knowing that some guys would not care.
There were four guys and five women plus her. One of the other women was white, one was Hispanic and the other three black. There was some tension both around the table and at the table. She said she had got some nasty glares from some other couples and some nods and winks from others. But at the table two of the black women were outwardly hostile to her and made veiled and not so veiled inferences that she was trying to poach their men and if she knew what was good for her she would not do so. When the ladies went to the bathroom the third black woman said she knew my wife was only out to have some fun but she better be wary of office politics and all. It put a slight bit of a chill on the rest of the evening.
When the two women who were hostile towards my wife came out of the bathroom they decided to call it a night they were kind of shocked that the other woman and none of the men joined them.
The remainder of the party took a cab over to a night spot. My wife said she felt like she was in danger and intrigued at the same time. William, one of her coworkers asked her to dance and she did not care about office gossip. She said there was something sexy and powerful about being on the dance floor and dancing with another man.
After a few dances and some drinks she danced with another one of the guys, he tried to say something to her but the music was too loud.
At that point, just as the song ended she went to sit down. She thought she had heard someone calling to her and excused herself, it was Henry, the guy from the gym, my semi-friendly rival, who my wife, when she first discovered my secret stash of cuckold porn, had later jerked off in his truck.
He asked where I was and she told him I was at home, he laughed at the news.
"Well a girl has got to have her fun," she laughed back.
As it happened Henry knew the second guy my wife had been dancing with, Eric. Henry came back to the table with my wife and talked some more and had a few more drinks. When the party started to break up Henry offered to give my wife a lift home and she accepted.
I got a text from Mindy saying that she had met Henry at the club and that she was going to get a lift home from him.
On the way in Henry pointed out where he lived and asked my wife if she wanted to come up for a moment. She thought about it and said she would, just for a bit as she had to go to work the next morning.
She texted me that she was stopping at Henry's place. I wanted to text her back but knew she would not reply. That was the last text I got from her. I stood up nearly all night waiting for her, calling out sick from work so I could continue to wait for her. I was inches away from calling the police when Henry's truck pulled up and my wife hopped out as he peeled out.
She came in the house giving me a deep kiss, she smelled sweaty and looked a mess, she ran into the shower without saying anything to me other than asking for me to lay out some clean clothes for her as she had to run to work.
Midway through the day my phone vibrated, there was a text from my wife with a picture attached, it had her hand wrapped around a huge black cock, which I assumed was Henry's. In the message she had written a list of chores and a promise of a surprise if I did them all.
A few hours later she sent me another text asking me if I had done everything she had requested, I texted her back that I had. She told me that when she came home I had better be naked for I had a busy weekend ahead; a very busy weekend.
I was told to go up to her dresser and look in the top draw. I opened it and found something that made me almost pass out; there were four rubbers, they were used and included the wrappers, they were the ones I had bought in the beginning, when I thought that this was only a fantasy. One rubber was knotted at the end and was full of that night's seamen.
I could not believe it. Was it a hoax? A game? I pondered, however, deep down in my gut I did not think so.
Time seemed to stand still until my wife finally came home.
She gave me a big kiss, the sort of long lingering kiss that involves her pressing her body against me. Then she yawned making it a point to tell me again how she had no sleep the other night and she would tell me all about it Friday.
It seemed forever until Friday would come, I went to work and when I came home not only was my wife at home but so was her friend Karen. Karen was deeply into the whole hot wife and cuckold lifestyle. She even left her husband for a well-endowed stud, however, her husband still came over to be their live-in slave when needed.
Both women stopped talking in the kitchen when I came in. I wondered if my wife had told her everything or not. I said hello and then Karen turned to my wife. My wife looked at me and told me to come over to the table.
"Don't sit!" she ordered, I was just about to tell Karen about my night out with Henry, so you might as well listen."
"We went up to his place and there was a lot of tension, it was a nice little apartment. So he brought me a beer, I tried to beg off because I had to go to work the next morning."
My wife looked at me and told me I was to stay standing with my hands at my sides until she was done talking.
"He brought up about the time that I had given him a hand job in his truck. I told him it was sort of a one-time thing. He asked me if that was always going to hold true. He set his beer down on the kitchen counter and came up to me. He took my hand and guided it to his cock and it was fully hard. Before I knew it I had my hand around it and was jerking him off."
At this point I felt my own cock, to my embarrassment, starting to rise. I was more embarrassed to have this happening right in front of Karen. She looked at me and gave a small giggle as my wife went on.
"He started to kiss me and squeeze my tits and I thought about what was going to happen next. I wondered if should just get him off quickly and leave, reminding him I am a married woman and all. I broke away from him to swallow back the rest of my beer and to give myself a second to think of what I was going to do next."
"Then I thought about my husband, and this whole cuckold thing. All that porn on his computer with white women getting fucked by black men. Or more precisely the one right in front of me and how much it would excite my husband at home. Before we knew it we were kissing, his hands squeezing my tits as I felt his tight muscular ass."
"We kind of stumbled into his bedroom peeling off each other's clothing. He sucked on my tits while I undid his belt. I had to slow things down a bit so I asked him to take off the rest of his clothes and sit down on the bed... I don't know if I was still debating things or not. Part of me wanted to run out of there and go straight back home; but another part of me wanted to see what would happen."
"I made Henry promised several times not to talk about what was going to happen. He promised up-and-down that he would not say anything further laughed about it saying he did not want to start a fight in the gym. My hands did not seem to be under my own control as I removed my clothing. Henry was naked by that time and I could not believe how muscular and tight and black his body looked. I knew more than the taboo of marriage was about to be violated."
At this point my wife and Karen remembered that I still existed and Karen suggested that we continue this conversation in the living room, an idea my wife endorsed heartily. The two women sat on the couch while I was forced to stand up, my wife again reminded me to keep my hands at my side at all times.
Karen looked over at my rising erection "My but it is a small thing," she said laughing giving it a small pat with her hand. Both her and my wife laughed, "I don't know how you managed all these years."
"He does have his uses around the house, and after all it was kind of his idea in the first place!" she said rubbing it in to my anguish because in truth it was my fault; but I also questioned had my internet explorations encouraged her to discover her own fantasies. Deep down underneath it all I wondered if it was something she had wanted to do all along. She did seem to relish her new dominant role.
"Naked except for my stockings and garter belt I got down on my knees in front of him. It was amazing how much attention he paid to me as I wrapped my hand around his huge cock. I had done it before in his truck, but now with the lights on it was something else. I gave it a few pumps up-and-down to him let them know I was there. Then I lowered my mouth to give it a kiss. All the time I could see how much bigger it was than my husband's," she said knowing the pain and jealousy it would cause me. Paradoxically it also excited me which I think is one of the key elements to all cuckold fantasies; but in this case it was becoming now and forever my reality.
"Wow! That is so exciting, I remember the first time I did it but my husband was there watching."
My wife give a little smirk saying that in the future I would watch, "But in a way this doubles his agony," she sipped her coffee and then said: "Too bad other things can't be doubled!" This led them to laugh yet again at my expense.
"When I took his cock in my mouth it barely fit. I took your advice and put one hand around the base and took it in as deep as I could. It tasted so manly. It is the only way I could describe it. He looked down at me and ran his fingers through my hair and brushed my cheek. Then he got me up and had me sit on the bed as he licked my pussy. I know a lot of women say black guys don't want to eat pussy but he definitely did."
"Then when I could not take it anymore he got up and went to his bedside table and took out some condoms and handed me one. My hands trembled so much that I could barely open the wrapper. That is why the next time I do it maybe you should open the wrapper," she said looking at me.
"Or even slip it on him!" added Karen.
Both women laughed at my discomfort and embarrassment. Karen went on to joke about how I should be trained to get the stud ready and clean up after him.
"I managed to roll that rubber onto his cock, and even though it was designed for men who are extra big it seemed to fit way too snug. He spread my legs wide, holding them up as he pushed against me. This was the moment you have been waiting for dear so listen good," she said, "I felt his massive dark cock press against me and then came the point of no return- it slid inside of me. What you exclusively owned was now his and boy did he ever use it. He fucked me for hours deeper and harder than I have ever been fucked before and well you know the rest. Oh and if you are keeping track of what I did by the condoms I left you I should let you know your count is one short as I blew him and swallowed his cum before I left to go home."
I did not know if I could take any more but they had other plans for me.
"Take off your clothes, now!" Karen ordered, I stood still until my wife told me to do what she said.
I stripped down to my panties, but Karen ordered me to remove them also. "Well it's not horrible but it's not huge either she said, smacking my cock.
"Bring over that waste paper basket. Now I understand that the first time you saw your wife actually play with a black cock she made you jerk off into a garbage pail. Is that true?"
I nodded remembering the time in the back of the porn shop.
"Good now show your wife what a good little cuckold you are by jerking your load into that can," Karen said as she undid the buttons on her blouse, she looked over at my wife and she did the same; the women stood before me topless. Karen's tits were far bigger than my wife's by at least a cup size or two. They kneaded their breasts in front of me. My wife put her tits in front of my face and then snatched them away laughing saying that they were not for me anymore.
"You know why?" she said sweetly, I knew but I had to ask her, "Because they are exclusively for men who are big, black and better than you will ever be. Sorry honey that is the truth," she said as I shot a monster sized load into the garbage can.
My wife handed me a paper towel to clean up but did not invite me to get dressed.
"You know it is a good evening to go out," said Karen as my wife agreed taking out the pink male chastity device and locking my cock in.
"Fortunately I brought my clothing over said Karen, as she started to strip. My wife went to the bedroom to find an outfit to wear, choosing a tight black sweater and leather skirt.
Karen told me to help my wife on with her stockings, I was inches away from her pussy but knew I could no longer touch it without her permission, what was once mine I had schemed to give away and had succeeded. I fastened her garter belt. Then I slid panties on for both women. I helped Karen on with her black leather dress and while she put on her shoes my wife had me help her on with her sweater and skirt. The bra she had on pulled her cleavage up to good effect made even better by her tight sweater.
Totally ignoring my feelings my wife put on the last of her makeup and grabbed her purse telling me not to wait up but to keep my phone by my side.
A half hour later I got a buzz on the phone with a message that my wife and Karen were at the club. A picture followed of my wife at the bar, then nothing for an hour as I fell into my routine of cleaning the house while waiting for my wife to call next.
I received a short video clip of my wife on the dance floor dancing with a black guy, they danced very close together and I think I saw her actually brush his crotch with her hand while up there. My cock throbbed but it was trapped in the chastity device and my wife had the key.
The next photo was of the group at a restaurant, somebody else had to have taken the photograph. In a way it just added to my anguish as much as the sex; the thought of my wife feeling free enough to go out in public with someone else.
The next call I got was from Karen when they had gone back to her house. I could hear some laughing in the background on the part of my wife. I was told not to wait up but that they would be back in a few hours. I could hear the men laughing in the background.
The agony was terrible; I was surprised when in a few hours later when the doorbell rang, it was my wife and Karen. I could see there were cum stains on both of the women's dresses. Karen went to get the key to unlock my chastity device.
"Honey, I realize that we have been a bit too hard on you," she said opening her sweater, so here is the deal, we are going to let you fuck us both, taking turns, but there is something you are going to have to do first," she said as Karen slipped off her dress and bra."
In the light their boobs had a certain sort of shine from which I could tell the guys must have cum on their tits. From their purses each took two knotted condoms. Karen commented that normally she went bareback but not this time; they wanted to show what sort of sluts they had been.
Karen came over to me and kissed me assertively telling me to be a good little cuck. I had at another time tasted my own seed, but never someone else's. She held up her tit and told me to lick it, to clean it even more assertively. I wanted to gag but she did not back down.
"If you don't do it now it is going to be a long time until you have some real pussy so you better think of what you want," my wife barked at me.
My tongue went out and licked Karen's nipple, I tasted the odd salty taste and gagged a bit more, making them both laugh, as that same funk is what I had wanted my wife to swallow.
I licked clean each of Karen's breasts to her satisfaction. Then I licked my wife's tits for what seemed like the first time in months. "That's it!" she purred. Lick that cum off. Perhaps one day soon you will get some straight from the source," I became alarmed but they just laughed
My wife had me get down on the floor. Karen squatted on me and sat down on my cock, making a small "Oh!" noise she commented that it was so tiny and began to bounce down up and down on it. The relief I felt was unimaginable as before this I only had my hand and that was on rare occasions, this island of relative normalcy made me realize how far my sex life had drifted from it.
Karen who looked down at me and said "Open your mouth!" then she spit into it; I tried to close my mouth. She stopped fucking me and pinched my nipples hard telling me I knew the consequences if I refused.
"Open up dear!" she said and leaned forward like a vampire about to bite a victim, then she spit into my mouth again. Karen started bouncing up and down on my cock again, just as I readied myself to cum my wife leaned down and spit into my mouth and I swallowed it back just as my cock came inside of Karen. They both joked that someday I might be made to swallow something else; then laughed again.
Karen commented that I had shot a big load for a guy with such a small cock. Karen stood on top of me working my cock with her pussy muscles alone until it was hard again. Then my wife, finally got on top of my cock and let myself slide into her.
"Just remember, since the last time you have been inside of me two other men, two black men have been inside of me also," she said.
Karen squatted her pussy down on top of my face ordering me to eat the "cream-pie" I had left inside of her. It was humiliating but it bothered me less than licking their tits clean.
I came all too quickly inside of my wife who then switched places with Karen as I was made to clean her out also. When the women were done with me they had me get up, but did not let me clean myself off and ordered me to make some coffee for them.
As I turned to leave Karen grabbed my cock and said "Such a good little slave! You don't think I could buy him? Do you?"
My wife laughed and said, "No but you can barrow him. You know I have made up my mind I am going to get that boob job I have wanted to get," I was a bit shocked she looked at me and said teasingly, "Think about how many other men are going to stare at them," as my cock rose up again they both laughed at me. Little did I know my humiliation was just going to begin.
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It all began last year, it was the weekend and my wife, Susan was grading papers when there was a loud banging at the front door. I went to see who it was and found Jamal, one of her students and a member of the college's sports team.
"I have got to speak to her right away! Your wife, I need to speak to her now!" he said frantically. I let him in but he would not say what was wrong, only that he had to speak to my wife.
I followed him into the study. My wife looked up from her work and to my surprise had a guilty look on her face. "Hello Jamal, what can I do for you today?" she asked sounding like she was hiding something.
"You had to do it didn't you? Even after I warned you not to! I could have lost my scholarship or worse and you could have lost your job," he angrily said with a touch of concern.
My wife now looked downright scared. I asked Jamal what was happening. He looked straight at my wife and asked her if she would tell me or should he do it.
I was getting worried that something violent was going to happen as Jamal was so upset. He noticed and said "Don't worry its cool now. And if your wife wasn't everyone's favorite professor, including mine, I don't think I would have done it," at this both of us relaxed even though I still did not know what was going on.
"You see it went like this, I was failing your wife's class so the word was out that I would not play in the big game and the odds were really against our school. But then I aced the test thanks to my girlfriend helping me study for it. Your wife knew in advance that I was going to play and put down a huge bet for our team. Now you see where I am going?"
I turned to my wife, "Susan do you know the shit we could have gotten into? At the very least it made it seem like you had rigged the test, you could have lost your job, or worse had an angry bookie looking for you on top of all that!" I said scolding her.
My wife told me she did not realize that she could have gotten into such problems.
