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  Preface


   


  This box set contains four wife-sharing novellas — over 80,000 words of smutty goodness.


  



  My Wife, His Toy


  Donald wants nothing more than to start a family with his hot young wife Mary, but when a test reveals he's infertile, his world comes crumbling down. Luckily, his fertile best friend Tony can solve all his problems - by knocking up his wife. Tony has lusted after Mary for years, but out of respect for his best friend, he has never made a move on her. But when Donald offers his wife to him, he can't resist turning the prim and proper housewife into his personal toy...


  



  Jamaica Mistaka


  Michael knows just what his wife Amy needs: a tropical vacation in Jamaica! A whole week of lounging on the beach, sipping on cocktails and showing off his curvy wife to all the island men.. he has it all figured out. James, an ebony stud and Michael's surf instructor, has dealt with white couples before, and he is intent on taking the white wife hard and without protection. Can Amy resist his advances... or will she succumb to his dark meat?


  



  Hot Tub Hot Wife


  Thomas desperately wants to take his wife Linda to a sauna and show her off to all the men there, but the prim and proper housewife is way too shy for something so lewd. Linda complains to her best friend Roxy, but to her shock, Roxy reveals she and her studly black boyfriend visit the sauna all the time. "How about you two go with us? Me and Marcus will show you two around," she offers, and Linda gratefully accepts. The young wife has always secretly been curious as to what Roxy's curvy, buxom figure looked like underneath her clothes. Her new boyfriend, the tall and dark Marcus, also piqued her interest. Were the rumors about black men and their size true? She was about to find out... Tomas is ecstatic when Linda tells him she set up a double date with Roxy & Marcus at the wellness center, but will he regret it when he sees the large, powerful tool the black man is packing? Once the foursome is in the hot tub together their hands start wandering, and before they know it, Thomas & Linda are powerless to resist the advances of the big black Marcus...


  



  My Wife & The Bully


  Daniel has it all: A good job, a nice home and a loving wife. Plus, he's up for a big promotion. Life is good. His past is far behind him.. or so he thought. When his old bully becomes his new boss, Daniel's peaceful life is turned upside down. To make matters worse, his pretty young wife starts acting really strange. What's going on, right under his nose? His wife's hot past becomes an obsession for Daniel, and what he discovers will shock him to his core.. 


   


  Happy reading!


   


  ~ Emilia.
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  More Wife Sharing Stories by Emilia Steele


  My Wife,


  His Toy.


   


  A Wife Sharing Novella,


   


  by Emilia Steele.


  Chapter 1


   


  “What’s your biggest fantasy?”


   


  It was that seemingly innocuous question that sent Donald and Mary down the rabbit hole. The young couple was in Sweden, visiting Mary’s parents, and while they were on a leisurely stroll through the dense forest, Donald sprung the question on his unsuspecting wife. This question had been burning inside of him for weeks on end, and this trip was the perfect time to reinvigorate their sex life. They had been trying for a baby for the past year, and the constant pressure to perform had made their lovemaking robotic and obligatory. They were going through the motions, but along the way, a sense of passion had been lost.


   


  Mary smiled, a wide, ear-to-ear smile, baring her white teeth. “I think you know that,” she said as she squeezed her husbands hand.


   


  Already Donald felt the blood surging to his member as he contemplated what to say next. She was right - he knew exactly what his wife’s biggest fantasy was: Two cocks at the same time. In the first few years of their marriage, the couple had extensively role played this fantasy, even going as far as to buy a life-like dildo for Mary to suck on while Donald pounded her from to back. Those times were always amazing, and Donald would cum way too quickly for his own liking when he heard his wife gag on the fake cock in her mouth. In truth, this conversation wasn’t about Mary’s biggest fantasy. It was about Donald’s.


   


  The couple was all alone in the lush, thick forest, allowing them to talk freely. The chirps of woodland critters and the soothing sounds of a small stream were the only thing they could hear. Being so far away from civilization liberated the couple, eliminating them from the burdens of society, if for only a short while.


   


  “Why do you ask?”


   


  “Well, I wanted to talk about… our sex life.”


   


  “What about it? Are you unhappy? I know things haven’t been going as planned, but…” Mary asked. Their childlessness weighed heavy on her mind - every month that went by without success was yet another failure, and slowly but surely, she was starting to lose hope.


   


  “No, it’s not that, don’t worry. I just want to spice things up a little.”


   


  “Okay. What did you have in mind?”


   


  Donald sought for the right words. Should he dive right in, and tell her all he ever thought about was her sleeping with another man? Or would that spook her?


   


  Mary searched his face for clues, wondering what was going on in that gorgeous head of his.


   


  “I want to roleplay and fantasize a few scenarios,” Donald said hesitantly. “We’ve been so busy conceiving, I feel like we’ve lost touch with each other, you know?”


   


  “Mmmh,” Mary hummed in agreement. “Like what?”


   


  Donald avoided her inquisitive eyes, a blush appearing on his face.


   


  “Come on, spit it out!” Mary laughed. “Don’t be shy with me, we’ve been married for almost eight years! You can’t surprise me, mister.”


   


  Donald laughed with his wife. God, she was gorgeous, he thought. The years only added to her beauty. From her wide smile and high cheek bones to her round, plump butt — she was a total knockout. Any man would go crazy for her… and that’s exactly what Donald wanted to see.


   


  “Okay, here it goes,” Donald said as he took a deep breath. “I’m really happy with you, and our sex life, and I don’t want to ‘add’ anyone to that and possibly ruin what we have, okay? That said, I don’t see why we can’t fantasize about it. That’s harmless. Right? Am I making sense?”


   


  Mary smiled as her husband started rattling. She could tell from the flush on his cheek and the shakiness of his voice that this was important to him, even though she couldn’t yet quite grasp what he was aiming at. It didn’t matter though. She loved him with all her heart, and would do anything to please him. She knew when she started dating he didn’t have a vanilla taste, and that’s part of the reason why she loved him. Never a dull moment.


   


  “Sure,” she said. “Fantasies are harmless. So a threesome, is that what you want? With another woman?”


   


  “Yes. Well, maybe. Or a couple. Or just a guy.”


   


  The words flopped out Donald’s mouth.


   


  “A guy? Really? Like we used to roleplay, you mean?”


   


  Mary was glowing as memories started flooding back. She loved it whenever Donald would tie her up and use her body relentlessly, forcing her to suck on a dildo as he fucked her. The thought alone made her wet with anticipation. Surrendering her body like that… it was her ultimate turn-on. Sadly, with both of them working full-time jobs, when they did have time for love-making, getting pregnant was all that was on Mary’s mind. Their role playing had taken a back seat.


   


  “Yes. Maybe. Kinda like that.”


   


  “What do you mean?”


   


  “Well…” This was it. “I like to fantasize about you… with another guy. Without me. Just you and him.”


   


  When those words left Donald’s mouth, it felt like a weight had been lifted from his shoulders. He had been carrying this secret with him for years, and the fantasy had only gotten stronger with each passing day. He suspected it wouldn’t be a complete surprise for his wife, as he was well aware of her threesome fantasies and he was more than happy to play along.


   


  “Is that weird?”


   


  “Of course not,” Mary said immediately. “I don’t think it’s commonplace, but that doesn’t make it weird. I’ve heard about it before.”


   


  “I’m just afraid you’ll think I’m weird or something, or—”


   


  “Stop it, baby,” Mary said softly as she wrapped her arms around her husband. “I love you. Okay? I love you. Sexual fetishes and all. Never worry about what I’ll think of you, alright?”


   


  Donald pressed his lips firmly against his wife’s, savoring the sweet moment. “God, you’re an amazing wife. I’m so lucky to have you.”


   


  “Damn right. It would be a shame not to share me, right?”


   


  Donald’s cock surged with blood at his wife’s playful quip. She understood him through and through, and always knew exactly what buttons to press to get a rise out of him. Sometimes he wondered if she was secretly psychic.


   


  Mary felt his cock harden as it pressed against her hips. She grabbed her husbands hands and lowered them down unto her firm butt.


   


  “That’s what you want, right? For another man to have me?”


   


  Donald nodded, breathing heavily. That was exactly what he wanted.


   


  Mary nuzzled her husband’s neck, her minty breath tickling his ears as she whispered naughty things.


   


  “I think I can do that… I wouldn’t mind another man’s strong hands on my ass, his fingers digging into my skin, taking me, touching me…”


   


  A low, involuntary moan escaped from Donald's mouth as his wife teased him relentlessly.


   


  “Calm down, tiger,” she said, patting the large bulge in his jeans. “Or you’ll cum right here!”


   


  “Let’s keep walking,” Donald said, “before I fuck you right here in the woods!”


   


  “You’d like that, wouldn’t you?”


   


  “You bet,” Donald growled as he smacked his wife’s round, perky ass.


   


  “Mmm,” Mary moaned. “So would I… but I don’t want my parents to come looking for us and find me bent over on a tree, haha!”


   


  “Let them watch if they want to,” Donald joked.


   


  “Okay, now that’s pervy!” Mary laughed. “Let’s walk back to the house, then… while you tell me more about what you had in mind.”


   


  The couple walked back to the house, hand in hand, as Donald shared his deepest and darkest fantasies. Spurred on by the tranquility of the woods, and the understanding, loving nature of his wife, he felt free from all anxiety and bared all. More than he had ever planned to.


   


  “It’s just really sexy to think about you being pleasured, having sex, being fucked. I can’t describe exactly why, it just… is.”


   


  “I get it. Is there anyone particular you had in mind, though? Some scenario or place?”


   


  “Countless!” Donald laughed. “Realistically, of course, it would have to be a stranger on vacation, but when we’re just fantasizing, it could be anyone. And, as far as I’m concerned, you can take things pretty far. The sluttier, the better, if you know what I mean,” Donald rattled on. He was really gathering steam now.


   


  Mary nodded thoughtfully about the free reins her husband was handing her. This started out as a conversation about fantasies, but where there’s fantasy, there’s also a very real, very hungry urge.


   


  “So if I tell you to call the massage parlor and set me up with a massage with Jamal, you wouldn’t mind?”


   


  Donald’s blood started to pump a little quicker. Jamal had been the focal point of countless fantasies for him. Donald and Mary took a couple’s massage at the local parlor every few months, and last time they went, Mary got paired up with the ebony stud. All massage long, all Donald could think about was Jamal’s strong, firm hands touching his wife’s skin. He was as hard as a rock. His masseuse has given him a weird look when she saw the tent he was pitching, but only he knew it wasn’t meant for her. Every time he heard the bed creak next to him, he imagined that Jamal was sliding his thick member into his loving wife with him only a few feet away, blissfully unaware. Of course, this hadn’t been the case… but it didn’t stop his imagination from working overtime.


   


  “Uh-huh,” Donald breathed. “I’d like that.”


   


  “Even if I went all by myself? And I’d wear that see-through black thong you like so much?”


   


  “Yes,” Donald said, his mouth suddenly dry. This was all going so fast. His wife was taking to this like a duck takes to water. “But only if you come straight home and I get to lick your freshly fucked pussy.”


   


  Holy crap did I really just say that out loud?! Donald licked his chapped lips, unsure of his wife’s reaction. Had he crossed the line?


   


  Mary smirked, her big blue eyes twinkling with desire. Her husband was more a submissive than he had let on. She had read about such men, and their wanton desires. It had sounded perfect to her. Too perfect. All the rough sex she could ever want, and a loving husband at home who doesn’t shirk his duties. It was like a fairy tale. Yet, here he was, her Donald, the strong, dominant, protective man she fell in love with all those years ago, offering her that perfect life. For real.


   


  “Of course,” she said nonchalantly. She leaned over and kissed Donald’s cheek.


   


  “My pussy belongs to you, no matter whose cum its filled with!”


   


  Donald was dizzy with desire. With started out as a tentative conversation about reinvigorating their love life had quickly turned into the hottest talk they’d had in their marriage.


   


  They had reached the cottage belonging to Mary’s parents. All that pent up lust, and now they had to sit down with his in-laws? Not happening.


   


  “Let’s fuck,” Donald said hoarsely. “I want you, now.”


   


  “We can’t,” Mary hesitated. “My parents are waiting for us.”


   


  “Tell them we’re tired and are going to lie down for a while,” Donald insisted. “I’ll wait in our cabin.”


   


  Mary bit her bottom lip as she weighed her options. Donald grabbed her hand and placed it firmly on the bulge in his crotch. “I’m going to fuck you, now, you slut,” he growled.


   


  “Okay,” she squealed. “Go.”


   


  Donald waited in their cabin for his wife to return. Her parents had built several cabins on their huge tract of land, providing their visitors with the necessary privacy.


   


  The moment she returned, they were all over each other. Clothes were shed instantly as they attacked one another, eager to satisfy their pent up lust. Donald stripped her off her dress and pushed her down on the bed, lining up his hard, throbbing cock with her sopping wet pussy. He entered her, his cock sliding into the hilt with only one stroke. She was wetter and more eager than she had ever been.


   


  “Oh fuck,” Donald groaned as he pounded his wife’s round, white ass. The thought of her parents sipping tea a few hundred yards away while he unloaded his cum into their slutty daughters cunt only made him harder. He loved the idea of turning their innocent, naive little girl into a cockhungry cumdumpster.


   


  “I’m your slut, baby,” Mary moaned, her eyes rolled to the back of her head as Donald fucked her as hard as he could. The entire bed was shaking with each thrust as he hit her G-spot, over and over again. “I’ll fuck whoever you want me to. I’ll let everyone fuck me. I’m such a slut, I don’t even care, I just crave cock, baby. I just want to have my pussy filled!”


   


  Each word leaving Mary’s lips only added more fuel to Donald’s fire. The sensations he was feeling were nearly indescribable. He was lost in a haze of lust, everything else faded to the background. There was only him, his wife, and the best, dirtiest sex in the world.


   


  “Who do you want to fuck?!” Donald grunted through gritted teeth. He pulled out, rubbing the purple, swollen head of his cock against her wet lips. He was ready to blow, and eager to savor every last moment. “I want to hear the naughtiest, filthiest, dirtiest thing you can think of, your deepest desire.”


   


  Mary’s head was swimming with wanton thoughts, her sex burning brightly with shameless desire. The couple had lost all inhibitions, but Donald was pushing for even more. There was one name in particular that would pop up into Mary’s head every once and a while… someone that, despite her better judgment, she had always been curious about. But she couldn’t tell her husband… it was forbidden. Taboo.


   


  Sensing his wife’s hesitation, Donald continued. “Is it Jamal? Do you want his black cock inside of you? Or your boss? Do you want him to bend you over on his desk, and fuck you right in his office? Tell me, if you want me to cum deep inside you, tell me baby!” He teased her clit with his cock, sending wave after wave of pleasure through her body. She couldn’t hold out much longer, every inch of her being was begging to be fucked.


   


  “I… I can’t say,” Mary said, her voice raspy.


   


  Not satisfied, Donald spanked her. “You can and you will tell me who you want to fill this fucking slutty pussy of yours,” he said commandingly. He leaned over forwards, wrapping one hand around his wife’s throat. She loved it when he would hold her like this, choking her slightly. She loved the feeling of being used and taken so roughly, like she existed only to serve men and their desires.


   


  Donald slowly sunk his cock into his wife’s quivering cunt, taking his sweet time until he had filled her completely. He was on the very verge of orgasm, his cock throbbing with anticipation, begging for release. Yet Donald wasn’t satisfied — he could feel she had a secret desire, and he wanted to get to the bottom of it. He gave one small thrust, causing his wife to moan with desire.


   


  “Tell me,” he said sternly.


   


  “Tony,” Mary moaned between breathes. “I want Tony to fuck me. I want to be one of his toys,” she gushed. Donald froze in place, but his cock surged with blood. Tony — his best-friend?! His wife couldn’t stand him — or so he thought.


   


  Now that she had spilled the beans, there was no stopping Mary. She moved her body, fucking herself on Donald’s hard cock, as she voiced all her most wanton desires.


   


  “I want him to use me, to take me, to fuck me like one of his sluts, to pound me with that big fucking tool of his, to serve that smug asshole! Oh, yes! I’m going to fuck him baby, I’m going to — next time he visits, I’m going to let him fuck me. You know he wants me, don’t you baby, have you seen the way he looks at me? He wants me so bad — and I’m going to let hem have it, I’m going to fuck your friend and let him cum inside oF ME OH YES FUCK OH GODDD!”


   


  Mary’s body trembled fiercely as the most incredible orgasm of her life coursed through every inch of her body. Her husband had awoken a dormant fantasy, slumbering just beneath the surface. From the moment she had met her husband’s best friend that guilty thought had been lingering there, trying to claw its way out, but she had always pushed it down. She avoided him. She couldn’t stand him. Or so she told herself. In truth, she was more than curious. He surely talked the talk, but could he walk the walk?


   


  Meanwhile, Donald was flabbergasted. He never, not in a million years, would’ve thought that his wife fantasized about his best friend and former college roommate. Donald and Tony had been as thick as thieves since the first day of college. They were very different - Tony was tall and athletic, a real jock, who could never stay tied down to only one girl, while Donald was all brains and faithful to a fault, but the pair shared a sense of humor and interest in action movies that drew them together. In hindsight, his wife’s interest was obvious, after all, Tony was devilishly handsome, with broad shoulders and washboard abs, but Mary had always insisted that she didn’t really care for him. Had she just been lying because she was attracted to him?


   


  Judging from the stream of obscenities his wife vocalized as he fucked herself to orgasm on his hard, throbbing cock, this wasn’t a mere slip of the tongue. This was a deep-seated desire, a buried lust, a secret, burning passion.


   


  Could there be anything more humiliating than being cuckolded by your best friend?


   


  I’m going to fuck him. I’m going to fuck your best friend and let him cum inside of me.


   


  Those words had actually been said out loud by his own wife!


   


  Wow!


   


  As those words sunk in, reverberating inside Donald’s skull, his cock unloaded the biggest load of his wife inside his wife’s trembling pussy. Load after load of thick, white spunk was fired directly into Mary’s unprotected womb, filling her to the brim, and bringing Donald indescribable pleasure. All he could think about was his wife willingly surrendering herself to the man he had been competing with all his life —- his better looking, successful, ‘player’ mate who used women like toys. His wife, his most prized possession, in his friend’s hands…


   


  Gasping for air, the couple collapsed on the bed in a heap of sweaty limbs.


   


  “Did you like that?”


   


  “I loved it,” Donald growled as he passionately kissed his wife. It had been everything he had hoped for - and more.


   


  *


  Chapter 2


   


  Another month went by, and this meant yet another negative pregnancy test. Donald secretly hoped their lovemaking in the cabin in Sweden had finally knocked up his bride, but alas.


   


  “Don’t worry, we’ll get there next time,” Mary had said as she tried to comfort her husband. It weighed heavily on his mind. All Mary’s sisters had gotten knocked up without a hitch, and the horrible truth was staring Donald in the face.


   


  He had to get a fertility test.


   


  If it wasn’t Mary… than it was him.


   


  He didn’t tell his wife he went to the clinic - this was deeply personal. Luckily, the conversation in Sweden had the desired effect: Mary had taken to his fantasies like a fish to water. Their love-making was once again filled with passion, as Mary discovered she loved teasing her husband.


   


  She even went as far as to name her favorite toy - the big, life-like dildo - after Tony. “Oh god, Tony’s cock is so big baby,” she’d moan as she wrapped her thick lips around the head of the huge toy. It never failed to get a rise out of Donald. Truth be told, Donald was a little surprised by the exuberance of his wife. If only he had found the courage to share his fantasy sooner!


   


  The test results came back, and Donald’s worst fears were confirmed: He was infertile.


   


  Jesus Christ.


   


  How was he going to break the news? Hi honey, oh by the way we can’t ever have kids. Holy shit. As horrible as it was, there was nothing left to do than to face it head on in.


   


  “I have something to tell you,” Donald said during dinner that night.


   


  Mary looked up, smiling at her hubby. She noticed the grim look on his face right away. “What is it?”


   


  “I went to the clinic, a-and…”


   


  Donald swallowed, a large lump forming in his throat. This was it. She would be crushed - God forbid, maybe even leave him for some one else? No matter, he didn’t deserve her, he wasn’t even a man…


   


  Mary grabbed her husbands hand, holding it tightly.


   


  “What is it baby?” She said gently. She could tell from his ashen white face that his worst fears had been realized, but she needed to hear him say it.


   


  “It-It’s me. I can’t have kids.”


   


  Silence enveloped the room as Donald averted his gaze. He couldn’t bear to look his wife in the eyes - not after he had just crushed the dream of their life together.


   


  “I know how much you want a family, I’ll understand if you...” Donald’s voice trailed off.


   


  After pausing for a second, Mary stood up so quickly her chair fell up backwards. She rushed at her husband, throwing her arms around him violently.


   


  “I don’t care!” She cried out through out her tears. “I don’t care, can’t you see? Look at me, look at me Donald!”


   


  Donald turned slowly, his wife’s tear stained face coming into view. A few silent tears streamed down his own - their hopes had disappeared instantly, and it was all his fault.


   


  “I love you, you idiot! I’ll never leave you, not ever! Do you understand that?!”


   


  She presses her lips against her husbands firmly, wrapping her arms around him and holding him tightly. She was never going to let go.


   


  Donald kissed Mary back, his heart aching with grief. God, he loved this woman, and he was never going to let her go. His tongue rubbed against her bottom lip before sliding into her mouth. His hands snaked down her back, pulling her in closer, their two bodies becoming one.


   


  Mary pushed back, thrusting her crotch against her husbands, soliciting a lewd moan. He was hard and throbbing, and she wanted nothing more than to feel him deep inside of her.


   


  “Follow me,” she whispered as she led her husband upstairs.


   


  He threw her down on their marital bed, roughly yanking both of their clothes off. Donald was eager to re-claim his wife, prove his masculinity by fucking the everliving shit out of her. She wiggled her naked bottom at him, teasing him, daring him to roughly take her. He smacked her ass hard, the sound reverberating in the room, before he flipped her over, pushed her knees up to her chest and sunk his cock into her.


   


  Fueled by pure animalistic passion Donald slammed his cock into his wife, his mouth latching onto hers as her nails clawed at his back.


   


  “Fuck me baby, use me,” she moaned between strokes.


   


  Mary reached for the nightstand with one hand, and Donald knew exactly what this meant. She was reaching for her toy, for ‘Tony’, for the big, white cock that she loved teasing her husband with. The mere act of reaching for the stand made Donald’s blood run hot - he knew her hot moans, her teasing words about his best friend’s big cock were only moments away, and his cock swelled. He was close to cumming already.


   


  Suddenly, in a flash, everything became clear for him. Of course! It was all so simple.


   


  Their roleplaying, their sex life, their childlessness… all those problems could be solved by one simple solution.


   


  Ask Tony to impregnate Mary.


   


  That thought was so illicit, so naughty it made Donald’s head swim with emotions. Could he really him ask such a thing? Would he be on board?


   


  Mary slid the purple head of the toy into her waiting mouth, wrapping her thick lips around the engorged head. She stared her husband dead in the face, knowing damn well what kind of effect her teasing had on him. She saw a strange look on his face, like he just had an amazing idea.


   


  “What is it baby?”


   


  “I just had an idea,” Donald muttered, his cock still buried deep inside his wife’s wet cunt. As he looked down at the vision of beauty underneath him, he realized Tony could never say no. Mary was a blonde goddess, every man would be more than eager to fill her up with cum. If he vocalized his thought… he might never get the genie back into the bottle. His cock twitched with anticipation, eager to release its sweet juices.


   


  “Tell me baby,” Mary moaned, her voice raspy.


   


  Donald licked his lips. This was it. Jesus Christ.


   


  “We can get Tony to knock you up.”


   


  Mary’s eyes widened as her husband revealed his plan. He pushed forward as he talked, filling the young wife with his thick cock.


   


  “Oh God,” she moaned, lost for words. “You really want me to fuck his big tool?”


   


  “I want you to fuck him and his big cock, without protection. I want him to put a baby inside of you!”


   


  Mary wrapped her legs around her husbands torso, pulling him in closer. She fisted his hair, planting a firm, fiery kiss on his lips. Her body burned with desire, and every word that left Donald’s lips brought her closer to orgasm.


   


  “Will you do it for me, baby? For us?”


   


  “Uh-huh,” Mary nodded, a wicked smile on her lips.


   


  “I’ll fuck him baby. I’ll fuck your best friend. Bareback! For us! I’ll let him fill me up with that big, fat cock of his, I’ll make him cum deep inside of me, right in my pussy, until I’m pregnant with his baby!”


   


  Donald gasped for air as the sensations overwhelmed him. His wife embraced his dirty thoughts completely, and he was on the brink of unleashing an earth-shattering orgasm inside of her.


   


  “Do it baby, cum inside of me! Fill me up, just like your friend will!”


   


  Jesus Christ.


   


  Donald came hard, blasting his wife’s cunt full with his sperm. He collapsed on top of her, breathing heavily. Holy shit. Did that really just happen?


   


  The horny couple kissed passionately, getting lost in a sea of limbs and sweat as they cooled down. Mary stroked her husbands hair as she felt his cock slowly go softer inside of her.


   


  “Did you mean what you said, about Tony?” She asked. Instantly her husbands cock surged, giving her an answer.


   


  Maybe? I don’t know? Yes? Yes, I want my best friend to knock you up. Who says that? The whole proposition was insane, more than insane… but it was the only thing that made any sense to Donald. He was infertile, adoption was a long and expensive process, as was finding a donor and going the clinical route… while Tony was only a phone call away.


   


  “I want to raise a family with you, no matter how. And this makes sense, doesn’t it?”


   


  Mary’s heart fluttered as her husband basically gave her permission to sleep, nay, be impregnated by another man. Exploring this fantasy over the past few weeks had made her hornier than ever. Secretly she had always been curious about Donald’s best friend, but had pushed those thoughts far away. Now, with her husbands permission, they had been rekindled… with a passion.


   


  “I think you should give him a call.”


   


  *


  Chapter 3


   


  “Glad you could make it, Tony!”


   


  Donald shook his best friend’s hand, and like usual, Tony nearly crushed his hand with his vice-like grip. Unlike his smaller mate, Tony hit the gym regularly, and he had the physique to match.


   


  “I’m glad you invited me man. Mary, always a pleasure to see you!”


   


  Tony hugged his friend’ wife, kissing her on the cheek. She had opted for a little black dress, the garment hugging her curves in all the right places. The young wife leaned in, holding the stud tightly for a few seconds. He was as hard-bodied as ever.


   


  Tony loved seeing his friend’s wife. For him, she was the ultimate forbidden fruit. The one that got away. He had never told his best friend how he got to second base with her before Donald asked her out - water under the bridge at this point. However, this didn’t stop him from being the male stripper at Mary’s bachelorette party. Her best friend Amy had asked him, and he was more than happy to oblige.


   


  He wore a mask, so his friend’s wife had no idea it had been his cock that had been on her lips that night. That was where the fun had ended - just some light slapping of her face and mouth with the head of his thick cock, nothing serious. But ever since that night, every time Tony met Mary all he could think about was the engorged, purple head of his cock resting on those full, thick, dick-sucking lips of his friend’s wife, just teasing him to slide his cock in deeper. If the couple only knew..


   


  “How have you two been?”


   


  Donald took a sip of his beer as he contemplated how to answer. The bar they were in was crowded, but the three of them had found a private booth in the back, far away from prying eyes. Due to the loud music no one could overhear their conversation. It was perfect for the deeply private talk they were about to have.


   


  “To be honest, not great.”


   


  “What’s wrong? Are you guys having marital problems?”


   


  Mary grabbed her husbands hand, giving it a loving squeeze. They had talked about this very conversation extensively over the past weeks, going around in circles until they were both on the same page. This was the only way. They knew and trusted Tony to be respectful and discreet, and they wanted a baby as soon as possible. Still, the pair was nervous. How did Tony feel about this? Asking some one to father a child… it’s no an easy question, by any stretch.


   


  “No, no, it’s nothing like that. It’s not us, it’s… me. I-I can’t have kids.”


   


  “Holy shit!” Tony blurted out. “Are you serious?”


   


  “Afraid so.”


   


  “Goddamn! Are you guys okay? How long have you two known?”


   


  Tony fired a rapid series of questions at his best friend, befuddled by the gravity of the news. He knew how much Donald loved Mary, and how hard they’ve been trying for a kid. Tony stopped asking a while ago, afraid to open up wounds with the constant reminders of their failure to conceive.


   


  “We’re fine, it’s… it’s tough, but, we’ll be okay. There are other ways.”


   


  Donald smiled weakly, his pain alleviated a bit by his mate’s touching concern. Just wait until we get to the next bit, he thought to himself.


   


  “Yeah, I guess, but still.. I’m really sorry for you man. For you both. If there is anything I can do to help, if you need to borrow money or anything, let me know. I know these things can get crazy expensive. I just want you guys to know I’m here for you.”


