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  “So, I browsed through your history today,” my wife Emily said calmly during dinner.


  I froze in place.


  “What do you mean?” I said, trying my best to keep my voice calm. Meanwhile my mind was racing. What in the hell was she talking about?”


  “Well, I was a bit surprised when you bought that big black dildo last month, but it got me thinking.”


  I listened with bated breath. My palms got sweaty and my heart was going crazy. I did buy her a big black dildo a month ago, and we had incorporated it into our lovemaking. To be honest, it has been a fantasy of mine to see my wife with another man for as long as I can remember. I only have to imagine her with a big black cock in her mouth and I’m ready to go.


  But lately it has gotten problematic. It started out as a fantasy. Just like any other fantasy. Only it kept growing and growing. I started downloading only interracial porn, and whenever I made love to my wife, I kept imagining she was sleeping with someone else. If she was blowing me, I’d imagine someone behind her, fucking her in the ass. And I was doing her from behind, I fantasized about her sucking off other men.


  After a while, I could only orgasm if I thought about these things. I tried not to, but the need got stronger and stronger. That’s why I ended up ordering that big black dildo online. I just had to watch her play with that beautiful thing. I didn’t have the heart to tell her I ever fantasized about watching her with other men - I was too afraid. When that cock arrived I thought about not telling and just hiding it, but as soon as I saw how big it was, I knew I just had to give it to her. I wanted to see her hold it, to wrap her white fingers around it, to stroke it up and down.


  So I gave it to her, and played it off as a joke, instead of the fulfillment of my deepest sexual fantasy. She was a bit surprised, but open to it. I thought that was the end of it.


  “…What about it?” I said finally. The silence was killing me.


  “I noticed that it got you horny… like, really horny. Every time I pulled that dildo out during sex you’d cum almost instantly. I don’t even have to suck on it - I can just reach for the nightstand and the thought alone of me grabbing that thing sets you over the edge. Isn’t that right?”


  Flustered I muttered a reply.


  “Anyway, that got me thinking. Why did you like it so much? So I talked it over with Beth,”


  “You what?” I interjected. “That’s personal!”


  “Oh grow up honey, it’s just sex. She told me about how it is apparently a common fantasy among married men to watch their wives with a black guy.”


  I wanted to refute her answer, but I knew I’d be lying. In truth I wanted nothing more.


  “And so, I browsed your history today, and I found some very… interesting stories, to say the least.”


  I swallowed, my mouth dry. I already knew the answer, but I had to ask.


  “What kind of stories?”


  “Cuckold stories.”


  There it was. Cuckold. I both loved and hated that word. It stood for everything I wanted, and everything I feared. All the stories I read, the porn I watched, were all classified under that name. Big black bulls taking willing white wives in front of their cuckolded husbands. I could never get enough.


  At the same time, I hated that I wanted it so much. It was humiliating, it was emasculating, and it was degrading. I supposed that forbidden aspect was exactly what turned me on so much - but post-orgasm, I always felt conflicted. Ashamed. What kind of man was I?


  My wife looked at me quizzically. “That is what you like, isn’t it?”


  I avoided her eyes, my cheeks burning red with humiliation.


  “It’s not what you think,” I stammered demurely.


  “It’s not? Because from what I’ve read, your biggest fantasy is watching me with another man. A black man. A big, powerful, strong black man, that can fuck me in ways you never could. Is that right?”


  My cock surged with every word that left her lips. I hated my body for betraying me so, but I had to admit, she was absolutely right. I craved the humiliation she was piling on me.


  “Look at me, Brian.”


  I looked up and we locked eyes. She was smiling wickedly at me, a look of lust burning in her eyes.


  “Get the big black cock, Brian.”


  I stood up from the table and got the dildo from her nightstand. My inner voice was screaming at me the whole time - what are you doing man?! - but I ignored it. I handed her the big black dildo.


  “Thank you sweetie,” she said as she put the big black dildo on the table in front of her. There was a suction cup underneath the dildo, so it stood upright, swaying a bit from left to right. I bought this one specifically because it was so big - almost ten inches - but also because of the suction cup. I wanted to put it on the wall of the shower and fuck her as she slobbered all over it, but I had not found the courage to propose this yet. But here we were, and my wife was taking control, making my fantasies come true without me having to ask her a thing.