"Well don't worry about it, I took care of everything. First I got your bet cancelled, then I spread you money around through some middlemen with a few bookies. And here it is," Jamal took out of his gym bag a roll of bills and tossed it on the table.
"Of course this is less the money I had to pay the middlemen and a little piece for myself. But now nobody needs to know about what happened. Know what I mean?"
"Of course," she said looking down in guilt.
"The only one who really got screwed in this situation was me. My girl was pissed that I spent all this time helping you out, so she called off our date for tonight," he said.
My wife, now relieved said, "I am so sorry, is there anything I can do?" Now from anyone else this might have been a loaded question, but my wife was, or so I thought, very much a prude.
"Not unless you can fix me up on a date." he asked looking her over and who could blame him? At forty-five she was still a looker. My wife's big fat tits probably caused many a professor and student to whack off after class. Her soft round ass also probably got many secret glances as she walked down the halls of the college where she taught at. But don't get me wrong, Susan has always been in great shape, she is just a full figured woman. With her red hair and almost milk white skin you could see why Jamal had to check her out even with me in the room.
She was wearing that blue dress with the white polka dots on it that she worn to class that day. The dress was prudish in the way that it had a long skirt and she kept it buttoned all the way up so that no cleavage showed, but then again it also hugged her tits really tightly. I don't know how many students must have spent their days dreaming about her tits. Even I got wood when I saw her in that dress.
My wife told Jamal that she did not know anyone who could go out with him, he said that that was okay, but then he asked her if she would be his date.
My wife blushed and said that that was nice but that she was married. Jamal asked how come she would not go out with him and yet she had let him feel her tits. My wife turned beet red. Was this something else that she had not told me? He asked her to deny it.
She said it was in the hallway and it was only for a second and that it was him just copping a quick feel. He laughed and said it was for a lot longer.
I did not know who to believe, but there was one thing that I did notice and it was that her nipples were getting hard. "Shit! Could this be true?" I thought as my own cock got hard. I had had fantasies about stuff like this in the past. My wife sucking the huge cock of a student' especially a black one. I had tried to bring this up every now and then but got rebuffed firmly by her but now?
"No that's a lie. You let me squeeze them for a lot longer than that!" he said.
"Well there is one way to see what happened, Jamal why don't you show me what happened?" I said.
My wife stood up to protest but I told her we must get to the truth Then I whispered telling her that he had saved her job and quite possibly her life and a little feel was not going to kill her, and she could always deny it later.
"You see she was in the hallway outside of class and I went up to her and did this." he reached over and grabbed my wife's tits and started to fondle them. She swatted his hands off saying that was what she did.
Jamal disagreed and I asked him to show me his side, even as my cock started to throb. "I felt them up like this!" he again grabbed her tits, my wife started to remove his hands but I told her I wanted to see his side of the story. Realizing what she owed him she let him do it.
My wife's nipples got rock hard as he played with her tits.
"Now Jamal suppose you were not interrupted what would you have done next?" I asked as my wife shot me a look of astonishment.
"I would have opened her top," he said. I asked him to show me how, not that I did not know how to do it, I just wanted to see him do it. My wife started to protest again but I told her it was just a feel and a look, what harm could it do?
He excitedly opened her blouse, with each button revealing some more of her soft white boob flesh. Once he got it all the way opened he started to play with her tits again. My wife looked down and saw Jamal's huge hard-on as it strained to rip free of his gym shorts. Now I had watched porn and I knew that there were many well-hung black men out there, but she had not, so seeing his huge hard-on was shocking for her. She tried to look away but kept trying to steal a quck glimpse whenever she thought I was not looking.
"Would you have removed her bra also?" I asked as I went behind her. My decision was made, by the end of the evening I was going to do everything within in my power to have my wife fucked by Jamal and his huge black cock.
He told me he would have removed her bra also, so I then went behind her began to unsnap her bra. My wife told me to stop but I continued. Soon it was off and her tits bounced free. Jamal started to knead and rub her breasts saying: "Damn they look so good. Just the way I thought they would be," then he lifted each one to his mouth and began to suck on her fat pink nipples. My own cock was ready to rip out of my pants at this point.
"Is there anything else that you would have done?" I asked him not dreaming of what would happen next. He leaned in and kissed my wife on the lips. She seemed shocked and did not really return the kiss as she was not ready for it.
"Why did you do that?" she said.
"Oh come on now! Practically every guy in your class has a crush on you. They think you are one of the sexiest professors going," that really stroked her ego.
My wife still hesitated though.
"Jamal I am your professor and a married woman..." in the middle of her denouncement Jamal kissed her again putting his arms around her. She tried to break off but he held her. By the fourth kiss she actually was starting to kiss him back.
"Jamal, I am not prejudiced or anything but I never kissed! I mean I have never been with a black person before and uhhh...I am married."
"Well all the myths you have heard are true," he said laughing.
"What myths? What are you talking about? I don't buy into stereotypes," she said a bit too quickly as she knew exactly what he was talking about.
"This one is true however," he said pulled his cock out and over his shorts and underwear. Even half hard it was bigger than mine and definitely bigger than any my wife had ever seen.
Instinctively she reached forward and then she stopped herself. I told her to go ahead and give it a pull. She stood still for a second, which would win now? Her growing lust or society's petty inhibitions? She hesitated then slowly reached forward. Time seemed to come to a near halt as my wife's hand, the one with the wedding ring on it, reached forward and then encircled Jamal's cock.
My wife stroked him and said, "It is so fucking huge. Oh shit!" and even as she spoke it grew bigger. Jamal pulled her in and kissed her again, he positioned his cock so it went up along her stomach. The top pressed into the bottom of her breasts.
I decided to spice things up. I went behind her again and unsnapped and unzipped her skirt. It fell to the floor. So now here was my wife in her slippers and panties jerking off her student. Jamal took off his shirt to show off his buff body. My wife jerked him off even quicker.
"You know what would look beautiful? If you would lean forward and kiss the tip of his cock!" I suggested.
She pleaded that she couldn't and that she would give him a hand job instead, but that would be all she would do. I slipped my hand between her legs and began to rub her already soaking wet pussy. She pleaded that it was not fair. She asked and then begged me to stop but I kept going and she did not push me away. I asked her again to kiss his cock head.
Slowly she leaned forward. She held his cock up with both hands and kissed his dark purple cock head. She turned to me and asked me if I was happy now. I told her to do it again but for longer. She kissed his cock again and as she did so I started to finger her pussy faster. She leaned forward and then did it again for longer. I pulled her panties down a bit and began to finger fuck her.
"Oh! Is this what you want me to do? I'll do it then, but only because you want to see me do it!" She kissed his cock again then she opened her mouth wide and started to suck on it. Her lips formed a nearly airtight seal around the girth of his penis. I eased her down onto her knees and kept fingering her as she serviced his cock. My wife was acting like a slut, a whore in our own home and it was turning me on, and her also.
After a few minutes he said he wanted to return the favor. We helped her up and took her to the couch. He pulled off her panties and spreading her legs wide began to lick her pussy.
As he licked her he played with her tits. My wife was over the edge and I was loving every moment of it. Then he got up standing over her stroking his cock not saying a word.
"Oh! Jamal! I don't know! It's so big!!" she said as her arguments ran out of steam, she knew she wanted it, and she also knew I wouldn't object. Just the same she looked over at me and asked me if it was okay. I told her I was encouraging it, that it would be a good erotic experience for us both.
Jamal went over to his bag and got out a bunch of condoms He kicked off his sneakers and socks, putting his shorts and underwear over a chair. Then he rolled a rubber onto his cock. My wife turned over dog style. Jamal was a bit surprised but pleased.
"Honey? This is what you want? Right? You could tell me to stop right now!" she said not meaning a word of it.
Jamal rubbed his cock head up and down her cunt making her shiver, then slowly he pushed it inside of her. The contrast of her white skin and his huge black cock head pushing against her was very erotic.
My wife groaned saying it was too fucking big, his cock began to exert even more pressure and even bent a bit deeper. She made one continuous moan as his fat rubber encased cock head slid into her. He stopped to let her adjust to it, then he began to thrust it in and out of her, with each thrust he went in a bit deeper in.
"Oh yeah fuck me! Fuck me with that big black cock!" she cried. I could not believe how much she was getting into it.
After twenty minutes of countless orgasms from my wife Jamal moaned and groan. "I'm going to come. I am going to shoot it up your pussy!"
"Okay baby shoot it right into me!" she said looking right at me. Jamal came and when he pulled out of her his condom's reservoir looked like it was going to burst. He threw it into the waste basket with a wet thud.
My wife turned around and kissed him deeply pressing against him, her tits flattening against his hard chest. I told my wife if she was not too busy maybe she could take care of me. She stroked his cock not looking at me and said "Sorry dear I have my hands full right now!"
The three of us went into the bedroom. Jamal was already hard as my wife got onto the bed, he got on top of her spreading her legs wide and gave her another fuck session which ended with another rubber full of cum being tossed into the waste basket.
My own cock felt like it was going to burst, I asked my wife again for some relief but she laughed and said "Later!"
She sucked his cock until it was hard again, this time taking it deeper down her throat than before. She got on top of Jamal holding his cock steady as she planted herself onto it. It entered her pussy with a wet pop. She bounced up and down on his cock. I could not believe how sexy it looked, her milk white ass divided by a huge African cock. He sucked on her tits as they fucked. He then put his arm around her waist to stop her from moving and really pounded her stopping every now and then to smack her ass. She cried out between moans about how much she loved black dick. After another orgasm that I am sure the neighbors heard, my wife got up to clean up.
Jamal got dressed, as he did so he asked if we were still cool, I told him we were but I asked him to be discreet about what had happened. He told me he would and added I would not believe how many wives and professors he had gotten it on with in the past. With his huge cock and buff body I could very well believe him.
We went into the dining room to have a drink. My wife came out dressed as she was at the start of this affair, in her school dress. "Jamal, before you leave here there is something I want to do," she said.
She went over and sat down on the couch next to Jamal and with no shame grabbed his cock through his short and started to squeeze and knead it.
She then pulled it out and started to rub it, even he was surprised with how aggressive she was. When it was hard she spit on it, rubbing the spit around it until it gleamed. She pulled up her skirt, she had no panties on. She straddled his cock facing him, and let it slide into her.
"Uhhh! Maybe I ought to put on a rubber.?
She looked at him and me and said "No rubber, I want it bareback. Jamal, every time you see me in school wearing this dress I want you to remember this fuck!"
My wife would not let him open her blouse so he had to play with her tits through it just like he did in the hall that day, it was too much for him and he came deep inside of her within minutes, they kissed deeply and then he left.
"Well did you like it?" she said stripping off the dress and then getting on the couch I nodded my head barely able to think as my cock seemed to have my entire blood supply at the moment.
"Show me! Show me now!" she said spreading her legs. I was so turned on I did not care that Jamal's cum was still dripping out her cunt I started to hump her and came within a minute.
"You are going to have to do better than that," she teased. Then she looked right at me with a sexy but hard look and told me if I wanted anymore I would have to lick her pussy clean. I was so horny I went right down there and started to suck on her sloppy snatch.
"That's it honey lick my black fucked cunt. You liked watching your little wife getting fucked by one of her student's big, black cock. I bet my pussy is really stretched out now. What if he has knocked me up? To breed my white pussy so he would totally own me! Would you like to see my belly nice and pregnant from a black man? My nipples all full of milk because of him. And of course I would have to tell everyone who the father was!"
I knew she was talking nonsense, and at the time I did not know the word "cuckold," but her nasty talk turned me on. I never expected my quiet, bookish wife to talk in such a way to me.
She kept on teasing me and taunting me as I licked her pussy clean. Then she let me fuck her again and she was very vocal and horny as I humped the shit out of her. She finished me off by sucking my cock until I came in her mouth, after which she dropped off to sleep.
The next day for some reason she could not talk about what had happened the previous night. A few days later she did and she downplayed it a bit saying that it was a beautiful experience but she was not sure if she would do that again. I was a bit disappointed.
I should not have worried about it though. One day I came home and heard a noise from the bedroom, I went upstairs to see Jamal banging my wife from behind. She was blindfolded with her arms tied to the bedpost. She made so much noise that I am surprised that all the neighbors did not know what was going on despite the stereo being played loud to cover it all up.
A few weeks later I came home to find her on her knees as she sucked and jerked off Jamal and two of his friend's cocks. I was stunned. I felt that odd mixture of hurt and arousal as any must feel when they watch their wives becoming a true hardcore slut.
She obviously had planned this as she had on stockings and a garter belt. One of the guys she was jerking off started to cum, she wrapped her mouth around his cock and milked out every drop of seed just in time for Jamal's other friend to dump a load all over her face and into her hair. Without missing a beat she started to suck off Jamal until he also came in her mouth. The guys laughed as she told me I'd have to wait at the end of the line.
I then sat down and watched as the guys humped and fucked the shit out of her, including her taking Jamal up her asshole. My wife would be the first of many of the school staff he would own.
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Timmy did not know why the coach or Mr. Smith had it in for him so bad. He knew earlier in the season there was some problems and he had almost been taken off the team; until his parents had a talk with them.
Timmy did not realize his mother had had to fuck both men while his humiliated father was forced to watch. He did not realize his mother was now their sex slave and had a ring through her left nipple to remind her and her husband of it, or that the two men had plans for his girlfriend, Cindy.
The coach knew Timmy had talent, but had held him back from playing in some key games. This newest round of being benched started when the coach and Mr. Smith, his assistant, had seen Timmy's girlfriend Cindy. She was nerdy in a sexy way, glasses, her brown hair always in a bun. But she also had a pretty, innocent face, nice firm, taunt tits that seemed to defy gravity, a long narrow waist and a tight fuckable butt. The two men determined to see if the son, like the father was a potential cuckold.
One afternoon Cindy came to see the coach and Smith in their office, the very same office where they had turned out Timmy's mother. "Look, please don't tell Timmy I was here but I am worried about him," she said in that meek little voice of hers as the coach and Smith eyed her up and down drinking in that tight young nerd girl's body. Oh they were going to turn her out, but slowly, ever so slowly.
"Well, we have to take our time with Timmy. He has the talent and all, but..." the coach said pausing, making the young woman tense.
"But what?" she said letting the worry show in her voice.
"You have to understand Timmy has the talent but there are issues. His family is one. Earlier this season his parent almost cost him his spot on the team by cursing and using racist language. Then the father almost hit me and the coach here," said Smith.
"I did not know that. But you can't think that of Timmy," said his girlfriend.
"Well we have not seen him do anything, but we have to worry about the future of the sport. Suppose when he makes the big leagues, which with his talents I think he could, suppose he starts with that racist crap, or assaults somebody. I think it is best to rein him back a bit."
"But the big games are coming up, the ones where a lot of the scouts will be at. You can't do this to him. Please." she said pleading, which only aroused both men.
"Hmmm! You two seem very tight. Going to get married?" she seemed offended at the coach's very personal question but nodded blushing. "That is good, maybe you can keep him in line, 'cause as I said he could be one of the great ones. Man the life you two would lead, houses, travel, fame, all yours. Of course could we trust you?"
"You can," She told the coach.
"Well me and Mr. Smith will think about it and will give you our decision later this week, you can stop by my house this Friday. Until then let's seal this deal with a little kiss."
"A kiss?" Cindy said taken aback.
"Why do you find that offensive?" said Mr. Smith. "Man she is prejudiced just like the kid's parents."
"I am not!" Cindy said indignant.