   


  Tony felt guilty about thinking dirty thoughts about his friend’s wife moments before he sprung this huge barrel of information on him. To be unable to conceive… for Tony, there couldn’t be anything more humiliating. His train of thought was broken by Mary laying her hand down on his outstretched arm. The touch was electric, sending sparks through his body.


   


  “There is one way you could help us,” Mary said softly.


   


  “I’m all ears. Anything for you two,” Tony responded, still clueless as to the couple’s true intention. “What did you have in mind?”


   


  “Well, we want to have a kid that’s truly ‘ours’, you know? There’s nothing wrong with adoption, but, that’s not what we’re looking for.”


   


  “Right. So you’re thinking about donors or something?”


   


  “Something like that.”


   


  Mary was starting to get flustered as she got closer and closer to asking the best man at their wedding to fuck her silly. Donald was already blushing deeply and drowning himself in his drink. They had rehearsed this conversation countless times over the past few days, but still, it was incredibly nerve-wracking. The couple decided Mary should be the one to pull the trigger.


   


  “So what’s the deal, guys?”


   


  Tony eyed the couple suspiciously. They had suddenly gone quiet, and their demeanor had changed from sorrow to embarrassment.


   


  Mary took a deep breath, gathering all her courage. Oh my god, was she really about to ask him? All those years, those lingering looks, those naughty thoughts.. They had all calumniated in this very talk.


   


  “We want you to be the father,” Mary blurted out in one single breath. There. She said it. There was no taking it back now. “You’re like family, we trust you, we know you, we… think this is the best option.”


   


  “What now?”


   


  Tony did a double-take, nearly spilling his drink. “I, uh, what? Like a donor?”


   


  “Not quite.”


   


  Donald’s cheeks were burning brightly as his wife explained the arrangement to his best friend. His member was swollen with excitement, his palms sweaty. All he could think about was his wife underneath his former roommate, her legs wrapped around his waist as she pulled him in closer, his cock filling her up completely, thrusting into her again and again, bringing her unspeakable pleasure. Watching his wife get knocked up — there was nothing more erotic.


   


  “We’d like to it the old fashioned way, if you catch my drift.”


   


  “You serious? Haha, oh my god. Of course. Wow. Donald, you’re okay with this?”


   


  “Yes,” he said with a sly smile. “Going the donor-route is long and expensive, and this is much easier, and more fun too, right?”


   


  “You can say that again. Wow. I’d by lying if I hadn’t thought about it, but, damn. Let me back up a moment. You want me to fuck Mary without protection and knock her up, right?”


   


  Donald coughed, almost choking in his drink. Having Tony saying it out loud suddenly made it so real and raw. He was going to fuck Mary, and cum deep inside her…


   


  “Yes,” he said hoarsely. He grabbed his wife’s hand, giving it a squeeze. “I want you to put a baby inside of my wife.”


   


  Mary’s cheeks were as flushed as her husbands. It surprised her how quick Tony got on board. She assumed they’d have to talk him into it, that he would have some reservations, or needed a moment to think, but no, he was gung-ho. He was eager and ready to cum inside me, Mary thought. She squeezed her thighs together, the heat in her core rising. This was crazy.


   


  Tony took a sip of his beer, contemplating the offer for a second. Holy shit, jackpot. He dreamed about busting a nut inside Mary for years, but he figured it would never come to pass. He noticed the way she looked at him, and he knew he could ravage her if he really wanted to - but he could never do that to his best friend. But now he had offered her to him on a silver platter - and with permission to go without protection even. Today was a good day.


   


  This wasn’t going to be your run-of-the-mill missionary insemination, however. When Tony had a girl underneath him, he wouldn’t stop jackhammering his oversized cock into her until she was begging for him to stop, completely overwhelmed by pleasure and pure lust. He prided himself in his ability to make every women cum from penetration alone, multiple times in a row. When this all was over, Donald was going to regret letting Tony near his wife, for sex will never be the same for her… but this was none of Tony’s concern. Don’t look a gift horse in the mouth, as they say. He was going to savor every moment of turning the prim and proper, smart and intelligent housewife into his personal fuck toy, begging for him to breed her and use her like the cum slut she was.


   


  “Fuck yes, I’m game. Anything for you two.”


   


  Donald and Mary exchanged a wide, ear-to-ear smile. They were finally going to have their family, and play out their dirtiest, hottest fantasy at the same time.


   


  “When did you want to start?”


   


  Mary bit her bottom lip as she glanced at Tony. The heat in her panties had gotten nearly unbearable - it was so close, she could almost taste it. Underneath the table she grabbed her husbands crotch, and was happy to find his cock hard and throbbing. Donald was as into this as she was.


   


  Donald cleared his throat, hearing his wife’s message loud and clear.


   


  “I’ll go pay the bill.”


   


  *


  Chapter 4


   


  The couple walked home, as giddy as teenagers. Mary felt like she was walking on air, her spirits up higher than ever. For the first time in months, she felt relieved. They were going to have their coveted baby. She couldn’t stop grinning like an idiot as she pictured what was about to take place.


   


  How would Tony be in bed? Would he be as rough and demanding as she secretly hoped? She knew several of her bride maids had bedded the stud, and every one of them had praised him into the high heavens. He had a lot to live up to, that’s for sure, but Mary never doubted him for a second. From the confident way he walked, to the panty-dropping way he could eye-fuck her, Mary just knew he had the equipment to back up his claims.


   


  Donald was as elated as his wife. He was relieved Tony was game, and didn’t think it was an odd question, or questioned his manliness. Sharing your wife… Jesus Christ. It was really about to happen. He was grinning as much as Mary, his mind so clouded by lewd thoughts he could barely function. His spell was broken when Tony slapped his shoulder.


   


  “I’m real proud you guys asked me, and I think it’s really cool you two are so close and open that you’d be okay with this,” Tony leaned in to tell his best friend.


   


  He meant every word of it - but he also had an ulterior motive. Tony was an excellent social engineer, knowing exactly what to say to put everyone at ease, and how to get things done. It had helped him immensely in his life, landing him his well-paying job managing an venture capital investment firm. He didn’t know shit about the financial market, but he knew exactly what to tell prospective investors in order to get them to hand him millions of dollars hand over fist. In turn he re-invested their cash with people he trusted, and in doing so, made one tidy fucking sum.


   


  And, of course, his talent lent itself to seducing women as well, something Tony did voraciously. He knew very well that if he played his cards right, and made the couple feel proud about their ‘openess’ and ‘progressiveness’, he could turn Mary from simply a concubine into his personal fuck toy.


   


  “Thanks man, that means a lot to me,” Donald smiled back at his best friend. Tony was such an amazing guy - rich, friendly and funny, Donald considered himself lucky he got assigned to be his roommate, way back in their college days. That decade-long friendship was going to reach its climax now that Tony was about to father Donald’s child, forever intertwining their lives. Donald couldn’t imagine a better suited candidate.


   


  He still hadn’t clued Tony in on how the stud had become a focal point for the couple’s sexual fantasies, and he was still a bit unsure how his mate would react, but he was more at ease than ever. Maybe, if all three of them got comfortable with the situation, they could roleplay some of Donald's more… degrading fantasies. The thought of his wife truly submitting to his bigger and stronger friend really wound up Donald in a way nothing else ever could. If Mary could tease her husband about how bigger Tony’s cock was, and how better he was as a lover, then that would just be the cherry on top of the most scrumptious cake imaginable.


   


  Little did Donald know that Tony was already scheming on doing just that - and much, much more. And when Tony was done, those cruel wouldn’t just be roleplay. They’d be the cold, hard truth.


   


  After a short walk, with many knowing, cheeky glances exchanged, the horny trio arrived at the couple’s home. Donald headed up the stairs to go the bathroom real quick, and grabbed a bottle of scotch to loosen everyone up. When he returned to the living room he was surprised to see Mary and Tony kissing passionately, their arms wrapped around one another. Tony had already pulled Mary’s short, black dress up, his firm hands gripping her round bubble butt.


   


  The wet, lewd sounds of their kisses filled the room, and Donald watched with bated breath. This was going quicker than he dared to imagine. His stomach scrunched up, a jolt of jealousy firing through his veins. He had fantasized about this scenario countless times, but he was taken aback by the pure, animalistic passion the couple was displaying, and the intimate nature of their kisses.


   


  “Getting started, I see,” Donald quipped.


   


  The pair backed off instantly, caught red-handed.


   


  “Sorry, I’m just excited,” Tony smirked. “It’s not every day I get to put a baby in here,” he said, placing his hand on Mary’s tight stomach.


   


  Mary glanced over her shoulder at her husband, her eyes aflame with desire. This was what she had been looking forward for years, and now Tony’s thick, potent cock was only a few inches away. She slid her hand down his fit abs, onto the large, protruding bulge in his jeans.


   


  “I’m going to fuck your friend now,” she told her husband. “But before I let him cum in my pussy, I’m going to suck his dick.”


   


  She dropped down to her knees, her mouth already watering at the prospect of feeling Tony’s member in her mouth. She licked her lips as she unbuttoned his jeans, tugging them down to his ankles.


   


  Donald was nailed to the spot, his cock painfully hard as his wife sunk to her knees. He was still clutching the bottle of scotch in one hand, unable to move, as he took in the sight of his wife fulfilling his deepest, darkest fantasy. She knew exactly what to say. The couple had rehearsed similar scenario’s countless times in the bedroom, and Mary had become an expert in humiliating and teasing her husband.


   


  Mary hooked her thumbs into Tony’s boxers and yanked his underwear down, eager to see his fabled cock. His massive member sprung out enthusiastically, bobbing up and down inches from her waiting mouth.


   


  She eyed his giant cock, astonished by the size. She had heard the stories but.. Jesus Christ. So big! And so thick! A single drop of pre-cum formed on top of the big, purple head of Tony’s cock. Mary licked her lips greedily, eager to taste his forbidden seed. Though she knew consciously he had to cum inside of her cunt in order to knock her up, at that moment she wanted to swallow a load of his cum as well. She leaned forward, brushing her thick lips against his shaft, up and down, until she reached the top. Her tongue sneaked out, flicking up, tasting Tony’s cock. The taste was intoxicating.


   


  Tony fisted Mary’s hair, guiding her head up and down. He was amazed how forward she was being. The shy, bookish teacher turned out to be a proper slut in the bedroom. This was going to be even easier than Tony had dared to imagine. The slut was licking his cock enthusiastically, right in front of her husband.


   


  “You like how my cock tastes, you slut?”


   


  Tony took a gamble with that remark. His question could blow up in his face, and ruin the mood, but if his instincts were right, his foul mouth was going to pay him dividends.


   


  “Mm, oh God yes, you have no idea how long I’ve been looking forward to this,” Mary moaned between wet, sloppy kisses. She could barely come to grip with the size of his cock, it was that big - much bigger than her husband. She was fully engrossed in the sloppy blowjob she was giving him, worshiping every inch of his cock, forgetting her husband was only a few feet away.


   


  “Is that so?” Tony asked Donald with a smug smirk. Donald avoided his best friend’s eyes, focusing solely on his wife’s mouth bobbing up down his friend’s huge cock. His cheeks were flushed bright red with humiliation. Mary was about to reveal their roleplaying to Tony, and Donald was powerless to stop her - not that he wanted to.


   


  “Mm-hm,” Mary moaned with a full mouth. She slid her mouth down as far as possible, taking as much of Tony’s cock down her throat as possible, which was not even half of his huge mast. One hand was stroking the bottom of his shaft and rubbing his balls, while her other hand had slid into her panties, rubbing herself off as she blew her husband’s best friend right in front of him.


   


  “God, your wife is an excellent cocksucker,” Tony moaned. Donald stroked the bulge in his pants, unable to control himself any longer. Mary bobbed her head up and down faster and faster, spurred on by Tony’s filthy words.


   


  “Slow down there, or else I’ll cum down your throat,” Tony laughed as he pushed Mary away. She looked up at him with the eyes of a wounded puppy that had just had her favorite toy taken away. Tony recognized that lustful look right away - he had gotten quite accustomed to it throughout the years. He had her right where he wanted her.


   


  “Lose the dress, lie down on the couch and spread your legs. Time to show your husband how to knock a bitch up.”


   


  “But I’m so close to cumming,” Mary whined as she rubbed herself off. One hand was still cupping the base of Tony’s firm cock, her eyes glued to this manhood. She was fascinated by his monstrous member, and she was loving how dominant and possessive he was of her. She hoped her husband loved it as much as she did.


   


  “You’ll cum when I tell you to, and not a moment sooner or later.”


   


  Tony pulled Mary to her knees, and violently ripped the dress from her body. The wife shrieked, out of surprise, rather than fear. Tony was intent on completely dominating the couple, and Mary was loving every single second of it.


   


  Mary unhooked her bra, revealing her round, white orbs to the stud in front of her. Tony shed the rest of his clothing, and Mary couldn’t help but stare in awe at this muscled frame. He reminded her of one of those Greek statues - every muscle in his body was perfectly defined.


   


  “Damn, you’ve some great tits,” Tony said as he mauled her breasts. He grabbed them roughly, his fingers sinking deeply into her soft flesh. He pinched and pulled her nipples, soliciting a lewd moan from Mary. She stood perfectly still, letting Tony’s hands wander and assault her body. Her head was cocked back, mouth slightly agape as she breathed heavily, uttering soft sighs of pleasure.


   


  Donald could barely believe it. His wife’s tits were quite sensitive, and as such, he never did anything more than give them a soft rub and maybe a squeeze here or there, but certainly nothing more. Tony, however, was straight up abusing her round orbs, squeezing and grabbing them roughly, pulling at her nipples. And Mary was not only letting him, but enjoying it as well!


   


  “I think she’s ready, don’t you think?” Tony once again addressed the husband he was about to cuckold. He knew he needed to involve him every step of the way to keep the couple on board with his devious plans. So far things were going far better than planned, but he wasn’t there yet. This was only the first time of what Tony planned to be many, many more.


   


  “Y-Yeah,” Donald stammered. He could barely come to grips with how damn turned on his wife was. He had never seen her so horny before.


   


  “Tell her to get on her back.”


   


  “Lie down, baby, and let Tony fuck you.”


   


  Jesus Christ, did I really say that? Donald thought to himself. This was insane… and the hottest thing he had ever seen.


  Mary obeyed the order directly as if she was in a trance. She lied down on her back on the couch, pulling her knees up to her chest, making her wet cunt completely available to the muscled stud towering over her. Her pussy was glistening with her juices, there was no mistaken how turned on she was.


   


  “God, look at that perfect little pussy,” Tony said out loud. “I’m going to wreck that thing.”


   


  Mary shuddered at his words, the thought of Tony’s big cock stretching her out occupying her mind.


   


  “Would you like to do the honors?” Tony asked Donald as he cupped the base of his thick cock. “Help me guide my cock into your wife?”


   


  Donald’s breath faltered as Tony sprung the question on him. His best friend was, unknowingly, fulfilling the couple’s deepest fantasies. He took a hesitant step forward, still not fully believing this was really happening.


   


  Tony rubbed the big, purple head of his cock up and down Mary’s wet slit, making her moan lewdly. She was aching for his cock, wanting nothing more than to feel him deep inside her.


   


  “Go ahead.”


   


  Donald slowly grabbed Tony’s cock, shocked by the size. Now that he was close, standing right next to his wife, he could really see how it compared to his own much smaller member. His dick was warm to the touch, pulsing every second with blood. Donald felt like he was handling a predator, like an anaconda stalking its prey. He guided the head of Tony’s cock between his wife’s leg, his wife’s slick pussy opening up easily.


   


  “Do it, baby,” Mary whispered. “I want it.”


   


  The combined smell of Tony’s and Mary’s juices intoxicated Donald. He felt the strange urge to bend down and kiss his wife’s clit as Tony stretched her out, but he resisted it - for now.


   


  “That’s it, right there, oh god, he’s so big, uh, right there baby, oh shit,” Mary rattled as Tony pushed forwards, the head of his cock sliding into Mary’s dripping wet pussy.


   


  Donald watched, only a foot away, as his wife’s pussy opened up and welcomed Tony’s cock in. His massive member stretched her out further than he could ever have thought.


   


  “Fuck, your pussy is so tight,” Tony breathed heavily as he worked his big cock into the slut, one inch at a time. Mary was moaning and writing underneath him as she was filled more than she ever thought possible.


   


  “Ah fuck, you’re so big baby, so fucking big.”


   


  “How is it?” Donald blurted out. He couldn’t control himself — he wanted to hear it.


   


  “Ohh.. So good baby, he’s cock is so big, he’s stretching me out so good,” Mary moaned. Tony had by now worked every last inch of his cock into the married teacher. She was filled to the brim with strange cock, and she loved it more than she thought possible. Sex with her husband had never been dull, but this was something else completely. This was animalistic, pure passion, the way sex was intended. She had surrendered completely to Tony, submitting to his massive cock. And he hadn’t even started properly fucking her yet!


   


  Tony looked down at the figure of beauty underneath him, a smug smile on his face. After years of lusting for Mary, the couple had offered the hottest piece of ass on the planet to him, free of charge! Now that he was balls deep inside of her, there was no way he was ever letting this go. He was going to fuck the shit out of her, make her cum on his dick, again and again, until she had lost all concept of time and space. By the time he was done with her, he would have turned her into his personal cumslut.


   


  He pulled out, slowly, letting Mary savor every inch of his cock, until only his head remained inside of her. Tony bent over forward, whispering into Mary’s ear.


   


  “I’m going to fuck you so hard you won’t be able to walk straight for a week, you slut. Is that what you want?”


   


  Mary nodded, her eyes rolled back as she bit her bottom lip.


   


  “Beg for it.”


   


  Mary’s eyes shot open, eying Tony with a drunk, lustful look. Did he really just say that? Was he going to make her beg for his dick, his cum, right in front of her husband? Holy shit.. Tony knew exactly how to drive a women crazy.


   


  “Fuck me, Tony,” Mary said softly.


   


  “Louder.”


   


  “Fuck me. FUCK me Tony, fill me up, use my pussy, please, fuck me with that big cock of yours!” Mary pleaded, trying to coax him back into her. Now that she had a taste, she was hooked.


   


  Tony smiled to himself. If he had known what a proper fucktoy Mary would make, he wouldn’t have been able to hold back - he’d have fucked the slut years ago.


   


  Donald took a step back, stroking himself as he watched Tony take charge of his wife. He was fully focused, intent on remembering every last sigh, every small movement, every lustful look his wife shot both men. After all, this was a once in a lifetime event. Or at least, that’s what Donald thought…


   


  Tony pushed forward hard, slamming his cock into the slutty wife. Now that she was accustomed to his size, there was no need to hold back. He pounded into her, jackhammering his big cock into her as hard and fast as he could.


   


  Mary wailed, completely lost in a sea of lust as Tony fucked her harder and better than she had ever experienced. None of the words her bridesmaids had told her had ever come close to describing the sexual pleasure she was experiencing at that moment.


   


  “Oh god, oh fuck, oh, oh shit, oh fuck, fuck me Tony, oh yeah, fuck that pussy, fill me up!”


   


  “You want my cum inside of you?!”


   


  “YES!” Mary screamed at the top of her lungs. “FILL ME UP TONY! USE ME!”


   


  Tony grabbed Mary’s thick thighs, folding the slut up as he pounded his massive cock into her tight slit. He could already feel the cum building up in his balls, eager to bust out and fill her womb completely. This wasn’t like him at all - normally he could go for hours, but the situation was so damn hot, even the seasoned stud had trouble holding out.


   


  He wrapped his hand around her throat, holding her down as he pounded his cock into her.


   


  “I’m about to cum inside of you,” he growled, his voice low and animalistic.


   


  “YES!”


   


  Mary’s eyes were wide open, as big as saucers. She turned her head sharply, looking deeply into her husbands eyes. He was watching her intensely, fisting his own hard cock.


   


  “He’s doing it baby, he’s really about to cum inside of me! I can feel his cock swelling, he’s about to blow inside of me, put his baby in my tummy! He’s really doing it baby, oh god yes, watch me baby, WATCH YOUR FRIEND CUM INSIDE YOUR WIFE!”


   


  Tony slammed into Mary’s sopping pussy hard and fast one last time before he blasted her full of his potent cum. He roared loudly, his voice low and raw, as his balls pumped his friend’s wife full of cum.


   


  Mary’s toes curled up in pleasure as she felt every pulse and throb of Tony’s cock inside of her, his cum coating her inner walls. Donald couldn’t hold back anymore and came as well — seeing his wife being filled to the brim was more than he could handle.


   


  “Holy shit,” Mary gasped when she found her voice once again. “That was… amazing,” she smiled.


   


  Tony pulled out, leaving Mary’s cunt gaping open and leaking cum. The wife pulled her knees up further, making sure all the potent cum pooled around her cervix.


   


  “You’re welcome,” Tony grinned.


   


  Donald was amazed by the size of Tony’s cock - even after he had just cum a bucket load, it was still easily bigger than his.


   


  “I’m going to take a shower, leave you two lovebirds alone for a second,” Tony said as he walked off.


   


  Donald pounced on his wife, hugging and kissing her passionately.


   


  “That was fantastic!” He told her as his hands roamed her body. “How was it? Was it as good as it looked?”


   


  “Even better,” Mary grinned. “Did you like it as well? You’re not jealous?”


   


  Donald nodded enthusiastically. “That was so hot. SO fucking hot. The way he really pounded you… it was like the world’s hottest porno, and with my wife and best friend! What’s not to like?”


   


  Mary hugged her husband, planting soft kisses all over his neck. “I’m so happy,” she said softly, tears coming to her eyes. “We’re going to have a family!”


   


  Donald held her close, whispering sweet things into her ear. Mary curled up, holding her husband tightly. She was exhausted from the whirlwind of emotions she’d gone through the entire night, not to mention the hard fucking Tony had just given her. Donald carried her to bed, and made the couch ready for Tony to crash on.


   


  “Thanks man,” Tony said as he returned from his shower. He hadn’t bothered to wrap a towel around his body, after all, Donald and Mary had seen all there is to be seen. Donald couldn't’ help glance at his chiseled frame. God, he truly is built for fucking, he thought to himself.


   


  “No, thank you,” Donald said. “You have no idea how much this means to us. You’re a great friend.”


   


  “Ah man, don’t sweat it. I’d hug you but I’m naked,” Tony laughed. “You’re really cool with it? I wouldn’t want to get between your marriage or anything, I’d hate for that to happen.”


   


  “Don’t worry, it’s cool. Trust me.”


   


  “Wow, you’re the best couple in the world,” Tony smirked. “Sorry for the things I said, it was in the heat of the moment you know, I got carried away a bit…”


   


  Tony watched Donald’s response closely, eager to find out how he truly felt about his wife submitting so easily and so completely to him. Mary had gotten her first taste.. But it wouldn’t be her last, if Tony had anything to say about it.


   


  “It’s fine, it’s… actually we already roleplay kinda like that so, it was more than okay,” Donald heard himself say. He didn’t plan on revealing the couple’s fantasies to his best friend, but he was standing buck naked in front of him, and this was strangely disarming. Donald felt like he could tell him everything - after all, Tony had just fucked his wife.


   


  “Really, like what?”


   


  “Uh, you know, just adding a third person to the mix.”


   


  “And that person was me?”


   


  “Well, yeah, actually,” Donald confided in his best friend.


   


  “Nice.” Jackpot. The couple actually already fantasized about him breeding Mary. This explained her comments on ‘looking forward to this for so long’, and the ease with which she followed his commands, and all the dirty things she told her husband while he fucked her.


   


  “Is there anything in particular you’d like me to say or do, for future reference?”


   


  “For the future, uhm,” Donald scratched himself behind his ears. He hadn’t really planned on this becoming a regular activity, but then again, a baby can take a few tries.


   


  “I’m sure I’m potent, but, I can’t promise I’ll knock your wife up on the first try,” Tony winked. “I just want to make this as fun and memorable for you guys.”


   


  “No, yeah, I understand,” Donald responded. Should he tell him? Oh, what he hell, why not. He’d already fucked Mary bareback with that huge pole of him, so, why not?


   


  “There’s, uhm, a few things you could do to spice things up. Just, take charge, be really.. dominant, you know? Like you already did, I suppose.” Try as he might, Donald couldn’t get the words across his lips. I want you to really degrade me, make her beg for it. Use her like a fuck toy.


   


  “I get it. Like when I called her my slut? And made her beg for my big cock? Dirty talk like that, right?”


   


  Blood rushed to Donald’s cheeks - and his cock.


   


  “Yeah, exactly,” he replied. Holy shit, not only did my best friend just fuck my wife, but now they we’re discussing further ways to make it as humiliating as possible for me as well. This was one fucked up night, Donald thought to himself.


   


  “Good to know,” Tony said. He could barely suppress his shit-eating grin. Donald just admitted he got off on being humiliated. This agreement just got better and better. Of course, he had his suspicions, but now he knew he didn’t have to hold back at all. He could say all the dirty, filthy, slutty things he’d want, and Donald would think he was only saying those things for him - and he wouldn’t know how true they were.


   


  “Alright, well, I’m going to bed.”


   


  “Yeah, me too, long night. I have to catch an early flight tomorrow, so I might be gone by the time you two get up.”


   


  “That’s cool. Sleep well, man.”


   


  “Thanks, you too.”


   


  Donald cuddled up his sleeping wife, quite pleased with the way things played out. The trio had just shared an amazing night, and he felt closer than ever to Mary as well as Tony. He made Donald feel completely at ease with the arrangement, quelling any feelings of jealousy or fear he might have had. He was unaware of the mistake he made letting Tony getting anywhere near his wife, but he wouldn’t have to wait long to realize his mistake..


   


  *


  Chapter 5


   


  “Oh fuck yeah, fuck me Tony!”


   


  Donald’s sleep was restless. All night he tossed and turned, the images of last night burned into his retina. The night played out over and over again. His best friend fucked his wife in every position imaginable, pounding her until she could take no more, while he watched, breathlessly, nailed to the spot.


   


  “Oh yes, oh god, cum in me, fill me baby, please, do it, please!”


   


  Slowly but surely, Donald awoke from his slumber. Dreams and reality blended together, making it impossible to distinguish what was real and what was not. He was being gently rocked, like he was on a boat of some kind. Strange.


   


  “You’re my little fuck toy now! I’m going to cum inside you, right next to your husband!”


   


  “Yesssss, do it baby, cum inside me!”


   


  Donald opened his left eye, the bright light of the new day temporarily blinding him. What he saw shocked him to his core. There, right in front of him, in the same bed as him, only a mere feet away, his wife was on her knees, being fucked by Tony from behind. She was completely naked, her towel was on the floor, while Tony was fully dressed, his pants on his ankles, as he slammed his cock into Mary.


   


  “What?” Donald said. It was all he could muster at this early hour.


   


  “Morning,” Tony grunted with a smug smile. “Just saying my goodbyes.”


   


  “Don't be mad, baby,” Mary smiled, her eyes burning brightly with lust. “Tony is just making sure I get pregnant.”


   


  “How? What? Right now?”


   


  “Oh God, right there baby, fuck me, fuck that pussy!” Mary suddenly wailed.


   


  “You like that don't you, baby? You love it when I pound that pussy?”


   


  “Oh yeah, you know I do!”


   


  “You want my cum?”


   


  “Fuck yes, baby. Come inside me!”


   


  Donald did not know where to look. His eyes were glued to the jiggling body of his own wife being fucked senseless by his best friend. They had started fucking right in front of him, next to his sleeping body. They didn't even care if he woke up. He wasn't sure how to feel about it. His cock, however, was hard and throbbing.


   


  Mary noticed the bulge in the sheets, and grabbed her husband’s cock right away. This wasn’t how she planned to wake him up after last night, but she found Tony irresistible. She had just gotten out of the shower when her future baby daddy had come by to say goodbye. They briefly reminisced about the fun they had last night, and one thing had let to another. She felt herself grow wetter and wetter every moment she stood there talking to him, her naked body covered only by the towel, her body remembering how Tony had pleasured her in ways she hadn’t figured possible.


   


  It was as if the stud could smell her arousal. He had ripped the towel from her body, bent her over the bed and slipped his hard, throbbing cock into her dripping wet pussy with one hard stroke. The fact that she was doing it without her husband’s explicit permission only made it hotter.


   


  “Cum in my mouth, honey,” Mary mumbled as she wrapped her lips around her husband’s cock. “I want you to fill me when Tony fills my pussy!”


   


  Tony pounded his large, hard, throbbing cock into Mary’s round, white ass as hard as he could. He couldn’t resist filling the married slut one more time before he left. He hadn’t counted on her being so slutty she’d let him fuck her right in front of her sleeping husband though. He had walked into their bedroom to say his goodbye, and he found the young wife wearing only a towel. It didn’t take long to get her legs to open for him. All he had to do was remind her of the fun they had last night. He saw from the twinkle in her eyes, the naughty smile on her lips and the ways she crossed her legs that she wanted nothing more than to be filled again, and again, and again. All it took was one line.