  “It’s so big, isn’t it?” She asked me. “What do you think?”


  “It is,” I said breathlessly. My whole body was tingling at this point.


  She wrapped one hand around the big black pole, her fingers barely fully grasping the ebony rod.


  “I can barely hold it, it’s just so big.”


  I licked my lips, my mouth had gone completely dry.


  “Do you think it’s bigger than yours, honey?”


  She looked me straight in the eye, a mischievous glint in her blue eyes.


  “Is this cock bigger than yours?”


  My whole face turned red. “Y-Yes,” I sputtered.


  “Show me,” she said decisively. “Pull down your pants. Show me that small cock of yours.”


  Hesitantly I unbuttoned my jeans and let them drop to my ankles. After pausing for a second, I dropped my boxers as well. My cock jumped out, throbbing and hard. There was no denying it as the evidence was right there: I was getting off on this. I was now standing in my dining room, pants around my ankles, as my wife stroked the big black dildo I got her and teased my small cock. In my wildest dreams I never pictures this would ever become a reality.


  “Look at that little thing,” my wife said deviously. She reached out and wrapped her hand around it. It fit into the palm of her hand easily, quite unlike the other pole she was stroking.


  “They’re so different. Here, let’s compare.”


  She took the dildo off the table and held it next to my small cock. The big black dildo was at least twice as large as my cock, if not more.


  “Do you think I deserve a big black cock, like this one? A hard, throbbing, black cock? It could fulfill me in ways you never could.” I noticed one of her hands had snaked between her legs. She was rubbing herself off as she was humiliating me. She was getting off as well.


  I nodded, astounded she suddenly became so kinky. Emily had never been a prude, but she did have a conservative, vanilla taste. Sex was usually missionary, and once a week if I was lucky.


  “Yes,” my voice croaked.


  “Good,” she purred, “because since I read your stories this afternoon, getting my mouth full of big black cock is all I could think about,” she admitted. She stuck out her tongue, teasing the slit of the dildo.


  “Is what you want baby, to watch me suck on this cock? If it is, I want you to stroke that little pecker of yours as I worship this big pole.”


  I couldn’t help myself. I grabbed my cock and tugged at it, eager for her to continue. She watched me jerk-off, obviously pleased with herself.


  “That’s it baby, jerk that small cock for me, watch me work this black cock.”


  She opened her mouth wide and took the large, purple head into her mouth. I let out an audible moan as she wrapped her lips around the ebony pole. She sucked on it hard, bobbing her head up and down wildly, trying to take as much of it down her throat as possible. Her hand was working overtime between her legs, rubbing herself to an orgasm.


  “Mmmmmpff,” she moaned, her mouth full. I was so turned on I felt my orgasm quickly approaching. I stopped jerking it - I wanted to savor every last second of this wild evening.


  She removed it from her mouth, stroking the dildo hard and fast.


  “Are you gonna cum baby?” She asked me, her eyes wild. I nodded affirmatively.


  “Do it baby. Cum for me. Show me you’re a true cuckold. I wish this was a real black cock, baby. I want you to watch me suck a real, big, black cock. I want to swallow all that ebony seed, honey. I want it to full my mouth with that delicious cum, and then, oh then baby, I’m going to let him fuck me. That’s what you want isn’t it? To watch a big black cock fill my married pussy with its seed? To watch your wife be a wanton cumslut?”


  That sent me over the edge. I came without even touching my cock - my cum spurted out, shooting my pearly white seed all over the dining table and my wife’s face. A few spurts hit her square in the face, and one wayward shot landed right on top of the black dildo.


  My wife closed her eyes, enjoying the cum shower I was giving her. This was another new thing for us, she had never ever let me give her a facial before.


  She smiled at me, cum dripping down her cheeks.


  “Look at that,” she whispered, glancing down at the big pole in front of her, one hand still wrapped tightly around it. My cum was dribbling down the edge.