"I bet your parents told you not to date black people."
"They did not! That's not fair! I was just, I don't know."
"Well then give us a little kiss?" said the coach.
Cindy could not help but notice the huge bulge both men were sporting. She was afraid and confused, had she blown Timmy's chance to get in the big leagues? She wondered. These men could ruin it for him, she knew that.
Trembling the young woman approached the coach and gave him a quick peck on the cheek. He put his arms around her slender waist. "That would have been okay a few minutes ago, but now I need something a little more," He moved his face forward as he drank in her scent, a soft all too flowery perfume the sort the young girls liked to wear.
She moved back her face slightly but he just moved his forward, then kissed her young lips as he pulled her tight to himself. She could feel his manhood pressing against her stomach as he kissed her and she could not help but notice how big and solid it felt.
He let her go, "Now was that so bad?"
"It was, it wasn't..." she said searching for the words but her mind would not let her, she was dizzy and confused. She hastily turned to leave and walked right into Mr. Smith's arms. He kissed her on her mouth as his hands gripped her young, tight little butt. He let her pull away slightly then he pulled her back giving her another kiss, this time deeper and slower.
Laughing the men let her leave. She almost walked into a wall on the way out.
"Tim is good." said Smith still enjoying the young girl's taste on his mouth.
"Yeah! I was going to start him anyway, but why not take a little bonus? We are going to go slow on this one, not too slow, but slow enough. Then we are going to bust that little cherry of hers but good!"
Cindy was pleased when she found out that Timmy was going to start in the next game, it almost made it worth those kisses and the guilty over them which she had endured. She was a little scared, and even more so when she had felt the coach's boner pressing into her.
Her mother would have killed her if she had seen that. Yet she thought about whether they really would have taken advantage of her and what they might have done to her. When she got those thoughts she would shake her head violently to clear them.
That Friday she went to the coach's house just as Timmy's mother was leaving, she stopped and hid, waited for her to turn the corner before going in. Why was she on this block? She thought it a coincidence, but she did not want to be seen going into the coach's house by anyone she knew, they might think something was going on.
Once Timmy's mother had fully turned the corner she went and knocked on the door. The coach answered and led her in. "Uh! Where is Mr. Smith?" she asked.
"Why? Are you disappointed that he is not here?" the coach said smiling, "So you see your boyfriend played this week. Just as we said he would. I think we are learning to trust him and you."
She felt relieved, then he said, "Okay, I will talk to you this time next week, oh, better make it an hour earlier, got something to do."
"I can go?" she said expecting him to ask her something, or was she disappointed?
"Oh that's right. You can give me another one of those sweet little kisses but I want you to do something. Sit down here on the couch. I won't bite," he said then as she sat down he snapped his teeth for effect making her jump then they both laughed.
"I want you to put you hand in my lap, right here. As a sign of our growing relationship."
"I can't do that!" she said then thought it over, realizing what was at stake and changed her mind, "You won't tell and all I have to do is put my hand there?"
"Promise." he said. Delicately she reached over and put her hand down on his crotch. He gently put his hand over hers and pressed it down. His cock felt far bigger than the only other one she had handled, Timmy's. Then the coach leaned forward and kissed her gently, as his hand reached forward and squeezed one of her ripe young boobs.
She walked out the door in a daze. What was she doing she wondered. But she also thought of how big it felt. Her sister had once brought home a black guy, only once and her dad almost beat her senseless, she had to spend the summer at her aunt's house until he cooled off.
Timmy played in the game and even was talked to by one of the scouts. Things were going great. But she also thought about the coach and Smith, she tried not to but every now and then it got the better of her. In the shower or someplace else she would think of the two men dominating her, using her. Then she'd shudder to try to shake away those thoughts. She'd try to think of Timmy and the one or two clumsy times they had made love, she had thought they were the most exciting things that had ever happened to her, but every now and then she pictured the coach, naked, holding her by the hips as he pounded her with his large black cock, sliding in and out of her, and then, and then she'd stop herself, it was all too much to think about.
The next week she came by in time to see Timmy's mother leaving the coach's house again, now she knew something was happening, but what? When she went in she asked "Was that Timmy's mom I saw leaving here?"
"And? Oh wait I bet you want to know what was going on. Well I will tell you, she was here helping to keep her son's place on the team by taking care of us." Said Mr. Smith.
"Taking care of?" she said aloud, then it hit her, "Oh! My! Does Timmy know? Does his father know?"
"Nah! Timmy doesn't know," said the coach tactfully leaving out the fact that Timmy's dad was a cuckold committed to having his wife take pleasure from other, more endowed men, at his expense, and humiliation. "Just like you are going to start to take care of us." said the coach.
"Take care of you? What do you mean? How?" said Cindy suddenly afraid. The two men outweighed her several times over, and they were black. Part of her wanted to run, but she could not.
"Come on don't you want to help Timmy out? We can make sure he can go far." said the coach unzipping his jeans. She could see his underwear straining from the meat it was trying to hold in. His cock was huge, like in her dreams, Smith opened his zipper also. She knew she could run out of the room, and part of her wanted to, but part of her wanted to stay. She could hear that argument her mother had had with her sister, "Nigger lover!" her mother screamed in her mind, as the two men came closer to her.
They pulled their underwear down and their huge cocks flopped out, they were bigger far bigger than she could have ever dreamed of. She felt so small standing next to the two men. The coach went over to her and grabbed her wrist guiding it to his cock, the back of her hand brushed it, then the coach whispered for her to put her hand around it, his hot breath in her ear.
In her mind she knew she shouldn't do it but she couldn't help it, her small hand wrapped itself around his shaft, it was even bigger than she thought, she hated herself for comparing it in her mind to Timmy's but the truth was even semi-hard it was bigger, far bigger. "Now pull on it. Stroke it up and down!" the coach whispered in her ear. She watched her hand yank his fat slab of meat up then down and to her shock it grew even bigger.
The coach pulled her close kissing her, his cock pressed against her belly, they pulled apart and she continued to rub his cock. Then Smith came forward and she took his cock and started to rub it in her other hand. "I can't believe I am doing this," she muttered.
"But you have wanted to. I could tell," said Smith. He reached out and grabbed one of her tits and gave it a squeeze. "Yeah I could tell," he said as Cindy's eyes focused on how big both men's cocks had become.
The coach pulled her tee shirt over her head as she pumped them, standing in her bra she felt vulnerable and the two men did not help matters. "Oh yeah! Pump it! That is good! Bet you thought about this for a long time," Smith said.
"Uh! Huh! But please don't tell anyone," she said as the men chuckled at her. They had her spit in each of her palms.
"This Friday you are going to tell your mom you are going to sleep over at your girlfriend's house but you are going to come here," said the coach.
"What is going to happen? What are you going to do?" she pleaded to know.
Mr. Smith smiled at her, "What you have been wanting for a long time. If you want some of the details I will tell you. We are going to all strip naked. Then I have this dog collar I am going to put around your neck and a leash. We are going to lead you into that bedroom over there and fuck your little white pussy all weekend."
Her knees went weak upon hearing this. "Oh and you best buy some rubbers, and some lube. Teachers' salaries are tight today. Pick up the brand that is for extra-large men. Or we could ride you bareback," he chuckled.
"Uh! I don't know if I can do that, couldn't I just, um, blow you." said Cindy nervously, she doubted she could fit one of those cocks in her mouth, let alone her pussy.
"Oh you will do all that and more," said the coach chuckling. "Come here!" her ordered sitting down on the couch. Cindy sat on his naked cock, she could feel it press against her ass and pussy through the fabric of her jeans. "You like how nice and solid that feels. Don't you? Now bounce up and down on it a few times honey. That's it! Oh yeah! Now get off."
She was made to kneel before the two men as she continued to jerk off their cocks for what seemed like hours, Timmy usually came within a minute or two. "When you, do it where should I aim it?" she asked.
"All over those nice young tits of yours." said Smith. The men made her say how much she liked to pull on their cocks. You'd have to have been made of stone not to want to dump a load on her and that is what they did.
Smith came first his load splattering her tits and little white bra. Then the coach came hitting her neck, with some of it arcing over her shoulder and landing on her back. The men had her pump their cocks for a full minute more to squeeze out every last drop, then they got dressed.
"Do you have a towel to clean up with?" she asked as she felt the goo dry and tighten on her skin.
"Oh darn it the laundry lady skipped us this week." said the coach handing an old nasty gym towel. She wiped her neck and the rest of herself off the best she could before the men literally tossed her out the door.
"Jerks!" she said, wanting to call the police. "Oh yeah that would go over big with mom and dad," she decided not to show up next week, little did she know what the next week would bring.
She felt ashamed at looking Timmy in the eye. Then there were the dreams, late at night in her bed she thought of both of the men fucking her, and fucking her hard. She fingered her tight little snatch thinking of them ramming her pussy and asshole. The nastier and more forbidden her thoughts were, the more it turned her on. She thought of being made pregnant by them and kissing them in front of the other students who would all know who had gotten her that way. But then in the morning she would feel guilty again. She almost backed out of it when something happened during the week.
"That jerk!" she thought as she walked towards the coach's house. During the past week Maria, the slut cheerleader had all of a sudden discovered Timmy and she was out the picture. She had found a text on her cell phone that he had sent to her by mistake asking for a date, little did she know the coach and Smith had put Maria up to this to manipulate Cindy into becoming their sex slave.
She knocked on the door, clutching the bag from the drugstore, she'd had had to go to another town to buy the stuff in the bag, so people would not talk, as it was the druggist gave her a stare that just said "Dirty slut, pig!"
She waited and waited, and knocked again. Just as she was about to leave the door crack open and the coach told her to come in. When she entered she found the two men naked. She could not believe she was in a room with them. The coach came up to her and kissed her deeply, his tongue going into her tiny mouth, then he reached down and pulled her shirt up and off, Smith unsnapped her crisp little white bra, then he lifted her up and the coach took off her shoes and socks. She told the guys to slow down as her pants were being undone. She stepped out of them totally naked, except for her panties and glasses.
"Mmm! Never nicer or tighter than this," said Smith with a lustful smile. He reached down and rubbed her pussy through her panties with his dark fingers. She wanted to jump back but the coach was behind her, Smith put his fingers to his mouth and told her it did not get sweeter than this. Then he put his hand back on her cunt and rubbed her pussy as the coach squeezed her tits, he rubbed faster and faster until she came. She knew she had no will of her own now, she was a slave to their passions.
"I heard about your problem with Timmy and Maria, don't worry we will fix it later," said the coach making her feel both relieved and grateful.
They took her over to the couch and made out with her, sucking her tits long and hard, she had not known she could cum by somebody just sucking her nipples, but now she did. She sat on their laps and she could feel their cocks press against her pussy through the material of her panties. Their bodies were hard for older guys she thought.
The coach stepped away and came back holding a leather collar. "Just as I promised," he said.
He put it around her neck and locked it into place with a tiny padlock. Her fear only heightened her arousal as to what would happen next. The coach affixed a leash to the collar and had her sit back down on the couch.
"Just one thing we got to get straight," he said pulling her over his knee. She felt his hand slap her ass hard enough to sting. "Now the first thing, what I don't want to hear out of that mouth is the word 'no'! Understood?" He slapped her ass again even harder making her gasp. "Understood?"
She bit her lip not to cry out and said 'yes' real quietly. "Second off is when I tell you to say something you say it! Understood?" he said spanking her tiny ass some more.
"Yes!" she said again as she saw the flash from Smith taking a picture of her with a digital camera.
"Now get on all fours. That's a good girl," Smith said putting the bag from the drugstore in her mouth. She crawled into the bedroom on her hands and knees. Once in the bedroom she was made to kneel at the foot of the bed.
In front of her were the coach and Smith and in behind them was a mirror. She could not believe the sight of herself between these two black men, each one at least twice her hundred and two pounds. They dangled their dicks in front of her face. She reached out to grab one and, smack! went the other cock across her face. "No hands. Kiss it!" the coach ordered.
She leaned forward, she could feel the heat radiate off of the coach's cock as her tiny mouth drew near, and she could smell his musky scent. There was no going back for her now as her lips kissed his massively dense cock tip. He smiled down at her beaming as Smith focused and took another picture of her ruination. Then she opened her mouth and he guided his shaft into her face. Her jaws stretched wide to take it in.
"Yeah that's it. Up and down. Work that tongue underneath! Watch your teeth. Good girl. Suck that black cock yeah!" he said.
She watched herself in the mirror with a sense of wonder, was that her doing this? She was being the slut that her mother had accused her sister of being, and knowing this turned her on all the more.
Smith put his cock in her face and she sucked on it, then the coach's again. "Doing good! Now we are going to make you do it a little bit rougher," said the coach.
Smith held her leash and the back of her head as the coach pushed his cock deeper and deeper down her throat. It was almost a relief when he told her to take it out and spit on it. "Now pump it as you suck it! Yeah! That's good. Take it all! Take it all!" he said as she frowned from her first taste of his pre-cum in her mouth. But she could not move as her head was held firmly by Smith who rubbed her pussy as she sucked on the coach's cock.
"Oh yeah! Here it comes! Here it comes." he pulled his cock halfway out of her mouth. Now when I cum, you are not to spit out any, understood?" She nodded with his cock in her mouth making it wiggle.
"Pump it you little white bitch! Both hands! Here it comes! Yeah!" the coach said as she felt his hot load hit the back of her throat causing her to gag a bit but he kept pumping his cock down her throat until she felt it soften.



She was tossed onto the bed, Smith pulled off her panties and got between her legs, spreading them wide, and gave her pussy a kiss, then he stuck his tongue into her and started to lick. She began to moan softly. "Mmm! Nice," said Smith before letting the coach lick her also. The men did it slowly, teasingly, keeping her on the edge but not letting her have any release.
Smith got up and took a rubber out the drugstore bag she had brought with her and rolled it onto his cock. "Guess what time it is?" he asked and before she could answer he added, "Time to feed that pussy of yours its first black dick."
Cindy could not believe this was happening or that she wanted it so bad. Her family and friends would disown her if they knew what she was doing, and it would kill Timmy, but then again she thought he had brought it upon himself by daring to cheating on her.
Smith got between her legs and took his cock in his hand, he wasn't going to make it easy on her as he rubbed his cock up and down her pussy lips. She moaned and groaned from the sensation even as she had the fear that it would not fit inside of her. Then he pushed his cock against her, slowly and steadily she could feel it start to slide in as she dilated to accept it. Then with a pop his head slid all the way into her. Smith smiled and kissed her deeply as he squeezed her nipples. He squirted some lube onto his rubber encased shaft and began to thrust into her, going deeper and harder with each stroke.
The coach stroked his own cock hard and put a rubber on it, then he said "Switch!" and Smith pulled out of her. The coach rolled her onto her stomach stuffing three pillows under her tight little belly so her ass was high in the air. Laughing he stuffed his cock into her from behind, slapping her ass as he screwed her. Smith shoved his cock into her mouth so she was getting stuffed from both ends.
"That's it! Lick my fucking balls! Both sides! Oh yeah! I can tell we are going to have fun breaking you in," Smith said.
The two men took turns fucking Cindy to prolong the session for as long as possible. They made her say how much she liked having a big black cock inside of her. Then the coach had her get on his cock and ride it to an orgasm. When she got off, the rubber looked like its reservoir was ready to pop, there was so much seed inside of it.