   


  “How about one more, for the road?”


   


  Mary, her face flushed with excitement, had nodded yes. Tony ripped the towel from her body, flung her unto the bed, pulled his cock out and slipped his dick into her right away. She was dripping.


   


  “I’m close,” Tony grunted. As much as he wanted to make it another marathon session, his plane was waiting.


   


  “Yes, yes! Do it baby, fill me up. Fill my pussy!”


   


  Mary bobbed her head up and down on her husband’s cock, eager to guzzle down his load while his best friend filled her wet pussy, filled it with his potent seed. She couldn’t explain how she had become so addicted to his massive cock, but she felt the yearning in every fiber of her being. He stretched her out and filled her up, in ways no man had ever done before. Sex would never be the same again. Donald just couldn’t measure up… of course, she wouldn’t tell him that. Yet.


   


  With one massive, last grunt, Tony unloaded his balls into his best friend’s wife. He fired load after load of his sticky, white cum deep into the womb of the married slut. Donald couldn’t hold back when he saw the look of intense pleasure on his wife’s face as Tony came inside her. Her eyes were closed, and her brow was furrowed. It became crystal clear that Tony could pleasure Mary in ways he never had. Bizarrely, this made his own cock throb only harder. As his wife bobbed down hard, gagging on his cock, trying to get every last inch of it down her throat, he came as well. He shot his cum directly down her throat, Mary guzzling up every last drop of seed.


   


  Tony pulled out his cock, leaving Mary's cunt wide-open and gaping, as his seed dribbled down her thighs. He smacked her ass hard, leaving a glowing red in print of his hand.


   


  “I have to run,” he said as he zipped up his pants. “Call me if the job's not done yet,” he winked, leaving the couple to figure out how to proceed.


   


  Mary collapsed on the bed, exhausted from the quick power-fuck. Cum dribbled out of her from both sides. What a way to start the day!


   


  The next few weeks passed in a flash. It was like their honeymoon period - Donald and Mary couldn't get enough. They spent every waking moment fucking, reliving that night and morning with Tony. Donald was amazed at the change in his wife, it was like night and day. She was insatiable!


   


  He never could have imagined what a powerful aphrodisiac sharing his wife would turn out to be. Every time he closed his eyes, visions flooded his mind. Mary, completely naked, underneath Tony’s hulking body, her moans reaching a crescendo as she begged for his cum… he couldn’t get enough of it.


   


  He was unsure how to share this with Mary - he didn’t want to feel unmanly for enjoying being humiliated by his best friend. Fortunately for him, he didn’t need to. She figured it out on her own.


   


  It was one week after Tony had fucked her, and the couple had only left their bed for work - reluctantly.


   


  Donald was fucking his wife from the back, thinking back to that morning when he opened his eyes to see his best friend jack-hammering his wife’s naked ass, when Mary let out a whimpering moan.


   


  “Oh Tony,” she had moaned. It was soft, under her breath, but Donald had picked it up right away.


   


  Rather than get mad, Donald’s cock grew harder and harder. She’s thinking about him as well. Even when I’m fucking her, all she can think about is his big cock fucking her.


   


  Donald came within two strokes, the humiliation an intense turn-on. Mary noticed right away, of course. While they were cuddling, she pressed him for answers.


   


  “You like the way Tony fucked me, didn’t you?”


   


  “Uh-huh,” Donald said, breathing in sharply as his wife stroked his still sensitive cock.


   


  “You came right away when I said his name. Tony.”


   


  Donald’s cock lurched as it filled with blood, soliciting a giggle from Mary.


   


  “See, your little pecker is getting hard right away. Is that because I let Tony fuck me with that big cock of his? Because your best friend fucked your wife?”


   


  Even though he had just came, Donald’s cock was hard and throbbing in no time. His wife was pushing all the right buttons.


   


  “Yes,” he whispered.


   


  “What is it you like best?” She persisted. “Is it how rough he was, treating me, your wife, like a hot piece of ass… or was it how big his cock was?”


   


  Mary squeezed her husband’s cock when she said that last line, making him moan involuntarily.


   


  “I might be pregnant with Tony’s baby right now… it would be a shame if my baby daddy only got to fuck me once, wouldn’t it?”


   


  Mary pushed her husband onto her back as she climbed on top, guiding his cock into her wet cunt. She was dripping with desire. Tony had awakened a fire within her, and only his massive cock was enough to satisfy her.


   


  “I’ll fuck him again, but only if you want me to,” she hissed as she rode her husband’s cock.


   


  Donald was blown away. Mary rarely took charge, and she was never this feisty.


   


  “Tell me you want him to fuck me! Tell your wife you need your best friend to fuck her again!”


   


  “I want you to fuck him,” Donald said. “I want to watch him stretch you out! I want him to pump you full of cum!”


   


  “I’m going to let him baby! Whether I’m pregnant or not, I’m going to fuck him again!”


   


  “Oh God!” Donald squirmed as he shot his load into his wife. He couldn’t hold back any longer, his wife’s cruel, dirty words sending him over the edge in no time at all. He was so lucky, he thought to himself, that she was so open to role-playing. If only he knew how truthful his wife was really being…


   


  *


  Chapter 6


   


  Finally, after several nights, enough time had passed to take a pregnancy test. Negative. Despite their child-wish, the couple was secretly relieved. Now neither of them had to face the elephant in the room: Their lovemaking revolved more and more about Tony’s domination of Mary. Now, they could set up another play date with the stud without the need to have the difficult conversation about Tony’s place in their marriage.


   


  Donald called his friend the next day, eager to set up another appointment. They set up a play date in two weeks time — right when Mary was supposed to be at her most fertile.


   


  He could barely focus at work for the next fortnight. His brain was preoccupied with thoughts and explicit visions of his wife being impregnated by his mate. Every night he’d race home to find Mary waiting for him, dressed up in sexy lingerie.


   


  “Do you think Tony will like this outfit?” She’d smirk, knowing how much it would drive her husband crazy.


   


  This happened every night in a row for two weeks, until the day finally arrived. Tony was back in town. Unfortunately for Donald, he had to work late, leaving Mary alone in the house to meet up with Tony.


   


  “Hurry home dear, or we might start without you,” she had joked that morning.


   


  Mary had fretted all day about what to wear. Something classy? Something sexy? Something downright slutty? In the end she settled on a alluring red dress with a split at the side, showing off ample cleavage. She was already wet in anticipation, counting down the hours and minutes until Tony arrived. This was so crazy, she thought. If only my friends knew what a bad girl I was! Mary had always been the ‘good girl’ of her group, getting married quite young, never straying… her friends teased her relentlessly, calling her ‘Saint Mary’. They ought to see me now, getting ready for another man to inseminate me! Her trail of thought was interrupted by the door bell.


   


  “Good God, you look gorgeous!”


   


  Mary blushed at Tony’s compliment as she opened the door for him. He was every bit as tall and strong as she remembered him to be.


   


  “Oh, this old thing?” She laughed. “Come in, come in!”


   


  “Donald will be another hour or so, he has to work late. Can I get you anything to drink?”


   


  “A whiskey, please. So how have you two been?”


   


  “Oh you know, good,” she said as she poured him his drink and handed it to him. Tony accepted it, placing his hand on hers.


   


  “I’m serious. How have you two been, after.. You know? What happened between us?”


   


  Mary was surprised Tony was being so forward. Of course they both know why they invited him here, but she figured she’d make polite small talk until Donald came home. The night was still young. However, Tony wanted to get right down to business.


   


  “Uhm, we’re good, Tony,” she blushed.


   


  Despite the very intimate moments the couple had shared, Tony still made Mary feel flustered. The fury and intensity of their lovemaking had surprised herself, and truth be told, she was a little scared about losing herself to him once again.


   


  “Good,” Tony said firmly. “I don’t want my big dick to come between your marriage,” he joked.


   


  Mary couldn’t suppress a smile. Such a cocky bullhead! And yet still… there was something endearing about him. During her marriage she had never really warmed up to him, partly because his cocksure attitude rubbed her the wrong way, and partly because it attracted her so much it scared her. You always want what you can’t have…


   


  “Don’t worry, it’ll take more than your package to get between me and Donald. Hell, if anything, it brought us closer together,” Mary snorted, keen to one-up the arrogant smart ass.


   


  “Oh? Do tell,” Tony smirked. This was exactly what he wanted to hear: If the couple had fantasized about him in his absence, this meant he could spin this little baby-making expedition into a regular best-friend’s-wife-with-benefits scenario.


   


  “Oh, uhm, well, you know, things,” Mary stammered, her cheeks turning a dark shade of red. Tony hadn’t even been in her home for five minutes and he was already prying into her sex life! The nerve on this guy! And yet, a small part of Mary wanted to open to him, to share the dirty, wanton fantasies her husband and her shared… the thought alone turned her on.


   


  “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to pry,” Tony chuckled. “It’s just a really nice compliment. I’m glad I could help you two.”


   


  Mary’s heart was thumping in her chest as she contemplated lifting the veil. After all, they were all going to fool around later, so what was the harm? She poured herself a drink and downed it quickly, trying to calm her nerves. Why wasn’t Donald here? Why had he left her alone with this bad boy? He would have known what to do…


   


  “To be honest, I’ve thought about that day a lot as well,” Tony confided. “I’m really glad Tony called me, I had been waiting for his phone call for days. Of course, I wanted you to be pregnant, but… I can’t say that I’m very disappointed we get to have another go at it.”


   


  Those words sent a jolt of electricity straight to Mary’s clit. Tony had been looking forward to fucking her as much as she had.


   


  “Neither are we,” she admitted, her voice barely a whisper.


   


  “Donald told me how crazy the last few weeks have been for you two.”


   


  Mary snapped up, her eyes getting big. Donald said what? Had he shared the details of her lovemaking with his best friend? How could he…


   


  “They… sure have been,” Mary said hesitantly, avoiding Tony’s questioning gaze. His eyes wandered across her body, drinking in the sights.


   


  “He said it was like the honeymoon period all over again.”


   


  Mary nodded, her temperature rising. Her cheeks were now flushed bright red, the alcohol hitting her pretty hard. Her husband had told him all about how they fucked like minks… What was taking him so long?!


   


  Bit by bit, Tony pried bits and pieces of information from the shy wife. In truth, Donald hadn’t told him a thing, but he didn’t need to. The guilty, lustful look on Mary’s face told him all he needed to know. She had loved the rough, dominant way he had fucked her last time… and today, he was going to push the envelope, once again.


   


  “Tell me if I’m overstepping my boundaries here, but, I’ve got the feeling Donald gets off on degradation. Do you agree?”


   


  “I-I guess,” Mary stammered. “Did he tell you that?”


   


  “More or less. Not by those words exactly… but he did tell me he really liked it, the way I turned you into my slut, and made you beg for my cock.”


   


  Mary breathed in sharply, a rush of blood heading straight for her swollen bud. Tony was being so frank and blunt about the sex they had, it made her light-headed. She glanced at his crotch, and the large bulge was impossible to miss. That big, throbbing, hard cock of his was only a small layer of fabric away… The young wife laughed nervously, trying to ease the sexual tension.


   


  “Maybe so,” she said coyly.


   


  “I want to make this night memorable for the both of you,” Tony continued. He had rehearsed this conversation countless times, taking all the variables into account. He wanted nothing more than to break Mary down, to turn the goody-two-shoes into a proper whore, but he needed the couple on board for that. If he could get them both open to explore this dirty, dangerous kink, he was confident he could do whatever he wanted with the blonde wife.


   


  “You’re a real sweetheart, Tony,” Mary said bashfully. The alcohol was getting to her, loosening her inhibitions.


   


  Tony grabbed her wrist and placed her hand firmly on his package.


   


  “You feel that?”


   


  Mary’s fingers squeezed the bulge, feeling his throbbing, hot member through his jeans. She knew she ought to pull her hand away, to slap Tony, but she didn’t. Her finger brushed against the zipper. Only a small tug and that big, juicy cock would spring free… Mary’s large chest heaved with every breath, her hard nipples nearly poking through the fabric of her dress. Fuck, I’m so horny, she thought. How does he get me wound up like this?


   


  “How long ‘till Donald gets back?”


   


  “Thirty minutes or so,” Mary said hoarsely, her fingers still on his crotch. Fuck. Hurry up!


   


  “Do you think he’ll like it if we send him some texts?”


   


  Mary nodded. Knowing Donald, he’d like nothing more. “We should wait,” her brain told her, but her fingers kneaded Tony’s package on their own accord.


   


  “Give me your phone.”


   


  *


  Chapter 7


   


  Meanwhile, while Tony was slowly seducing his wife, Donald was stuck in the longest and most boring meeting of his life. He couldn’t car less about the latest quarterly reports, and this year’s growth. Not while his wife was home with Tony, eagerly awaiting his arrival.


   


  “Hurry home,” she had joked that morning. “Don’t make me wait.”


   


  It had been a joke, but Donald knew he was tempting fate by leaving the two alone. The minutes dragged on, time slowing to a crawl. Hurry up you dimwitted asshole, Donald thought to himself. You’re ruining my night.


   


  His boredom was alleviated by the text.


   


  Bzzt.


   


  It was Mary.


   


  Donald’s hand started shaking slightly as he opened the message, making sure none of his colleagues were looking over his shoulder. What he saw made his heart jump into his throat.


   


  It was a photo of the large bulge in Tony’s pants, with Mary’s hand on it, her wedding ring clearly visible. Holy shit.


   


  “Hurry,” the text read. “Or should I open my gift now?”


   


  Fuck this meeting. Donald quickly texted back that he was on his way.


   


  “Is everything okay, Donald?” His boss asked him, drawing everyone’s attention to him. Damn it, asshole. Did everyone notice his red face, his trembling hands?


   


  “I have to go,” he mumbled, standing up so quickly his chair fell over backwards. “Family emergency.”


   


  He bolted out the door, leaving his colleagues stunned. He raced down to the car park, scrambling to find his keys when his phone buzzed again.


   


  Another photo.


   


  Tony’s large, thick cock stood upright, the head glistening with pre-cum. Mary’s hands could barely wrap around his massive pole.


   


  “We can’t wait any longer ;)”, it said.


   


  “I’m on my way,” Donald texted back as soon as he could.


   


  He sped down the highway, weaving through traffic left and right. Every few seconds he glanced back at his phone, keen for an update, but none came. When he came to a halt in front of a red light near his home, he quickly texted back.


   


  “What’s going?????”


   


  Donald waited. Every second felt like a minute, and every minute like an hour, as his mind ran wild with possibilities. He knew this could happen, and a part of him had hoped it would. Mary was always such a good girl, never doing anything bad, never crossing any boundaries… he loved how reliable, honest and trustworthy she was, but like most men, sometimes Donald just wanted to see his wife being used like a two dollar whore. If anyone could do it, Tony could. Donald wasn’t a natural leader like him.


   


  He had already proven it last time, and judging from those texts, he was already moving in for the kill.


   


  His phone buzzed again. This time, it was from Tony’s number.


   


  “You really want to know?”


   


  “YES!!!!” Donald texted back.


   


  “Your wife is an excellent cock sucker,” was the prompt reply. A photo flashed on screen: Mary’s thick, red lips, pressed against the giant, purple head of Tony’s thick cock. Holy shit, they’re really doing it!


   


  Excited beyond belief, Donald raced home, blasting through a few red lights, eager to get home. He pulled into his drive way so fast he hit his own garbage can. What was going on now, he wondered. Was he already inside of her?


   


  Drenched in sweat, his heart beating in his throat, Donald busted down the front door. What he saw there made him stop dead in his tracks.


   


  “Hi honey,” Mary said, her voice thick with lust.


   


  “We got started without you… I hope you don’t mind,” she giggled.


   


  *


  Chapter 8


   


  Thirty minutes earlier…


   


  Mary passed Tony the phone, her body moving of its own accord. Tony’s lewd words still resonated through out her entire body, making her burn up with heat. His slut. That’s what she was. That’s what he could turn her into at a moment’s notice. His cock addicted cum slut.


   


  If only Amy could see me now, texting my husband, my hand rubbing his best friend’s thick cock. Amy was Mary’s best friend and maid of honor, and the night of Mary’s wedding, Tony had bent her over and fucked her senseless, all night long. She had bragged about this to Mary countless times, as Donald was stupid enough to get hammered and pass out at 11 pm, shirking his husbandly duties.


   


  Mary had always been a little jealous of Tony and Amy’s all-night-fuck-fest. All her life she had looked forward to her wedding night, and it turned out to be a total bust. Truth be told she was dead tired herself, and Donald made it up to her countless times during the honeymoon, but that story of Amy had still captivated her.


   


  Much to Amy’s chagrin, Tony never returned any of her calls or texts. He had conquered her, and he was on to the next one. That’s how he was. A player, never settling down.


   


  But not with me, Mary thought to herself.


   


  He’s can’t wait to fuck me again.


   


  Tony reached out, brushing his hand against Mary’s red hot cheek. The young wife closed her eyes, letting out a soft whimper as Tony stroked her. His thumb brushed against her lips, sending sensations straight to her swollen bud. Her hand was still firmly on his cock.


   


  “Take it out,” Tony said. “Pull out my cock your husband can see what’s he’s missing.”


   


  “You’re so bad,” Mary whimpered as she pulled down his zipper. This was going to drive Donald up the wall, she was sure of it. His cock sprang out his pants enthusiastically, bobbing up and down. The size still surprised her, even though she had fucked him before. A small drop of pre-cum had formed on the shiny head, just begging to be licked.


   


  “You’re the bad one, doll,” Tony said. “You’re the one jerking my cock up and down while I text your husband.” Tony snapped a picture, making sure he caught Mary’s wedding ring in the frame.


   


  “There, that’ll make sure he gets home quick.”


   


  Mary leaned down and planted a sloppy, wet kiss right on the head of Tony’s cock, her tongue darting out and licking the slit. Her other hand dipped into her soaking wet panties, rubbing her sensitive clit. If anyone had told her a year ago she’d act so lewd and wanton, she would have never believed it. And yet there she was, her lips brushing up and down Tony’s cock, her fingers working herself to orgasm. Slut.


   


  “Take another picture,” she said hoarsely.


   


  “You want to see how you look with my dick in your mouth?” Tony asked her.


   


  “Mmmhm.”


   


  Tony snapped the pic, sending it to her poor husband who was stuck at a red light. Your wife is an excellent cocksucker, he added.


   


  “Like a total slut, that’s how you look,” Tony said as he fisted her hair, pumping his hips up so his cock slid into Mary’s mouth. She moaned, vigorously bobbing her head up and down, trying to take his cock as far down her throat as she could.


   


  Goddamn, she really gets off on this, Tony thought to himself. I wonder how far I can take it…


   


  “You’re ready to be my personal fucktoy tonight?”


   


  “Mmhm, oh god yes,” Mary moaned, slobbering all over Tony’s thick man-meat. She licked the whole length up and down, drooling and slobbering over his giant balls, lapping and sucking on them.


   


  “I’ve waited for this for so long,” she cooed. “I love this big dick so fucking much. I can’t wait to feel it inside of me, filling me up, stretching me out…”


   


  Mary’s hand was working overtime as she rubbed her clit, running a finger up and down her wet snatch. Any moment her husband could burst through the door, and find her with Tony’s big dick in her mouth. The thought electrified the wanton housewife.


   


  Sensing exactly the kind of power play the slutty wife desired, Tony grabbed her wrist firmly.


   


  “Did I give you permission to touch yourself? Did I say you can come?”


   


  Mary looked up at her husband’s dominant friend with lust burning brightly in her eyes, her entire body heaving with each heavy breath she took. She was on the cusp of orgasm, so tantalizingly close to breaking through that threshold… and the way he took control of her only made her pussy throb harder.


   


  “No,” she whispered hoarsely. “You did not. Can I come?”


   


  Tony remained stoic, refusing to bud an inch. Mary was in his control, and he was going to make her beg for it. When the night was over, she would demand that he’d keep fucking her whenever he wanted.


   


  “Beg.”


   


  “Please, Tony, please… I’m so close. Please let me come!”


   


  “Lose the dress and I’ll think about it.”


   


  Slowly and seductively, Mary stood up and did a twirl in front of her husband’s best friend.


   


  “Did you like my dress? I wore it just for you.”


   


  “I like what’s underneath it.”


   


  Mary slid the straps over her shoulders unhurriedly, captivating Tony’s attention. With a shimmer the dress dropped to the floor, pooling around her ankles, revealing her pristine white, luxurious lingerie.


   


  “Nice,” Tony whistled. “Is that just for me as well?”


   


  “What do you think?” Mary smirked as she bent over at the waist, wiggling her round butt at him, enticing him to smack it. “You like?”


   


  Tony couldn’t resist and smacked her firm booty with his open palm, the loud slap reverberating off the walls.


   


  “Ohh!”


   


  “Donald better hurry up or I’m going to devour your ass,” Tony said as he grabbed Mary by the thighs and pulled her body close. He kissed and kneaded her soft, round butt, growling like a grizzly bear.


   


  “You’ve got such a fucking hot ass,” he grunted, his fingers roaming her exposed flesh. “I can’t wait to fuck it.”


   


  “Ohh!” Mary exclaimed as Tony roughly pulled her white panties to the side, his fingers grazing past her dripping wet pussy and sensitive asshole. “But… I won’t get pregnant if you fuck me in the ass,” she chuckled.


   


  “I don’t care,” Tony shrugged nonchalantly. “You’re mine now. I’m going to cum in your mouth, in your cunt, in your ass — it’s all the same to me. You’ll be knocked up sooner or later.”


   


  Mary’s body shivered with excitement as Tony’s fingers probed her holes. He was so cavalier about claiming her body as his… it turned her on beyond belief. Anal sex had long been on her husband’s wish list, but she had never given him the green light. And yet Tony arrogantly informed her he was going to fuck her, in her virgin asshole, with that monsterous large cock of his, like it was no big deal!


   


  “I’m not sure Donald will approve,” she whispered hoarsely.


   


  “And why is that?”


   


  Mary swallowed, a lump forming in her throat. “He’s never fucked my ass before.”


   


  “Then you’ll just have to ask him for permission, won’t you?”


   


  Her clit surged with blood, pulsing and throbbing, begging for a sweet release. Asking her husband if Tony could fuck her ass, to take her anal virginity, with a cock much bigger than his… it was lewd. It was shameless.


   


  And Mary realized she wanted nothing more than just that.


   


  *


  Chapter 9


   


  With a loud bang, Donald busted down the front door. He was wheezing, his entire body drenched with sweat, his clothes sticking to his body.


   


  “Hi honey,” Mary said, her voice brimming with lust. “I’m glad you could make it. You’re just in time.”


   


  Donald was stopped dead in his tracks by what he saw. Mary was standing in his living room, wearing beautiful, white lingerie, a set he’d never seen before. She must have bought it last week, specifically for tonight.


   


  She was standing in front of Tony, who was smothering himself in her ass. He was loudly kissing and sucking on her round booty, the lewd, wet sounds turning Donald on fiercely. Tony’s pants were unzipped, his large, thick cock standing upright, bobbing menacingly.


   


  “We got started without you… I hope you don’t mind,” Mary giggled.


   


  “I got here as quickly as I could,” Donald puffed.


   


  “Come here,” the wanton wife motioned for her husband.


   


  Donald closed the door behind him, stripping off his wet shirt as he walked over to his wife. The look in her eyes - so intense, so lustful - was unlike anything he had seen before. She was hornier than ever.


   


  Mary grabbed hold off her husband roughly, pulling him in close, forcing her mouth onto hers. Her tongue darted in his mouth, imploring him to return the kiss. Donald kissed her back, his hands sliding over his wife’s body.


   


  She unbuckled his pants, reaching down to grab his hard cock. After handling Tony’s massive pole, she couldn’t help but feel a little surprised she could fit one hand around her husband’s cock with ease. Donald slid his hands down her stomach and unto her pussy — until he found Tony’s fingers already there, finger fucking his wife from behind.


   


  Mary grabbed her husbands hands and placed them on her tits. Donald squeezed them roughly, like Tony had done. Mary threw her head back in ecstasy, a loud moan leaving her mouth. Four hands were roaming her body, squeezing and feeling every inch of exposed flesh, using her body for pleasure. She was born for this.


   


  “I want Tony to fuck me, baby,” she hissed into her husbands ear, giving his exposed neck a nibble.


   


  Donald stifled a moan, surprised and turned on by his wife’s forward behavior. She was like an animal uncaged. His cock throbbed, eager to see his wife split apart, stretched open beyond her limits by his best friend.


   


  “Are you ready to watch your best friend fuck me?”


   


  Donald could only nod breathlessly as his wife fulfilled his deepest desires.


   


  “Sit back baby,” she said with a crooked smile. The adoration and devotion in her husband’s faithful eyes made her body tingle with desire. She loved how focused he was on her pleasure, how he couldn’t look away for even a split second. She was going to stare back into his loving, trusting eyes, right as another man fucked her ass.


   


  Mary pushed Tony down onto his back as she sat down on his chest, wrapping her hands around his thick, big pole.


   


  “Look at how big his cock is, baby… I can barely fit my hands around it…”


   


  Donald watched with bated breath as his wife’s hands stroked his best friends cock up and down. His big dick reached up all the way to her naval. How in earth did that whole thing ever fit inside her tiny body?


   


  “It goes so deep, so far inside of me…” She slapped the head of his cock against her naked stomach to illustrate how deep Tony could penetrate her. “It fills me like nothing else has, or ever will…”


   


  She let her voice trail off, daring her husband to fill in the blanks. Tony sat back, immensely enjoying the psychological torment Mary was putting Donald through. She was a real natural, a born cock-tease, an honest-to-God slut. He didn’t even need to move a finger, she was doing all the work.


   


  Donald swallowed, a lump forming in his throat. “Do you want to fuck him again?”


   


  “Want?” Mary smiled wickedly. “I don’t just want it, baby… I need it. I need to feel his big dick inside of me, to stretch me, to hit places that have never been hit before… is that okay, baby? Is it okay that I want to be Tony’s slut girlfriend?” Mary pouted.


   


  “Yesss,” Donald said, his voice raspy and raw. He was nearly delirious with lust, a feeling like no other taking hold of him. He was so horny he could probably cum from a single stroke, but he dared not touch his cock, wanting to savor every moment.


   


  Mary stood up slightly, so she could rub the head of Tony’s cock against her wet slit. Tony’s cock was already wet with her saliva mixed with pre-cum, while her cunt was more than drenched. She moved the big cock up and down, pressing it firmly against her wet folds. Her clit was tense, and a single touch may have made her cum on the spot, but she didn’t want to cum without Tony’s permission.


   


  “Are you sure, baby? Are you sure it’s okay if Tony fucks me, if he fills me up completely?”


   


  “Yes, I’m sure,” Tony said quickly, lipping his lips. His wife’s words were driving him crazy.


   


  Mary smiled mischievously. Perfect. “Even if he doesn’t just want to fuck my pussy…?” She guided his cock lower, until the head was sliding against her sensitive, unused asshole.


   


  Donald’s breath faltered. “What do you mean?” He said, his voice cracking.


   


  Mary locked eyes with her husband. This was it. The moment she had been waiting for.


   


  “I want Tony to fuck me in my ass.”


   


  *


   


  Chapter 10


   


  “Y-your ass?” Donald muttered weakly, his heart beating in his throat. Her ass… her tight, virgin asshole, the one place he hadn’t conquered it. He always thought it would be a birthday gift for him one-day, if he was a good enough husband and he could get his wife into a racy mood.


   


  She was in a racy mood mood alright. So racy she wanted Tony, his best friend, to fuck her in the ass with that thick cock of his.


   


  Tony decided he had waited long enough. He pulled Mary down unto his chest so she was laying on her back on top of him, grabbing her thighs with his hands and lifting her legs. Her pussy and ass were spread open now, providing Donald with the perfect view.


   


  Mary reached down and grabbed Tony’s thick cock, rubbing the head against her sensitive pucker.


   


  “What about getting pregnant?” Donald protested weakly.


   


  “Don’t worry, I’ll make sure Tony cums in my pussy countless times,” Mary grinned at her husband. “But right now, I want it in my ass.”


   


  Donald’s head was swimming with emotions. Her ass was his, letting Tony ravage her poor asshole felt like the ultimate betrayal, the ultimate humiliation. At the same time, there was nothing hotter than watching his wife get fucked in the ass. This is what he wanted. This is what his desires and wants caused: His wife willingly surrendering her virgin asshole to his best friend.


   


  “You have to say yes,” Mary demanded as Tony’s cock pushed against her unused hole. She could already feel the pressure building, his cock eager to explore, to fill, to fuck.


   


  Donald could barely believe he was about to give his wife permission for anal sex. All pretenses of this being a procreative affair had gone out the window. This was pure sexual lust, pure and simple.