  “Some cum for this black cock slut,” she moaned as she eagerly lapped up the seed. Her whole body shook and trembled as her own orgasm washed over her. Imagining licking the cum off a black cock sent her over the edge, and she let out a low, animalistic groan as she came right there at the dinner table.


  I sat down on my chair across from her, not knowing what to say or do. Where do you go from here?


  She savored the moment, closing her eyes and throwing her head back. She relaxed for a few minutes, enjoying her post-orgasmic bliss. When she opened her eyes she looked at me sheepishly.


  “Did you like that, baby?”


  “Yes,” I said. “Where did that come from though? I’ve never seen you so… kinky.”


  She laughed. “I don’t even know. I was talking to Beth this morning, and what she told me got me thinking… and very horny. I’ve never told you this, because I didn’t think you would want to hear it, but my number one fantasy has always been sleeping with a black man.”


  Her cheeks were glowing as she told me this. Being as open as this about our fantasies was very liberating for her.


  “For real?” I asked. “You’re not just saying this for me?”


  “For real,” she said. “As you know I grew up in a small, white town, and my parents were always very strict. They warned me about the ‘danger’ of black guys… and what a girl can’t have, well…”


  Even though I had just had one of the most powerful orgasm of my life, my dick was quickly coming back to life.


  “So then I came home, and I was too curious not to look… I checked out your computer, and I found movie after movie of white girls being drilled by the biggest, blackest guys I had ever seen. It was so hot baby. I never knew porn could be so hot. I actually masturbated a few times while watching…” she admitted to me, suddenly becoming shy.


  “Go on,” I uttered. I was hanging on her every word.


  “Well, I then looked through your bookmarks, because I was curious where you were finding all these movies… sorry for snooping by the way… and then I found a bazillion bookmarks on whole kinds of different sites, filled with cuckold and wife swapping and wife sharing stories. I had no idea this was even a thing, so I spent all day reading up, making myself hornier and hornier… and planning this surprise for you.”


  She smiled coyly at me. “Either you were going to love it… or hate me for it. I think it’s safe to say you loved it,” she said with a wink.


  “Uh, yeah,” I stammered. “I guess I sure did.”


  “Why did you never tell me you liked this baby? We could have started this years ago.”


  “Same reason you never shared your fantasies with me, I suppose,” I retorted. “Afraid of your reaction. I didn’t want to ruin a good thing. Fantasies are nice and all, but I’d never want to risk our marriage for anything.”


  “Of course not!” She said. “Nothing will get in the way of us.”


  She reached out her hand for me. I grabbed it, and she rubbed the palms of my hands with her thumbs, squeezing my hand lovingly.


  “Nothing will come between us, I promise… especially not some meaningless sex.”


   


  *


   


  That was the start of our new life. It was like my wife had a new personality. She enjoyed humiliating me, and I enjoyed serving her. Every time I’d come home from work, she’d be waiting for me, wearing lingerie or just naked, the big black dildo never far away.


  Our experimenting quickly escalated. Within days I would spent the entire night licking her pussy, eating her ass or worshiping her feet as she revered that big black dildo, telling me she couldn’t wait to let me suck out a black man’s cum straight out of her creamy cunt. The closer to orgasm she got, the filthier her dirty talk would become. Deep down I knew it was only a matter of time before she would try to make the fantasy a reality. The fire was simply burning too bright.


  I told myself I’d put a stop to it when we got to that station. It was something I had told myself every step of the way, and deep down, I knew damn well I wasn’t going to stop her. If I came home one night and found her with a black man in our bed, and she commanded me to lick her feet as he fucked her, I probably would. It was an uncomfortable truth I had difficulty accepting, but every night I got a little bit closer to realizing it was the truth.


  Your wife can only tell you she’s going to find a black cock to fuck her bareback so many times before you start believing it.


   


  *


   


  It started after two weeks. It was a night like any other - I was on my knees in front of the couch, my tongue buried deep inside my wife’s asshole as she licked the big black dildo, telling me what a worthless lover I was and how she was going to find a black man to take care of her needs.


  “I think I found a good candidate, baby.”


  “Mmm?”