Then Smith did her until he popped his nuts, and when he pulled out the rubber almost slipped off spilling inside of her, she feared getting pregnant. The men told her to open her mouth and emptied the contents of their rubbers into it. "Hold it open!" said the coach, and as Smith snapped another photograph he spit into her mouth as he held his hand under her chin.
Well into the evening Cindy was fucked by and then sucked off the two men.. Finally they had diner and she went to sleep in the bed with them naked, after calling her mom to say she was okay and was at her "friend's" house.
The next morning Cindy woke up. She could not believe what she had done and what they had done to her. "If it wasn't for that stupid Timmy sleeping around on me with that slut," she thought as feelings of guilt came to mind.
She still had the collar on but no leash. The coach was in bed snoring, but Smith wasn't there at all. She thought to slip out the door but she could not find her clothes anywhere. Suddenly she could smell breakfast and realized she was starving. Just then the coach woke up. He kissed her deeply good-morning, then he unlocked her collar and ushered her into the shower. Where they soaped each other up.
In the steamy bathroom he rubbed her pussy softly making her cum; she was so relaxed she did not even mind him fingering her asshole. He told her to relax then slowly he pushed his index finger into her tight little asshole as he fingered her with his other free fingers. She came several times and reached forward and started to jerk his cock off until he told her to stop and just enjoy it.
When they were done they went into the kitchen were she got her second shock of the day. Right there in the kitchen, in nothing more than a slinky silk robe was Timmy's mother cooking breakfast. She wanted to run, until she realized she was there for the same reason she was.
"Don't look so surprised, I saw you sneaking around and all that waiting for me to leave. Don't worry. You will make a good wife for Timmy. But sometimes you might need a little more," she said laughing.
Over the oddest breakfast she ever had Timmy's mother explained how early last season, there was an incident where her and Timmy's father got too caught up in the game and became the sort of rowdy parents you hear about in the news. Timmy was almost tossed off the team until she convinced them to let him stay.
"And Timmy's dad is okay with this?" Cindy asked.
"He couldn't be more turned on. Some men, like to be cuckolds and get turned on by their women sleeping with other, better endowed men. My husband is one of them, though at first he fought it. I also think like father like son, or is it like son like father?" she said smiling. "I am willing to bet that Timmy will be a good little cuckold like his dad when he finds out," said Gina serving Cindy a huge plate of eggs, bacon and toast, "Got to keep your strength up," she added, just like her own mother would have said.
After breakfast they moved into the living room. "You will make a good daughter-in-law," said Gina mother stroking her hair. Then she let her robe drop. Cindy gasped, Gina, was all curves, with round soft breasts, and a heavy iron ring through her right nipple. Around that nipple was a tattoo of a chain symbolizing her enslavement to black men in general and the coach and Mr. Smith in specific.
"I don't think I am going to tell Timmy about this...yet." said Cindy blushing.
"Well then don't tell him about this either," said Gina taking off her wig and explaining she had shaved her head bald as a sign of submission to her new masters.
"But don't worry you will tell him. Why would you deprive him of that pleasure? Not only from hearing about your naughty deeds but by watching you being violated by other men." said Gina getting closer to Cindy.
Cindy could feel the heat from Gina's body. "And when it pleases our black masters we will do anything right?" said Gina drawing still closer.
Cindy could smell Gina's womanly musk as the two men watched their cocks got harder. Gina leaned forward and kissed her future daughter-in-law, her bigger breasts brushing the younger woman's pert little ones. She guided Cindy's head towards her tits and Cindy opened her mouth encircling the other woman's nipple. She sucked on it feeling it harden in her mouth.
"Oh yes! That is a good little girl. Suck on mommy's tits," Gina purred as the two men stroked their cocks hard. Gina kissed her way down Cindy's flat little stomach, pausing to lick her naval, then as she got on her knees she went still lower, kissing the soft little mound of pubic hair making Cindy gasp. Then she made Cindy put her legs slightly more apart and kissed her pussy.
Gina got onto the floor and pulled Cindy down on top of her so she sat on her face, and while Cindy moaned the two men moved in, one pushed his cock down her throat while she stroked the other. That afternoon the two men used both women in every possible combination they could imagine.
"Come on get dressed we are going out," said the coach. Cindy looked a little bit worried; he assured her it was in the next town, where none of the neighbors would know them.
They went out to eat and Cindy could feel all the eyes in the restaurant on her and Gina; watching as these two white ladies sat with two black men who were obviously their dates. Smith made a point of kissing Cindy at the table making some of the dinners nervous.
Then they went to a club where the two ladies danced with their men. It was a racially mixed club but still Cindy felt both nervous and excited at the same time.
Then they made their last stop for the night at a tattoo pallor in the seedier side of town. The old man who ran the shop came forward, he greeted the coach and Mister Smith and gave Gina a wink. "Why are we here?" Cindy asked already knowing the answer to her question, fear gripped her but also a certain excitement.
She was led to the back room, where her young tender breasts were exposed one at a time, and the nipples were pierced with two huge silver rings. Then her clit hood was pierced with a small gold ring. Cindy was given instructions on aftercare. The tattoo artist pulled out his cock and Cindy sank to her knees to pay the man with her mouth for his services.
"Not bad, not bad at all!" he said as he smeared his deflating cock's last bit of sperm in her hair.
Gina laughed and said next time they were going to shave her head and have her tits tattooed. Cindy shuddered but at the same time was excited.
They went home and Cindy and Gina cleaned up. To the world she still looked like a school girl and Gina looked like a faithful wife; but she and Gina knew the difference.
"Now eventually we will have to let Timmy know but not yet. Until then you will have to be careful," said Gina.
"I still love him, but, everything was so exciting," said Cindy.
"And it will be even more so. Oh here we are at your house," Gina honked the horn and Cindy's mother came out to greet them. After some small talk Cindy went inside.
"Such a nice girl, and the mother is not bad looking at all, I wonder?" she thought driving away as her pussy got moist at the thought of a daughter, mother seduction. Then she scolded herself, reminding herself first she must complete Cindy's training.
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I was in the house by myself for a month while my wife and Karen went abroad to get her augmentation done where the price was a lot lower, they made a vacation of it. When I picked her up from the airport it was a cold November day, but even through her coat I could tell her figure had changed radically. She had done a makeover, her hair short and blond now she looked sexier than ever.
When she got home Karen took the cab down the block to her house. I turned around and my wife had her jacket off, she had on a sun-dress she had bought nearby the clinic and I was stunned. Her pert little 32Cs had turned into a serious pair of 38Ds. Just be looking at her I could tell she was emboldened, more confident in her sexuality than ever before.
She squeezed my cock through my pants and asked me if I liked them, all I could do was stammer making her laugh.
"There was a guy, by the pool at the resort that liked them too, and you know what? Me and Karen jerked his fat cock off of course she took him back to her room as the doctors told me no strenuous activity for the next few weeks. I hope I don't get out of shape, which is why I got this..." she said showing me a gym membership, it was to my gym, the gym where my rival Henry worked out, Henry was also the guy my wife slept with putting me officially into the role of a cuckold.
Ever since she had been with Henry he had been a little nicer to me around the gym, I don't know if it was because he was afraid I'd find out and do something to him or was it because he was laughing inside knowing he had fucked my wife behind my back. I did not know. All I knew that this was most likely another part of her plan, based on the stories and porn she had found on my computer, to make me suffer like the cuckolds in those stories and films did.
"You have been so good to me so you deserve a little treat," she said as she slipped off her sundress. She then took off her bra while telling me to take out my cock. She put her hand around it and started to jerk me off as I stared at her huge new huge boobs.
I felt like I was going to cum, she laughed at me and told me this time she was going to bring me all the way through to orgasm, "But you have to do something for me first," she said.
She went out of the room and came back with a pair of panties, stockings and a garter belt, "Put these on if you want me to finish. It was a little awkward putting them on but she showed me how to clip the hose to the garter belt.
"Oh! You look like such a perfect little cuckold," she said as she took my cock back into her hands. She lifted her breasts with the other hand and had me suck her nipple warning me that I should not get too used to it as her new breasts were mostly for big black men. I came squirting all over her stomach, she milked my cock until it exploded all over her stomach.
"Wow! You really did need some relief!" she said after having me go get her a towel to clean off. "I am willing to bet you have another big load in there," she said as I could feel myself starting to get hard again. "but first I want you do something else for me," she said walking me over to the bedroom.
She went into a draw in the dresser where she had been putting away things for me, and took out a leather skirt, "Put this on, come on don't be shy! In those stories you downloaded the husband often had to dress up as, what is that term? Oh yes, a sissy. And there was all the stories about him servicing the bull for the wife, well you must have liked them as you bookmarked so many of them," she said.
"Come on, slip it on," she half ordered, she helped me zip up the zipper. "Nice and only halfway done. But next time I will have you shave your legs!" she laughed.
She took out a padded bra with false breasts built in and helped me on with it followed by a gold colored sweater. "I wonder how your coworkers would feel about seeing you like this? I bet they would," before I could say anything she took out her cellphone and snapped a photo.
I got a bit upset and she told me to relax that the photo she had just taken was not going to be the worst thing to happen to me that night.
She applied some basic lipstick and foundation, telling me she would train me to do more later. Lastly she took out a wig, a blond wig, jokingly saying that it matched her new color, and put it on me.
She had me stand up and turn around commenting that she had not done a bad job, given what she had to work with. Then from her desk draw she took out something I was familiar with, my male chastity device and told me to take out my cock.
I started to argue and she told me she had another lesson to teach me.
"Remember in that booth you little slut when you almost kissed that huge black cock I sucked off. Well one of these days you will have to service a bull," she said as despite my pleading she locked the device in place.
"Well I want to make sure that you are well trained she said going to her closet, which she had had a lock installed on. Taking the key from the top of her dresser she opened it up but stood in front of it so I could not see inside of it. She took out a harness and a black "realistic" silicone dildo. Mindy slid out of her clothes leaving on just her panties and stockings. She fit the dildo into the harness and then ordered me to help adjust the buckles making sure they were good and tight.
"Now show me how you will get my stud ready for me, if I should ever bring one home. That's it wrap you hand around it and jerk him off. Hmmm! A bit dry, spit in your hand, now rub it. That's it. After I am done with you tonight you are going to be totally ruined as a man!" she laughed.
"Now get on your knees in front of me," she said looking so imposing with her huge tits and cock. She dangled it in front of my face and said, "You know some of that stuff, about the cuck servicing the bull I used to wonder is it a hidden desire to be gay or is it the humiliation? Now I think it is mostly humiliation. But look at this: here I am home for less than two hours and I have already turned you into a girl. Now suck on my big black cock!" she said putting it into my face.
"Kiss the head gently, show him how much you love it! Now open your mouth and suck on it, wider! That's good," she said as the dildo entered my mouth. I looked up at her, her huge boobs were like two weapons of domination. She was not in black leather or anything but she was in total control of me nonetheless.
"Suck it deeper, that's it. Now let's make this a bit harder for you," she said grabbing my nose holding it closed as her cock was buried deep in my throat. I started to gag making her laugh, she did it a few more times before telling me to get up.
She took me in the bathroom and I was given an enema. She told me she did not want any surprises. I had an idea about what was coming next and pleaded with her not to.
"Don't even think this is the beginning of your training. I am trying to help you here so get on that bed on all fours, and when we are done I am going to let you fuck me, if you are good."
She pulled down my panties and I heard the farting noise of the bottle of lube as she rubbed it all over the dildo. My wife then took one of her well lubricated fingers and slowly pushed it up my asshole. "What a good little whore you are! That's it baby! Get ready for mommy's big black cock!"
"You know there are points of no return in every story that I have read and me getting my boobs done is one of them, me fucking another man was another, and now this is yet another," she said as she slowly pushed the cock head against my asshole. I was told to relax as she kept applying pressure until the head slid in. I made a loud groan as my wife took my asshole's virginity, with what I thought would be the last shred of my dignity, little did I know what would happen in the near future.
She laughed saying I was a virgin no more and began to slowly fuck my ass. "That's it! Take my big black cock you pathetic little bitch!" she said as she took away my last bit of pride. All the time my cock throbbed in its plastic prison.
I felt such relief as she pulled out of me. She had me get up and removed the chastity device. Then she had me get on the bed on my back, with my legs up on her shoulders and some extra lube she pushed her cock back in me telling me to stroke my cock.
"And you wonder why I like to fuck other men. Real men," she started to torment me but I had already cum shooting my sperm in the air like a fountain under far too much pressure, she told me to keep stroking until it was all out.
She pulled out of me again and began to take off the harness telling me I was responsible for ensuring it was clean and put away.
"Lie down on the bed," she ordered giving me no time to clean the cum off of myself.
She straddled me facing forward so I could see her huge tits, she guided my cock into herself, "Trust me this has only begun," she said as she began bouncing down on me. "Oh and I decided tonight is going to be the last night I am on the pill, so that thin bit of latex is going to be the only thing truly separating me from being totally owned by them," I had never heard her talk this way before, she was so assertive and aggressive.
Not wishing me to cum too soon she stopped her bouncing for a moment and leaned forward to let me suck on her nipples. "Enjoy them while you can because it is going to be a long time before you get another chance."
She let me hold and play with her tits as she continued to slam down on me; I held off as long as I could but eventually I shot a load deep into her.
"Okay you know what comes next!" she said moving up on the bed quickly, she got up at the last minute and spun around so as she sat on my face she was facing towards my cock.
"I love playing with this thing, it is so easy to handle," she joked as I licked her messy bald pussy clean. She pumped my cock telling me how she was going to get her nipples pierced and was even going to start wearing a temporary Queen of Spades tattoo on her tits. "I am only going to get a real one the first time someone cums in me with no rubber on," she taunted making me cum like a fire hose.
"Wow! Well I bet there is still one more load in there," she teased, not letting go of my cock. "Well I guess I owe it to you considering how much you are going to spend on my new wardrobe and yours. And after this you will sleep permanently in the second bedroom," she said as she had me take my cock in my own hand and start to jerk it off. "That will be the maid's room," she laughed.
"Oh by the way I going back to my old office. Traveling all the way downtown is bullshit," she said. "My new boss by the way is black and from what I hear he has fucked his last two secretaries and even knocked one up and I might be number three," she teased as I shot my load.
"You're done?" she said as she threw me a rag and told me after I was done cleaning up to go to "my" bedroom. I knew there was no arguing with her. I just did not know if this was a tease or the real thing.
That weekend we went out and she did get the rings put through her nipples and even one through her pussy. She thought the tongue stud was too much for now. And yes before starting her new job she did put the temporary Queen of Spades tattoo on her left breast. Little did I know how soon she would need to get the permanent one.
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"You can look at them, but don't touch!" my wife said in a teasing tone as she got dressed for work. She made a point of lifting her tits up, the thick gold rings through the nipples shined in the light from the lamp in the bedroom.
It was Mindy's first day back at her old office. I handed over to her the white lacy bra she wanted to wear. It was new, all her clothing was new since her breast augmentation.
I thought back to months ago when this all began. My wife, Mindy, had discovered my stash of cuckold porn on my computer when she had gone to use it. I remember the discomfort that showed in her face as she described the mostly interracial porn she had seen.
This led to some awkward conversations as I told her why such erotica turned me on. A mixture of fear, lust, and jealousy, inspired by fantasies of husbands watching their wives bed down with other more endowed men. Adding the newer twist of interracial cuckolding, with black men enjoying the pleasure of more than willing white wives, and the mixture became even more potent and volatile.