   


  “Yes,” Donald said, his voice barely a whisper.


   


  “I can’t hear you,” Mary said wickedly. Tony pushed his hips up, the pressure building and building.


   


  “Yes,” Donald said louder. “Yes!”


   


  “Yes what?”


   


  Mary felt her asshole being pushed open, an unfathomable feeling taking hold of her. Her tiny, unused hole got wider and wider, struggling to accommodate Tony’s large size.


   


  “Yes I want Tony to fuck you in the ass!” Donald nearly screamed, his voice raspy.


   


  At that moment, Mary’s untouched asshole opened up, buckling under the pressure Tony was exerting, and swallowed the massive, purple head of Tony’s cock.


   


  Donald was rooted to the spot, watching his best friend’s thick cock disappearing into his wife’s virgin asshole, one inch at a time. Tony was now feeling something Donald had never felt, doing something he had never done.


   


  “Ohh Goddddd,” Mary wailed, a mixture of pain and pleasure ravaging her body. It hurt more than she thought possible, but in a good way. Tony was tearing her apart, stretching her beyond her limits, fucking her in a place and way no man had ever before — not even her husband.


   


  “Your ass is tight,” Tony grunted through clenched teeth. Slowly but surely, he was forcing inch-after-inch of his big cock into his wife’s unused ass. He had never fucked such a tight hole, and he could sense the pressure inside the young wife’s body perfectly.


   


  “It’s too big, it’s too big,” Mary panted over and over again, sweat dripping down her cheeks. Her face had turned a bright red as her body struggled to accommodate such a large, thick cock.


   


  Before Donald’s eyes, the unthinkable happened. His wifes’ tight, virgin, untouched asshole had swallowed Tony’s long cock whole. His balls were resting against his wife’s wet pussy, his thick cock entire inside his wife’s ass.


   


  Mary let out a long, guttural moan as Tony started giving small thrusts, working his cock out and back in again. Her eyes rolled to the back of her head, her mouth slightly agape as her husband’s best friend fucked her virgin asshole.


   


  Mary’s body was resilient, and quickly grew accustomed to the monsterous cock inside her ass. Pain turned to pleasure, and each thrust of Tony’s hips sent bliss flowing through Mary’s veins. She had never felt this full, this filled up before.


   


  “I’m fucking your ass,” Tony whispered into Mary’s ear. “I’m fucking your ass in front of your husband, you dirty little slut. Look at you. You’ve got my cock all the way in that virgin ass of yours. You love it, don’t you, you slut? You’re going to cum with my dick in your ass, won’t you? You’re going to cum harder than you’ve ever cum in your life, right in front of your husband, with my dick deeply in your ass, because that’s the kind of slut you are. My personal anal fuck toy.”


   


  Tony’s lewd, dirty words were like music to Mary’s ears, as she drowned in a sea of pleasure. Every word he said was true. She was being fucked in the ass, right in front of her husband, and she loved it.


   


  “I’m going to cum inside your ass. I’m going to unload my balls right in that virgin ass of yours, and you’re going to tell your husband. You’re going to tell him how much you love my big dick in your ass, and how you can never get enough of it. You’re going to tell him you want this dick again, and again. You’re my slut girlfriend now, my fuck toy, aren’t you?” Tony continued.


   


  Mary nodded, her body burning fiercely with pleasure, a tight wound ball of ecstasy building in her core, begging for release.


   


  “Tell your husband,” Tony whispered commandingly. “Tell your husband you love that dick in your ass!”


   


  “I LOVE IT!” Mary blurted out at the top of her lungs. Her eyes opened wide, searching for her husband.


   


  Donald had crawled closer, wanting a better view of his wife’s first anal fucking. He was kneeling in front of the lewd couple, his eyes glued to his wife’s sphincter as Tony’s well-lubed cock spread the tight hole open.


   


  “I love Tony’s cock in my ass, Donald,” Mary said, locking eyes with her husband. “I want to do this again. I want his cock in my ass again, baby, is that okay? I’m his slut girlfriend now, his personal, little, fuck toy. He can fuck me whenever he wants!”


   


  Donald fisted his own cock, every dirty word fueling his desire as his wife humiliated him right in front of his best friend. He was still under the impression that her words for spoken for his benefit, to turn him on, not realizing the cold, hard truth. Mary was addicted now, Tony’s cock bringing her indescribable joy, unlike anything she had ever felt before. She realized it in every fiber of her being — she was never going back.


   


  “Hold my balls,” Tony barked at Donald. “Hold my balls while I fuck your slut!”


   


  Donald obeyed his command immediately, grabbing hold of Tony’s big, smooth balls. He could almost feel the cum building, the tension building up inside his sperm factory, the moment of sweet release only seconds away.


   


  “Here it comes! Yes! I’m filling you up, I’m filling your ass with my cum!” Tony howled as he slammed Mary down on his big pole one final time before dropping his load inside of her.


   


  “Oh God yes,” Mary cried. “I can feel it!”


   


  His cock pulsed and throbbed, and Mary could feel every inch of it, every last inch of his big cock. She grabbed her husbands hair and pulled his face down onto her dripping wet pussy, eager to feel his loving tongue caress her swollen clit.


   


  Donald wrapped his lips around his wife’s pussy, craving her juices as he expertly tongued her clit, flicking the tip of his tongue against the sensitive bud.


   


  As Tony exploded inside Mary’s virgin ass, Mary’s vision turned to a white heat as the most powerful orgasm of her life ravished her body. Tony pumped her ass full of his cum, one pump after the other, his pearly white cum flooding her asshole. She could feel every drop, every pulse, every squirt of his seed entering her forbidden hole, while her husband sucked on her hypersensitive clit, bringing her indescribable pleasure. Her moans turned nonsensical as she could barely function, bliss overwhelming all her functions.


   


  The euphoria lasted a full minute before it slowly subsided, her body still trembling with aftershocks now and then. “Holy shit,” was the first thing Mary could muster, before the trio erupted in simultaneous laughter.


   


  “I can’t believe you took the whole thing in your ass,” Donald said, his gaze still fixed on his wife’s still-filled asshole. Even after Tony had came a bucket-load, his cock was still as hard as ever.


   


  “Neither can I,” Mary giggled as she wiggled her tush. She grabbed the base of Tony’s cock and slowly pulled it out of her tight hole, the powerful sensations causing her to moan wantonly while doing so. His cock flopped out with an audible plop, and cum started dripping out of her well-used hole instantly.


   


  Donald got the couple a towel, still in disbelief that his friend’s big dick had just stretched open her virgin ass.


   


  “So… what happens now?” Donald asked, unsure.


   


  “Well, I’m going to take a shower, wash my dick and get ready for round two,” Tony announced with a smirk. “Time to put that baby in your bride.”


   


  “Can Tony spend the night in our bed?” Mary asked her husband after Tony had left. “It’s just easier that way, you know?”


   


  “Of course, sure, I get it,” Donald replied, still riding on the powerful high of sexual excitement. “I’ll sleep on the couch. Anything to start our family.”


   


  “You’re the best,” Mary smiled as she kissed her husband. “I love that you’re okay with this. I’m the luckiest girl in the world!”


   


  “As long as it’s not every night, it’s fine,” Donald joked, not realizing he had just opened Pandora’s Box.


   


  “Then if you don’t mind, I’m going to catch a shower myself!” Mary laughed, hopping off the couch and skipping upstairs, leaving her husband alone as she joined Tony in the shower.


   


  *


  Chapter 11


   


  Within minutes, Donald heard the familiar sounds of sex coming from the upstairs bathroom. They’re already at it again! Tony had probably never even heard of a refractory period, Donald thought to himself. Hell, at least he was passing on some good genes!


   


  With nothing better to do, and resisting the powerful urge to peek on the couple, Donald got some take-away Chinese food. His wife and best friend must have been starving at this point with all the energy they were using. When he came back home, he was not surprised to find them in the bedroom, on their marital bed, getting down and dirty.


   


  Mary was lying on her back, fully naked, her legs folded behind her head as Tony slid every last inch of his big, thick cock into Mary’s sopping wet cunt. The couple was so focused, they didn’t even hear Donald open the door.


   


  “I got you guys some food,” the cuckolded husband announced.


   


  “Leave it,” Tony uttered as he fucked Donald’s wife with slow, intense strokes. “I’m just getting started.”


   


  Donald left the couple to their devices, taking up residence on the couch. His night was restless and long. Every time he woke up, he could hear the bedsprings creaking, or his wife moaning and screaming, begging for more.


   


  The following morning Donald had to get back to work, unfortunately. When he walked past his own bedroom after his morning shower, he saw Tony was passed out while Mary sucked lovingly on his big cock, stroking and petting it with affection.


   


  She came downstairs to give him a kiss goodbye, her hair a mess, her body covered in bruises and love-marks. Her breath reeked of cock, and she kissed Donald with that mouth.


   


  “Have a nice day, baby. By the way, Tony decided to stay another day, that’s okay right?”


   


  “Uhm, sure,” Donald replied as he downed his coffee.


   


  “I’ll be so pregnant by the time you get home,” Mary chuckled. “Super pregnant!”


   


  “I hope so.”


   


  Donald’s day was a blur. He texted his wife repeatedly, but got no reply. He got chewed out by his boss for bailing on last night’s meeting without a good reason. Donald didn’t have the clarity of mind to come up with a good excuse, he took the scolding like a man. Finally, at 4 p.m., Mary replied.


   


  “SORRY!! Been fucking all day!!! Love you!!” It read.


   


  Great. Meanwhile, he had to put in overtime to placate his boss, and this time, he couldn’t bail.


   


  By the time Donald got home that night, Tony had already packed his bags and left. Mary was passed out in their bed, naked and cum dripping out of her well-used cunt, exhausted from the marathon fucking she had received.


   


  Donald couldn’t resist. He stripped down and slid his cock into his passed out wife her in one push. Her pussy was wet and slick, filled with Tony’s spunk. Not only that, but her pussy was stretched and loose, Donald’s cock barely stretching out her walls anymore.


   


  The husband lasted only a few strokes before he came, adding his load to the countless others that were already inside his wife’s womb, questing for her eggs.


   


  *


  Epilogue


   


  “I’m pregnant!!!!”


   


  Mary was overjoyed. Finally, after all those years, all those months, they had finally done it. They were going to have a baby! She ran down stairs and flung her arms around Donald, who was doing the crosswords, all the while screaming the good news.


   


  Donald hugged his wife tightly, elated by the fantastic news.


   


  “I’ll call Tony and tell him the good news!” Mary said excitedly.


   


  Donald day-dreamed about becoming a father as his wife chatted to his best friend, and not to mention, his baby’s biological father. He was pulled back to reality when he overheard the tail end of his wife’s conversation.


   


  “Okay, we’ll see you tomorrow then,” Mary said excitedly.


   


  “What’s that now?”


   


  “Tony is coming by tomorrow to celebrate with us,” Mary said with a wide smile.


   


  Blood surged to Donald’s cock as he imaged how this ‘celebration’ would play out. The last two times the couple had spent any time with him, Mary had been on her back the entire day, on the receiving end of his massive cock.


   


  “That’s okay, right?” Mary asked her husband when she saw the peculiar look in his eye. She sat down on his lap, pushing the full weight of her ass down on his crotch. “We have a lot to celebrate, after all,” she purred.


   


  “I… well… yes… but… you’re pregnant now,” Donald stammered, trying to put his conflicting emotions into words. It was clear what his wife was hinting at.


   


  “That’s true,” she smirked. “Pregnant with his baby.”


   


  She grabbed her husbands hand and put it on her stomach.


   


  “Right there, a little tiny human being is growing… planted there by Tony, when he filled me up with his seed.”


   


  She felt her husbands cock grow, pushing at the fabric of his jeans, and the wicked wife knew she was on the right track.


   


  “As a mother, I have to make sure my baby’s daddy is happy, don’t I? That all his needs are taken care of?”


   


  Donald’s cock was hard and throbbing, his face as red as a beet. Even though Tony had done his part, his wife was yearning for more. Hungry for his massive cock, practically begging to be filled by him once again… he had let his wife experience pleasure, and now, she wanted more.


   


  “But, you’re my wife,” he protested meekly.


   


  Mary smirked as he reached into her husbands pants and wrapped her hands around his tiny little cock. In less than 24 hours, Tony would be here, and he’d give her what she needed: A big, juicy cock that stretched her beyond her limits, that would fuck her senseless, and make her beg the like the whore she was.


   


  “I’m your wife, baby… but I’m Tony’s toy.”


   


  ***


  Jamaica Mistaka


   


  A Wife Sharing Novella,


   


  by Emilia Steele.


  Chapter 1


   


  “What about Jamaica?”


   


  I took a sip of my pale ale as I looked at my gorgeous wife of ten years. Amy was holding a brochure with vacation listings for the Caribbean, briefing through the leaflet as we relaxed at our favorite terrace. The kids were with my mom, giving us a much needed afternoon off.


   


  “What about it?”


   


  “Look, Jamaica is perfect for surfing lessons! You always talk about how you’d love to take up surfing, right?”


   


  “True, but isn’t that ridiculously expensive?”


   


  “Not over there. According to the brochure, you can hire a private instructor for three days for only a hundred bucks.”


   


  “Whoa, that’s not a bad deal at all.”


   


  Amy continued rattling on about all the sights we could see, the food we could and the pearly, white beaches we could sunbathe on. Meanwhile, all I could think about was how luscious she would look in a tiny bikini. After giving birth to our two beautiful baby boys, she felt like she had lost a bit of her sexuality. Nonsense of course, I was still crazy about her, but she felt different. More mother than wife.


   


  I’d do anything to make my wife feel happy and sexy again. I even stopped going to my weekly volleyball practice on Tuesdays so she’d have the time to go for a long evening run. I fully supported her in all her endeavors. Slowly but surely, her chipper attitude but was coming back, but there was still a glumness surrounding her. Maybe a long vacation, just the two of us, would get me my happy-go-lucky Amy back.


   


  “Do you think we should do it?”


   


  “Is it what you want?”


   


  “It is,” she smiled back at me, a wide, ear-to-ear-grin. “This place looks really nice. We can rent our own private bungalow near the beach, you can take up surfing while I can just lounge on the beach all day… Fuck it, I can really use a break. Things have been so hectic at work lately, and the boys, bless them, but…”


   


  I nodded, smiling back at her. I could tell from her inflection that she was dead serious. Don’t get me wrong, we love our two kids to death — but changing diapers and wiping snot doesn’t get either one of us in the mood!


   


  “It would be nice to take some time off, yeah, but when? We can’t just take off…”


   


  “Why not, though? Listen. Do you remember when we went to Mexico?”


   


  “I remember what we did in Mexico,” I said with a smirk.


   


  Amy chuckled. “How could I forget, right? Seriously though, how long ago do you think that was?”


   


  “I don’t know,” I said, searching my mind. “It as a while ago. Three years. Or was it four?”


   


  “Five years,” Amy proclaimed. “It’s been five whole years since we had a proper vacation, Michael!”


   


  “No way!”


   


  “Yes way! Just count with me here. Last year we decided not to go because the kids were too young, the year before that I was pregnant, the year before that we had just bought the house so we didn’t have any money…”


   


  I counted the years and damn if she wasn’t right. It had been five years already?! Time does fly, damn. One moment you’re just turning thirty and suddenly the years just fly right by.


   


  “Wow, I guess you’re right.”


   


  “I want to do it,” Amy said confidently. “Jamaica. This year. This summer. Hell, this month! Let’s go home and book the tickets. Right now.”


   


  “Right now? Now now?”


   


  “Now. We have the money — I know we’re saving for a new car, but, well, fuck it. I want to go on a vacation before we grow old. At this rate we won’t leave the country until we’re past forty. I don’t want to become a boring mom, Michael.”


   


  I ran my hand through my hair, taking a moment to think. It’s been a long time since I’d seen Amy so fired up about anything — she had really set her sights on this vacation. We hadn’t really planned or budgeted accordingly however. I’d have to call in a few favors at work, find a babysitter, and we’d have to dip into our savings… but that trouble should be well worth it, if it meant spending two weeks in paradise with my wife.


   


  “You’ll never be a boring mom, babe, trust me. If it’s really what you want then… let’s do it.”


   


  Amy clasped her hands together in joy, a wide, cheeky grin on her face.


   


  “I can’t believe you said yes! God, this is so spontaneous and exciting!”


   


  “Can you get the time off work that easily though? And who will watch the boys?”


   


  “Philip won’t be pleased, but he can get over it. I’ve been busting my ass for him all year, he can manage two weeks without me,” Amy said. “And I’m sure your mom wouldn’t mind having the kids over for a week or two? She’s always going on about how she wants to spend more time with them. Besides, isn’t that what grandmothers are for?” She smiled cheekily. “We’re going to Jamaica and nothing can stop us!”


   


  I laughed at my wife’s infectious enthusiasm. I was a little surprised by her decisiveness, but I didn’t mind one bit. Normally, if we’d go on a holiday, she’d plan the whole thing down to the finest detail for months on end. It was a nice change of pace to suddenly decide, on a whim, to go to the Caribbean. I couldn’t wait to finally get on a surfboard and mess around in the water, and afterwards, dry up on the beach, sipping on a cool margaritas while Amy pranced around in bikinis and dresses, showing off her gorgeous curves to the island boys.


   


  I raised my glass for a toast.


   


  “To us!”


   


  “And to Jamaica!” Amy chimed in.


   


  ***


   


  “Should I do it?” Amy asked me, hesitating slightly. “This is it, baby… the point of no return.”


   


  Amy had called her boss and gotten two weeks off, while I had done the same. My mother was happy to watch the kids while we were gone. Now, after filling out the necessary online forms, we were one mouse-click away from booking our spur-of-the-moment vacation. We managed to find a flight leaving tomorrow morning.


   


  “Should I do it?”


   


  Amy’s voice was tingling with excitement, her feet bouncing off the floor.


   


  “Do it, baby!”


   


  Click.


   


  “…and that’s it! We’re going to Jamaica!”


   


  My wife jumped up from her chair, positively beaming. It did me a whole lot of good to see her so happy and free of worries. It’s been too long.


   


  I wrapped my hands around her waist and pulled her in close, planting a big, sloppy kiss on her lips. She kissed me back enthusiastically, nibbling playfully on my bottom lip.


   


  “Do you remember what we did on Mexico, on that beach?” I growled as my hands roamed her backside, pulling her body closer against mine.


   


  “Mmhm, I sure do,” she purred back. “Because I found sand in my underwear for weeks!”


   


  We both roared with laughter, a deep, full-bellied laugh. This adventure, which hadn’t even started yet, was already rejuvenating us.


   


  “Well, I for one can’t wait to get more sand into your undies.”


   


  “And what if I don’t want to carry around heaps of sand in my bottoms, mister?” Amy said playfully, her hands rubbing the back of my neck.


   


  “Then you’ll just have to skinny-dip,” I growled as I slipped my hands into the back of her jeans, my fingertips wandering across her naked backside.


   


  Amy let out a surprised moan as I roughly dug my fingers into her soft skin, pulling her crotch closer to mine, and pressing my body against hers.


   


  “I can’t wait to fuck you on the beach again,” I grunted into her ear as I yanked her jeans down to her waist, my hands grabbing her ass. I spanked her, causing her to breathe heavily into the nape of my neck.


   


  She reached down and felt my rock-hard bulge through my pants.


   


  “Mmhm, save it for our trip, bad boy,” she quipped as she kissed my ear. “We have to pack!” She pulled away, but I was having none of that.


   


  “Fuck that,” I barked as I grabbed her arm and twisted it. “I’m taking you, here and now.”


   


  She wiggled out of my grasp. “We’ll have plenty of time when we get there… but our flight leaves tomorrow morning! We have to pack. Now!”


   


  Amy scurried off, her pants still bungling around her knees as she opened her dresser. “I only have a few hours to decide what to pack… I don’t even have any good bikinis!”


   


  Bemused, I watched Amy stressfully try to pack her entire wardrobe into one tiny suitcase. There was my old, familiar Amy again, I thought to myself. My cock was still throbbing at the thought of ravishing her body on the beach… and in less than 24 hours, that’s exactly what I planned on doing.


   


  ***


  Chapter 2


   


  Jamaica was everything we hoped it would be — and more. The weather was fantastic (delightfully sunny and warm), the food was great, the people were friendly and welcoming, and most important of all, it had put Amy in the best mood I had seen her in for years.


   


  She was cheerful and chipper, waking up with a big smile every morning, eager to get out and explore the island. It warmed my heart to see her smiling again. The post-natal depression had been real and prolonged for her, and only now I was starting to see glimpses of my old, adventurous, lively Amy again.


   


  I’d do anything to keep that fun woman around longer — anything.


   


  We had a couple of days to kill before my surf lessons started, so we relaxed in a way we hadn’t done in years. We would sleep in till ten, have a lazy breakfast with a smooth cocktail by the ocean, and lounge around on the beach or at the pool while we read our ‘guilty pleasure’ books. It was slow living. It was heaven.


   


  At night we’d eat at one of the many local restaurants, and then head back to our beach-side bungalow early for our nightly bout of passionate, steamy lovemaking. It was as if Amy had been reawakened. She’d tear my clothes off and jump my bones like we were teenagers again.


   


  I had the slight suspicion that the hard-bodied island men we’d encounter all day long played a big part in getting her into the mood. Whether we were at the beach, the pool, or downtown, it didn’t matter — everywhere you’d look you could find broad-shouldered, big muscled, half-naked black men.


   


  With the temperature pushing close to a hundred degrees, most locals didn’t seem to bother wearing shirts. I didn’t know if it was something in the water or Jamaicans were just really into fitness, but it seemed like every single Jamaican male had a body fit for a Mister Universe competition.


   


  Not that I minded — I had definitely ogled a few topless chocolate-colored girls who were sunbathing on the beach. And I supposed a part of me liked it. Sure, I did feel a slight pang of jealousy when I caught Amy sneaking a peak over to the top of her book, pretending she was reading her chick lit while her eyes were actually glued to a muscular ebony stud walking out of the ocean like he was in a James Bond movie, the water dripping off his washboard abs, glistening in the sun. But, I also found it incredibly exciting and erotic to imagine her small, white frame next to that dark-skinned god.


   


  “Something caught your eye?” I asked her when I caught her peeping at the one of the surfing instructors on our second day. This was the man who was going to train me, but he was booked up for today, so I wouldn’t start until tomorrow.


   


  Amy’s face instantly turned a bright, fiery red as she tried to come up with an excuse. “I was just watching them surf,” she said, but even her chest was flushed — and this could only mean one thing.


   


  “It’s okay,” I told her. I loved teasing her, but I couldn’t stand to see her squirm so full of guilt. “He kinda looks like Idris Elba, doesn’t he?”


   


  “He does,” she exclaimed cheerfully. He was one of our favorite actors. I loved how he played the part of a brooding detective, while I suspected Amy wished he was more of a breeding detective, if you catch my drift.


   


  “Oh! You should get a picture with him! We can tell our friends we hung out with Idris! That’d be a hoot,” she laughed.


   


  “Maybe I will,” I smirked. “Or maybe I’ll take some pictures of you two together,” I added with a wink.


   


  She raised her eyebrows. “What kind of pictures are we talking about here?”


   


  “The kind that we wouldn’t want to share with our friends,” I grinned.


   


  Amy’s eyes widened and she did a sharp intake of breath. She tried to laugh it off, but I could tell from the glint in her eye that the gears in her mind were turning. Tonight we’d have another bout of passionate lovemaking, I was sure of that, but I wasn’t quite through riling her up yet.


   


  “I don’t know if you could handle him though. I mean look at him, all muscle, so much taller and stronger than you… he’d tear you right in half.”


   


  Amy’s eyes were glued to the surfing instructor as he waded through the shallow water, the salty sea water dripping down his ebony, muscled frame. Now that I had given her permission, Amy was really drinking in the sights.


   


  “He does seem awfully strong,” she mused. “He’s so tall.. And broad as well…”


   


  “You’d have to climb on his lap if you want to take a picture with him, otherwise you wouldn’t even fit in the frame,” I whispered saucily into my wife’s ear.


   


  Amy swatted at me with her book, her face flushed as red as a beet. “Watch it mister, I’m still your wife” She cackled. “I’m not about to climb random Jamaican surf instructors!”


   


  “The vacation is still young,” I quipped. “Never say never.”


   


  “You’re so bad! I should have listened to my mom. That boy’s trouble,” she said in a nasal voice, imitating her mother.


   


  We laughed and kissed, and then the dark-skinned surf instructor headed down-shore with his student, and disappeared into the distance. We headed back into town to grab a bite to eat, and the ebony stud wasn’t mentioned again, though I could tell from my wife’s perky nipples that my teasing definitely had an effect on her.


   


  And it wouldn’t be the last we’d see of him, that was for sure…


   


  ***


  Chapter 3


   


  “Get up, sleepy head! You’ll miss your first day of practice!”


   


  I awoke slowly, my mind still clouded by sleep, while my cock was hard and throbbing from an incredibly realistic erotic dream I had. Amy had found a job at some lawyer’s firm as a personal assistant of some hot-shot lawyer, and I was accompanying her to her firm’s New Year’s Eve party.


   


  I was in shock when Amy walked into the party wearing nothing but jet-black lingerie and a collar around her neck, her boss leading her into the room with a leash. Turned out, as part of her work-duties she had to serve her boss — and all of his clients!


   


  To reward the firm, the boss decided to share my wife with all his employees for the night. It was a free-for-all, my lovely wife being filled on both sides for hours on end, until she was completely stuffed full of cum, seed dripping out of her every orifice.


   


  I was jealous, angry, and felt betrayed, but most of all, I was incredibly aroused. I had been the last to fuck her, my hard cock sliding easily into her well-lubricated, well-used cunt. I was right on the verge of orgasm, about to add my load to countless others, as my wife woke me up.


   


  “Are you okay?” She asked me. “You seem a little flushed.”


   


  “I had the strangest dream,” I answered, my heart still racing. It all seemed so vivid, so real. Why did it arouse me so?


   


  “What was it about?” Amy asked me, cocking her head. She was wearing a dark-blue swimsuit and had her hair in a bun, still looking as fine as ever. “Was it naughty?” She smiled mischievously, motioning towards the tent my cock was pitching.


   


  “It was,” I admitted. “There was a party, and you worked for a lawyer, and then… you know what, never mind” I said. I couldn’t very well tell my wife I just fantasized vividly about her being gang-raped and liking it, could I? It had just been a dream, but, my heart was still pounding in my chest. I could still feel how slick her wet pussy felt as my cock glided in, the abundance of juices inside of her…


   


  “Tell me later then, you’re going to be late for your class if you don’t hurry up! Your training starts in thirty minutes!”


   


  “Fuck! Why didn’t you wake me up sooner?”


   


  “I was reading and I didn’t want to disturb you, you were sleeping so peacefully. I’ll meet you at the beach, okay? There’s a sandwich on the counter for you.”


   


  I kissed my wife goodbye and hopped into the shower for a quick rinse before throwing on my trunks and rushing to the beach. Luckily, our cottage was damn near to the waterfront, so it only took a minute.


   


  Amy was already there, lounging on the white sand as she read one of her romance novels. Her pink cheeks were slowly getting tanned, and I could see the tan lines forming on her round, plush butt. I took a quick mental note to buy her a smaller bikini, so she could get a full-body tan.


   


  A few yards away, my surf instructor was waiting for me, waxing his board. I greeted Amy and reported for duty.


   


  “You’re just in time, mon,” my tall, dark and handsome surf instructor said with a broad smile. “Nice to meet you, I’m James, happy to see you. Is this your first time?”


   


  “It sure is,” I said as I shook his hand. His grip was firm.


   


  “You’re gong to love it, I guarantee it. Riding the waves, there’s nothing quite like it, trust me… except riding a fine woman, of course.”


   


  We headed into the water and he showed me the basics. We made some small talk, and it turned out he had spent a semester in our hometown last year, and he even attended a few games of my favorite team, the Eagles.


   


  Surfing was every bit as fun and exciting as I hoped it would — though it was also a lot harder than it looked. I was huffing and puffing in no time at all, and getting quite the work-out.


   


  When James caught a wave, it was smooth. Effortless. He hopped on his board and glided through the waves like was cutting through butter. It was a majestic sight, like he was born to do this.


   


  When I tried it, the effect wasn’t quite the same — I’m sure I lacked his grace and finesse, as I slipped and fell, splashing into the water, every time I tried to get on my board. Despite this, I still had the time of my life.


   


  Amy was watching me horse around in the water all morning, cheering me on the entire time.


   


  “Look, you’ve already got your first fan,” James remarked when my wife hollered at me.


   


  “Well as my wife, she’s kind of obligated to be my biggest fan,” I joked.


   


  “Don’t make me jealous,” he said with a wicked smirk. “Any man would be glad to have what you have.”