  “My personal trainer, Marcus. He’s been flirting with me for weeks. What would you say if I went out with him?”


  I was unsure if we were still in the realm of fantasy, or if this was really happening. I hesitated, which she picked up on. She pushed her feet into my crotch, masturbating me with her feet - something we had just discovered I got off from.


  “What do you think baby? You’ll finally get to eat that creampie you’ve always fantasized about…”


  Once again, my body betrayed me. Before I had a chance to voice my very real concerns, lust took over, and my cock wanted nothing more than to explode with creamy goodness. I moaned involuntarily.


  “That’s it, suck my pussy baby! Suck it good!” She yelled as she grabbed the back of my head and forcefully pushed me into her pussy, smothering me. I loved this. I came instantly, my cum dribbling out my small cock, splatting on the floor.


  “I knew you’d like it.”


  She pushed me back with one foot.


  “I have to go get ready.”


  “What do you mean?” I said, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand. “I thought we were staying in tonight?”


  “You are,” she said quizzically. “But I have a date.”


  I looked at her puzzled, not wanting to believe her.


  “What?”


  She smiled lewdly at me.


  “I told Marcus to pick me up at eight. I knew you’d understand.”


  All the blood drained from my face.


  “You can’t be serious baby,” I protested. “We were just playing.”


  “Were we?” She countered. “In all our years together, I’ve never seen you so insatiable, so horny, as these past few weeks. I think you want this as much, if not more, than I do. And if you don’t have the balls to make your biggest fantasy a reality, then I will do it for you.”


  I listened breathlessly as she berated me. How did she manage to turn it around so that her cheating on me was her doing me a favor?


  “I am going to get ready,” she continued on. “I love you Brian, nothing will ever change that, certainly not a single date. While I’m getting ready I want you to think about what you want. If you don’t want me to go then I won’t, but I will never ever indulgence you in your fantasy again, either. It’s not fair to me. Either we do this all the way, or not at all.”


  I was stunned. I knew this moment may have been coming, but it still hit me like a slap in the face. She walked off, and soon I heard the shower running. I sat down in my recliner, my mind doing a thousand miles a minute. My entire marriage had just been turned upside down.


  I couldn’t let her go, that much was obvious to me, but my ‘other head’ had other plans. If I said no, she would never indulge me again. We’d go back to having vanilla, under-the-covers sex. I don’t know if I could go back to that after the kink-fest we’d been having for the past two weeks. Her claim was tad bit unfair, but I could also acknowledge that the endless fantasizing had created desires that I could not fulfill.


  I sat there in my chair, weighing all my options, not quite reaching a solution, when suddenly Emily was standing in front of me. Almost an hour had passed - I was so occupied with my thoughts the time had flown by.


  I looked up at her. She looked stunning. She was wearing high heels, and stockings. A low-cut, sexy, black dress adorned her body. I had never seen this particular dress before. She had done her make-up and hair as well - she looked down to fuck.


  “What do you think? Do you think Marcus will approve?” She asked me as she did a twirl in front of me. The back of her dress was cut so short I could see the curves of her ass.


  I was blown away. She looked killer. She hadn’t gotten this dressed up for me in years.


  “You look amazing,” I stammered. “Stunning.”


  “Good. That’s what I was going for.”


  A car horn sounded outside.


  “That’s him!” She yelped, her voice cheerful. She bent over and kissed me on the top of my head.


  “See you later honey. Don’t wait up, I don’t know when I’ll be back… but don’t play with yourself either, I want that all for myself. Bye!”


  She ran outside, a skip in her step. I was left flabbergasted. She hadn’t even asked for my final approval - she was too giddy with excitement, and now, it was too late. The door slammed, and seconds later, I heard the car driving away. I looked out the window, but it was too late to see anything.


  I fixed myself a strong drink. This was going to be a tough night.


  Suddenly my phone buzzed. It was a message from Emily.


  I opened it as quickly as possible. What I saw made me gasp for air. It was a picture of her legs in the passenger seat of the car. A big, black hand was holding onto her upper thigh, the fingers digging into her soft flesh.


  “;)” was the message accompanying this photo.