At first Mindy eased into it talking fantasy tales, even using a large black dildo eventually. Eventually she became more and more aggressive, relishing her role as a seductress and tease. Even her friend Karen, who had been into the whole "hot-wife" lifestyle for years was shocked by how quickly and deep she had gone into it.
Mindy had had sex with Henry, my "friendly" rival at the gym. It had all started when she had asked which man in the gym had the biggest cock. The extra sized condoms she had made me buy at the local drugstore to humiliate me had eventually come in handy as they had been used by him as he fucked her.
She had been liberated by her newly discovered sexually power and had gradually gone from a quiet woman with mousey brown hair to an attention getting busty blond.
I finished helping her get dressed, she decided to wear a form fitting business suit which tantalized rather than revealed what she had underneath. I gave her a quick kiss for good luck as she left for work ahead of me.
As my wife had planned within a few months she had caught the attention of the boss and had moved up through the ranks to become his personal secretary, she planned to play it slow which was just as well as she had to wait for her implants to fully heal. In the meantime she bought a new wardrobe with her raise.
At first her boss, John, did nothing except eye her over whenever he thought that she was not looking, Then there was working in the office through lunch followed by staying late and ordering in food. He asked her loaded questions as he tested to see if she was willing. He had one lawsuit against him and was paying child support to another secretary so he had to be careful on how he proceeded with her.
During this period my wife continued dressing sexy to entice him. She made sure her clothing was tailored just the right way to show off her figure while keeping it covered. Her skirts brought out and hugged the roundness of her ass and hips, her blouses did not bulge at the middle with buttons straining like some office tramp might do, instead they fit well and hugged her stomach accentuating how much her breasts hung over that flat slope. In short she dressed like a lady with the most subtle elements of a tease. She kept on pushing him and carefully teasing him until he could not take it any longer.
One night they were working late and after the last staffer had left for the night she said it was time for her to go also, "But one thing..." she said going over to him. Wordlessly she unzipped his fly as he watched wide eyed. She pulled out his cock which was already half hard and started to pump it.
Wordlessly he guided his hands to her ample tits feeling them through her blouse as she jerked him off. When she felt his cock was too dry she spat into her hands and kept pumping him mechanically, not even letting him kiss her. Her mission this time was to milk his cock with the promise of more later on.
"Oh shit!" he said as he unleashed his load. She aimed it with a calculated effort so it splashed her skirt and blouse and kept pumping until he finished. Then she blotted herself off with some paper towels and put on her long coat going outside to hail a cab home.
When she got home she allowed me to jerk off as she told me every detail of what went on including how big his cock was. She said it was even bigger and thicker than Henry's. "It was so big that even fully hard it kind of bent a bit due to gravity. But his load was huge!" she added in a bit too happily, "I can see why he knocked up his secretary, it was like a fire hose spurting everywhere," she said showing me the stains on the clothing that I would have to bring to the dry-cleaners.
Over the next few weeks she just worked long hours and was as distant as she could be while still maintaining a working relationship, driving him crazy after the night she gave him the hand job. Many in the office thought that he had done something to her and there would be yet another lawsuit in the air. This was just what she wanted, so nobody would think anything was going on; especially when she had to make a business trip with him, which unlike some of the others he had taken with his other past secretaries would be for actual business.
My wife had me help her pack for the trip, first the usual business clothes and her cell phone and lap top and charges. Then there were the other things like sexy underwear and several packs of big sized rubbers. "If not for him maybe for someone else," she said teasing me.
Before she left she made that joke, or was it a threat that the house better be clean or she was going to send me to sissy-maid boot camp where I'd get some real cleaning.
In truth there was such a thing as I found out through her friend Karen who was really into the whole cuckold lifestyle. A friend of hers, Ms. Lee ran it, it was rumored that the first man she broke into this lifestyle was her own husband. Karen actually looked at my wife and told her that Lee was even stricter than she was when it came to dominating men.
Making a mental note to keep the place spotless I drove Mindy to the airport. She waved to me and went into the terminal. As I pulled away I caught a glimpse of a guy coming up to her, was it him? I felt like I had just passed my wife off to someone else. She texted me when they landed.
Every night she called me to let me know everything was okay and that she was also teasing the shit out of him. She decided to not sleep with him during the trip as it might be too risky at work.
I picked her up at the airport and we drove straight home. Once inside the house she had me strip as she took off her panties and hose only and had me lick her shaved and pierced pussy while she told me the details. She played with her tits thought her white blouse which was both sexy and frustrating at the same time.
"While we waited for the car service to call us to come down to the lobby John and I were discussing the details for what to do when we got back concerning the trip and the meetings we had attended when he tried to grab my tits telling me I was driving him crazy being so cold to him after the night I had given him that hand-job. I brushed him off and he got a bit nervous probably because of all the sexual harassment charges he had been up against."
My wife then told him that she was married and did not do such things, he backed off some more, then she told him while looking down at that huge bulge in his pants that she did not want him having to go through airport security in the state he was in.
"I went over to him and unzipped his fly, and I still could not believe how big his cock was, it was the biggest I had ever seen, even bigger than Henry's. I thought about it but decided to tease him a bit and play it slow," my wife said.
"I made a comment that his cock couldn't even fit in the overhead bin. We both laughed then I started to jerk him off explaining that I was married and though me and my husband share a certain amount of openness, fooling around with the boss might be a problem, no matter how big his cock was," she said laughing as she urged me to keep licking her pussy.
"I let him feel my tits as I pumped his cock, it was so big I could not get my fingers around it. He told me that he had seen me at the company for a while and was pleased I was assigned to work with him. I told him that I could go no further and that if I ever went with him there would have to be some commitment as I only went bareback and was off the pill. This seemed to make him even hornier, he looked like he was going to cum. I did not want to let go and stop to get a towel as I was afraid I'd have to keep pumping and our flight was too soon to start over again," I asked her what she did.
"I took a step back and opened my blouse and unhooked my bra. I got down on my knees and jerked his cock off. I let my lips go near his head and breathed on his cock, but would not kiss it or put it in my mouth."
Then I pressed it against my tits as I jerked him off harder and harder. When he started to cum I let it splash all over my boobs, his cum hit my neck and my blouse. His load was huge and hot. When he was done and I had pumped his cock dry I then gave his cock's head a nice noisy kiss, then I went back to my room and got a towel. My blouse was such a mess, at first I was going to bring it back to you as a souvenir but I did not want to go through the hassle at the airport, just in case they checked my luggage, so I tossed it in the garbage and made him pay for a new one which he gladly did."
I asked her what her plans were, would she really let him go bareback and was she off the pill? She laughed, saying that she had read a lot of fantasies about the women being "bred" and all but that was a huge commitment.
"But then again I think about what good fathers some of these men would make for my child, breeding me. They are all so strong and muscular. But it would drive you crazy wouldn't it?" she said telling me to start jerking off.
"How jealous would you be watching my belly becoming bigger. Knowing that I was carrying a real man's child?" she said with more venom than I expected." My tits filling with milk for his child?"
"Of course in the hospital everyone would know, now I could lie and say that it was a mix-up from artificial insemination. But you know what? I would not! And then the father could move in here with me and fuck me every night while you did all the house work," she laughed. "In your French maid's outfit of course!" she said as I came.
My wife giggled and threw me a towel telling me that what she had said was all bullshit and a fantasy.
"I am not saying it could not happen, but not right now, maybe. However, I have an idea about having your gym-buddy Henry coming over here and fucking me while you watch," she chuckled as she laid out her plan for her pleasure and my further humiliation.
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My wife, Mindy, had discovered my stash of cuckold porn on my computer, rather than getting angry she instead decided to explore my fantasies that became her own. She became over time more and more liberated, sexier, hotter, even getting the breast implants she had wanted for so long.
Meanwhile she had pushed me into the role of cuckold with the assistance of her friend Karen who had been in the lifestyle for a far longer time. Back from a business trip where she provided her boss with the minimum of release with a sexy hand job she decided to have my friendly rival Henry over at our house for a fuck section while I watched in secret.
When my gym threw the next charity dance I went with my wife like I did the last time, which was the first time for her and Henry. I had faked being drunk and she had jerked Henry off in his truck, this was the first time that she had pleased another man's cock. Now we were going to do it again with a bit of a twist.
Of course Mindy was the talk of the dance with her new large breasts and blonde hair. We danced a bit but then I started to hit the bar a bit too much. In truth it was a careful act as my drinks had a lot of ice and were often tossed out when nobody was looking.
A bit buzzed I acted roaring drunk. Mindy and I had a staged argument on the dance floor with Henry trying to step in with the awkward role of peacemaker which was actually a delight to watch.
"You have to help me get him home!" Mindy pleaded.
The two of them managed to herd me into Henry's truck after making arrangements to leave my car in the dance hall's parking lot until tomorrow.
When we got home my wife and Henry got me into bed and Henry even pulled off my shoes. I managed to convince him that I had drifted off into a shameful alcohol fueled sleep.
"I really ought to go!" he told her.
"No! You can stay a bit. He really should not be drinking as much as he does, but he has had a lot on his mind lately," Mindy said adding that I would be out the rest of the night.
From my bed, thanks to a careful arrangement of mirrors in the living room I could see everything that was happening.
"Are you sure?" Henry asked with an amount of worry in his voice that flattered me.
"Yeah!" my wife said moving towards him, she kissed him. He still glanced over to the bedroom but as he heard me "snore," he felt more assured and kissed her back.
"Dang! I don't think I can get used to those new tits of yours!" he said as he squeezed them.
"I don't know...I am pretty sure you will get bored of them sooner or later," she teased as she undid her blouse and flung it aside onto a chair and then unsnapped her bra, which joined her blouse on the chair. "These must be boring as my husband has nearly zero interest in them," she said in a pouting voice as she lifted them up from underneath, offering them to him.
He kissed each of her nipples and sucked on them briefly, then he kissed her again as he took off his own shirt. He pressed against her flattening her tits against his chest. The contrast of the colors of the skin made everything so much more exciting.
Without a word she undid his pants, then knowing I was her secret audience she slowly pulled his cock out and began to rub it. When my wife had asked who had the biggest cock in the gym I had to tell her it was Henry, with good reason. Even the straightest of guys could not help but to admire how big and perfect his monster was.
She spit into the palm of her hand then continued to rub his cock making it glisten in the room's lamp light. She kissed him again saying that she did not think that he would ever lose interest.
Henry got all serious for a second and she hushed him up by saying she understood what the nature of their relationship was. "Look I love getting fucked by that big black cock of yours, but my husband is the one I love, despite his uh shortcomings!" she said laughing.
Henry seemed relieved that she did not want an emotional or full time relationship. My wife reached behind herself and unzipped her tight leather skirt and added it to the pile of her clothes.
Without another word she got onto her knees and sucked him off. I watched with a mixture of guilty and envy and arousal as her mouth stretched around his huge member. He reached down and played with her tits and ran his fingers through her hair as she obediently serviced him.
I think Henry thought they'd progress to fucking but she started to suck his cock even faster, cranking it with one hand as she did so. She used her other hand to play with her huge breasts. His breathing got faster as he said, "Oh baby! Oh baby! Oh baby!" Then he made a loud groan as his load shot into Mindy's waiting mouth. She cranked and pumped every drop out of him until he started to go flaccid.
"I am going to check on him!" she said getting up, "Be naked when I get back!" she said with a giggle.
She went into the bedroom and "checked" on me telling me quietly she was going to take his cock inside of her with no rubber.
Mindy went to the bathroom and emerged totally naked and went into her arms. They kissed, she reached down to feel his cock which was already hard at that point. "Uh, I think I have some in my jacket," he said.
"No! I want to feel you inside of me this time. Don't worry I am on the pill," she said leading him to the couch.
"Are you sure?" he asked nervously as she had him sit down next to her.
"I am on the pill and he won't be awake until late tomorrow morning," I was tempted to make louder snoring sounds but instead was more careful and just laid there quietly wondering if she was going to do it.
She grabbed his cock and gave it a few pumps and giggled as it got hard. She then got up and facing away from him and planted her feet on either side of him. She used one hand to line him up as she slowly lowered her pussy onto his naked cock. As it slid in I realized that she had was now nearly totally owned by another man.
"Shit! That feels so good!" she moaned as inch by erotic inch she lowered herself onto his cock until she rested with his balls against her. She wiggled back and forth a bit as his hands reached around and squeezed and kneaded her tits. She leaned backwards and turned his head as they share a kiss, then she raised herself up and slowly pushed herself down on him, with each bounce she picked up speed.
I know she faced away from him so I could see the look on her face, that look of pure pleasure as she at last took his unprotected cock inside of her. "Oh yeah! Oh yeah!" he said with each bounce she made upon his cock.
"Oh shit! Oh shit! Oh shit!" she added to the chorus.
She had him lean back as she slowly turned around, being careful not to dislodge him from her pussy. Now he took control of the fucking, holding her around her hips as he thrust his fat cock deep into her again and again and again. He sucked her tits and they kissed. I don't know if seeing her fuck or the passion with which she kissed him hurt more but I quietly jerked off underneath the covers watching.
He slowed down the pace letting her feel all of his nearly foot long cock slide into her. "You really want me to cum inside of you?" he asked.
"More than anything!" she replied.
"Shit! Shit! Shit!" he called out as he committed himself to ramming her faster and faster.
"Come on baby! Shoot it inside of me! Inside of me! Deep inside baby!" she pleaded. Henry let out a long moan and thrust even harder as she shot his load into Mindy's cunt.
"I can feel it! Keep cumming! Keep cumming!" she begged.
Their kissing became so passionate that I felt like an intruder in my own home. When he finally disengaged it was with a wet sucking noise. For my benefit she held her ass up for a moment so I could see Henry's seed run out of her.
She laid on top of him on the couch sharing small talk with him. Then they started to kiss again, the kissing gradually picked up pace, she reached down and started to yank on his cock. She got on top of him and they fucked again. When he was done he left a second load inside of her.
Subtly she suggested it might be time to go, and he gathered his clothing, not wishing to provoke a confrontation. She kissed him at the door and waited until his truck pulled away from the parking space before turning her attentions to me.
"Well I can see you were excited she said pulling off my blanket where I had jerked off watching her, "Remember I said I'd get that 'Queen-of-Spades' tattoo after I'd let another guy cum in me, well I guess we are going to the tattoo shop this weekend," she laughed.
"But right now, like in a dozen stories you have written you are going to clean me up!" she said getting on the bed. She swung her legs over my head trapping it between her thighs. I could smell her musk and see his seed trickle from her pussy.
"Come on! You know you want to do it! Licky! Licky!" she said.
My mind, of all silly things, wondered how I would face Henry in the gym. She reached down and pinched my nose shut telling me to get to work.
"Be a good little cuck!" she said rubbing her cunt and his seed against my face. "Lick it!" I finally gave in and gingerly put my tongue in, tasting his cum, I wanted to spit it out but she sat firmly on my face now rubbing herself back and forth.
"You know something? Maybe it was your turn on but now it is mine. And the humiliation for you has just begun. Lick faster. Oh yeah! Are you enjoying his cum?"
She got off my face long enough to promise that before she got the tattoo Henry was going to fuck her again, with me watching and maybe even prepping him.
I told her no way and she laughed as she reached backwards to jerk my cock off. Then she told me she did not need my permission but she said I would most likely give it.
"Enjoy the taste, this will not be the last time!" she said as she got off of me and let go of my cock. She ordered me out of the bedroom as she got up and went to her drawer to take out her vibrator and big black dildo.