   


  Strangely, I felt really proud that he complimented my wife. This gorgeous hunk of man-meat could have any woman on the island, but instead, he wanted my wife. Desired my wife.


   


  “I’m sure you get your fair share of attention, though.”


   


  “Attention, sure, but commitment? That’s rare. You be sure to keep your woman satisfied, you hear?”


   


  “I do my best,” I grinned.


   


  “Now that we’re on topic, I’ve got the perfect simile. Riding the wave is a lot like making love to your woman,” James said. “You’ve got to be firm, but with a gentle touch. Decisive. Do not be rash, but don’t hesitate either. Bide your time, wait for that perfect moment, and then strike!”


   


  I tried to catch another wave, and this time, I managed to stand on my board for a good five seconds before I lost my balance. A personal record!


   


  “That’s it! Now you’re getting it!” James cheered. “Again! Remember, that wave is your wife’s ass, and you’re hitting that booty! You’re climbing it, and riding it all night! Go! Hit that!”


   


  His enthusiasm was infectious, and I caught the next wave, getting up once again.


   


  “I’m doing it!” I hollered. “I’m riding the booty!”


   


  “You ride that booty, boy!”


   


  After an exhausting morning of practice, every muscle in my body was sore. A lifetime spent behind a desk hadn’t put me in the best shape of my life, and that’s an understatement!


   


  “Come on, one more Michael! Give me one more!”


   


  “I can’t James!” I sputtered. “I’m done! I’m out! You’ve slain me. I wasn’t made for this!” I complained jokingly. “I can’t ride any more booties today, not even my wife’s! You go ahead, show me how it’s done.”


   


  “With the wave of with your wife?” James grinned before he burst into laughter, a pleasant, rich sound. “I’m sorry, I’m just joking!”


   


  “I’m not so sure,” I grinned. “I’m keeping my eye on you, you dog!”


   


  “A brother can’t help being a brother,” James smirked.


   


  We shook hands as we parted ways.


   


  “Thanks for your time, I had a blast. Same time tomorrow?”


   


  “Same time tomorrow! Enjoy your day!”


   


  I dragged my board back to the shore, leaving it at James’ bungalow, and headed towards my wife. I laid down in the cool sand next to her, every muscle in my body aching.


   


  “How was it? You looked so cool, surfing the waves! I took a few pictures,” Amy said enthusiastically.


   


  “You mean the whole minute I’ve stood on the board over the past three hours, you mean”


   


  “Ah, you did great for your first time!”


   


  “I guess, but James makes it look so easy though. There, look at him go!”


   


  We watched James surf past us, effortlessly gliding across the clear-blue sea like he was floating on the clouds. He waved at us, smiling broadly. His dark, chocolate skin glistened in the sun, illuminating every toned muscle in his defined body. If he wasn’t such a classy, friendly guy, I might have gotten jealous of that hunk. My belly had grown a little bit every year, and I hadn’t looked as fit as him in well over a decade.


   


  “How was he?”


   


  “He’s a great guy, actually. He spent a semester near us, actually. And get this, he’s been to an Eagles game as well!”


   


  “No kidding! That’s quite a coincidence.”


   


  “Yeah. See, if you had bothered to come to the game with me, you might have run into that stud a year ago,” I quipped playfully.


   


  Amy laughed, a beautiful, warm sound. “Why would he be interested in me? Look at him, he’s got the body of a Greek god!”


   


  “You’d be surprised,” I said mysteriously.


   


  “What? Have you two been gossiping about me, is that how it is?”


   


  “A gentleman never tells.”


   


  “Come on, spill it!” Amy said as she tried to tickle me. “You can’t tease me like that!”


   


  “What, I’ve done nothing wrong,” I laughed. “He said I should be proud to have such a gorgeous wife, that’s all.”


   


  Amy’s eyes twinkled like a star in the nights sky as she smiled back at me.


   


  “Nonsense. You’re making this up,” she said, her cheeks a fiery red.


   


  “If you say so. Ask him yourself.”


   


  “Maybe I will.”


   


  “If you can tear your eyes away from that dark, chocolate skin of his for a second, that is,” I teased.


   


  “Hey, a girl can look, can’t she?” Amy grinned cheekily.


   


  “She certainly can.”


   


  ***


  Chapter 4


   


  We headed back into town that afternoon to pick up a few tacky souvenirs. Amy loved to collect fridge magnets from every city we visited, so we visited the standard tourist-trap-shops.


   


  As she sought one to her liking, I was wandering around aimlessly, browsing the store, until a rack of swim-wear caught my attention.


   


  The shop had an extensive selection of exceptionally tiny bikini’s. The thin straps of cloth left very little to the imagination. Perfect for some one who wants to get a full body tan, without being completely nude. Though, wearing such a tiny garment, you might as well have been.


   


  Immediately, I couldn’t help but picture Amy lying on the beach, just like she did this morning, wearing that tiny piece of cloth. Her whole pale, round butt would be visible for all the world to see, her cheeks finally seeing the light of day.


   


  And if she decided to lay on her back, the top would cover little more than her nipples, while the bottom piece would cling to her pussy lips, the rest of her body completely exposed.


   


  James would get to see everything he was missing out on…


   


  Blood rushed to my cock at that last, wicked thought. I could show up late, leaving the two alone… who knows what would happen? They were brimming with lust for one another, and I was the only thing standing in the way of my wife getting her much-needed fill of thick, dark, Jamaican cock.


   


  Ever since I had that wicked dream that ended with Amy getting doused with seed, I couldn’t get the thought of sharing her out of my mind. It was so sinful, so wicked… so fucking hot. We were out here, over a thousand miles from home… what happens in Jamaica, stays in Jamaica, right?


   


  I was compelled to buy it.


   


  I never thought she’d actually wear something so daring, so naughty, but even if I just got her to wear it in the bedroom for me the purchase would have been more than worth it.


   


  “I got you something,” I told her as I handed her the bag holding her gift.


   


  Her face lit up, a smile spreading on her face. “What is it?”


   


  “Take a look.”


   


  She fished into the bag, clutching the minuscule piece of fabric in her hand.


   


  “What’s this? You got me a… thong?” She said, furrowing her brow.


   


  “Correction. A bikini.”


   


  “A bikini? This is a bikini?”


   


  She held up the small piece of swim-wear, studying it intently.


   


  “If I were a toddler, maybe! If you think I’m wearing this to the beach, you’ve got another thing coming!” She huffed.


   


  “Come on,” I said, trying to sway her mind. “You’ve been ogling James so much, it’s only fair if you give him something to look as well, don’t you think?”


   


  Her eyes narrowed, a playful smirk on her lips.


   


  “Don’t dare me,” she said with a good-natured grin. “I’ll parade around in this sorry excuse for a bikini all week long if I have to!”


   


  “I’d like to see you try.”


   


  She put the two piece back in the bag, her cheeks rosy with excitement. Even though she had brushed me off, I could tell the thought excited her.


   


  We had dinner down-town that evening, chasing down the tasty soul food with our fair share of delicious Mojitos and Caipirinhas. I took a shower to cool down back at our bungalow, and I was happily surprised to find Amy lying on our bed, wearing the tiny bikini I had gotten her.


   


  “Happy now?” She said, smiling wickedly at me.


   


  I was more than happy — I was delighted. The piece was more revealing than I had dared to imagine. From behind, she looked completely naked. Her round, white bubble butt was completely visible. Her big butt swallowed the tiny, tiny piece of string whole, and it just barely covered her pink pussy lips and rosy asshole.


   


  She turned around and motioned for me to join her on the bed, and I saw the top was every bit as minuscule as the bottom. The blue cloth barely covered her areolas, her full, luscious breasts nearly completely bared.


   


  I dropped my towel, revealing my throbbing hard cock to my wife. She looked so good, I wanted to eat her whole.


   


  “Mm, what do we have here,” she whispered as she wrapped her fingers around my erection, giving it a playful squeeze. “If I knew you wanted me to show off my body this much, I’d have done it years ago.”


   


  She engulfed the head of my cock with her hungry mouth, wrapping her hot tongue around my sensitive knob, bobbing her head up and down.


   


  I was in heaven as my wife sucked my cock. My eyes were glued to her body, and all I could think about was how fucking sexy she looked. If she wore this outside, on the beach, everyone could see her beautiful, full ass. My wife’s, my bride’s ass, on display for everyone. It was so lewd, so wanton, so fucking hot.


   


  My muscles still ached, however, and I was afraid I wasn’t up to giving her the hard pounding she so desperately craved. If only James was here, a voice in the back of my head nagged. He’d give her what she needs.


   


  “Oh fuck,” I moaned loudly as Amy cupped my balls in her hand, squeezing the pair as she took my cock as far down her throat as she’d go.


   


  “Slow down, or I’m going to cum right now,” I wheezed, the excitement getting to me.”


   


  Amy smiled up at me, slapping the engorged, purple head of my dick against her outstretched tongue.


   


  “What if that’s what I want?” She whispered in a sultry voice.


   


  “I want to swallow your cum, to taste your seed, baby… I mean, look at me. What do I look like?”


   


  She wiggled her bottom, and my cock grew even harder.


   


  “Mmhm, you really like this, don’t you? Can you just imagine me wearing this tomorrow? You’d be out in the water, far away, catching only glimpses of me every now and again… while I’m all alone on the beach, surrounded by hot, dark studs on all sides, begging me to let them oil me up, to let their strong, black hands glide across my nearly naked body… should I do it baby? Should I let them touch me?”


   


  My heart was damn near beating in my throat as Amy expertly edged me closer and closer to orgasm. Her hands were wrapped firmly around the base of my cock as she gave me slow, hard strokes, pulling me closer and closer to the edge of orgasm, yet never quite crossing the barrier.


   


  “Is that what you want, baby? For everyone to see me like this?”


   


  I nodded, my skin pricking with fire. “Yes,” I said, my voice raspy and raw.


   


  “I’ll do it, you know,” she added with a wicked smile. “I’ll wear this piece of nothingness, show off all my curves to whoever is looking… let James massage me.”


   


  A guttural moan escaped my lips involuntarily. James, that big bulk of muscle, that ripped, ebony giant, massaging those strong, firm, black hands of his into my wife’s soft, pale, skin… Holy shit.


   


  “That’s what you want to see, right? James, touching my skin, rubbing my ass, his fingers expertly finding their way between my legs…”


   


  “Oh shit,” I uttered, the cum boiling up in my balls. I couldn’t hold back any longer.


   


  “Tell me that’s what you want, and I’ll do it! Tell me right now!” Amy demanded as she felt my cock swell up, her eyes burning brightly with desire.


   


  “I want to see James touch you,” I said, gasping for air. “I want to see his blank hands on you, feeling every inch of your body, to grab your ass and squeeze your tits,” I rambled on.


   


  “Yessss,” Amy hissed as I divulged my biggest fantasy. My cock was bigger and harder than it had ever been, my orgasm only a fraction away.


   


  I locked eyes with my wife, my head swirling with lust.


   


  “I want to see you suck his dick,” I told her. She nodded, begging me to go on. “I want to see that big black dick of his fill you up!”


   


  Amy stroked me as hard and fast as she could, her hands a blur as she jacked me off into her mouth, her tongue stretched out and waiting for her prize.


   


  “I can’t wait to be completely stuffed fill of big, black cock, baby,” she said, a wanton look on her pretty face. “I’m going to fuck James and let him cum inside my pussy!”


   


  “Oh god,” I moaned.


   


  “Cum for me, baby! I want your cum inside my mouth as James cums inside my cunt!”


   


  “UGGGGH,” was all I could groan as my cock exploded, ropes and ropes of my pearly white cum covering my pretty wife’s face, a few strands shooting down her throat while the others hit her cheeks and chin, completely dousing her face in my cum.


   


  “Ah yes, cover me baby, cover my slutty face,” Amy moaned, her eyes closed and a wicked smile on her lips as she coaxed every last drop of cum out of my throbbing cock.


   


  She wrapped her lips around the head, sucking and licking, her hands still stroking me up and down. She swallowed my load and smiled up at me. It was the most beautiful sight I had ever seen — her face was absolutely dripping with cum.


   


  “I’m such a cum slut,” she whispered as she licked her lips, tasting more of my seed.


   


  “Damn right… holy fuck, what did I do to deserve that?”


   


  “By being the best hubby in the world,” Amy smiled as she kissed me right on the lips. “You know I was just kidding right? I don’t really want to be fucked by a big black dick.”


   


  “I’m not so sure you were,” I winked. “You were awfully into it.”


   


  “As were you, mister, I’ve got the evidence all over my face,” Amy laughed. “I never knew you were so kinky though.”


   


  “Neither did I,” I admitted. “I think we should make the most of our time here on the island… lord knows when we’ll go on another vacation like this.”


   


  Amy laid down on her back, smiling blissfully with her eyes closed as she thought my words over. I cuddled up next to her, sliding my hand into her bikini bottoms. Her pussy was wetter than I had ever felt it, completely drenched with juices.


   


  “Don’t you agree?” I whispered into her ear as my fingers rubbed her swollen clit. A lewd moan escaped her lips as I played with her sensitive nub.


   


  “What do you mean?” She asked me, her voice raspy. “I can’t fuck James… can I?”


   


  Her voice was thick with desire. I kissed and nibbled on her earlobe as I brought her closer and closer to release. Even though I had cum moments ago, my cock was already coming back to life.


   


  “We’re so far away from home, no one will ever know… so why not?”


   


  Amy breathed in sharply, a low, guttural moan leaving her body. Her body was trembling and she tried to close her legs and push my hands away from her sensitive clit, but I pushed her legs open and easily slid a finger right into her dripping wet cunt.


   


  “Or, you could just ask him for a massage, let his expert hands roam your body… that’s innocent, isn’t it?”


   


  “B-but baby,” Amy moaned, her voice begging me to go on.


   


  “Yes?”


   


  “I-if I let him t-touch me, I’m not s-sure I…”


   


  Amy’s voice was shaking, her entire body trembling with pleasure. Her orgasm as only a hair away now.


   


  “Then what?”


   


  “I-I can’t p-promise I won’t… f-FUCK him!”


   


  I kissed her ear, my fingers plowing into her sopping wet cunt, my thumb brushing against her clit. She was like putty in my hands.


   


  “As s-soon as he t-touches me, I’ll do w-whatever he wants, baby! If he pulls down my b-bottoms and slides that big black cock right into my cunt, I c-can’t promise I won’t let him f… f-fuck me right there!”


   


  “Then let him,” I growled into her ear. “Let him cum in your cunt, you slut! Let him use your body, fill you up with seed!”


   


  “Oh yes! I will baby! I’ll let him f-fuck me, I’ll let him fuck me b-bareback, and cum deep inside of me! OH YES!”


   


  Amy’s legs clenched together as her body trembled in pleasure. I kept plowing my fingers into her, my thumb flicking against her swollen, red clit. I whispered dirty, filthy words into her ear, about what a black cock loving, cum guzzling whore she was, and that I was going to share her with every fertile black man on the whole goddamned island.


   


  “Oh yes, ohhhh oh yes, yes yes YES!” She screamed at the top of her lungs as her core exploded with pure pleasure. Her body shook and trembled, her moans reduced to pure gibberish as the most powerful orgasm of her life rocked her entire body. I had made her cum before, but never like this. She thrashed and moaned lewdly, and I knew she was more into this fantasy than she was willing to let on.


   


  “Holy shit,” she sighed deeply after a few minutes of heavy, labored breathing. “I don’t think I’ve ever cum so hard in my life.”


   


  “Me neither. Who would have guessed my wife turned out to be a black cock loving whore?”


   


  Amy turned to me and kissed my forehead, her skin still aglow.


   


  “I’m your cock loving whore, baby, you know that, right?”


   


  “I know,” I chuckled. “It’s just dirty talk.”


   


  “Promise me you won’t get mad?”


   


  “I promise,” I said sincerely. I wasn’t about to shoot this thing down — finally we were having some real, crazy, dirty sex, I wasn’t letting a few pangs of doubt and jealousy get in the way of that.


   


  “Are you sure? I don’t want you to throw this in my face when you’re not hard anymore…”


   


  “I’m absolutely sure, honey,” I said, gazing into my lover’s deep-blue eyes. “I love you. I’ll always love you. No matter how many black cocks you’ve sucked in the past, or will suck in the future,” I joked.


   


  “Good,” Amy said, smiling wickedly at me. She climbed on top of me, lining my hard cock up with her dripping wet slit.


   


  “Because I need another load of cum deep inside of my pussy right now, and if you’re not up to the job, I’ll have to go find James and let him tear apart my tight, little white pussy… and that would be a shame, wouldn’t it?”


   


  She grinned the whole time, a mischievous smile on her lips, as she lowered her ass on my cock. My dick slipped in easily, her pussy wet and juicy. I couldn’t believe how dirty her dirty talk was — the island air must have done her good!


   


  Amy closed her eyes, squeezing her own tits roughly as she bounced up and down on my white cock, all the while gushing about her curiosity for big black cocks.


   


  “I’ve always been curious, y’know, about black cocks… I never told you because I didn’t want to upset you, but now that we’re here…”


   


  My mouth got dry and more blood rushed to my cock. Even though I had cum only a few moments earlier, my dick was painfully erect, and ready for more action.


   


  “Why is that?” I heard myself say. We had gone this far, why not take it all the way. “Is it their size?”


   


  Amy smirked, the corners of her mouth being pulled upwards. “What do you think?” She said, her voice thick with lust. “Do you think I deserve a big cock?”


   


  I nodded, my erection throbbing.


   


  “Bigger than yours?” She said, opening one eye to see my reaction.


   


  “Y-yes,” I wheezed. “You deserve only the biggest, blackest cocks.”


   


  Holy shit, did I just really say that?


   


  Amy rocked her body back and forth, fucking herself on my pulsating cock. She pinched and tweaked her nipples as she rode me.


   


  “I agree,” she said, her voice low. “I deserve the biggest, blackest cock we can find on the whole island. There’s just one thing, though…”


   


  “What is it?” I gasped, hungry to hear more.


   


  “I don’t think black men use condoms.”


   


  My eyes shot wide open, and a rush of blood surged to my cock.


   


  “Mmhm, you like that?” Amy asked, obviously feeling my cock swell up inside of her. “You like the idea of your wife fucking a big black cock bareback? Of me being filled up to the brim? They’re so fertile though, I might end up with a little black baby in my tummy.”


   


  Amy reached back and squeezed my balls with one hand, coaxing me to shoot my load inside of her.


   


  “Everyone will know your wife has been blacked when they see my little black baby… everyone will know what a cuckold you are, that your wife is addicted to black cocks…”


   


  I couldn’t hold back any longer. Amy was pushing buttons I didn’t even know I had. To imagine her being pregnant with other man’s baby, and a black man’s at that, got me harder than I had ever been before.


   


  I let out a low, guttural moan as I blew my load inside Amy’s wet cunt.


   


  “Yes, yesss, fill me up, do it baby,” Amy hissed as she felt my cock explode inside of her. “Give me your cum, I’m made to be filled up!”


   


  She rubbed her clit with one hand, and she gave herself an orgasm with only a few gentle strokes, which proved how turned on she was as well.


   


  She collapsed on top of me and I wrapped my arms around her, both of us exhausted. I was beyond satisfied, but this was only the beginning…


   


  ***


  Chapter 5


   


  That night we both slept like babies, exhausted from our wild, kinky romp. I had to get up early for another surf lesson, but Amy was still sleeping like a log. I left her a note by her bedside table and headed towards the beach.


   


  James was waiting there for me, board at the ready. All I could think about was all the dirty things my wife and I had said to each other concerning him! If he only knew..


   


  “I’ve got good news for you, today you’re going solo!” James said cheerfully.


   


  “What? Why is that?


   


  “You’re not going to believe this, but, I pulled my ankle doing the limbo last night!” He laughed heartily, and I couldn’t help but grin along. It was hard to believe, such a strong, virile man as himself, being felled by such a silly dance as the limbo.


   


  “Sadly, it’s true. I need to take some rest, so I won’t be assisting you in the water today. Don’t worry, I’m only charging you for renting the surfboard. Luckily, you’re good enough that you don’t need my help no more.”


   


  “I, well… you think?”


   


  “Of course! Get out there, do as we did yesterday. You know all the basics, now it’s just a matter of doing, mon.”


   


  “If you think so,” I said, my voice filled with doubt. I had been looking forward to hanging out with James all morning, and now that plan was out the window.


   


  “I’ll be right here, watching, and if you have any questions, just swing by. But trust yourself mon. You’ve got this, Mikey. Know yourself, ey. Catch those waves!”


   


  “Alright, alright,” I answered, feeling pumped up. He was right, I didn’t need any help. I got this!


   


  I went into the water, repeating the mantras I had learned yesterday over and over again in my head. Keep calm and ride that booty…


   


  The first few tries I got pounded by wave after wave, falling face-down into the water, like a proper amateur. My only luck was that Amy had decided to sleep in and wasn’t around to witness my bumbling and tumbling! James kept true to this word and stayed on the beach, cheering and shouting me on.


   


  Every time I fell, he commanded for me to get back on my board and try again, and again, and again, until I had made the ocean my bitch. His words fueled my fire, and every fall only made me more determined to get back up and try again.


   


  Finally, after an hour, suddenly everything clicked. I found my balance. I caught the perfect wave, and in one smooth motion, got on my board and glided perfectly across the beautiful, deep-blue sea.


   


  “YEAH MON! THAT’S IT!” James screamed in his thick Jamaican accent, his deep voice being carried across the azure colored ocean.


   


  I looked up at him, pumping one fist in the air in celebration, when I noticed Amy was standing next to him. Her strawberry-blonde hair and curvy frame were unmistakable, even from so far out. She had a towel wrapped around her frame, but even that couldn’t hide her womanly curves. James towered over her, and my wife looked very petite next to the tall, black stud.


   


  She waved at me, cheering me on, in unison with my instructor. I was happy she had arrived just in time to see my great triumph — and then it happened.


   


  Time seemed to freeze still.


   


  Amy turned her back to me and unwrapped the towel from her frame, spreading it on the golden-white sand, and in the process, exposing her nearly naked body to me — and James.


   


  She had done it. She had actually done it.


   


  She was wearing the tiny, minuscule blue bikini I had gotten her. The very same she had worn last night, and that we had our breathtakingly kinky sex in. We had discussed James oiling her up, and running his firm, black hands all over her soft, white body. Amy told me how she was going to let him breed her, and fuck him bareback and put a little black baby in her goddamn tummy, and it turned us on so much we fucked each other into a fucking coma.


   


  That very same tiny, revealing bikini was the only thing covering her body as she laid down on her towel, right smack-dab next to James, while I was out in the ocean.


   


  Holy fuck.


   


  I thought it was all fun and games, just some kinky roleplay to get the juices flowing. Hell, I had been ecstatic things progressed to where they did! Amy was hornier and happier than she had been in years — I honestly can’t remember the last time we fucked so much in one night.


   


  It seemed Amy had woken up, still basking in the afterglow of our marathon fucking and, reeling with excitement, couldn’t resist taking it to the next level.


   


  Goddamn. Nearly a decade together, and she could still surprise me.


   


  I was frozen in place as I stared at her firm, round, white ass as she bent over at the waist and straightened our her towel. She took her sweet time too, shifting her weight from one leg to the other so her round booty bounced and wobbled. Only one small piece of string covered her lips — her entire ass was hanging out and catching sun rays.


   


  She had caught James’ attention as well, though he wasn’t staring as obviously as I was. I could’ve sworn he was checking out that whooty from the corner of his eyes.


   


  Of course, I quickly lost my balance, my mind as blank as a fresh field of snow. My feet slipped, and I crashed into the water. In the split-second before my face got swallowed up by the salty ocean, I thought I saw James’ hand come down and slap my wife right on her pink cheeks, but it all happened near instantaneously so I might have very well imagined the whole thing.


   


  I came up for air, disoriented and searching for my board. Amy was lying on her back on her towel, her face without a trace of guilt. Perhaps it had been a mirage?


   


  “Way to go!” James cheered. “How does it feel mon?!”


   


  “Great!” I yelled back, swimming towards my board.


   


  “Told you! You’ve got this! You’re a natural! You’ll be at the Olympics in no time, mon! Don’t make any plans for 2020, cause you’re going places!”


   


  I couldn’t but grin as James talked me up. I reached down and adjusted my package before giving it another go — Amy’s little stunt had me charged up, and it would be embarrassingly obvious if I was surfing while pitching a tent.


   


  I gave it another go, and like last time, I managed to get on my board and surf. It was a fantastic feeling, like the whole world disappeared around me. My worries, my work, my stress — it floated away. It was zen-like. Peaceful.


   


  I didn’t even think about James and Amy no more, I was so absorbed in the exercise. Every time I fell, I just right back up again. I lost all concept of time — I could have been out there for five minutes, or half an hour, I really had no clue.


   


  Suddenly, I felt a sharp pang pain in my leg, and I realized I might have been overworking my untrained muscles. I looked back at the coast line, but to my surprise, I had drifted and surfed so far down-stream that I couldn’t see Amy and James anymore.


   


  For a split second I thought they might have run off together, and she was getting his personal, undivided attention behind some bungalow… but I just as quickly realized that was ludicrous.


   


  The beach was slightly curved, and I had simply gone so far down-stream that Amy and James were behind the bend.


   


  My calm, peaceful state of mind was rudely interrupted by my hyped-up lizard brain. Amy and James were all alone… what were they up? And how long had it been? My wife was damn near nude in that sexy little piece of nothingness she was wearing, and without me to cheer on, James’ attention would surely be focused squarely on my wife.


   


  Was he oiling her up? Where his firm hands gliding across her luscious body? Was he cupping her cheeks, his fingers digging into her soft flesh?


   


  Instantly a lump formed in my throat and my skin pricked with fire as my mind ran through all the possible scenarios. The unthinkable was suddenly possible. I never figured James would actually be in the position to put his hands on Amy, and certainly not without me around, but with his sprained ankle and me drifting down-stream, the stars had aligned themselves.


   


  I was going to sneak up on them.


   


  I had to know what was going on, what Amy was up to. Would she really go for it? I couldn’t imagine she ever would, but… I never thought she’d actually wear the bikini either.


   


  I waded ashore and hid the surf board behind a tree, pacing across the beach and making sure to stay out of sight. I crouched behind the bushes and palm streams, sneaking through the foliage, back to where I had left them. It only took me a minute to find them.


   


  James was watching the ocean, waiting for me to come back around the bend, while Amy was lying on her towel next to him. I didn’t know if I was happy or disappointed that nothing had happened yet. I crawled up close behind them, staying hidden from sight, eager to hear their voices.


  


  “Do you see Michael yet?” Amy asked, glancing up at James’ tall frame. He was towering over her, an ebony giant compared to her.


   


  “Nah, but he’ll be right back, don’t worry. He really is a natural, I’m telling you.”


   


  I supposed fantasies were just supposed to stay fantasies, and nothing was going to happen. With a slight sense of disappointment I turned around to head back, but right as I did, Amy pulled the trigger.


   


  “James,” she said, her voice so soft I had strain to hear it. “Do you think you could help me out?”


   


  I swallowed hard. Was she really going for it?”


   


  “I think I’m burning up… could you help me apply some cream?”


   


  My heart was beating so hard I was positive they could hear it. My fantasy was about to play out right in front of me, but I had never been so conflicted. Is this really what I wanted, for James to massage my wife? My throbbing hard cock said yes, but my mind had its doubts. The only thing I knew for sure was that I wasn’t moving an inch!


   


  James glanced down at my wife’s exposed body, his dark, hazelnut eyes scanning every last inch of her naked skin. He had been a gentleman before, not peeking at her, but now that Amy had extended an invitation he was drinking in the sights.


   


  “That’s not surprising,” he said. “You’re catching a lot of sun there. Don’t want any tan-lines huh?”


   


  Amy smiled up at him, handing him her bottle of sun-block. I vividly remembered picking up at that same bottle at the pharmacy a few days ago, and now my wife was handing it to a dark-skinned stud… never would I have imagined this would come to be.


   


  “Of course not, that’s why I came to the island, after all. I’m sure you’re used to it, though.”


   


  “I do see a lot of women here, yes, but none as gorgeous as you, Amy. You’re not worried about attracting any unwanted attention?” James asked her as he squirted the creamy white liquid onto the palm of his hands.


   


  It’s really happening. Holy shit.


   


  “You’re here to protect me, aren’t you?” Amy mused. “And the attention is very much wanted,” she sighed as James’ hands touched her bare back.


   


  Our role-playing must have awoken a whole new part of my wife, because Amy had never acted so brazen. I watched breathlessly as James massaged the oil into her skin, his dark hands moving across her upper body in long strokes. My loving wife closed her eyes, a mischievous smile plastered on her face.