  I had no idea what an appropriate response would be. I figured I had to be supportive now, as it was too late to voice any concerns. I sent her a “have fun”, and waited for more messages.


  Unfortunately, none followed.


  That evening was one of the worst of my life. I simply couldn’t relax for even a second. All I could picture was my wife in the arms of this dark and mysterious stranger. Where had they gone? Maybe they had just gone out for dinner, and she was just testing me, teasing me, checking to see how far she could take it… but as soon as I started thinking that, there was always another voice. A voice that pointed out the lustful look she got whenever we role played. A voice that pointed out fucking a black guy was her number one fantasy. That voice insisted she was sucking his cock only minutes after she went out the door, and by now she was probably being fucked sideways in a hotel room. I imagined over and over the view that this Marcus would see when he pulled her dress up and moved her black, silk panties to the side… he’d see her pretty little pussy. A pussy that belonged to me, but tonight, it belonged to him.


  I drank. A lot. Finally I managed to pass out at 2 AM, waiting in my recliner.


  I was jolted awoke when I heard a car door slam outside. I glanced at the clock. 3:45 AM. Keys rattling outside. This was it. I got up and waited in the hallway.


  Emily opened the door and tumbled inside, nearly falling over.


  I flicked on the light.


  What I saw then was beyond my wildest fears.


  She was an absolute mess.


  “Hi honey,” she slurred. She was drunk. Her hair was mess - it was completely ruffled and disheveled. Her make-up was smeared and her neck and cleavage were covered with red bite and lovemarks. In the light I saw some white stains on her black dress, and I realized right away what they were.


  She kicked off her high heels and stumbled over towards me. She wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me hard on the lips, pushing her tongue into my mouth. I kissed her back, and detected an unknown musky flavor to her kiss. It was a poignant and bitter taste… with horror I realized I was probably tasting a black man’s cock on my wife’s breath. I nearly gagged.


  “I’ve been a bad girl,” she mumbled to me. Her eyes were glazed over, partly with alcohol, partly with lust.


  “Do you want to know how bad?”


  I nodded yes. I had to know. She pushed me down to my knees as she slowly lifted her dress, grinning down at me.


  She lifted the dress all the way to her navel, and I was shocked to see she wasn’t wearing any underwear. Her bald, messy pussy was only inches from my face.


  Her wet folds were red and swollen. Freshly fucked.


  “I lost my underwear,” she said without a hint of remorse. “Give my pussy a kiss, baby.”


  Slowly I inched closer and closer to her cunt. The smell was poignant. I couldn’t believe I was about to do this. I opened my mouth and stuck out my tongue. The moment the tip of my tongue touched her clit, she let out a low moan.


  “That’sssss ittttt,” she sighed as she grabbed the back of my head and pushed it all the way into her freshly fucked cunt, smothering me. “Clean up my sloppy pussy baby… there’s two loads in there for you.”


  I was overcome with lust. I lapped and licked and sucked on her cunt, driven crazy by the sexy smell, the divine taste, the blissful flavor. I buried my face between her heavenly thighs. I forgot all about my worries, about her indiscretions, about my own humiliations. Sucking on her used cunt was an euphoric experience.


  “That’s it, lick it baby, oh yeahhh,” she moaned, encouraging me to go on. “Right there, right there, oh yes, right there,” she breathed heavily, her orgasm quickly approaching.


  “You’re so naughty baby, you’re so bad, I’m so bad, I’m such a bad girl, oh yes, oh right there, yes, more baby, do it, lick it, oh god baby, he shot his load inside me honey, right where you are now licking me, he pulled out his big black cock and I knew I had to ride that big thing, knew I had to have it inside of me, and he did it, he fucked me baby, in the car, in his house, everywhere, we fucked all night baby, yes, YES YES OH YES HE FUCKED ME ALL NIGHT!”


  Her body trembled and shook as the most powerful orgasm of her life washed over her, exploding deep inside her core. She held me tightly in place, her thighs clenching together, nearly suffocating me.


  “OHHHHH YESSSSSSS,” she cried, her voice echoing off the walls. Our neighbors must have heard every word she said.