Outside of the bedroom I could hear her pleasure herself for another hour as I jerked off listening. Then she called up her friend Karen, who was also into the cuckold lifestyle as she unfurled her plan for next weekend. After she was done talking to Carol she came out and told me her plan and to my shame I agreed.
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The kids had finally left the house for college and here I was at forty. Our sex life could not be better, or so I thought. My husband Bill was an executive at a big corporation, everyday calling all the shots that may make or break the company. This may have explained his kinky submissive side and the even kinkier request he had made of me.
One day he got a little nervous after we had had sex. It was nothing big; it just seemed that he had something on his mind. I asked him what was going on and he told me that he had had this fantasy. I asked him what it was, knowing that this type of sharing was sometimes hard for men to do.
I thought maybe he wanted me to dress up as a harem girl or put on leather and tie him up; to help our marriage I was ready for anything; or so I thought. He paused and said that his fantasy was watching me have sex with another guy. I was taken a bit aback by this but was also curious, so I asked him to tell me more.
After a long pause he went on telling me that his fantasy involved him watching as I was fucked by a black man's huge cock while he watched from the side assisting the stud in using me. I was shocked to say the least. In all our years of marriage I had never even heard him once hint of anything like this. At times he had sounded downright racist. To hear someone want me to be used as a whore coming from my own husband was more than I could take.
I guess despite my best intentions I got angry at him and tossed him out of the bedroom. After a few chilly days we made up. A few months later he cautiously brought the subject up again. Well, I had calmed down by then and figured maybe I could use this fantasy to spice up our sex life a bit. I had even bought through the mail one of those "realistic" black rubber dildos (I would never have had the nerve to buy it at a store). Even as it was I was terrified that the mailman would know what was in that package.
One night when my husband came home I told him I had a surprise for him. I instructed him to strip and lay down on the bed. I came into the bedroom wearing nothing but a black bra and crotchless panties. I took out the dildo from the dresser draw. "Look I decided that though I might not ever really take another man inside of me we could explore your fantasy a bit. Want to watch?" He nodded in agreement.
I took the rubber cock and rubbed it all over my "mommy" tits while I talked to it as if it were attached to a real man. "Oh! Your cock is so big! But my husband is right there." I said in mock terror as I kissed the cock head then slowly sucked it off. My husband's eyes focused only on me which only encouraged me to go on. In the back of my mind I thought if this was a real cock I don't think I would have had the courage to fuck it.
"Please! No sir! Not in my pussy." Then with some lubrication I started to work that monster inside of me while pleading with the black man attached to it not to violate me My husband went ape. Slowly I worked it in and out of me. "Oh! Fuck me with that big black cock!" I pleaded to my rubber lover.
Finally my husband told me he could not take it anymore. He pulled the cock out of me and fucked me frantically. When he came he twisted me around and shoved his cock into my mouth while he fingered my cunt until he was hard again. He then did me "doggie" style so hard I thought the bed would break. All the time he had me say how much I loved black cock. When we were done we fell asleep in a messy, funky heap the way we did when we were teenagers.
I used this interracial fantasy as part of my arsenal to keep him happy. Other times I would tell him "stories" of me being seduced by some dark stud with him adding suggestions along the way as he whacked off. I swear his cum almost hit the ceiling. As time went on the stories, through his suggestions got kinkier and kinkier. It was not enough that I was seduced by some superior black lover, he wanted to be there watching. Then he brought up he wanted to assist. I asked him how and he told me by being forced to hold the man's cock while I sat on it. Or that he wanted to clean up after the man placed his seed in me.
I was worried my husband might be secretly gay. But then I found out about the whole "cuckold" fetish and how it was more about submission and I became more understanding. I tested the waters a bit when I added in him "prepping" the man's cock by sucking on it; he wanted to be "forced" to do so. The one thing I knew not to do, a bit of advice my mother had given was never laugh at a man's fantasy; treat it serious. So when he started hinting at being humiliated by being fucked by my black "bull" I went along with it.
Sometimes he would ask me if I would really do what I said I did in my stories and I had to break his bubble and tell him no, that I was married and it meant the only man I would ever have sex with was him. He would be disappointed but let it go enjoying the fantasy.
He was getting towards his forty-first birthday and was a bit down about it. I tried to cheer him up but to no avail. What could I buy him? He had practically everything money could buy. I thought the only thing that could cheer him up was watching me get fucked by a black guy, and I was not about to do that. My marriage was important to me and I did not believe fooling around outside of it was right. Then I thought "What if I just gave the guy a blow job?" but even that to me seemed a bit too much like cheating. "What about a hand-job?" I thought. Though it was wicked and naughty, it was to me not really cheating. But the thing was would that satisfy my husband?
I thought about it some more and a plan came to mind. Since this whole thing to my husband was about humiliation, being a "cuckold" as he said I would add some other things into it as well to give him that part of his fantasy. Now the problem was how to find a black guy to help me. I did not want anyone from our area, I was sure my husband would help me, but I wanted it to be a surprise to him.
I went to his stash of "Swingers Magazines." Some of the ads in them were organized by state. I had a glass of wine to calm my nerves and started to make some calls. Some people did not return the message, one or two were clearly not who they said they were, some would not be in town or would not abide by my limits. One jerk even left the number of a pizza place. I was about to give up when my cell phone rang back, it was one of the men I had called earlier and had left a message on his answering service, his name was Eric.
Eric told me he could work within my limits. He lived over a hundred miles away but travel would not be that big of a deal for him. As a matter of fact he added some suggestions. I asked him had he ever been involved in a fantasy like this before, he told me several times and laughed. We made arrangements for our "date" and hung up.
I was weak in the knees. I told my husband I had a special surprise for him on Friday, so he had to be home early.
The day came for me to get ready for my "date" with Eric. I put on a push up bra that lifted my tits up and together, a sheer silk blouse, and a short black leather skirt that barely covered my slightly big ass. Of course I had on stockings, a garter belt and the tiniest sheerest lace black panties I would dare to buy. I completed my "slut" outfit with black high heels.
I was finishing my makeup when hubby came in the door. He took one look at me in my outfit and got a huge hard on. I went over to him and asked him if he thought I was sexy, he nodded his head. I squeezed his dick through his pants and told him "Too bad this is not for you," he left the room with a puzzled look on his face.
A few minutes later the doorbell rang, it was Eric. My husband was surprised when he came in. "Eric this is my husband Bill. Bill this is Eric. If you are a very good boy and do everything I say, when we get home you are going to watch me jerk him off." My husband was stunned. I could see his cock start to throb through his pants.
I did not imagine that Eric would be so attractive. Raised the way I was sort of ignored black men, sorry that is the truth; but Eric was so attractive, bald, over six feet and buff with an easy smile. And yet there was a dominate element to his personality that I could sense almost immediately.
"But for now, Eric has had a long trip and is hungry so I thought we would go out to get a bite of diner." We went out to the car. Eric and I walked together while my husband walked ahead to get the car ready. I have to admit I felt a "cheap" sort of guilty thrill walking side by side with Eric. I almost hoped the neighbors would see us.
Eric and I got into the back seat while my husband drove. Eric told him what a sexy wife he had. My husband told him that he agreed. To begin our plan I let Eric put his arm around me as my husband tried to watch through the rear-view mirror.
He asked me had I ever been with a black man before. I told him that I had not, but that my husband was more than willing to have me try. "Mmmmm! A sexy girl like you has never gone black? Well we must correct that," He leaned over and kissed me on the lips. I felt my nipples growing hard against my will and my head felt light and dizzy. My husband nearly drove the car off the road.
Laughing Eric and I kissed again and began to make out in the back seat. It gave me a thrill to do this right in front of my husband. I told him he could peek but he had to keep an eye on the road or we would stop. Then at a light Eric grabbed my left boob and gave it a squeeze. I let out a soft moan and lightly guided his hand away, I was not ready for that, yet.
We went to a dinner at the edge of town, but there was still the chance that we might bump into somebody we knew. Eric and I sat next to each other in the booth while my husband sat across from us. I noticed the odd looks we got from the people around us. Some, assuming Eric and I were a couple looked at us with either shock, approval, amusement, hate or jealousy. I never realized what a strong statement a white woman made going out with a black man or how empowering it could feel.
After diner I wanted to tease and torment my husband a bit more. I told him to drive downtown to a club Eric had recommended. Now my husband is a lousy dancer and knows it. Sometimes at clubs I would get up and dance by myself or find a partner. Now as he sat at the table he watched as I danced with Eric in this mostly black night club. I made it a point to shake my tits and ass as much as possible.
A slow number came on and Eric and I danced close together. His cock brushed against my thigh for just a moment and I could not believe how big and solid it felt. In a way I was glad I was not going to fuck him, I did not think my pussy could take it. Another black man wanted to cut in, Eric let him saying he wanted to get a drink.
I later learned what happened. He went back to the table to talk to my husband. "That is one hot lady you got there, are you sure that you want her to try black? You know what they say."
He told Eric that he was pretty sure that I was not going to go all the way. Eric laughed and said that that was only what I said. He pointed out the way I was dancing and told my husband that if he did not watch it in a few months I would be fucking every black cock in sight.
After the club we went back to our place and after a drink or two Eric sat next to me on the couch while my husband sat in a chair across from us.
Eric and I kissed and then came the big moment. It almost seemed it was not my hands doing what I did next but it was. I opened Eric's belt wondering what the people on the PTA, my neighbors, or even my daughters would think if they saw me doing this, I kept telling myself it was not cheating as I unsnapped Eric's jeans then unzipped his fly. It seemed to take a billion years for the zipper to get to the bottom.
I knew I could have stopped right there and then but I did not. I reached into his briefs and pulled out his cock. I was stunned, even semi-hard it seemed twice as big as my husband's and so much thicker. I stared at it for a good long moment then I wrapped my hand around it the best I could and began to rub his cock.
Eric's cock grew hard in my hand out of appreciation for the friction I provided. I turned to my husband, "Do you like watching me do this honey? Do you like watching your own wife, the mother of your children acting like this?" he could barely mumble a yes as he watched. He started to pull out his cock but I told him no, that I would stop if he did that.
Eric's cock grew so fat that I could barely fit my hand around it; I started to use both hands to jerk him off. He kissed me deeply and then squeezed my tits. I could feel my pussy grow wet, and resolved not to do this again, I was becoming tempted.
"Shit your cock is huge." I said as I pumped it up and down. I felt like such a total whore and was loving every moment of it.
"Yeah imagine if it was inside of you," I shivered at the thought.
He had me say that I was a whore for black cock and also had me spit into my palm to lube his cock up as my hand slid up and down his shaft.
One of those stupid thoughts appeared in my head: I did not know where to shoot his load when it came. I pumped him faster and faster. He told me he would hold off cumming until I kissed his cock head. My arms were getting tired and at this point and I did not see the harm in it. I leaned forward and told my husband that more of this might be in my future and then gave Eric's fat dark cock head a quick kiss.
Soon, Eric told me he was about to cum. Again I thought about where to aim it. I really did not want to it on the rug, or to get up to get a towel as Eric would have time to recover and it might take another hour for him to finish. So I decided to give my husband an extra thrill. I opened my blouse and unsnapped my bra. I pushed his fat cock head right into my boob flesh so it was poking against my right nipple and told him to cum. "Come on squirt it over my white tits. Come on! Come on! Honey do you like what you see? He is going to come all over my tits with a hot stick mess. Come on. Do it! Yeah that's it! All over them."
Eric felt like he came a quart all over my boobs. Some of it shot up a bit and even hit my neck and the underside of my chin. I kept pumping him as he groaned away. When he was done I rubbed the cum all over my breasts letting it dry to a shiny, stick mess.
After he cleaned up with a hot wet towel (I did not clean up as I had other plans in store for my husband). Eric carefully leaned over and gave me a kiss good night and left.
"Well what did you think?" I asked my husband who was ready to hump the shit out of me. I told him to hold off and strip naked as I continued to rub Eric's cum into my skin. Then I told him to bring me the black dildo and bag I had in the bedroom, and come back with it naked.
I got onto the couch. My husband's torment was going to go on a bit longer.
"So honey you liked watching me do that. Well the truth is it turned me on also. His cock was so much bigger than yours... You know this black dildo is almost equal to Eric's cock, well almost, it's a bit smaller. Now hand it to me. Would you like me to put it between my tits like this? Is this what you would like Eric to do with me next? Or would you like to see my mouth stretched drum-tight around his cock like this." I kissed the big rubber cock head and stuck it in my mouth. Then after sucking on it a bit I took it out.
I handed my husband the dildo and told him to put some lube on it. "Or do you want to see me take his cock into my pussy. It is far bigger than yours after all. You know that? What if I become addicted to all that deep fucking? Do you really want me to violate our marriage like this?" I go down on the floor in front of the couch and had him push the dildo into me while his own cock was near purple, desperate for a release that he would not yet receive.
"Oh yeah! Fuck me with that big black cock! Honey do you know I still could get pregnant? What would the neighbors say? Your family? Here is your wife walking around with a big fat belly thanks to Eric. Would that turn you on to see me so totally owned by another man?" My husband whined yes and begged me to let him fuck me. I told him "yes" but only after he licked my tit and neck clean. I told him if he ever wanted me to do this again he was on clean-up detail.
He hesitated, I reminded him this was part of what he wanted, part of all those "stories" he had me tell. He stuck out his tongue and then licked my tits and neck clean. Part of me found this repulsive, but another part found my husband's submission arousing. "That's it like a real man's cum off of my tits!" I said to encourage him. When he was done he entered me and within a minute or two came. I pumped his cock up teasing him on how quickly he j had finished and within minutes he was up again and fucking me like an animal. He gave it to me rougher than in any other time of our marriage and I loved every second of it.
In the months after my first interracial tryst my husband was so attentive to me and the sex has been through the roof. He wanted me to go further, but I have told him that I still valued our marriage and wanted to honor the vows that went along with it.
However, I did occasionally fantasize about Eric and other black men. His cock was so fucking big and his body was so buff! Sometimes I had to remind myself that I was married, and think about what would happen if this ever got out.
So for now I am going to put my first black experience behind me, however, our anniversary was coming up soon and I just don't know what to get him as a present.
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I watched as my wife's stud pulled out of her, his cum trickling onto the coffee table. She got up and put back on her polyester uniform pants, her fat ass leaving two sweaty circles on top of the table. To think a year ago she was an executive, who would never have worn polyester, and did not even really know one black person, but now? How did it all happen?
A year ago my wife came home from work early with a cardboard box in her hands, her desk plant on top. She looked pale, without her saying anything I knew what had happened. "I didn't think they'd let me go. Me of all people. They said the company was too top heavy with management."
She cried a little and I told her to relax. She had a degree, the house was paid for, and there was that severance package, very generous, though due to a non-competition clause she could not work in the industry for a rival company for a year. I told her we would be fine.
After a month she became bored. She tried to find work but she was overqualified for this or that, and the jobs she could have had she could, not due to the non-competition clause. Finally she decided to go to work in, of all places, a chain coffee house. She said it would be a nice break from all the pressure of the financial industry. It was nice for a while until I noticed some changes in her.
Since she no longer had the perk of a gym in the building she worked at she had put on some weight, even more so from the donuts she ate at the place, most of it landing on her butt or tits. Her once tight aerobic sculpted ass was now well rounded and slightly soft, she had even gone up, to my pleasure, a bra size or two.