   


  With one quick flick of the wrist, James undid her top. Her large breasts spilled out the sides instantly. “Don’t want any tan lines, after all,” James smirked as he ran his hands down her sides, the top of his fingers brushing against the sides of my wife’s luscious tits.


   


  My cock was straining against the fabric of my swim-trunks, painfully erect. Only a minute ago they were waiting for me to come back, perfectly innocent, nothing afoot. And now, mere seconds later, James’ strong, firm hands were running across my wife’s naked backside, his fingers gliding across the sides of her full, round breasts. Amy lifted her upper body up ever so slightly so he could reach her breasts even better. Damn!


   


  “Do my legs too,” Amy sighed blissfully.


   


  James looked over his shoulder at the ocean, looking for me, but of course, I was not there.


   


  “Don’t worry about Michael,” Amy insisted. “You’re not doing anything you’re not supposed to… yet.”


   


  My breath faltered as James squirted more of the cool, white liquid directly onto my wife’s thick thighs. He rubbed the oil into her soft, sensitive skin, and his firm grip caused her luscious thighs and round ass to jiggle with every single stroke. His eyes were glued to her firm derriere, and I suspected he was rubbing my wife’s thighs extra hard just to watch her white booty jiggle.


   


  Amy spread her legs ever so slightly to provide him with better access to her inner thighs, and in the process, she provided him with an excellent view of her bikini-covered pussy lips. Last night I had the exact same view James was having now, and I vividly remembered every little detail he could now see.


   


  The perfect two round globes her her big white ass, her puckered asshole barely covered by a piece of string, the small line of fabric covering the lips of her pussy, the tight cloth clinging to her lips, the outline her pussy clearly visible, in the case she was wet with her juices, the piece would be damn near see-through…


   


  “Mmm, you’re awfully talented James,” Amy moaned lewdly. “Something tells me you’ve done this before…”


   


  “Can’t say I’m an amateur,” James responded as his hands slid up higher and higher with every stroke, his fingertips now brushing dangerously close to the damp, warm place between my wife’s thighs.


   


  “A little higher,” Amy pleaded. “I want a full protection…” Her voice was dripping with desire. Damn. My wife wasn’t pulling any punches — she was straight up asking James to fondle her goods.


   


  Not having to be told twice, James hands slid up and cupped her two round, pink cheeks in his hands. His fingers dug into her soft skin as he squeezed her buns, soliciting a lewd moan from my wife.


   


  He grabbed the bottle and covered her bubble butt with sun-block. It was dripping down her curves, and right into the crack of her ass as well. I was still watching, frozen in place, dumbfounded and hypnotized by the spectacle right in front of me.


   


  James expertly massaged the oil into her soft skin, kneading the juicy flesh of her round bubble butt. Amy was in heaven — her eyes were firmly shut, a goofy grin on her face. I could barely believe it.


   


  His dark, ebony fingers brushed closer and closer to her forbidden holes, and I’m sure his fingertips were already massaging her most intimate parts. Panicked, I contemplated my next step, but before I had chance to decide, James did it for me.


   


  “There, you’re all oiled up,” James said.


   


  Amy wantonly pushed her ass out, eager to feel his hands on her body once more.


   


  “What about the rest?” She pleaded.


   


  “You’re hotter than the devil, but I’ve got to check on Michael. I have to make sure he’s not drifting out into sea somewhere.”


   


  “Ahh,” Amy whined like a puppy. “I’m sure he’s fine.”


   


  James frowned. “You’re not worried about your husband?”


   


  “He’s a natural, just like you said. He’s probably catching a breather on the beach.”


   


  “Maybe so, but I’m worried.”


   


  Amy opened her eyes and looked straight at me, giving me a playful wink. I was frozen in place, but she just grinned at me. Had she known I was there the whole time? Had she put on a show… for me?


   


  “What if I told you Michael is okay with you massaging me?”


   


  I couldn’t believe she said that. Was she about to reveal our darkest, deepest fantasy to this stud?


   


  James laughed. “I’d have to hear that straight from his mouth to believe it… but if that’s true, then I’ll eat you up whole,” he said as he bent over and planted a kiss right in the middle of my wife’s round, shiny ass.


   


  Amy let out a surprised moan and I couldn’t believe what had just happened. Had he kissed my wife right on her asshole…? Or was it lower, and did his tongue dart past her soaking wet slit?


   


  James then got up and started walking down the beach. Amy smiled at me and motioned for me to head back into the jungle, as she slid one hand down into her bikini bottoms. Damn, she was just going to rub one out on the public beach, just like that?


   


  I headed back to the foliage to my board as quickly as I could, my mind swimming with emotions.


   


  ***


  Chapter 6


   


  I hurried back as fast as I could without drawing any unwanted attention to myself. I only managed to just grab my board when James came round the bend, looking for me.


   


  “There you are!” He smiled broadly. “You had me worried, mon.”


   


  “Just taking a breather,” I said, trying to appear calm and relaxed, while in all actuality my heart was going a million miles a minute.


   


  “How’d it go? Great, huh?”


   


  “Yeah, I think I’ve got the hang of it.”


   


  “I knew you would. Our time’s up so I have to head back into town ey, same time tomorrow?”


   


  “Sure thing,” I said as I handed him the surfboard.


   


  I walked back towards my wife, who was all alone on the nearly-deserted beach, while James took a shortcut straight into town. Even from a distance, my wife’s shiny hiney was unmistakable. Her back-side was completely oiled up, shimmering in the morning sun. Her hand was still moving around underneath her, no doubt flicking against her swollen clit.


   


  I knelt down behind her and roughly squeezed her pink buns, my fingers sinking deeply into her soft skin.


   


  “Mhhm,” she moaned approvingly, not even bothering to open her eyes to see who I was.


   


  “That’s all you’ve got to say?” I said cheerfully. “I could have been any random stranger, you know.”


   


  “I hoped you would be,” she said playfully. “Did you enjoy the show?”


   


  “It looked like you had fun,” I said as my hands roamed her backside. I pulled her tiny bikini to the side and saw her pussy was a fiery red and dripping with juices. She had two fingers sliding into her own wet cunt, as her thumb brushed against her swollen nub.


   


  She looked over her shoulder at me, her blue eyes still smoldering with excitement, as bright as diamonds. She spread her legs further and I slipped my own finger into her soaking wet cunt. A moan escaped her lips as I fingered her right on the public beach. My finger easily slid in all the way to the knuckle. I had never felt her so wet, so turned on before.


   


  “Did James do that do you, you little slut?” I breathed into her ear as my fingers pounded her hot, tight little snatch.


   


  “Yesss,” she hissed. “Fuck me,” she said hoarsely, her voice dripping with lust.


   


  She didn’t have to tell me twice. I quickly glanced around, but luckily the beach was nearly deserted. Even though it was approaching midday, life on the island had a very different rhythm. There were a few boys playing volleyball in the distance, but that was it.


   


  Swiftly I yanked my trunks down, my hard cock flopping out. I lined up the swollen, purple head of my cock and pushed forward, my cock entering her wet hole without resistance.


   


  “OH YES,” Amy moaned at the top of her lungs, not even bothering to stay modest. I put my hand over her mouth, silencing her lewd moans.


   


  “I’m coming to cum deep inside you, right here on the beach,” I grunted into my wife’s ear. “I’m going to fill you up, just like you wanted James to do, isn’t that right?!”


   


  “MHMHMYESMM,” she groaned as I bottomed out inside of her, my thick, veiny member hitting her G-spot.


   


  It only took a few strokes for Amy to achieve orgasm. She trashed and trembled as the powerful orgasm washed over her, the big ball of joy exploding inside her cunt and radiating outward.


   


  “You would have let him fuck you, wouldn’t you?” I grunted. I wanted to hear her say it, I needed it, my cock demanded it.


   


  “Oh y-yess,” she gasped. “Yes, yes, I wanted him to, I wanted him to so bad, I wanted him to feel every last inch of that black cock inside of me, baby, if he had pulled out his cock, I — oh god.”


   


  I couldn’t take any more. Giving my slutty wife one final hard thrust, I came hard inside of her. My cock exploded inside of her, my pearly white cum absolutely flooding her womb. I shot rope after rope of my jizz inside of her, coating her inner walls with seed.


   


  Satisfied and more than exhausted, I rolled off of her, my cock slipping out of her well-used cunt. My semen dripped out, pooling between her legs.


   


  “Goddamn,” Amy sighed happily. “God fucking damn… what did I do to deserve such a husband?”


   


  I cuddled up next to her, kissing the nape of her neck. “I love my slut-wifey,” I said cheekily.


   


  She climbed on top of me, planting small kisses all over my face and neck. “I did this for you, you know,” she whispered. “So you better be happy about it!”


   


  “I’m more than happy,” I assured her in all my post-orgasmic bliss. I had let the genie out of its lamp, bought her the bikini and pushed for her wanton behavior every step of the way, so I couldn’t very well turn on her now.


   


  “Promise?”


   


  “Promise.”


   


  ***


  Chapter 7


   


  After all that, I still thought it was just a game.


   


  Just a fantasy. A tropical island day-dream, that would quickly evaporate.


   


  I was wrong.


   


  So very, very wrong.


   


  It didn't take long for matters to escalate. In less than a day, James would go from massaging my wife’s round, luscious buttocks to feeding every last inch of that thick, black cock of his into my willing, wanton wife’s ass. And all I would do was watch.


   


  It all started that evening. Amy and I had gone out for drinks, and we were both feeling quite rowdy after our public romp on the beach. I couldn’t wait to get her back home and relive that scene again, but then, we ran into James.


   


  “Hey, how’s the night treating you two?” James said, sporting a wide smile, as he pulled up a chair and sat down at our table.


   


  “Great, now that you’re here,” Amy said saucily, her eyes shining brightly. She ran her foot up my ankle as her eyes teased me. We had just been discussing how we both felt about the intimate moment the black stud and my wife had shared. Amy was a bit scared that I would be jealous or angry, but I did my best to assure her that was far from the truth. I liked it. I loved it. I loved watching his firm, black hands slide across her body, touching her where no man but I had touched her in years…


   


  She was happy, I was happy. No harm no foul.


   


  “Is that so?” James said, giving me a funny look, like he expected me to blow up on him. Perhaps he figured Amy would’ve told me about what had transpired… or maybe he was just waiting for me to give him the green light? After all, isn’t that what he had said? As soon as your husband says its okay, I’ll eat you whole..


   


  Amy and James made small-talk while these thoughts ran through my mind, clouding my judgment. Blood flowed to my cock as my mind drifted back to that morning, to the way their skin contrasted so erotically, as his hands explored her body. Amy ran her foot up my thighs, pressed her heel into my crotch, and found my cock hard and throbbing. She winked at me, her eyes burning with fire. What a vacation this was turning out to be!


   


  “So, what do you think?” She asked me.


   


  “W-what now?” I stammered. I had been so absorbed in my thoughts I had paid no attention to their conversation.


   


  “James asked us if we wanted to go to a proper Jamaican joint.”


   


  “It’s real nice, trust me,” James interjected. “This place is okay, but it’s not the real Jamaica, ya know what I mean? I can show you around.”


   


  He had his arm casually draped around my wife’s shoulder as he asked me this. I wasn’t quite sure what to do. I was eager to find out what James had in store for us, and what a proper Jamaican night entailed… but I was also a little apprehensive. Worried.


   


  Amy pushed her heel into my cock, her eyes pleading me to say yes. I couldn’t say no to those puppy dog eyes.


   


  “Sure,” I said. “Let’s do that.”


   


  Unknowingly, I had given control of the night, and my wife, to James, and from that point on I’d be a passenger, watching from the backseat as he seduced my wife, one step at a time.


   


  We walked down main street. James had his arm wrapped around my wife’s waist, and I followed a few feet behind. I felt a little excluded, but the two were chatting happily, so I sucked it up.


   


  He took us down a few dark alleys we wouldn’t have walked down without him before we arrived at a local dance club. The tall, muscled bouncer at the door greeted James with an air of familiarity, and it was quite clear that everyone here knew who he was.


   


  Amy and I, however, stuck out like two sore, very white thumbs. The place was packed to the brim with black bodies, and we were obviously out of our element.


   


  I began to get second thoughts.


   


  “Are you sure about this?” I whispered in Amy’s ear, grabbing her arm.


   


  She patted my hand, smiling up at me. “It’ll be fine. What can happen?”


   


  I could imagine quite a few things happening with my blonde wife in a dance club full of strong, dark men!


   


  Suddenly, my skin prickled with fire, sweat slicked my palms and slid down my back, my shirt feeling cramped and two sizes too tight. Amy was wearing a sun-dress, with only a thong and a bra underneath. I had suggested it myself, thinking we’d be sipping cocktails by the waterfront all night, but was it proper attire for an all-black dance club?


   


  I feared that every time she twirled around, or bent over, the small garment would ride up and expose her pink cheeks to the club full of horny, ebony men…


   


  “Come on, let’s go, slowpoke,” Amy said as she dragged me into the club. The bouncer gave me a smug smile, and I feared he knew exactly what James had in store for us. Why else would he take my white wife to such an establishment?


   


  The dancehall-music was blasting so loud you could feel it reverberate inside your chest. It started to dawn on me just how bad of an idea this had been. Amy, however, was smiling broadly, marveling at this place.


   


  “Isn’t this so cool? Without James, we’d never go to a place like this!”


   


  I swallowed, a lump forming in my throat as I noticed just about every single guy in the place was checking out my naive, clueless wife. I tried to stare them down, but they simply ignored me.


   


  “There’s a table over there,” James said as he guided us through the crowd. Now that the other men had seen that we were with James, they all turned away, as if they knew wife my wife was his for the night.


   


  I wasn’t sure if that thought was comforting or disturbing.


   


  James bought us drinks and we made small-talk, and bit-by-bit I started to feel a little more at ease. The entourage was very intimidating to me, but everyone went back to ignoring us now that we were in a booth.


   


  “What do you think of the music?” James asked.


   


  “It’s not my scene, that’s for sure,” I said.


   


  “I love it!” Amy piped in.


   


  “You do?” I asked, surprised.


   


  “Yeah! It’s very… sensual.”


   


  You could say that again. Out on the dance floor there were a few dark skinned girls shaking their asses to the beat, dropping it all the way to the floor. I couldn’t help but stare as their black booties jiggled rhythmically. I just hoped Amy wouldn’t get mad — or worse, try to compete!


   


  “It’s called twerking,” James told me when he saw my surprised expression. “Look it up,” he added with a wink.


   


  “You haven’t seen nothing, though. Check out this next song!”


   


  Like clockwork, a new song started playing the moment James finished his sentence. This was obviously a crowd favorite, because everyone started cheering and moving to the dance floor.


   


  “Come on, let’s dance!” James said as he got up.


   


  “No no no,” I insisted. “I’m too white for that shit,” I said self-depreciatingly. “You go ahead though.”


   


  “Do you mind if I go?” Amy said, completely blindsiding me. She wanted to dance… in this all-black club?


   


  “I, uhm,” I stammered. I didn’t want to forbid it and act like a jealous and controlling husband, but… it’s clear this was not something I was entirely comfortable with. I stammered, hoping that Amy would pick up on my vibe, but James seized his chance.


   


  “I’ll have her right back, don’t you worry,” he said with a wink as he took Amy’s hand and led her to the dance floor.


   


  All I could do was shift uncomfortably in my seat, sip on my drink and wait. Great.


   


  The beat dropped, and the crowd started going absolutely mental. I had never seen anything like it in all my years. The women were dancing lewdly, rubbing their hands all over their bodies, caressing and emphasizing all their curves. The men, meanwhile, were rubbing up against them, and some even went as far as to simply thrust their crotches against the women’s big, round asses!


   


  Rather than move away, the women returned the favor, dry humping the men, bouncing their booty on their crotches. It was lewd, extremely sexual, and making me very uncomfortable.


   


  I would have enjoyed the show, don’t get me wrong, but I had lost Amy in the crowd. She ought to stick out — as white as she was — but the club was so packed I lost all sight of her.


   


  I nursed my drink, my worry growing by the minute, as I awaited Amy’s return. The seconds crawled by, and I was drenched in sweat by this point. Where in earth was she?!


   


  The up-beat dancehall song ended, and the DJ switched to a smoother, RnB type sound. The crowd dispersed somewhat, and I finally caught a glimpse of my wife through the crowd. The relief I felt was only momentarily, however, because she was dancing awfully intimate with James.


   


  Amy had her arms wrapped around his neck as her head rested on his broad shoulders. James’ hands were placed firmly on her lower back as he slowly moved to the beat, their bodies grinding together rhythmically. He had his back towards me so I couldn’t see what they were doing very well, but I couldn’t help but notice the other men in the room had her eyes glued to my wife’s backside.


   


  What in earth was he doing?! My blood started rushing through my veins once again, my stomach in a tight knot. The jealous part of me wanted to get up, tear her away from him and head on home, but the rational part of me didn’t want to create a scene… and the perverted side of me was eager to find out how far Amy would go.


   


  These feelings fought for control as I remained in place, my fingers fidgeting with a coaster as my eyes were glued to their bodies. Finally, James turned her towards me, and what I saw was every bit as lewd as I expected it would be.


   


  James had his strong, black hands resting firmly on my wife’s naked, round ass. His hands had moved her dress up, and the globes of her ass were visible to all. His hands roamed up and down her soft, pink flesh, and Amy seemed completely oblivious. She was resting her head on his shoulders, her eyes closed, a blissful smile on her lips.


   


  James saw me looking, and he just winked back at me, giving my wife’s butt a playful squeeze. I swore I heard stifled laughter all around me, but I couldn’t quite tell over the loud music. What I did see was that all the men in the club were looking at my wife’s white butt with hunger in their eyes, some even licking their lips. When I made eye-contact with them, they just grinned menacingly at me.


   


  To say this was humiliating would be an understatement. I had to adjust my cock in my pants, my firm member pressing painfully against my zipper. This was all getting out of hand so fast… yet, I still couldn’t bring myself to interfere.


   


  James turned my wife again, now to the side, so I could see both their frames, and if seeing her butt wasn’t enough of a shock, I could now see what Amy was smiling about! James had positioned his cock so that it was standing straight up, pressing against his belly — and that big, black cock of his reached all the way up to his naval!


   


  From the side I could clearly see the big, bulbous head of his dick, pressing firmly against my wife’s stomach. He was grinding against her, rubbing the purple head of his prick against her, no doubt smearing pre-cum all over her pretty dress…


   


  Luckily the song ended, and my worries were over, or so I thought. In fact, they were still just beginning…


   


  ***


  Chapter 8


   


  “I’m going to fuck your wife, you know,” James said matter-of-factly as he sat down across me. Amy was headed to the ladies room, and we were all alone for a minute.


   


  I was stunned. Did I hear him right? The music was so loud, maybe I was just hearing things.


   


  “W-what now?”


   


  “I said, I’m going to fuck your wife.”


   


  James looked me dead in the face, waiting for my reaction. I looked away, his gaze burning into me, while my cock strained against the fabric of my jeans. How did he I know I wanted him to? Did Amy tell him… or were we just so obvious? Yeah, sure, we had both fantasized about inviting James into our bedroom, but to actually do it is something else entirely…


   


  “If you want me to,” James added.


   


  I looked up, and he was smiling broadly at me. That same disarming, welcoming smile he showed me the day I first met him at the beach.


   


  “Don’t look so surprised, mon. You think you’re the first white couple looking to get blacked here?”


   


  I shrugged, trying to think of something witty to say, and failing miserably.


   


  “I’m no fool. I’ve seen the way you two look at me… you want some of this,” he said as he grabbed his crotch for emphasis. “I’m more than happy to show your wife a good time, and if you didn’t want to see your wife taste some of this dark meat, you would have stepped in hours ago. Nah mon, you want to see your wifey get fucked, I get it. See, when she comes back from the bathroom, you go and leave us alone for a minute, iight?”


   


  It wasn’t so much a question as a demand. Before I a chance to respond, Amy was back, looking as hot as ever. Her blonde hair was slightly tousled, and she had a happy, sloppy grin on her face.


   


  “Scoot over,” she told me.


   


  Instead, I got up and excused myself, leaving the two alone together.


   


  I splashed some cold water in my face in the men’s room. What was I doing? Why was I following James’ commands? I wasn’t ready to admit it to myself quite yet, but I was eager to find out how far James could take it. He was right, after all. If I didn’t want James to fuck her… I would have stopped him sooner. I wouldn’t have let him take us to a club, I wouldn’t have let him wrap his arm around her, and I surely wouldn’t have let him grope my wife’s ass on the dancefloor and let him flash her buns to countless men!


   


  However, I wasn’t sure how Amy felt about all this. If I didn’t interfere, would Amy really let the black stud fuck her? Would she go that far? A part of me wanted her to ask me for permission at the very least, but another part of me, a stronger, hornier part, wanted her to just give in to her wildest passion.


   


  I walked back, trying to appear cool and collected, while my pulse was actually racing. Amy and James were sitting next to each other, huddled close together, whispering. I sat across from them, but they were so into one another they didn’t even notice me.


   


  Amy had her eyes closed, a silly smile on her lips, while James whispered into her ear. I coughed to draw their attention, and James smiled at me. He motioned for me to look under the table.


   


  I bent down, and what I saw was unbelievable.


   


  Amy had her legs spread wide, and James was two fingers deep inside her soaking wet cunt. Her thong was pulled to the side, and his index and middle finger were inside of her — all the way to the knuckle. In return, Amy had her hand wrapped firmly around James’ thick black cock. His pants were unbuttoned, and his cock was hanging out. I guess that answered my question on how Amy felt!


   


  His black cock was even bigger than it looked out on the dance floor. It was as thick as a can, and as long as my forearm. It was gigantic. Amy could barely wrap her fingers around the damn thing.


   


  I came up from the table as white as a ghost. Amy was smiling drunkenly at me, a wanton smile plastered all over her face. She mouthed ‘he’s so big’ at me, and all I could do was stare back in amazement. James was right. He was going to fuck her tonight. And to my surprise, I wanted him to.


   


  “Go pay the bill,” James directed me.


   


  I didn’t want to leave the two together, not wanting to miss a single thing, but a quick glare from James got me out of my seat. Unfortunately the bar was quite crowded, and as a pale white guy, serving me wasn’t a top priority for the waiters here. Finally, after ten minutes, I managed to pay the bill. I rushed back to our table as fast as I could — and found our table empty.


   


  Where had they gone?! I looked around, but I couldn’t see a thing in the dimly-lit bar. I made a quick tour around the room, but my wife was nowhere to be found. All I saw where knowing smirks as people shook their heads at me.


   


  “Have you seen a blonde, white woman leave?” I asked the tall, built bouncer at the front door. If she had left, he’d know.


   


  “Maybe,” he smiled condescendingly at me. “What’s it to you?”


   


  “That’s my wife,” I said, trying to sound firm.


   


  The bouncer laughed in my face, and I felt myself grow smaller by the minute.


   


  “She’s in the alley out back… but you might not like what you see,” he said ominously.


   


  Feeling sick, I ran towards the alley. I turned the corner and stopped dead in my tracks.


   


  Amy was on her knees, her strawberry-blonde hair illuminated by the moonlight as she bobbed up and down James’ thick cock. He had his hands in her hair, guiding her mouth up and down his thick pole. He was resting against the wall, letting my white wife do all the work.


   


  I hurried over, hissing at them.


   


  “Are you crazy?! Anyone could see out here!”


   


  “Relax, man,” James said as he smoked a blunt. He blew the marijuana smoke my way, making me cough. “Everyone knows your wife is my slut.”


   


  He pumped his hips to emphasize his word, causing Amy to make gagging noises as she slurped on his thick pole, undeterred by my presence. She was hypnotized by his large, black cock.


   


  “They knew from the moment I came in with you two… and when I had her out on the dance floor, fondling that bubble butt for every one to see, they all knew it was a done deal. I could have fucked her on the table and no one would have batted an eye.”


   


  “Wait… is that what all those looks were about?” I asked horrified. Did everyone know my wife was about to get blacked?


   


  “Damn straight,” James said. “From the moment we walked in, they all knew what was up. You want a hit?”


   


  I turned down the blunt as I stared mesmerized at my wife. She was still slobbering all over his thick pole, her tongue gliding up and down, damn near oblivious to the world.


   


  “L-let’s go back to our bungalow,” I finally said, finding my voice.


   


  “You sure?” James said, raising his eyebrow. “You know what that means right.”


   


  “I do.”


   


  “I need to hear you say it.”


   


  I swallowed. James was really milking me for all I was worth.


   


  “Please come to our bungalow so you can fuck my wife,” I heard myself say.


   


  James smiled, a wide, ear-to-ear smile. “That’s more like. Come on baby, let’s get some of that black dick inside of you.”


   


  He pulled Amy up, and she seemed surprised to see me. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, saliva dripping down the corners of her mouth. She had been so engrossed in sucking that black dick, I’m sure she missed our entire conversation.


   


  “Oh hi baby,” she said, slightly slurring her words. She ran her hand through her hair, her cheeks burning a fiery red. “Umm…”


   


  “It’s okay,” I said as I kissed her right on the lips. The taste of James’ cock lingered still, and my own cock surged with blood. “I’ve seen everything,” I informed her.


   


  “You’re not mad?” She asked me.


   


  “A little… but also incredibly turned-on,” I quickly admitted.


   


  “I’m sorry, the moment I felt his hardness press against me, I just… let him take control, I guess,” Amy confided in me.


   


  “It’s okay, I understand.”


   


  “So what do we do now?”


   


  “We’re going back to our place and James is going to fuck you,” I said matter-of-factly.


   


  She instantly perked up, a child-like joy beaming off her face. “Are you sure?” She asked me, but I knew she wanted nothing more.


   


  I slid my hand between her legs and found her pussy positively dripping wet. I slid two of my fingers into her with ease.


   


  “Let’s get a big black dick all in up that tiny, wet pussy of yours,” I grunted into her ear as I fingered her in the middle of the alley. I was taking all my pent-up lust and anger out on her dripping wet pussy as I blasted two of my fingers into her cunt.


   


  She held me for balance, her knees buckling. “Yesss,” she hissed, biting down on her bottom lip. “Let’s go baby, I’m so ready for this, you have no idea.”


   


  Amy’s legs were weak and she could barely walk, so she had one arm around me and one arm around James as we walked down the boulevard to our bungalow. James was blazingly fondling her breasts, his hand inside of her dress, kneading her soft flesh.


   


  He didn’t care that anyone walking by could see — in fact, he reveled in the attention. He stopped to greet everyone we met, going as far as to ‘accidentally’ pull down the top of her dress so her naked titties popped right out. He acted like he didn’t mean to, but I wasn’t born yesterday.


   


  Amy pretended to be so drunk she couldn’t help but expose herself, but I strongly suspected she was just acting so she could show off her naked body to total strangers.


   


  Meanwhile, I was so horny I couldn’t stand it. Every second we were out on the streets my cock grew harder, the humiliation and anticipation driving me insane. I tried to hurry us back to the bungalow as fast as possible, because I was anxious to start the show.


   


  Finally, we reached our home. James carried her inside and commanded me take a seat next to our bed.


   


  “Take a seat, and I’ll show you what we do with white woman here in Jamaica…”


   


  ***


  Chapter 9


   


  James literally threw my wife on our bed, and Amy hollered in joy. I pulled up a chair close to the bed, my eyes glued to their bodies. I couldn’t believe I was actually letting this happen, but we had all crossed the point of no return when I let James get frisky with her in the dance hall.


   


  “I’m going to destroy that white pussy of yours,” James growled as he shed his clothes. I couldn’t help but admire his body. Every single muscle in his body was perfectly defined — he was like a walking, talking, fucking Greek statue. A true Adonis.


   


  One that was about to fuck my very willing wife.


   


  Amy sat up on the bed and ran her hands across his broad chest, planting small kisses all over his ebony muscles. “You’re so fit,” she moaned as she dragged her lips down her body. “I can’t believe this is happening,” she giggled.


   


  “You better believe this,” James said as he pulled down his boxers. His big black cock sprung out, the big purple head slapping against my wife’s full chest. Amy smirked, her face beaming with joy, as she wrapped her fingers around his thick, black cock.


   


  “God, it’s so freaking huge,” she said as her fingers wandered up and down the length of his manhood.


   


  James was reveling in the attention. My wife was worshiping his body while I did nothing but watch — a perfect night for him, I suspected.


   


  “Lie down on your back,” he commanded, and Amy obeyed instantly. She laid down and spread her legs, pulling her dress up to her waist. James ripped her thong off with one pull, exposing her glistening wet cunt in the process. He grabbed the base of his cock and moved closer, lining up his black Mandingo cock with my wife’s dripping wet cunt.


   


  “Uhm, w-what about protection,” I interjected. Watching my wife fuck a black guy is one thing… but without protection?


   


  James laughed in my face. “That’s not how we do things here, mon,” he snarled as he rubbed the big, bulbous head of his black cock up and down my wife’s wet slit. Amy threw her head back and moaned as James teased her clit, his cock only one small push away from entering her married, white pussy.