  Exhausted, she fell backwards, staggering, leaning against the front door.


  “Holy shit,” she said gasping for air.


  My face was drenched. A mixture of her and Marcus’s juices clung to my face. I licked my lips, relishing in the forbidden taste.


  She smiled at me, and I smiled back. No words were spoken, but we knew we both loved every second of our moment together. She headed into the bathroom to freshen up and take a quick shower, while I waited for her on our marital bed, naked, my cock standing at full attention.


  When she came out of the shower and saw me waiting, cock in hand, she couldn’t help but laugh.


  “I’m so exhausted baby,” she said. “I feel bad for you.”


  “Tell me everything honey,” I said as I slowly rubbed my cock, making sure not to cum too fast. “I haven’t cum all night… like you told me to,” I added softly.


  “Oh, you listened?” She said surprised. “I just said that to tease you some more, but I figured you’d be jerking yourself silly all night…”


  “Well, I wanted to, yeah,” I admitted, “but I wanted to service you as well when you got home… so let’s do that!”


  She climbed onto the bed with me, pressing her naked frame against mine. I hugged her, grabbing her soft, white ass and pressing my cock against her.


  “Turn around and I’ll fuck you,” I growled into her ear.


  “Ooh baby, my pussy is just too sore, sorry,” she said, shooting me down. “His cock is so big, you have no idea.”


  My cock jumped at those words, slapping against her tummy.


  “Oh, you like that?” She smiled coyly at me.


  I frowned at her, despite my raging erection. “No sex?” I asked, the disappointment clearly audible in my voice.


  She grabbed my cock, giving it a few quick strokes.


  “Not tonight… but don’t worry, I’ll give you the attention you deserve.”


  She climbed on top of me, getting into a 69 position. Her ass was hovering above my face as she wrapped her lips around my cock. She sucked my entire cock into her mouth, rolling her tongue around my head.


  “Mmm… I like that I can fit your entire cock in my mouth… with Marcus, I had trouble even getting my lips around the head!”


  “Oh god,” I moaned in response.


  “Not that I didn’t try though… Mmmm… he pulled out his cock in the car right away… and told me to get to work, like an obedient little housewife…”


  “And did you?” I asked excited. I was on the verge of orgasm.


  “Mmmhm! You know that picture I sent you? Well, you couldn’t see, but my other hand was in his crotch, holding that giant black pole of his…”


  “Holy shit.”


  She shifted her weight, pushing her ass down into my face.


  “Lick me baby, lick my ass,” she moaned with a heavy breath. I did my best, licking and lapping at her asshole, tonguing her dark hole as she bobbed up and down my tiny pecker.


  “That’s it, right there. You know I told him all about you.”


  My cock surged with another rush of blood at that statement. That was beyond humiliating.


  “His exacts words were… ‘You’re not the first white housewife to want a piece of dark meat, baby…’ and then he just pulled out his manhood… he was so arrogant about it, it turned me on like crazy!”


  I felt my orgasm rise up. My cock got as hard as a rock, and my toes curled.


  “That’s it, cum in my mouth, cum like the obedient wimp you are.”


  I shot my load off into her mouth. My semen shot out, the orgasm rocking my body. All the pent up lust, anger and frustration flowed out of me as I shot load after load of my pearly white seed into my slutwife’s mouth. She gulped it all down in one swallow.


  She turn climbed off me and laid down on her side of the bed. “I love you baby,” she said with a heavy sigh before she instantly dozed off. She was exhausted from the fuck-a-thon she received all night. I cuddled up close to her, burying my face in her chest, equally tired and worn out. The night had been an absolute rollercoaster emotionally, and part of me was glad it was over…


   


  …but I also realized very well that this was just the beginning of a whole new life for us.


   


  ***


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


  Did you love Cuckolded by her Personal Trainer? Then you should check out Taken by the Billionaires!
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  You get your promotion... we get your wife.


   


  When Jeff is invited to the mansion of his billionaire boss, he is sure he's going to get a promotion. "Bring your wife," his boss Mr. Pierce instructed him, and Jeff made sure his young wife Amy is looking her absolute best.