Then I noticed her musical tastes had changed, she had liked that light FM sort of music, now rap was working its way onto her music player and the car stereo presets. I tried to write it off as adjustments, even hanging late with the girls at work, or going out with them after work. And for a while things relaxed, until I got suspicious.
There were still more changes in her, she got those huge door-knocker earrings and even a tattoo with her name on her arm in a fancy script. She told me all the women at work had them and I should relax. But then one night she told me she had worked late because one of her coworkers, Sharon, could not make it in, that was okay, but a few days later she told me a story involving Sharon and an irate customer, and it took place on the day Sharon allegedly was not in. I thought to say something, but did not, maybe she was wrong about the date, then again if she was doing something, I did not want to alert her to her error.
She had kept talking about Jim the manager of the shop. She found ways of working him into her conversations. "Oh! Jim did this." or "Jim did that!" What really worried me was when she started talking about his personal life, about how his girlfriend was such a bitch, or that she did not understand him.
My suspicions grew still deeper. I was on the fence as to whether I should confront her or not. Then one day my suspicions were confirmed. My wife had called to say she would have to work late to set up a special promotion. She told me not to wait up. I started to go to bed when I realized we were out of milk for, or all ironies, coffee. Rather than take the car I decided to walk down a few blocks and buy it from the deli.
As I came back I saw an SUV in front of our place, it looked like the one Jim had. My wife and him were in there talking, I thought to approach them when, I realized she was at an odd angle to him, then I realized it, she was giving him a hand-job in his car. Though I could not see for sure, due to the distance and the height of the vehicle obscuring my line of vision. But what I could be sure of was that kiss he gave her as he grabbed her tit through the yellow uniform blouse she wore. Then she bent forward and I watched his head stare at the ceiling.
I did not know what to do next. Confront them? That could turn ugly, then the whole neighborhood would know what was going on. Hire someone to film them and go through a divorce? I did not know if I wanted to toss out a good marriage. Then there was my own huge hard-on. Why was I so turned on by this of all things? To my shame, I knew it was the thought of my wife sucking the cock of another man, and a black man at that, which had aroused me.
I fought off the temptation to take another look and walked around the block going into the house through the back entrance. I carefully put the milk in the fridge got undressed and went into the bedroom. I got into bed just in time to hear the door open.
I said and did nothing about it for a week or so, but it built up in me. I had thoughts, thoughts I knew I should not have had, of my wife riding this guy's cock to orgasm. They became more detailed, I pictured her sucking him off, then his friends, of her being gang banged, and of becoming pregnant with this man's child. And they aroused me; I tried not to jerk off about it. As if doing so would put some magic spell on the whole affair. But then it was too much for me and I did, and once I started I could not stop. I could not get the images of my wife and her black stud out of my mind. I jerked off three or four times a day, once even at work.
This whole series of events was really shocking to me because I remember how worked up my wife became when a black family had wanted to move in next door. The way she said, "But they are black..." ran through my head. She had always been a bit of a racial snob, even going at it with her sister when she had dated a black guy once, but now she was obviously having an affair with one.
Finally I, and my sore cock could not take it anymore, I confronted her with what I had seen. She told me she had not meant to have the affair, it was just that she was so down about losing her job, Jim and her had worked and grown close together. Then she dropped the bomb on me, she told me they had fucked, several times and had been having an affair for the past few months.
I could not believe my ears, they did not want to understand the words they had just heard. I think she regretted saying what she did as I struggled to stay focused on the moment. At the same time, as my marriage started to come apart at the seams I felt myself growing hard and she saw my cock start to rise.
"I know you are angry, but I also see for some perverted reason this is turning you on. Why does it turn you on to think of me and Jim, together? Are you thinking about me sucking his cock?" she stopped and paused as she reached down and grabbed my cock and added "Me sucking on his big black cock. Is it the thought of me with a black man that turns you on? We have always used rubbers." She said trying to assure me there would be no complications with what was going on. "Unless you want him to stick it into me bareback." She said as she unzipped my fly and pulled my cock out.
"Oh! My look how hard it is." She paused for a moment and then said "For such a teeny tiny thing that is." My cock betrayed me by becoming still harder. She stroked it up and down. "A bit smaller than I am now used to, but I can see it appreciates the attention." She grinned as she stroked it some more.
"Is he bigger than me?" I asked the question all cuckolds ask of their wives.
She looked me straight in the eye and said "Much bigger. And much thicker. I just love having his big black cock inside of me. It makes me feel like a real woman," she said without breaking eye contact.
Sensing I was close to climaxing she opened the top of her uniform blouse and undid her bra, she leaned her tits over the top of my cock telling me how much her lover loved to suck on her tits, I came all over the underside of her breast, she pumped my cock dry as she rubbed my seed all over herself.
We went upstairs and had one of the hottest, nastiest fucks of our marriage.
"So?" my wife said a few weeks later. "I have a surprise for you, Jim is coming over to pick me up tonight and after work, we are going on a date, but before we go, he is going to fuck the shit out of me, right in front of you. And here is the only thing you have say so over, if you want us to fuck bareback, actually it is something he wants, but you know the risks, he could knock me up. So it is up to you," she said.
A few hours late Jim came over to pick my wife up. She turned to him and told him, "Relax, he is cool about it." then she kissed him deeply and turned around, and dropped her polyester uniform pants as she got up onto the coffee table on all fours.
Jim gave me a condescending look as he pulled out his cock, already fully erect and monstrous, and went behind my wife, like he owned her. "Are you sure about this?" he said his hand in his pocket as if he was going to fish out a rubber, she said yes. He took his hand out of his pocket and then pushed his fat black cock into my wife's hole. She grunted and I watched her pussy stretch to accept his massive cock. A few months ago she was a corporate trader, with a tight trim body, and now I watched her fat ass ripple as he began to thrust into her.
"Oh fuck yes! You like watching me getting fucked! Do you?" I told her yes, "Well I guess then he rubber is out of the question!" she said, and to my shame I did not object.
He pulled out and had her take off her pants and then he had her lay down on the coffee table, he pushed back into her and fucked her so hard I thought either the neighbors would call the police or the table would break.
"Cum in me! Cum inside of me!" she pleaded. When he came she screamed how she could feel his load inside of her. Her nipples were so hard I thought they would rip through her blouse. Then, after he pulled out she sat there a moment to rest, as his seed dripped out of her onto the table. When she recovered enough to get up her ass left two sweat marks on the plastic sheet that covered the table. She kissed him so deeply and passionately I felt like I was the intruder, in my own home. She put on her uniform pants telling me she had to work the late shift tonight and that she'd be back Monday morning. I knew I could not argue with her.
She went upstairs and took out the tight blue leather dress she had worn to parties telling me she intended to wear it when she went out with him. She gave me a deep kiss then giggled as they left. To my shame I had my cock out before I heard the engine of his truck start up.
Late Monday night she came home. I barely recognized her. She had gotten her hair all braided up. She laughed and said there had been some changes made. She stripped out of her cum stained, sweaty uniform and I got my next big shock. Her nipples had been pierced with huge rings, and there was a tattoo on her left breast in the same script as the one with her name on it. It said, "Black Fucked Forever!"
She told me she had to go to sleep; striping naked she went to bed leaving me in suspense until the next morning. I made her breakfast in bed. After she wolfed it down she told me of a weekend of fucking in the back of the store, of being shared with other black men, friends of Jim, and even licking the pussy of one of those other men's married white female lovers. Of course for all other guy except Jim had to wear rubbers.
This erotic torment went on for months. My wife disappearing during weekends and coming back with all these nasty stories to tell. I even watched her get gang-banged by a group of studs who took turns with her all night in our own fucking bedroom. Of course the sex afterwards with her was white hot.
One night we were at home, she sat down next to me on the bed and took my cock and started to stroke my cock; "Remember when I would talk nasty to you. And one of the things you'd like to hear is me pleading with my lover to knock me up. Well it has happened." I felt my blood turn to water. I could not believe it. We had been trying for years to start a family and this super stud finally did it. She looked me straight in the eye and told me that she was going to keep it. "Well you wanted me to be fully black owned and now I am. How does it feel?" To my shame, at this, the ultimate sign of infidelity my cock rose. She said it would do no harm and rode my cock practically all night.
I watched over the months as her belly first began to show, and her tits got bigger. I thought that pregnancy would slower down her libido, if anything it made it stronger than ever. I watched from the foot of our bed as her lover fucked her, sucking on her fat tits.
In the second three months she often sucked him off while naked and even did his friends, letting them suck on her ever growing milk laden tits, or they'd tit fuck her using her own milk as lube. Then it was pretty much hand jobs only for the last three months.
When she gave birth she told everyone the truth, I was humiliated in my own neighborhood, at work, and even with my family. Her whole family, especially her sister who she had always fought with did not want to speak to her or have anything to do with her at all.
The funny thing was soon afterwards she got her old job back at the company. One day I came home and I found out that she had moved out; she left me a letter saying she wanted to stay with him, it was best for all concerned. I did not fight her on the divorce and signed the papers and put them in the same envelope she had left her wedding ring in. Well I can't blame her. When she got back to work she made no secret of her black lover.
About a year later she sent me a picture of her and her Jim, now her husband, on a beach, she was naked giving him a deep kiss and I could see she was pregnant again.
I had to move out of town I could not take the humiliation and living in the house where I had seen my wife cheat on me with the man she would leave me for. Eventually fate worked its odd magic, war makes for strange allies and I eventually got together and married her sister. We had started speaking regularly after the whole divorce thing had been completed. Of course my ex-wife did not attend the wedding.
Our sex life is great, but every now and then I wonder how it would it be to watch my new wife being fucked by a black guy? I know it is wrong and will, after what had happened the last time, so I jerked off a thousand times and to date have never told Nancy. She is far more racist than her sister ever was, but sometimes I wonder...
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For my husband, Bill's birthday I had reluctantly granted his fantasy of me being with a black guy while he watched. I only gave the stud, Eric, a hand job as that was all I felt comfortable doing. I never admitted to my husband that the whole experience had turned me on, and our sex life had been so hot afterwards I was a bit hesitant to go further for a while fearing things may change in a way I was not ready for.
A few months later our anniversary was coming up and I thought about what could I do? I knew my husband had bought me that diamond bracelet I had been pining for. I thought about it some more then I decided perhaps I would give Eric another hand-job while my husband watched, but that was old ground and I needed to make it even sexier than before. Maybe I would even let Eric suck on my tits, something I had not allowed him do the last time. I had also given his cock head the quickest of kisses, maybe I would do it again, but his time for a little bit longer.
I called Eric and he said he was game and even made some more good suggestions that kept within the parameters I felt comfortable with. On the night of our anniversary I got dressed in a tight black leather dress I had bought for the occasion.
When my husband came in I gave his cock a squeeze through his pants and said, "Well you will have to wait a little longer, Eric will be here shortly."
A half hour later the doorbell rang and it was Eric. I have to admit my pussy got a bit wet seeing him again, I did not honestly know if it was all for Eric, or how horny my husband would be afterwards. I kissed Eric deeply, in front of my husband, letting my tits press against his hard chest. I gave his cock a squeeze noting out loud how big it was.
As before when we went out my husband got into the front of the car to drive while Eric and I were in the back seat. Me and Eric started to make out hot and heavy like two teenagers, my husband stealing every glimpse he could from the back mirror. The last time I had swatted Eric's hands off of my boobs, but now I let him play with them. He cupped my tits and squeezed them with his strong hands. My husband got so excited that if he could have he would have stopped the car and jerked off right then and there.
Again we went to the edge of town, my husband was given directions where to go but not where we were headed. We pulled into the parking lot of an erotic novelties store off one of the exits of the highway. Though there was nothing out there but the store and a closed coffee shop my husband was both nervous and excited that somebody might see us. Inside Eric and I stood together close like we were a couple. I looked at the lingerie with Eric, taking this outfit and that outfit down and saying how sexy I would look in them. He picked out a tight, low cut all lace body suit and high heels. I kissed Eric in front of the counter-girl. She asked who was paying and I pointed towards my husband and said he would pay; she gave us all the oddest look for a second followed by a knowing wink.
We then went to a night club the next town over and once again I shook my behind on the dance floor dancing with Eric first. I let him grind against me during a slow number, much to my husband's appreciation. Then I danced with some other black guys on the dance floor. My husband's cock must have been able to punch through steel at the moment.
We went home and into the living room, Eric and I sat on the couch together. I had my husband bring us some drinks and after he put on the proper mood music we started to make out. Our mouths met deeply and we let the tips of our tongues touch each other.
I got up after ten minutes or so and told them I was going to change into something a bit cooler. I came back out in the lace body suit and high heels Eric picked out. I felt a little self-conscious; I was not a teenager but Eric's appreciative whistle gave me more confidence.
"Where were we?" I said, then I squeezed Eric's cock through his pants. I opened his belt, followed by the snap on his pants, slowly I undid his zipper. With my hands trembling a bit I pulled out his cock. It was as big as I remembered.
"Honey you like what you see?" I said to my husband as I jerked off Eric's cock off in my hand. I took some lotion and put it on my palms and used both hands to jerk him off slowly. My husband watched in a daze.
"Why don't you suck on it. Give your husband a real show?" I told Eric I could not do that. He then asked if I could at least pull out my tits. I thought about it and decided it was not too over the edge, so I scooped my tits out and over the top of the outfit I was wearing. My husband moved up in his chair. I let Eric squeeze and play with my tits a bit as I pumped his big cock. Then he said he wanted to suck on them. I pulled my boobs away. He asked again very nicely and I looked at the excitement in my husband's face and told Eric he could suck on them. Eric gently sucked my nipples as I jerked off his shaft, he had tremendous staying power, as I found out the first time. My hands got tired. He asked me to kiss his cock again like I did the first time. I felt so wicked how could I refuse?
I leaned forward and my lips touched his black cock head, it was so hot and fat! My husband could not take it anymore and started to pull his cock out. "You know the deal, you do it and I stop this instant, do you understand?" he put his cock back in his pants and sat down again.
"Good boy! Had you kept doing that I would not have done this..." I don't know what came over me but I kissed Eric's cock again, then nerving myself a bit more I opened my lips and took his shaft into my mouth. I couldn't believe I was doing it in my living room in front of my husband of twenty some odd years.
I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror over the mantle place and it looked so sexy, me dressed like a slut, fat tits hanging out sucking off this black man's big cock. My husband was in shock as I took it out of my mouth and licked down Eric's shaft with its huge veins. I held his cock against my face. His balls were at my chin and his cock's head was at my forehead. I had him lightly slap my face with it as I verbally teased my husband, "Like what you see dear? Does it turn you on to see me suck this fat black cock with the lips I kiss you with?" I got down on my knees in front of Eric in the classic position and started to suck on his shaft some more.
I took his wet cock and rubbed it across my tits then put it back in my mouth. To my surprise I tasted his precum: what to do? I wasn't ready to take his cum in my mouth so I started to jerk him off frantically rubbing his cock against my tits, then I sandwiched his shaft between my breasts and rubbed them up and down. I stopped occasionally to spit down his shaft to give it some more lubrication. Then I felt his shaft pulse and don't ask me why but I put it back in my mouth as he came. For the first time in my life I tasted another man's seed, it was hotter and saltier than my husband's. I kept sucking as Eric ran his hands through my hair moaning his appreciation.