   


  “B-but,” I stammered. “Amy?”


   


  My wife opened her eyes lazily, but I could tell she wasn’t really ‘there’. She was mad with lust, her body yearning for big black cock.


   


  “You heard your man,” James said. “Tell him you want this cock, raw.”


   


  Amy made eye-contact with me, and I saw a fire burning in her blue eyes. “I want his cock, baby,” she told me without a hint of remorse. “I need his bare cock inside of me.”


   


  That’s all James needed to hear. He moved his hips forward, and he pushed the head of his cock into my wife’s tiny cunt. Even though she was incredibly wet, her pussy still struggled with his astonishing girth.


   


  “You’re so big,” my wife panted, her voice a mixture of fear and amazement. “I can’t take it!”


   


  “You can and you will,” James said calmly as he worked inch after inch of his black cock into my wife’s white cunt.


   


  I was frozen in place, my breath faltering as I watched James’ big black cock stretch out my loving wife’s pussy. He stretched her cunt out wider than I had ever seen it before, bigger than I had thought possible — but he was right. Her pussy opened up for him, and within a minute he had worked every last inch of that thick, black snake of his into her married pussy.


   


  His balls were resting on her ass, her legs up on his shoulders. He gave her a moment to get used to his immense size before he started giving her the fuck of a lifetime. He pulled his cock out slowly, soliciting a lewd, loud moan from my wife, until just the tip remained… and then he dropped down with all his strength, pounding his entire cock back into her, causing her to scream wildly with pleasure.


   


  “Oh FUCK,” she yelled. “Oh SHIT! Oh YES! Oh GOD fuck DAMN!”


   


  I couldn’t look away. I was completely mesmerized by the amazing spectacle in front of me. I watched James fuck my wife harder than I had ever done in our entire marriage, harder than anyone had ever done, in her entire life. I couldn’t help but wonder if things would ever be the same again. Would my cock be enough for her after she had this taste of dark meat? Was it true what they said? Once you go black… do you come back?


   


  It would be hard to measure up to James. His cock was so big it literally stretched her pussy out. The inner walls of her cunt were clinging to his girth, the thickness driving my wife wild. She had now wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him in deeper, not wanting to spend another second without that black cock inside of her. She was wailing with pleasure, and I was positive her wanton screams could be heard from miles out.


   


  James commanded me to open up a window — the only time he acknowledged me since he started fucking my wife — and I didn’t know what else to do but follow his command.


   


  “Oh YES James, FUCK me with that black COCK, fill me, USE ME!” Amy screamed at the top of her lungs. My wife’s voice was being carried outside, and I was sure all our neighbors could hear every moan, every creak of the bed, every thrust.


   


  It was incredibly humiliating, yet at the same time, crazily addictive. I had secretly fantasized about seeing my wife with a black man for years. Of course I never thought it would come to pass — who does that, after all? — but I was always drawn to interracial porn, and with Amy being so glum after having our kids, I thought getting a black man to flirt with her would put us both in a feisty mood.


   


  And look what happened. James seemed like a perfect candidate. He was gorgeous and friendly — a real gentleman. Or so I thought. Instead, he fondled and fingered my wife in front of a whole bar, paraded her around like his trophy, face-fucked her in a dark alley, exposed her body to everyone walking down main street… and now he was balls-deep inside of my wife, without protection, and I feared he was about to drop a thick load right inside of her fertile cunt.


   


  “I love your white cunt,” James grunted into my wife’s neck. He was roughly sucking and biting her tits, leaving lovemarks all over her.


   


  “Ah fuck, fuck me baby, do it, give me all your cum,” Amy pleaded, begging for his fertile, black seed.


   


  “Is that what you want?” James smirked. “A little black baby inside that tummy of yours?!”


   


  Amy’s eyes became as big as saucers, a wicked grin spreading on her flushed face.


   


  “Yesss,” she hissed. “Put a baby inside of me, James!”


   


  I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. I was being a real trooper by letting James fuck the daylight out of her… but raising a black baby? I never signed up for this!


   


  “Not yet lil momma,” James smirked. “I’ll put a little black baby inside that tummy of yours if that’s what you want, but right now, I’m going to cum in that big white ass of yours.”


   


  Amy gasped audibly. “You’re too big,” she pleaded. “Cum in my pussy!”


   


  James, however, wasn’t deterred. He pulled out and flipped my wife onto her back as if she weighed nothing. Her pussy was gaping wide open, all red and flushed from the incredibly pounding it had just received. He rubbed the head of his cock against her tiny, unused asshole, getting it all slick with their combined juices.


   


  Even though we had been married for years, I had never fucked my wife anally. It was something that she just wasn’t into, and I never pressed the issue. I figured that, if I was a nice husband and let it rest, she would give it to me as a present for some anniversary. A man could dream, right?


   


  James was just going to do it. I saw what his monster cock did to her pussy, and I was horrified at the thought of his girth spreading open her virgin asshole. I tried to speak, but no words would come out. I lost my breath as I saw James push forwards, the head of his cock straining against her rosebud, forcing her ass open.


   


  “Oh fffffFUUUUUUUUCK,” Amy screamed, her voice a mixture of pleasure and pain as James worked the head of his cock into her asshole. He didn’t let her screams stop him though — he kept on pushing, forcing his cock into her big white ass, one inch at a time.


   


  “I love fucking white bitches in the ass,” James grunted under his breath. He held her ass open with one hand, while the other was wrapped around my wife’s throat.


   


  “You love my black cock in your ass, don’t you?” He groaned as he pushed forwards, another inch slipping into her, spreading her backdoor wide open.


   


  To my complete shock, Amy moaned yes. “Uh-huh,” she said, her eyes closed. She was grimacing, but with a faint smile on her lips. James started thrusting in and out, slowly at first, but going a little bit faster every time. In no time at all he was really pounding her ass hard, his entire cock sliding in and out of her virgin ass.


   


  I could scarcely believe it. The one act I hadn’t done with my wife, the one thing I secretly pined over, but never dared to mention — this black stud had just taken that from me without resistance from me or my wife. He just flipped her over and forced his cock into her virgin ass, and my wife loved it.


   


  James was really picking up steam now, jack-hammering into her unused anus, his wide cock opening her ass up wide. He pushed two fingers into my wife’s mouth and she sucked on them willingly like a proper whore, taking them down deep.


   


  “I’m about to cum in your ass,” James grunted.


   


  “Oh yesss,” Amy moaned in response. “Cum in my ass, use my ass, do it baby.”


   


  “Here it comes! Take it all, take every last inch you white slut! Yes! Ugh!”


   


  James pushed forward hard, pushing every last inch of his monster cock up my wife’s ass before he exploded deep inside of her. His body shook and trembled as he unloaded his balls inside of Amy’s virgin ass, his cum coating her inner walls in a place I had never been before. Amy moaned about how she could feel his cum inside of her, filling her up completely.


   


  Satisfied, James pulled out, his cock leaving my wife’s asshole with an audible plop. Her body was a mess. He had ravaged her asshole. Her anus was gaping wide open, cum leaking out, dribbling down her thighs. I couldn’t help but climb closer to the bed, gazing into her well-fucked hole, until my face was right-up close with her ass.


   


  Suddenly I felt face being pressed forward. James pushed my face into my wife’s well-fucked ass, smothering me with her behind.


   


  “Lick your wife’s ass while she cleans my cock,” he grunted into my ear. He moved to the side of the bed and pushed his cock into my wife’s mouth. I could see from the corner of my eye there wasn’t even a slight hint of resistance — she willingly took his thick cock, the same one that moments before was inside of her ass, into her mouth.


   


  I pushed my tongue into her well-fucked hole as far it would go, the wild sensations of their mixed juices nearly overwhelming me. I came right there, without even touching myself, as my tongue probed her well-fucked ass, tasting James’ cum as well as my wife’s own juices, as she orally worshiped his big black cock.


   


  “Get that ass nice and clean for me, Michael,” James sneered as I ate his anal creampie. “There’s a lot more where that came from.”


   


  Amy bobbed her head up and down, lovingly nursing on the big cock in her mouth, getting it nice and clean. I couldn’t believe she was being so obedient, so subservient to this black stud — but maybe I wasn’t one to judge, as my tongue was still flicking against her gaping rosebud.


   


  “I love a white couple that knows their place,” James said as he made my wife gag on his cock. She rubbed his big ballsack with two of her hands, petting and stroking his sensitive flesh, as if she wanted to coax another load out of him.


   


  James took a step back and reached for his clothes, and Amy whined like a puppy that just had its favorite toy taken away. He pulled out his phone and much to my chagrin, took a quick photo of me with my face still buried in my wife’s ass.


   


  “The fellas are gonna love this,” he laughed. “I’d love to stay for round two, but I’ve got places to be. You know where to find me,” he said with a wink as he got dressed. And just like that, he was gone.


   


  Despite just cumming, my cock was still hard. I tried to slip it into my wife’s ass, but she rudely pushed me away. “No, I’m sore,” she complained. I was peeved — James just destroyed her ass, and I couldn’t even slip my dick in for a second? Angry, I stormed off to the bathroom, slamming the door behind me. I figured my wife would follow suit, begging for my forgiveness, but not for the first time this vacation, I was wrong.


   


  After stewing in my anger for a solid five minutes I opened the bathroom door to find my wife fast asleep. James’ powerfuck had really tuckered her out. I couldn’t help but admire her beauty. Her blonde hair was a mess, completely tousled. Her naked frame was illuminated by the moonlight, her inner thighs still glistening with wetness. Tonight had been a whirlwind of emotions, but I knew one thing for sure: I loved this woman. I covered her up with a blanket and snuggled up next to her, drifting off to sleep as I wondered what tomorrow would bring…


   


  ***


  Chapter 10


   


   


  I couldn’t believe things had gotten so out of hand. I pushed for it at every step, but still, it slipped between my fingers.


   


  One moment you’re trying to get your wife to wear a sexy bikini, and 48 hours later, you’re tonguing her well-used asshole and lapping up Jamaican cum.


   


  I couldn’t look at Amy the same way again. I fucked up royally. The way she screamed and moaned for James — she had never done anything like that for me. As unfair was it was, I as pissed.


   


  The next few days Amy and I gave each other the cold shoulder. I was angry she’d let James fuck her in the ass, and loved every second of it, while she claimed it was all my fault.


   


  I avoided every conversation, until Amy cornered me on the last day as I was reading a thriller by the pool.


   


  “It’s your fault, you know!” She said, scowling. “If I knew you’d act like this, I would’ve never gone through with it. You bought me that bikini! You told me to go dance with James! You even ASKED him home!”


   


  She was raising her voice, and the people around us were craning their heads to see what was happening. I just hoped the real meaning of our conversation was lost on them.


   


  “Only because you wanted to,” I replied meekly.


   


  “Of course I wanted to! It was great! I can’t help it James’ is an excellent lay?! But you could have stopped it, and you didn’t, and now you’re mad at me?!”


   


  “I know, I know,” I said, trying to calm her down. “I know it’s not fair, alright? But I can’t change the way I feel.”


   


  “That’s so unfair,” Amy responded, shaking her head.


   


  “Look, I’m sorry, okay. I’m sorry I’m mad. I’m sorry I’m not as okay with it now as I was then. We’ll get through this, but I’ll need some time.”


   


  Amy sighed deeply. “Why do you do this, Michael? You know as well as I do it was meaningless. It was just fun. Really fun. You wanted me to be your slut wife, well, here I am.”


   


  “I know,” I said, a lump forming in my throat. She was right, I couldn’t put the cat bag in the bag, but damn… if I knew she’d be this into it, I would have had second thoughts.


   


  “I’m going to say goodbye to James. It’s not his fault this all happened. He’s been nothing but nice to the both of us, and I want to leave on good terms, not with this… lingering resentment. Are you coming?”


   


  “No,” I snapped. I couldn’t bear to look at James — the man who completely emasculated me in front of my wife. I canceled all my surf lessons, and had been avoiding him since.


   


  “Then I’ll see you later,” Amy said, storming off.


   


  I sighed deeply, trying to get back into my book but failing miserably. Amy was right, of course. I had pushed for it every step of the way, my horniness overriding all common sense. I bought the bikini, I invited James out for drinks, I gave the two permission. It was my fault.


   


  To be honest, I wasn’t even mad at Amy. I was mad at myself. For letting it happen, and, for enjoying it so much.


   


  I hadn’t shared that last bit with my wife, but, fuck. I really enjoyed every second of it, and that scared me. What kind of husband did that make me? What sort of husband wants to eat his wife’s freshly fucked pussy, preferably still dripping with cum? It was humiliating, degrading… and as addicting as crack to me.


   


  But at the same time I was worried sick Amy would lose all respect for me and shack up with some muscular stud, leaving me to take care of our two kids.


   


  I sipped on my Mojito, these thoughts running through my head, when the answer became clear.


   


  I had to come clean. I had to apologize to Amy. I couldn’t run away from my problems anymore — I had created them, and I had to face them head on.


   


  Maybe I was into some fucked-up shit, but hell, who isn’t? I hadn’t even given Amy a chance to understand, to explain, to tell me she doesn’t care about my submissive streak. Instead, I was sabotaging myself from the get-go like a proper idiot.


   


  Feeling full of energy for the first time in days I strolled down the beach, towards James’ bungalow. I was about to open the door when a peculiar sound made me freeze dead in my tracks.


   


  “Ohhh yes!”


   


  My stomach dropped. I knew that sound all too well.


   


  “Ohh fuck yes, fill me baby! Oh god, fuck that pussy! Yes!”


   


  I glanced at my watch. Amy had only been gone a few minutes — five tops. How in the hell could she…?


   


  I tip-toed around the house, looking for a window to peep in on. Luckily for me, the blinds on the bedroom window weren’t shut all the way. I looked in, and what I saw made my heart jump right into my throat.


   


  Amy was being fucked by James.


   


  She had her skirt hiked up around her waist, as James fucked her from behind. His pants were bungling around his ankles as he slammed his thick black cock into my wife’s pussy.


   


  “Ohhh yes James, fill me, quick,” Amy panted like a dog in heat.


   


  I was stunned. The other night had been a slow seduction, days in the making, with plenty of drinks… it was a drunken mistake.


   


  This was nothing like that night.


   


  Judging by the sweat dripping down James’ body, they had been fucking for at least a minute. That meant she bent over and offered her ass to him within seconds of walking in.


   


  Holy shit.


   


  Who does that? Who just offers her pussy for a quick fuck like it’s no big deal? Well, my wife, apparently.


   


  Had this been her plan all along? While she was arguing with me, was she already thinking about the hot load she wanted to get?


   


  Fuck. I was so angry and turned on I couldn’t think straight. What’s weird was, I was angriest that I wasn’t in the room with them!


  


  “Fill me baby, cum inside of me,” Amy moaned.


   


  James smacked her ass hard as he pounded her wet cunt from behind. “You love this black dick, don’t you?” He grunted.


   


  “Fuck yes, you know I do, baby.”


   


  “Is it bigger than ya man’s?”


   


  “Oh, MUCH bigger,” Amy moaned lewdly. “I’m addicted to it!”


   


  James pulled Amy’s hair back, his hand closing around her neck. He was jack-hammering into her now, using more strength in his hips than I had in my entire body.


   


  “You need to come visit,” Amy panted. “Visit me back in the States and my pussy and ass all yours, baby.”


   


  I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. She had just argued with me that it was a fun one-time fling, and here she was, promising her married pussy to this guy?!


   


  “What about your husband?” James grunted between strokes.


   


  “He’ll sleep on the couch,” Amy laughed. “He’ll eat my pussy, get it nice and wet for you. He knows his place.”


   


  I swallowed, my cock painfully erect. She was right, too. I’d gladly submit to the two… damn, how the hell did this all go so fast?!


   


  “Cum inside me now, baby,” Amy whined. “I need your cum.”


   


  It was only at that moment that I noticed James wasn’t even wearing a condom. I had been so pre-occupied by their hurtful words that it hadn’t even crossed my mind he was about to cum inside her fertile womb.


   


  “Here it comes,” James grunted in this thick, Jamaican accent.


   


  “Yes! Yes, I can feel it! Oh GOD YES!”


   


  James grabbed her ass with his hands, slamming into her hard and fast before cumming deep inside of my wife. He fired load after load of his virile, ebony seed into my wife’s willing and waiting pussy.


   


  “Oh yes, I can feel it, I can feel it filling me,” Amy panted. She rubbed her clit quickly, giving herself an orgasm with James’ engorged rod still inside of her.


   


  James pulled out, his cock slipping out of my wife. Immediately cum started gushing out of her well-used cunt, dribbling down her legs. Amy yanked her panties up, turned around and kissed him on the lips.


   


  “I’ve got to run or Michael will get suspicious… thank you for everything,” she said.


   


  “You’re welcome,” James grinned. “I’ll see you around.”


   


  I hurried back to our bungalow quickly, before Amy spotted me. I waited for her there, my mind going crazy. Did she mean all that she had said, or was she simply lost in lust? Could I forgive her?


   


  The moment she stepped into our bedroom, I instantly knew two things for certain.


   


  One: I loved this woman with all my heart, and I was never going to stop loving her, no matter what.


   


  Two: I was going to eat her pussy right this instant.


   


  I threw her on the bed before she even had a chance to say hello. I yanked her panties off with one fell swoop, as she struggled to hold me off.


   


  “W-wait,” she pleaded, her voice laced with guilt and shame. “I need to shower.”


   


  “Like hell you do,” I said as I violently pushed her legs open and dove right between her legs.


   


  I licked her pussy, with long and slow strokes, all the way from her asshole to the clit. Her pussy was wet and creamy, a gooey, white load still dripping out of her cunt. I stuck my tongue into her pussy as far as it could go, the sensations overwhelming me.


   


  Amy was frozen solid at first, afraid I’d find out she had just gotten her pussy creamed and might flip out on her. When she realized I was tonguing her pussy more feverishly than I had ever done, her body relaxed, giving in to the pleasure. I flicked my tongue against her swollen clit, and she grabbed the back of my head, pushing her pussy into my face.


   


  “Oh fuckkk,” was all she could moan as I licked her most intimate spot.


   


  I was like a madman. The strange taste, the wicked smell — it drove me nearly insane. I licked and I sucked and I tasted it all, and when I couldn’t take any more, I shoved my cock into her well-lubricated pussy and came with only one stroke.


   


  We laid on the bed in silence, cradling each other in our arms, not speaking, but understanding. We both knew that I knew what she’d done. We didn’t want, or need, words.


   


  Another couple might have let such an act drive a wedge between them, but we grew closer together, learning about ourselves and each other.


   


  This was only the first of many lessons…


   


  ***


  Epilogue


   


  In spite of our tumultuous vacation, life went on. It took a few nights with long discussions, many bottles of wine, and a few tears here and there, but in the end, it was all sorted out. I apologized to Amy for pushing her into the arms of another man and then having second thoughts, and letting my jealousy and anger get the best me. In turn, she apologized for letting herself get carried away with lust, and letting James take her anal virginity. We both didn’t mention that final goodbye-fuck, and me eating that creampie — we let sleeping dogs lie, and all that.


   


  It was hard to believe things got as out of hand as they did. We were right back in our routine of work and kids within a handful of days, and Jamaica faded into memory. It felt like it had all had been some kind of wicked dream.


   


  Despite the familiar feeling of life at home returning quickly, I still couldn’t shake the visions I had. Everything I had seen was burned into my retina, forever. I could recall every last second of our sinful week.


   


  James’ hands gliding over Amy’s round butt, squeezing her soft flesh on the public beach.


   


  The two of them grinding on the dance floor, his firm hands up her skirt, cupping her ass cheeks on the middle of the crowded dance floor. The way she smiled at me, her eyes drunk with lust, as James’ cock pressed against her tummy.


   


  Her manicured fingers wrapped around his thick, fat pole beneath our table at the bar as he plowed her soaking wet cunt with two fingers, giving our waiter an eyeful of her married cunt.


   


  The way the moonlight illuminated her strawberry-blonde hair as she knelt in the alley next to the bar, her hot lips wrapped around the head of James’ big black cock. His dark, ebony, fingers entwined in her hair as he forced every last inch of his black pole down her throat.


   


  Her soft, whimpering moans as James’ forced every inch of his black cock into her virgin asshole as I watched helplessly. His thick cock filling her in ways I had never done before.


   


  The way she bent over at the waist, hiking her skirt up and begged for James to cum deep inside her unprotected pussy on our last day of vacation.


   


  The taste of his seed, as it seeped out of her well-fucked, well-used pussy.


   


  My cock couldn’t help but grow hard every time these thoughts popped into my head, and I found myself jacking off at work daily, my horniness unbearable. I didn’t share these thoughts with Amy, not wanting to put illicit thoughts back in her mind, but I suspected that when we made love, she was thinking about the exact same things.


   


  I wanted to put it all behind us, and focus on our future.


   


  Days turned into weeks, and slowly but surely, everything went back to normal…


   


  … except Amy missed her period.


   


  She had been late before, so it wasn’t that out of the ordinary, but it still didn’t feel right with me. I bought her a pregnancy test on my way home from work, and waited impatiently in the living room, every passing second feeling like an eternity. She couldn’t really be pregnant… could she?


   


  My thoughts were interrupted by a joyful cry. Thank goodness!


   


  I hurried to the bathroom and found Amy in tears, a stupendous smile on her lips.


   


  “Good news?!”


   


  “Yes? No? I don’t know,” Amy whimpered.


   


  “What do you mean?”


   


  “I mean we’re having another baby!”


   


  I was beyond horrified. Technically it could be mine, but I knew as much as she did that it was James’ fertile, black seed that put a little baby in her tummy. My wife was having a black baby… friends, family, everyone will know she got knocked up by a black guy, and I’ll end up supporting her…


   


  “I know this is hard for you,” Amy said decisively, “but I’m having this baby. We made it, so we’re going to have to deal with the consequences. This little baby boy did nothing wrong, and we’re going to raise it as our own, you got that?”


   


  All I could do was nod as I slumped against the wall. I knew she was right, it was our decisions that led us here, and we would have to be grown-ups and deal with it, but man… talk about bad luck! You let one black stud cum inside your wife, and you end up with a black baby.


   


  I guess what happens in Jamaica, stays in Jamaica… but only for nine months!


   


  ***


  Hot Tub


  Hotwife


   


  A Wife Sharing Novella,


   


  by Emilia Steele.


  Chapter 1


   


  “I don’t think I could ever share you,” Linda said as she brought the glass of red wine to her lips. “I’m sorry, I just can’t. I’d be too jealous.”


   


  “It’s okay,” Thomas responded. “You don’t have to share me. We don’t have to do anything.”


   


  Linda frowned, biting her bottom lip. “It’s not okay though… you keep bringing this up. It’s obviously something you want. Something I can’t provide.”


   


  Thomas resolutely put his knife and fork down and placed his open palms on his wife’s cheeks.


   


  “That’s utter nonsense and I don’t ever want to hear you say that again, okay? I love you, Linda. I love you. And only you. Okay?”


   


  He leaned in and kissed his wife on her full red lips, until she broke into a weak smile.


   


  “Okay, okay, I know you love me,” she chuckled. “I just don’t see why you want to… you know… add other people.”


   


  Thomas sighed deeply. This was the third time this week they’d had this discussion, and it just kept going in circles. He just wanted to add a little spice to their lovemaking. He loved Linda, but she could be a bit of a prude. He wanted to experiment with having sex in public, and maybe even visit a swingers club, even if it was just to watch other couples. And maybe, some day in the distant future, when they found the right couple or woman… they could consider a full swap.


   


  Linda, however, only heard one thing. I want to sleep with other women. Even though Thomas had never uttered such a thing, it was all she could think about when Thomas raised the subject.


   


  “Wouldn’t it be fun, though?” Thomas tried again. “To see the effect you can have on other men? To see their excitement as their eyes wander across your naked body? You love showing off, I know you do. So why don’t we visit a sauna this weekend?”


   


  Linda balked. “In theory, yeah, sure. But doing that stuff for real? I don’t want anyone to see me naked except for you. That’s why you’re my husband. Wouldn’t you be mad?”


   


  “If you did it behind my back, sure, but if I was there with you, what harm would that do? Visiting a sauna isn’t really that strange, you know. A lot of people do it.”


   


  “Maybe. But what’s stopping you from turning around and demanding the same thing? Like I said, I don’t want to share yo-”


   


  “Stop it, Lin,” Thomas interrupted his wife. “I’m going to say it again, and this is the last time, because I don’t want to keep repeating myself. I’m not interested in other women. I want to explore together. As a couple. You and me. I’m not going to run off. This is not a trick. I’m not trying to con you into letting me sleep with some one. This is none of all that. Do you trust me?”


   


  “I do.”


   


  “Then please trust me, baby! I just want for us to be happy, that’s all. I know you haven’t been with anyone else except for me, and sometimes I worry that you’re going to get curious and do something rash.”


   


  Linda could barely stifle her laughter. “Cheat? Me? Why would I ever do such a thing? You know exactly how I feel about cheaters!”


   


  “I know, I know, but every damn day I see new topic pop up online about a married couple that end up splitting because one of them had an affair with some co-worker or boss or something stupid like that… I just don’t what that to be us. I want us to be able to communicate. Even if things aren’t great. Even if one of us isn’t satisfied. If we just talk about it, together, as a unit, we can preempt these problems before they drive us apart. That’s why I keep brining this up, because honestly, I’m worried I’m not enough for you.”


   


  “And because it gets you excited,” Linda said playfully. “I’ve seen what you read online,” she added with a wink.


   


  Thomas got a little red in the face. Does she know about all the dirty erotic stories he reads every day? “H-hey, that’s private,” he stuttered, but his wife’s disarming smile made his anger dissipate instantly.


   


  “Oh honey. That’s never going to be us. Stop reading about other people’s problems and projecting them onto us. I’m more than satisfied with you, and you know it. I’m never going to run away with some dumb ass from accounting, and you know that. And even if I was curious, you’d be the first to know.”


   


  “I know, dear,” Thomas said.


   


  He kissed his wife once again, grabbing the back of her neck and holding her tightly as he planted his lips firmly on hers. All the while a little voice in the back of his head reminded him that technically she had never said no to his suggestion to visit the sauna this weekend…


   


  ***


  Chapter 2


   


  “So get this. Thomas has been adamant about us visiting a sauna together!”


   


  Roxy shrugged as she stirred her cappuccino. Linda had invited her out for coffee, and she could tell from her text messages she had something urgent on her mind, but if it was this, she was definitely underwhelmed. “So?”


   


  “So? So? That’s crazy, right! I mean, there’s other people there. Naked people!”


   


  Roxy laughed. This was exactly in character for her best friend Linda; she had always been a bit of a stick in the mud.


   


  “You’re telling me you’ve never been to a sauna?”


   


  Linda blushed, her pale cheeks turning a fiery red. She had come to her best friend for moral support, but she started to realize that this may not play out the way the young wife had hoped.


   


  “You mean you have?”


   


  “Ha! I’d hang out there all damn day if I could afford it. You’ve never been to a wellness center, Lin?”


   


  “I, well, uhm, not that I… no.”


   


  “Oh honey, you’ve been missing out!”


   


  “But what about the other people there?”


   


  “What about them? They’re just people, Lin, like you and me.”


   


  “But they’d be, well…” Linda took a large gulp of coffee, wishing she could disappear into her large latte macchiato. “…naked,” she whispered.


   


  “Only in the actual sauna, dear, people wear bathrobes as well,” Roxy informed her friend. “And what’s wrong with being naked? Me and Marcus go there once a month, easily.”


   


  Linda’s cheeks turned an even fierier crimson as she imagined her best friend and her hunky new boyfriend naked. Truth be told, she had always been a little curious, not to mention jealous, of her friend’s curvy figure. Her breasts were quite a bit bigger than her own slim frame, and even though Thomas had assured her virtually countless times that her small bosom was absolutely perfect, she couldn’t help but pine for Roxy’s firm, full chest.


   


  And her new boyfriend, Marcus, was also quite a piece of work. Linda had only seen a few pictures of him on social media, but that had been enough to get her imagination going. He was tall and broad, and not to mention very black. Roxy had met him at cross-fit, and he had the physique to match.


   


  The other day, when her husband kept talking about their fantasies, she had almost told him she was a bit curious to see what Marcus’ was packing… but had decided against it at the last minute. Sure, Thomas said he wouldn’t get mad, but you know how guys can get, had been her reasoning.


   


  “I just don’t know,” Linda confided in her friend. “It’s all a bit scary.”


   


  “The first time always is, but trust me when I tell you a spa day is sublime. If it’ll make you feel any better, you two could tag along with me and Marcus? We could show you the ropes.”


   


  Linda’s eyes grew as big as saucers. Go with Roxy and her man?! Had her best friend just casually asked her to hang out naked with her and her boyfriend?