   


  The couple is surprised to find a group of billionaires waiting for him and his lovely wife. When his boss leads Jeff to his office, leaving Amy alone in a room full of men, the unsuspecting husband has no idea he is about to sign his wife away.


   


  If Jeff wants to get that promotion, his billionaire boss and his friends want something in return... his wife.


   


  Excerpt


   


  ‘Jeff has to attend to some business,’ my boss spoke softly, but I could still hear him clearly. ‘He left you with us so you could… entertain us.’ His hand slid down her back, gripping her ass firmly, like all the other men had did before him.


  ‘But,’ my wife protested demurely, ‘I don’t think we should…’


  My boss looked down at her with a cold, steely glare. ‘Would you disobey your husband, miss Smith? If there is a problem, please let me know,’ he said dominantly.


  ‘No-no,’ my wife shook her head quickly. ‘There’s no problem, but-’


  ‘Excellent. Because if there was, your husband’s job would be in jeopardy.’


  My wife slumped her shoulders in defeat, giving in to this alpha billionaire’s demands. I was fuming, my fists balled up in anger.


  He pulled my wife in close, swaying her body to the music, his hands roaming her back. He lifted up her dress and resumed squeezing her naked cheeks. My wife rested her head on his shoulder, ceasing her slight resistance. Mr. Pierce stared at me through the glass, a commanding glare in his cold eyes. He had me and my wife by the balls and he knew it.


  He kissed the nape of her neck, one hand holding her butt while the other rubbed the back of her neck. This was my wife’s weak spot – she goes crazy when you touch the back of her neck. I always called it my instant-sex-spot. My boss found it instantly, her body immediately reacting when he stroked her neck. Her tense posture relaxed, letting her small frame fall into him, and she let out a deep sigh.


  I saw my boss grin evilly when he realized this was going to be very easy for him. He kept on kissing and sucking on her neck, and I saw my wife’s cheeks turn a dark shade of red. Her breathing got heavy, and her hard nipples were clearly visible through her dress.


  He maneuvered her close to the mirror, so that even when he whispered to her, I could still hear them clearly. There must have been microphones in the mirror to help pass the sounds through.


  ‘You know I’m going to fuck you, don’t you Amy?’ He whispered into my wife’s ear as he pressed his hard body against hers. She had her eyes closed, her head thrown back, letting into his demands.


  ‘I’m going to fuck you in front of all these people… they are going to watch every inch of your body as I fill you with my cum.’


   


   


  Continue reading!


  Also by Emilia Steele


   


  Gangbang Stories


  Taken in the Tub
Taken in the Sauna
Taken in the Stripclub
Taken by the Team
Taken at the Pool Party
Taken at the Resort
Taken at the Office Party
Taken at the Beach
Taken by the Billionaires
Taken at the Xmas Party
Taken at the Football Party
Taken while Camping


  Cuckold Stories


  Cuckolded by my Black Boss, Part 1


  Cuckolded by my Black Boss, Part 2


  Cuckolded by a Colleague


  Cuckolded by the Black Billionaire
Cuckolded by my Black Neighbor


  Connect with Emilia Steele


  I'm Emilia Steele: a single, young girl, with big dreams and a healthy sexual appetite. When I'm not living out my fantasies, I love sharing these naughty fantasies with my readers. I live with my two cats, and when I'm not out running, I am probably huddled up on the couch with a good book and some tea. I just want to THANK YOU! for supporting an independent author!


   


  You can visit my author page at: amazon.com/author/emiliasteele/


  You can reach me directly at emiliasteele@gmail.com


   


  Be sure to subscribe to my newsletter! You’ll receive the totally free, absolutely naughty story and you’’ll be kept up to date with my newest releases as well! Don’t hesitate, sign up now and you’ll receive that hot and free story in your inbox right away!


  http://eepurl.com/Sxflv


  Still want more?


  Sign up for the Naughty List! You get FREE erotica books just by signing up to The Naughty List, along with a daily newsletter packed to the brim with discounts, deals, and tons of freebies from all your favorite authors!


  http://bit.ly/OctY1x
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