After I cleaned up in the bathroom I gave Eric a deep kiss. He could see my husband was close to passing out, but before he left he had something for me. Eric reached down and started to rub my pussy through my lace suit. I tried to stop him by closing my legs, but all I did was trap his hand there. As I relaxed I opened my legs for him. He asked if he could open the crotch of my outfit but I told him I wasn't ready for that yet. He kept fingering me until I came soaking the crotch of the suit. We kissed again and then he left. The minute he was gone husband was all over me. I took control and sucked him off right there and then, he came in under a minute with a huge load.
"Mmmm! Did you like watching me suck on that big black cock? Let me get on the couch. Now get on your knees and lick my pussy."
As he licked my pussy I tormented him a bit more; "His cock was so big I almost couldn't get it into my mouth, but I did and felt like such a slut doing so. I wonder how it would feel if I took it into my pussy. But you wouldn't want that would you? For me to be fucked by a black dick. I might become an addict. After all his cock was much bigger and better than yours..."
Then I really wanted to turn him on, I let him get on top of me and fuck me while I went on "But I might get too excited! I might forget my pills or forget to tell him to wear a rubber and you don't want that do you? You don't want me to get knocked up by a black man. What would the neighbors say? My belly all big and fat because of your lust for seeing my pussy stretched out by another man's cock? You don't want that would you? For me to be totally owned by a black man?" with that he blew another load in me.
Our sex life was revitalized by that night in ways I could not even begin to describe. I still could not believe what I did. My husband's forty-first birthday was coming up soon and I was thinking of giving him something to really turn him on, but I still didn't want to fuck another man. My marriage vows still meant too much to me. But every now and then I could feel the temptation pull on me and diminish my resolve.
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Well, as you know from the other two confessions I have written that my husband and I had spiced up our sex life by adding a black man to it. Now before you think I just spread my legs for him I want to tell you that you are wrong. The first time I gave him a hand job and the second time I blew him. But that was it. My marriage vows were important to me, and as for getting fucked, well I had believed my pussy only belonged to me and my husband.
I sometimes felt a little ashamed about what I had done but then after Eric left my husband would hump me like a madman for weeks afterwards and it did turn me on to be so naughty. I was thinking of doing something special for him the next time, like being totally naked or playing with a dildo while I jerked off Eric.
I had called to arrange a meeting but then the week got really busy and it totally slipped my mind. I walked in the house a full two hours late and saw Eric sitting there in my living room. I was embarrassed to say the least, not only that but I was in my somewhat frumpy work outfit, not like the sexy ones that I had worn around him. He laughed and said it was okay.
We all had a beer and got relaxed. My husband put on some mood music. Eric sat down next to me on the couch. We kissed, lightly at first then deeper. I asked him if he was upset that he had to wait and he told me that I was worth waiting for, this got me even wetter than I was.
My husband was even more turned on than he usually was, he later told me it was the sight of me in my work clothes making out with Eric that did it.
Eric cupped and played with my tits as he kissed me, getting bolder and bolder each time. He slipped off my suit jacket and handed it to my husband who submissively hung it up. Slowly he undid my stiff, conservative, white cotton work blouse and then unhooked my bra, I raised one of my tits up for him to suck on and took the other one and sucked on it myself, which drove my husband wild.
I pulled out Eric's cock, the size and weight of it never ceased to amaze me. I jerked it off in my hand telling him again I was sorry to be so late for our appointment.
"Well if you really want to show you are sorry let me finger that pussy of yours," I could not tell him no this time. My husband had me get up and took off my skirt so all I had on was my stockings and panties. Eric reached through them and fingered my pussy. Then he stuck his finger into me. I came right there and then. I whispered under my breath, "Oh fuck!" This was the first time anyone other than my husband had penetrated me. I was so turned on. He finger fucked me as I jacked off his cock.
"Now what we should do is go over to that bedroom there and let me stick my cock into you. And don't tell me that 'respect my marriage' shit, your husband is all for it!" my husband nodded in enthusiastic agreement.
I could not take it anymore. My last out was that I would only do it if he had condoms. He smiled and said he always brought a twelve pack with him. I looked to my husband to tell me no but he encouraged me to do it.
The three of us went to the bedroom. I could not believe I was doing this. We made out on the bed my husband and I slept and fucked in.
"Are you sure that you want this? There is no going back!" I told my husband who nodded. I had him take off the rest of my clothes as Eric watched. Then I had my husband stand aside.
Eric took a rubber and rolled it onto his fat black cock as I got onto the bed. Even with it stretching I was surprised it fit him. He got on top of me and guided his cock to my pussy. The tip pressed against me.
I told my husband again that there was no going back, to which he replied that is what he had heard. Here I was with my legs spread about to take a huge black cock into my married pussy hole and my husband was cheering me on! I could not believe it.
I had had dildo's in my pussy about Eric's size, but the real thing felt so much better and bigger. I felt like I was totally owned by him. The head slid inside of me followed by his shaft. We kissed deeply as his thick black cock sank deeper and deeper into me. My husband seemed to vanish all I could concentrate on was the powerful black body on top of me, taking me totally.
He bent my legs up and under his chest so he could push it in harder and even deeper. "Oh shit what if the rubber slips?" I thought in the back of my mind. But it only made me hotter.
Are tongues went into each other's mouths and I screamed how much I loved black cock, but mostly all I did was moan repeatedly as he humped me deeper than I every had been before.
When he came he pulled out and took off the rubber. It looked like it was ready to burst. He smeared the goo onto my chest and I rubbed it in.
I sucked his cock hard again, he put another rubber on and he fucked me dog style. My tits were swinging back and forth with each thrust. He slapped my ass and I loved it, I loved him being in control of my body. My husband took out his cock and started to jerk off. In all our other sessions with Eric I told him he would have to wait for later to do that after Eric left, but this time I made an exception.
"Yeah honey! Whack off as my pussy gets pounded by a beautiful black cock. Rub that little white cock of yours honey! I may never go back to white again.!" I came right after saying that. Why did I say what I did? Some of it was due to the fucking I was getting, the other part came from humiliating my husband verbally, don't ask me why but it really got me off.
Eric pulled his cock out of me. Ripping the rubber off of his cock he shot his load all over my back. I told my husband to get a hot towel and wipe off my back and clean my tits, which he did.
"You see these? You can't touch them," I said shoving my tits right into my husband's face then pulling them away when he tried to suck on them. I then put my tits in Eric's mouth and let him suck on them instead.
I teased my husband some more then Eric put on yet another rubber and I sat on his cock and rode it until he came yet again. I took off his rubber and poured the contents all over my breasts and rubbed it in.
After Eric got dressed and left my husband jumped me and fucked the shit out of me. I told him to lick a real man's dried cum off of my tits. He sucked and licked every inch of my breasts. Even though his cock felt much smaller in comparison to Eric's, what he lacked for in size he made up for in enthusiasm.
For the next month he treated like a queen during the day and like a whore at night and I loved it. It was unsaid by him, but the next step in my graduation was to take Eric's cock into me bareback. We had a long discussion of the risks and then made our plans for a very special vacation in which I would be totally committed to turning my husband into a true sissy cuckold.
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"So, in other words you are going to give up your husband to another woman?" my friend Angela said to me five years ago. I was kind of stunned when she said that to me, I thought that she would instantly take my side in the matter.
My husband of ten years had, after a lot of hesitating, came out with his fantasy. Now I thought it might be me and another woman; perhaps Angela; or some role-playing, but he had come out and said that he wanted to watch me have sex with other men, other far more endowed men, and specifically black men. He went on to say how he wanted me to tease him and dress up like a slut at that point I could not take it anymore and called him a fucking pervert and threw him out of the bedroom.
"Wait a moment!" Angela added in as I told her how I had barred my husband from sex for the past month, "Not only are you going to put him on the express train into the bed of some office tramp, but weren't you the one who wanted to encourage him to be more open about your dreams and desires after you read that article in one of your magazines?"
"Yes, but..." I tried to reply realizing immediately it was my fault, though my pride would not let me say so.
"Hey! I am on your side but you have to admit that Bill is kind of cute still, and when word gets out that you two are on the outs, not from me of course, but still..."
"He wants to see me get fucked by other men, he has no respect for me, or our marriage!"
"Or he wants to see you get pleasured and gets off on a bit of kink. He is focusing on you, not some other woman!"
I could see her point, but I could not go through with having sex with someone else, and I told her as much.
"Well...if you are clever, you don't have to, and you can please him at the same time. As a matter of fact if you play this right he will only think about you, every second of the fucking day!" she said slyly.
"Well, how could I do that?"
I could almost hear Angela's perverted mental gears click into overdrive. "Well there are sex toys, black sex toys, there is dressing up slutty, telling him stories, and pretending to come back from a date with another guy."
Maybe I was a little bit slow, but I got everything but the last one she said.
"Okay, he wants to see you get banged by a big black cock? And you don't want to do it you racist!"
"Hey! I am not a racist!" I fired back almost from reflex.
"I know, but you could pretend to be going on a date, dressing real sexy. Then you can stay at my place for a few hours. When you come home later, makeup a little smeared, hair a mess, clothes fucked up, maybe a rip in your pantyhose and tell him a story on how your stud fucked the living shit out of you!"
I started to laugh, telling her I could not even get by with the lie about how the car door got dented.
She smiled and said that if I pulled this off right, and she had no doubt that I could, he would not even care if I had wrecked the whole car.
"Now you have to have some ideas of the types of stories you want to tell your husband, you don't want to get stuck with saying 'um' again and again, so you may want to go on line and read some cuckold fiction or go to a cuckold website. Trust me, once you give him a bit of his fantasy you will see how grateful he is."
I thought about it after she left, was I being a prude or just a good wife who believed I was supposed to be faithful to my husband? But then again he wanted me to do it for his pleasure. There was a paradox to resolve. But the thing was maybe Angela was right, maybe a bit of role-play would do our marriage some good.
I went on line to buy some really sexy lingerie and some slutty dresses. Then there were the sex toys, In the past I had bought a vibrator and even a dildo which I had used in front of him once, but now I had to buy a black one.
There were so many, but they all looked so big an intimidating. Some were kind of generic, but here was one, a twelve inch "realistic" one allegedly molded from the cock of an actual porn-star. I thought about it and feeling guilty I bought it and its ten inch "little brother."
Now I knew some guys had bigger cocks than others but I never bought into the story of every black guy having a giant cock. And despite what Angela said I was not racist, or perhaps no more a racist than anyone else. I just preferred dating and marrying someone who was white like me.
Then again Angela would, as an anthropologist, counter that race was a construct. Even white was a concept, a white man from New York might have different cultural ties than a "good-old" boy from the south. Still I felt I had more in common with either one than with a black guy.
I remember my sister had a black boyfriend for exactly two dates until dad found out and that was that, or at least until she began dating in a way that she did not get caught by him.
So I did not know what really made me so upset about my husband's fantasy, was it the race or was it that he wanted me to break my marriage vows? But the key to it all was that it was just a fantasy. I decided, in that vein of thought to click on the "buy" button for the black "realistic dildos."
I decided to keep my husband on lock-out just a bit more but when he came home I promised him Friday I might be in a more forgiving mood.
In the meantime I did some research on the whole cuckold fantasy thing. Some of it was just typical interracial sex that was labeled cuckold. But there were also actual sites where there were forums and articles that traded on the fact of how arousing it was for some men to have wives being made love to by other men while they watched. It was a mix of jealousy, pain and eroticism. Some of it was stupid and obviously faked, but some of it was really well thought out. There was a section of the forum for wives like me who wanted to fake the experience. I read up on it all.
Friday came and when he got home after dinner I had him go into the bedroom and get undressed, I came in in a black bra and panties, this simple outfit always turned him on and meant to him that he was going to get some sex.
"Look, I am sorry for the way I reacted, it is just what you said came as a bit of a shock to me," I said getting up on the bed next to him.
I put my hand around his cock, it was already pretty hard to begin with.
"And who knows, maybe with the right persuasion, and given some time I just might just try a big, black cock! If that is what you really want."
"Really? You would?" he said in full fantasy mode, I felt his cock get harder still.
"I have been giving it some thought, but I didn't know how'd you'd react seeing me with another man in bed, like that black guy who is always hitting on me in gym."
"Really? Who?"
"His name is Jim and he is always asking if I'd like to get some coffee after my work out and sometimes I catch him looking me over. He has been with some of the other girls at the gym and they all say that he has the biggest cock they have ever seen and knows how to use it. When he tries to hit on me I tell him I am married."
"Does that deter him?"
"No, he just says that does not matter to him, that a lot of his lover are married women and all. You know, from all your talk I have become kind of curious about black guys, but if I were to do something we'd have to be real careful, we wouldn't want the neighbors to find out or anything like that." He agreed to this condition.
"And then there is you," I added. He asked me what I meant by that, "Well, what if you saw me let's say take a big black cock in my hand and jerk it off, maybe letting him cum all over that sexy blue sweater you like so much, the one that makes my tits look extra big, what happens if you get jealous?"
"I promise not to get jealous," he pleaded. I slowed down rubbing his shaft wanting him to enjoy this for a good long time.
"You might get jealous if you were to see me kiss a black guy, deep and hard, pressing myself against him in public, maybe at a dance club. Or what if I sucked his cock while you watched, how do I know you won't divorce me?" He promised not to.
"And if I decided to take a big black cock into my pussy, how do I know that you won't be sulking afterwards, especially if he can get me to cum like you never could, with that small cock of yours," that last part was something Angela told me was essential to the cuckold experience. That bit of humiliation.
"I would never do that," he paused for a moment and then asked me if I would let the guy cum in me, I decided to throw the script off a bit by telling him that the guy would have to wear a rubber, "Until I got to know him really well."
I let go of my husband's cock telling him to lie on his back and start to jerk off. He asked for a towel and I told him as his first test he'd have to cum all over his own stomach.
"Come on! Pump that cock! Pump that small white cock!" I teased him as I kissed him. "Really! Maybe I should try a big black cock out and see if it would satisfy me. But what do I do if I find out that I like it a bit too much!" At that point my husband came so hard the cum actually splashed the bottom of his chin, I told him to keep pumping until every last drop was done.
He rolled over onto his side and kissed me deeply. I had made him cum like a volcano, so maybe Angela was right, and I did it without cheating or doing anything outside of my marriage vows.
To my surprise within minutes he was hard as steel again. He rolled me onto my stomach and grabbed my hips, pulling my ass up into the air. Then he slammed his cock into me hard and fucked me like I had wished he had done years ago. I stupidly thought for a moment about how big a holiday gift I was going to have to get Angela this year.
"Yeah! Fuck me! Fuck my pussy before it gets stretched out by a big black dick! Keep that tiny white cock going. Harder baby!" I egged him on and I actually came from him fucking me. When he was done we laid together in a heap.
Over the next week I had never be so attentive, and basically I did nothing except talk dirty to him. I was going to hold the dildo back for a little bit later.
"He is like my slave!" I told Angela.
"And you..."
"I love it! I just can't believe it."
"Well that is the power of big black cock!" Angela said laughing, "What do you have planned next for him?"
I wasn't sure, but Angela smiled saying she had some ideas, "You could buy some really sexy outfits and go out with him to a club and at the very least flirt with the waiter, or at the bar, or even get on the dance floor with another guy. It will drive him crazy and it is low commitment and risk to you. There is also using the dildo or making up stories, then we can do that "fake" fuck date."
Over coffee we plotted what we would do next for my poor husband and his interracial obsession.



        