   


  “I, uhm, you sure?”


   


  “Definitely!” Roxy said with a broad smile. “Is that why you asked me out for lunch? Is this Thomas’ big, pressing secret desire?”


   


  “Well, uh, yeah,” Linda admitted sheepishly. “We can’t all be such free-spirited bohemian girls like you, Roxy,” she quipped.


   


  “Don’t knock it ‘till you try it, Lin. You might enjoy it more than you think.”


   


  If it really was as fun as Roxy claimed it would be, then what was the harm? With her friend there she wouldn’t feel so out of place… plus, she’d finally get a good look at her beautiful figure, and Marcus’ stunning body as well!


   


  “Alright, I’ll take you up on that offer,” Linda said with slight apprehension. “But don’t make fun of me if I chicken out.”


   


  Roxy clapped her hands out of joy. “Awesome! I’ll text Marcus right away. You have no idea what you’re in for, girl,” Roxy smirked.


   


  Linda’s mind drifted to Marcus’ broad, muscled shoulders and washboard abs. Within a few days she’d be able to stare at that ebony hunk all day… with a jolt she suddenly, only now, realized that he’d be able to enjoy the sight of her naked body as well. Her panties were instantly damp.


   


  “You alright, hon?” Roxy asked her friend. “You’re zoning out there.”


   


  “Oh, sorry,” Linda gasped, her voice skipping a beat. Maybe Thomas was on to something, because she couldn’t wait to see Marcus’ hungry eyes devour her naked body.


   


  “I have to go. I’ll see you Saturday then?”


   


  “Definitely!”


   


  ***


  Chapter 3


   


  All day long Linda was on edge. She could barely comprehend she actually agreed to it! This was crazy. Thomas was going to flip.


   


  He had never said as much, but Linda knew damn well her husband had a thing for Roxy. Every warm-blooded male did. With her infectious laugh, her curvy figure and full breasts, she could drive any man wild.


   


  Linda trusted her husband completely however, and she had to admit to herself she was probably as eager to see her friend naked as her husband was.


   


  If she was perfectly honest with herself, Linda could get a bit jealous of Roxy’s carefree lifestyle from time to time. Lin had married young, settling down with her first boyfriend, while Roxy’s love-life was decidedly liberal. Linda wouldn’t trade Thomas for the world, but sometimes when Linda saw the photos on social media of all the parties Roxy attended and the handsome men she slept with, she couldn’t help but feel a slight pang of jealousy. Maybe Thomas had been right all along, and we need to get out of our shell more, she thought to herself.


   


  She held off on texting her husband the news, which took all the willpower in the world. This was a conversation best held in person. She wanted to see the surprise register on his face.


   


  “How was your day?” She asked Thomas as she served dinner, barely containing her excitement.


   


  “Oh, you know, the same. Annoying customers. You?”


   


  “I went out to lunch with Roxy today.”


   


  “Oh, how is she? I saw on Facebook she’s got another boytoy?”


   


  “Yeah, Marcus. What are you doing snooping her profile?” She jabbed.


   


  “Hey, if it pops-up on my feed, it pops-up,” Thomas said, shrugging. “How’s she doing?”


   


  “She’s good. I… asked her what her stance was on… saunas.”


   


  Thomas perked up immediately. He sat up straight, listening intently, yet trying not to sound too eager.


   


  “What did she say?”


   


  Linda struggled to suppress a smug smirk. Her husband was on the edge of his seat, hanging on her every word. She savored every moment of it.


   


  “Well, she told me her and Marcus go there every month, actually.”


   


  “Wow,” Thomas said. He had to do his best to maintain eye contact with his wife and not let his mind wander. “And?”


   


  “Yeah, can you believe that?”


   


  “…and?” Thomas asked again.


   


  “And… I agreed that we’d go with them this weekend!” Linda yelped, sporting a wide, ear-to-ear smile.


   


  Thomas’ brown eyes grew wide. “You what?!” He stammered, raising his voice. “Are you serious? You’re pulling my leg, right?”


   


  “Haha, no baby, I’m for real. You asked for it, now it’s happening. Sauna, this weekend, you, me, Roxy and Marcus. Boom. Mind blown.”


   


  Linda sat back in her seat, smiling confidently as she took a victorious sip of her chardonnay. She just rocked her husband’s world.


   


  “I… We… Roxy… Marcus?” Thomas stammered, the news so unexpected and sudden he struggled to wrap his head around it all. Had I heard her right?


   


  “Yes. Yes. Yes. Yes,” Linda answered, laughing. “We’re going, all four of us, on Saturday.”


   


  “H-H-how?” Was all Thomas could muster, his face still stuck in a goofy smile. “What made you change your mind so quickly?”


   


  “Well, as I said I talked it about with Roxy, and I thought about what you said, and I came to the conclusion that maybe, just this once… you were right? I mean, what’s the harm, right? We could try it. And if we don’t like it then we won’t do it again.”


   


  “Right. Wow. Damn. With Roxy and Marcus even. Have you met him before?”


   


  “Not yet, no, but I’m sure he’s a nice guy.”


   


  “Isn’t he like… really buff? And black?”


   


  “He’s big and black, yes. Why, does that bother you?” Linda teased her husband. “Are you having second thoughts now that a big black guy is going to see your wife totally naked? I might even sit next to him, you know.”


   


  “No, it’s not that, it’s, uh.” Thomas’ cheeks got bright red as his wife teased him. It was, of course, exactly that. His cock had sprung to life the moment his wife unveiled her cheeky scheme, and now that she was needling him about Roxy’s black boyfriend, he was was hard as a rock.


   


  After all those years of trying to loosen his wife up, she had suddenly changed her mind about showing off. And in front of Roxy’s big black boyfriend no less, holy shit. Not only was Thomas about to have his wish fulfilled, but he’d get to see Roxy’s glorious figure as well. He’s pined over her buxom figure for years on the sly. Today was a good day.


   


  “So, are you happy?”


   


  “Yes,” Thomas said excitedly. “If you’re sure about it, that is.”


   


  “I’m sure… for now,” Linda said, still wanting to maintain a sliver of control.


   


  “Is that all you talked about with Roxy?” Thomas said, now brimming with lust.


   


  “What else did you think we talked about? Her sex life?”


   


  “Maybe,” Thomas fished for information. “That’s a thing women do.”


   


  Linda couldn’t help but laugh. “If you want to know how Marcus is in the sack, why don’t you ask her Saturday?”


   


  “Maybe I will.”


   


  “If you’re so curious, maybe I’ll just ask him myself. I might get interested though,” she teased her husband. Linda had seen enough of his browsing history to know he had a latent wife-sharing fetish. He had never came out and said as much, but he didn’t have to. A wife could tell.


   


  At first it alarmed her. Did he just want this so he could sleep with other women himself? She had no interest in other men, not even the slightest, so she had never bothered to bring it up.


   


  But there was something about Marcus that tickled her fancy, so to say, even though she hadn’t even met him yet. He was downright gorgeous, with a body to die for, and his dark skin added an element of taboo. She hoped the real man could live up to her expectations…


   


  Thomas’ insistence on dabbling in exhibitionism had come at exactly the right time, and now the prim and proper couple were about to open Pandora’s box… Saturday couldn’t come soon enough for either of them.


   


  ***


  Chapter 4


   


  “This is the place. Look, there’s a spot. Do you see them yet?” Linda asked as her husband parked the car in front of the wellness center.


   


  “Not yet, no… wait, there they are! Holy crap he’s tall,” Thomas gasped as he pointed out Roxy and her lover near the entrance.


   


  Thomas and Linda were both riddled with nerves that fateful Saturday afternoon. They barely slept, and they had eaten their breakfast in silence. Going to the sauna was a relaxing day off for many, but for this young couple, it was an enormous undertaking.


   


  Linda didn’t even feel comfortable in a bikini on a sparsely populated beach, so going full nude in front of friends was quite a challenge for the prim and proper housewife.


   


  Meanwhile, Thomas was worried sick he’d walk around with his cock painfully erect all day and he’d make a fool out of himself.


   


  They walked over to Roxy and Marcus, who were waiting for them near the entrance. The two of them were in awe of Marcus’ impressive posture. They knew he was tall from photos on social media, but seeing him in person was something else entirely. His large frame simply dwarfed theirs.


   


  “Nice to meet you two, I’m Marcus,” he said as he offered his hand to them. His grip was firm, but pleasant.


   


  Thomas and Linda introduced themselves, trying their best to hide their nervousness.


   


  “How are you two feeling? Are you excited?” Roxy asked. She had known Linda for years, and she could tell exactly when butterflies were swimming in her stomach. This was one of those times.


   


  “Yeah,” Linda squeaked apprehensively. “I’m a little nervous though!”


   


  “Don’t worry, we’ve got you. Stick to my side and you’ll be fine.”


   


  Thomas and Linda looked each other in the eye and nodded. This was it, no turning back.


   


  The foursome went inside and paid their respective entry fees before splitting up. Linda followed Roxy to the womans locker room, while Marcus guided Thomas to the male locker room.


   


  “Roxy told me this is your first time,” Marcus told Thomas as he removed his shirt, unveiling his washboard abs.


   


  “Yeah it is, actually. I’ve been bugging Linda to go for a while now, but she’s so shy. I’m surprised Roxy managed to talk her into it, to tell you the truth.”


   


  Standing right next to the chiseled figure of Marcus, Thomas suddenly felt a little self-conscious. He kept in shape, but not the type of shape Marcus was in. Suddenly he understood his wife’s feelings of perceived inadequacy a whole lot more.


   


  “You’re going to love it, man. I’m sure Linda will get over her shyness quickly. Honestly I’ve never been to one before I met Roxy, but we try to go every few weeks at the minimum nowadays. There’s something so liberating about it, you know?”


   


  Marcus had by now shed all his clothes, and was standing in front of Thomas naked as the day he was born. Thomas had to do his best to maintain eye contact, but even from the corner of his eyes he could tell this brother was packing.


   


  “I’m hoping to find out,” he responded.


   


  Marcus slipped on a white bathrobe, the pristine white cloth contrasting sharply with his dark skin tone, and Thomas followed his lead.


   


  The pair made small-talk as Marcus guided them through the small corridors and winding halls of the wellness center to their destination. The ebony giant explained that he met Roxy at the gym, and they’d hit it off straight away.


   


  “I knew right away she had a wild streak to her, and shit, I was right too,” Marcus chuckled.


   


  Thomas was eager to know if this pertained to their sex life in particular or just her general outlook on life, but he swallowed that question for now.


   


  “After you,” Marcus told Thomas when they reached their destination.


   


  They hung their bathrobes on the walls outside the sauna, grabbed their towels and headed into the heated room. They were the only two people there, the girls hadn’t made it yet.


   


  “Typical,” Marcus chuckled. “They’re probably still chatting. What do you think they’re talking about?”


   


  “Knowing them, they’re chatting on about their weekly volleyball game,” Thomas joked. He couldn’t really imagine his wife yapping on about something else with Roxy, it was all they ever seemed to talk about…


   


  ***


  Chapter 5


   


  “You and Marcus do WHAT?!” Linda exclaimed, her voice reaching a high octave.


   


  “Keep it down, will you,” Roxy urged her friend as she unclasped her bra. “We don’t want to let the whole damn wellness center know… I don’t want to get kicked out. Yet.”


   


  “You two have, you, you have sex here?!” Linda hissed, doing her best to keep her volume down.


   


  “Uh huh,” Roxy nodded.


   


  “Aren’t you afraid of getting caught?!”


   


  “If we didn’t want to get caught, we’d have sex at home, dummy.”


   


  Linda was shocked. She heard about people having sex outside of the bedroom from books and movies, but she didn’t think people actually did that. Certainly not people she knew! She wouldn’t even let her husband smack her on the ass in the kitchen if all the blinds weren’t fully closed.


   


  “But why here?” She asked, genuinely curious as she stripped her clothes off. She was very self-conscious about her figure, but Roxy was stripping naked like it was no big deal, so the young wife just followed her best friend’s lead.


   


  “Because it’s fucking hot, hun, what do you think? Am I going to have to explain the joy of sex to a married woman? Surely you and Thomas have done your fair share of experimenting. God knows I would’ve, being with one guy for so long… how do you keep the excitement, anyway?”


   


  Linda wrapped her arms around her slim frame, suddenly feeling exposed and a bit ashamed of her uneventful sex-life.


   


  “Of course we experiment,” she lied. Her cheeks had turned a bright pink as doubts plagued her mind. Maybe this had been a bad idea. She wasn’t like Roxy at all. This wasn’t her scene. She wished she was back home, sitting on the couch with a cup of hot chocolate, wrapped in a comfortable blanket while she watched Gray’s Anatomy. Back in her safe comfort zone.


   


  Roxy could tell right away she had upset her friend. “I’m sorry,” Roxy apologized. “I was just teasing you, don’t get upset. There’s nothing wrong with your sex life, I’m sure of it. Thomas adores you. Here, let’s hug it out.”


   


  In her playfulness, Roxy sometimes forgot her friend could be a bit overly sensitive. She hugged her friend - while they were both butt naked.


   


  Linda was surprised. Before she knew what was happening, Roxy had wrapped her arms around her waist and was pressing her firm, naked breasts against hers. They were soft and cushioned, and Lin had to suppress the sudden urge to firmly squeeze her friend’s melons.


   


  “All better?” Roxy asked, their chests still touching.


   


  Linda just nodded, her cheeks still burning a bright red - but this time, from excitement rather than anger. Roxy’s warm touch had lit a fire deep inside of her, and given her the push she needed to go through with this crazy plan.


   


  “Let’s go, I’m sure our men are waiting.”


   


  Roxy slipped on her bathrobe, handed Linda hers and grabbed their towels. She led the way and continued gossiping, but Linda barely heard a word she was saying. Her mind was completely focused on one thing and one thing only. She was about to sit naked across a fit, black man.


   


  “Ah, here we are. The boys are already inside,” Roxy said as she took off her robe. “Come on, what are you waiting for? If you don’t take it off, I’ll do it for you.”


   


  “Okay, okay,” Linda chuckled as she let her robe slip off her shoulders. She quickly peeked over her shoulder to make sure no one was behind her, and then bared her naked ass to the world. She realized this was the first time she was fully naked somewhere other than the bed- and bathroom since she was a small child. Her heart was pounding in her chest, her palms sweaty and her breath quickening as Roxy opened the door to the steamy room.


   


  “After you, hon.”


   


  ***


  Chapter 6


   


  Thomas and Marcus were alone for a good ten minutes as they waited on their women to join one. They were sitting across from one another, and when Marcus laid his head back and closed his eyes, Thomas couldn’t resist the urge to take a look at his large, manly frame.


   


  The towel the ebony stud had wrapped around his waist had fallen open, and his limp black cock was gently resting on his inner thigh. Despite its flaccid state, Thomas noticed his cock was the same size as his own member was at full capacity. So it’s true what they say…


   


  Shifting his weight, Thomas made sure his groin was covered by the small towel. He didn’t want to feel inadequate compared to Marcus, and more importantly, he didn’t want to get hard sitting across from Roxy either.


   


  Right at that moment, Linda and Roxy entered the room.


   


  “Hiya boys,” Roxy said in a low, sultry voice as she sauntered into the room. “Room for two more in here?”


   


  Marcus patted the bench next to him. “You bet.”


   


  Linda followed in her friend’s footsteps, though she had none of her friend’s confident swagger. Roxy strutted to her place, and Thomas couldn’t help but notice her firm ass and thick thighs jiggle with every step she took.


   


  He crossed eyes with Marcus, and realized he had been caught checking out his girl. Guilt instantly flooded Thomas’ system, afraid of what the dark skinned man might do, but Marcus just grinned and nodded at him. It was all good.


   


  Linda made her way over to Thomas, holding her arms close to her body. She wasn’t quite making a hand-bra, but it was close. Thomas read her face and saw she was definitely uncomfortable.


   


  “Come here, baby,” he told her. “Relax.”


   


  Lin sat down next to him, her normally pale face now as red as a firetruck.


   


  “I’m embarrassed,” she whispered to her husband.


   


  Thomas grabbed her hands and placed them at her sides, exposing her small, perky breasts to Marcus.


   


  “Relax, baby,” he repeated. “Don’t worry.”


   


  She looked up and was happy to see that Marcus and Roxy both had their eyes closed as they enjoyed the sensations of the heat prickling their skin.


   


  Slowly but surely Linda became more comfortable. The heat was intoxicating, and despite her innate modesty, she realized she enjoyed the liberty of being completely nude.


   


  “Feel better?” Her caring husband asked her. She nodded, smiling at him. He was so caring and forgiving, she thought to herself. Compared to the adventurous Roxy, she was an awfully dull wife. Linda made a mental commitment to be more open to Thomas’ ideas and quirks in the future. He deserved it.


   


  She glanced at Marcus again, and this time, she was disappointed to see he still had his eyes closed. She had secretly hoped his hungry eyes would devour her. That his dark, almond eyes would scan every last inch of naked, exposed skin, and that she’d feel completely bared in front of the dark, tall giant.


   


  Instead, Marcus was being respectful. For now…


   


  This gave the young wife the opportunity to check out what he was made of, and she wasn’t disappointed. Every single muscle in his body was perfectly defined, like he walked straight out of a magazine. The heat made him perspire, and small droplets of sweat glistened on his ebony skin, accentuating his rugged, attractive body.


   


  His muscular, broad chest was so alluring and inviting, she couldn’t help but want to run her tongue down his chest and abs, all the way down… what would her loving husband do if she straight up did that? If she got up, walked over there, kneeled in front of the ebony man and ran her tongue down his body… Her pussy became damp as these wicked thoughts ran through her mind. What has gotten into you, Lin? She thought to herself. This heat is getting to you…


   


  Linda’s eyes traveled ever downward, until she was looking at his crotch. A small towel covered his lap, yet the outline of his member was clearly visible. He coughed and shifted his weight, and to Linda’s delight, the towel fell open ever so slightly — giving her a perfect view of his member. Even in its resting size, his size dwarfed her husband. She was shocked, staring open-mouthed at his groin. A thick vein traveled up the length of his black cock, all the way from the thick head, down to his big black balls.


   


  His cock pulsed slightly, and Linda took a sharp breath — alerting her friends and husband.


   


  ***


  Chapter 7


   


  Roxy looked at her friend through the slits of her eyes. The married couple thought they were being stealthy, but Roxy and Marcus knew very well what they were up to. Their eyes had been roaming their bodies from the moment they sat down across them. Roxy and Marcus didn’t mind it though — they were exhibitionists at heart, and if their married friends liked watching them, they were ready to take this couples date a whole lot further…


   


  Marcus opened his eyes and looked straight at the young, white wife across him. He could feel her eyes burning into his dark skin, drinking in the sights of his impressive frame. Roxy had told him all about her, of course. An unexperienced, naive, somewhat prudish, white wife. His favorite. He could tell from the way she looked at him at the entrance that she was into him. He realized all too well the powerful effect he had on white women.


   


  He was taboo. A forbidden fruit. And because of that, all the more alluring.


   


  Thomas, however, was still a mystery to him. What was his deal? How far would he let his wife go? Was he a prude, or did he possess an adventurous spirit? He did mention he had tried to get Linda interested in the sauna in the past, so he just might be a bit of a voyeur. Marcus could tell Thomas was attracted to Roxy right away — his eyes were practically glued to her round, curvaceous ass, so the promise of a couples swap may sway his mind. Marcus wasn’t interested in sharing his girlfriend though. He was only interested in taking.


   


  Roxy had tried to pry into her friend’s love-life, but Linda had remained tight-lipped. There was only one way to find out: To act, and let Thomas react.


   


  He looked straight into Linda’s baby blue eyes, and he could almost feel the electricity run through her body. She avoided his intense gaze and crossed her legs, no doubt because her pussy was now being flooded with juices. Her chest was flushed red, her little nipples jutting out nice and firm. A moment later she glanced back at his crotch. Marcus’ growing cock pulsed once again, blood rushing to the swollen purple head, making his cock grow bigger and bigger. Linda couldn’t look away, her eyes fixed on the growing black cock in front of her.


   


  Marcus grinned to himself. He had the white wife exactly where he wanted her…


   


  ***


   


  Holy shit.


   


  Never in her life had Linda seen such a massive cock. It was at least twice the size of her husband’s cock — the only one she had ever known — and it was still growing. She stared intensely, memorizing every vein, every last inch of that black monster cock.


   


  How would it feel inside of me?


   


  Marcus’ cock was still laying on his inner thigh, but it was only a single pulse away moment away from standing straight up.


   


  How are Roxy and Thomas not seeing this?!


   


  She glanced at her husband from the corner of her eye, but he was oblivious to the big black cock that was seducing his wife right in front of him…


   


  Meanwhile, Thomas was none the wiser. His eyes were fixated on Roxy’s heaving chest. Her full, round breasts moved up and down with every breath she took, hypnotizing him completely.


   


  Her nipples are so inviting… what I wouldn’t give to just suck on those puppies for an afternoon…


   


  Thomas acutely realized his cock had grown completely hard. He glanced down and realized he was pitching a considerable tent, the small towel on his lap fooling no one.


   


  I just want to slide my cock right between those two big, luscious breasts… spray them with my cum, until it’s dripping down her chest…


   


  He could barely contain his thoughts as Roxy’s inviting figure drove him wild…


   


  ***


  Chapter 8


   


  Roxy couldn’t suppress a smile as stared at the married couple in front of them through her nearly closed eyes. They were both breathing heavily, their cheeks flushed with excitement. Linda wasn’t even being coy about it: She was staring open-mouthed at Marcus’ impressive cock.


   


  If she wants to, she can feel his member stretch her out as well… but what would Thomas think of that?


   


  Thomas was being a little bit more careful than his naive wife, but only barely so. His attention was focused squarely on Roxy’s buxom figure, and he didn’t even notice Marcus was spreading his legs and proudly displaying his growing cock to his own wife.


   


  Roxy arched her back and spread her legs slightly, making it appear as a natural movement, but knowing very well that every movement of her body drove Thomas wild with lust. He was gazing at the small space between her legs, eager to catch just a glimpse of her perfectly trimmed pussy.


   


  If your wife allows it, I’ll show you a whole lot more…


   


  She spread her legs even further, inviting him to look. The small towel on his lap bobbed up and down, his cock now throbbing.


   


  What a couple, we haven’t even begun playing and they’re already on the verge of orgasm!


   


  The growing sexual tension was getting to Roxy. She wanted a release and quick, but knew that this wasn’t the time or the place. If one of them got spooked, the whole play-date could be over before it truly began. Time for stage 2: The hot tub. But first, she was going to needle Thomas a bit.


   


  “Wow Thomas, you’ve sure gotten comfortable quickly,” Roxy said, drawing everyone’s attention to him.


   


  Marcus and Linda turned their heads, and their attention was drawn instantly to the tent he was pitching. His face turned red as a beet as he scrambled to apologize.


   


  “Oh, ehm, sorry,” he stammered.


   


  “Don’t worry,” Roxy quickly added. “It’s only natural, and it happens all the time, right Marcus?”


   


  “Sure does,” Marcus grinned.


   


  Thomas looked up and only now saw Marcus’ cock was hard and throbbing as well. It bobbed up and down menacingly between his legs, like a predator stalking its prey. The sheer size and girth astounded Thomas. It was over twice his size and girth. What would such a cock look like inside of my wife’s pretty little pussy? He suddenly thought to himself.


   


  Marcus covered up his member with a towel — as much as possible, with such a large cock — but only after making sure the married couple had gotten an eyeful of his package.


   


  “Excuse me,” he said. “These towels are too damn small.”


   


  “It’s okay,” Linda chimed in, an aroused smile on her lips. “It’s only natural, right?”


   


  Roxy could barely believe her friend bought that line, but there was no time to dwell.


   


  “Shall we move on to the hot tub? My back is staring to ache.”


   


  “Sure,” Linda responded.


   


  “It’s down the hall and to the right. We’ll give you two a moment alone, be there in five minutes, okay?”


   


  “Oh, okay,” Linda said with a smile. She and Thomas got up and left, leaving the two lovebirds alone. Roxy knew exactly what would happen once those two got in the tub together. They’d be naked, their bodies rubbing against each other under the bubbling water, while they were both extremely turned on… their hands would be all over each other in no time. Roxy was going to give them a minute to get their juices flowing before she and Marcus would join the fun.


   


  “What do you think?” She asked her boyfriend as she snuggled up close to him.


   


  He grabbed her hand and placed it firmly on his still throbbing cock. Her fingers could barely reach around it as she stroked him up and down. “Does that answer your question?”


   


  “You bet it does,” Roxy laughed as she bent down to plant a wet, sloppy kiss on the engorged head of his member. “I can’t wait to see you slip this monster into Linda’s tight little pussy,” she moaned lewdly as she tongued his cock.


   


  Marcus moaned loudly as his girlfriend ran her tongue up and down his length. “You’re so fucking kinky babe,” he grunted. “You really want me to fuck your friend?”


   


  “Fuck yes,” she answered instantly, planting sloppy kisses all over his ballsack. She knew tonguing his nuts drove him wild. It was only a matter of time before she’d share this monster with her married friend…


   


  ***


  Chapter 9


   


  Thomas and Linda stepped into the hot tub together, the warm, bubbling water washing over their skin.


   


  “Ah man, this is the life,” Thomas sighed as he leaned back and enjoyed the warmth and comfort of the water.


   


  Linda snuggled up close to her husband, placing one hand on his neck and kissing him firmly. To Thomas’ surprise, she pushed her tongue into his mouth, teasingly running it across the tip of his tongue and his bottom lip. She was rarely this aggressive.


   


  Thomas pulled back for air, the intense kiss overwhelming him. “Wow, what’s gotten into you babe?”


   


  He looked deeply into his wife’s baby blues and noticed a yearning inside of them he hadn’t seen before. Her chest heaved with every breath, and her small nipples poked out of the water like tiny diamonds.


   


  She kissed her husband again, her hands running down his body until they grasped his growing erection. Thomas’ body responded instantly to her touch, and within a flash his cock was hard and throbbing once again.


   


  Linda moaned lewdly into her husband’s mouth as her hands circled his cock, running her fingers up and down it’s length as she massaged his member.


   


  “Oh fuck,” Thomas sighed as she started jerking him off under water. He had no clue what had gotten into his wife, but he was loving every second of it. “Just like that, oh yeah.”


   


  Linda kissed her husband’s ear as she jerked him off, not even caring if anyone saw them. She was too horny to care. Marcus’ intense looks, as well as his huge, throbbing member, had stirred up a fire inside her loins that needed to be quenched now.


   


  A small part of her was slightly disappointed at the size of her husband’s member, though she tried to ignore that nagging, little voice.


   


  If this was Marcus’ cock I was touching, it would stand up straight out of the water! I don’t think I’d be able to wrap my hand around the whole thing…


   


  “W-what about Roxy, baby?” Thomas asked his wife as he glanced over his shoulder. He was stunned. In their marriage he had always been the instigator of any shenanigans, and yet here she was, brazenly giving him a hand job in a hot tub.


   


  “They’re probably fucking anyway,” Linda breathed heavily, gently running her teeth across her husband’s neck. She wanted nothing more than to climb on his lap and let his cock fill her, but she wasn’t ready to go quite that far… yet.


   


  “They’re what?” Thomas gasped.


   


  “Uh-huh. Roxy told me they fuck here all the time.”


   


  “Holy shit, for real?”


   


  “Yeah, she’s probably bouncing on that big black cock as we speak.”


   


  Thomas’ cock throbbed hard the instant he heard his wife utter those words. Big black cock. That big, menacing looking, throbbing, veined black member, spreading open Roxy’s tight little white pussy… what he wouldn’t give to just watch them… he could feel the cum in his balls, ready to explode, only a second away now, any stroke could be the last, his mind focused solely on that one thing, when suddenly-


   


  “Hi guys,” Roxy said cheerfully. “How’s the water?”


   


  As if they had been stung by a bee, Linda and her husband jumped away from one another. They turned around, looking like the epitome of guilt. Their cheeks were burning brightly, their bodies heaving with every breath.


   


  Roxy had caught them in the act, right as she figured she would.


   


  “Is the water so warm? You two look a little flushed.”


   


  “I-it’s, ah, great,” Thomas stammered. He had been this close to spraying his seed all over himself, and his cock was still throbbing under the water, yearning for another touch.


   


  “Good,” Roxy responded as she hung up her robe and stepped into the hot tub with them. Marcus was close behind her, and he did the same.


   


  “I hope we didn’t interrupt anything,” Roxy said with a sly smile.


   


  Linda and Thomas exchanged a look and couldn’t help but laugh. They were acting like a bunch of horny teenagers.


   


  “You don’t have to stop on our account,” Marcus chimed in. “Lord knows we’ve messed around in here.”


   


  “Marcus! I’m sure they aren’t interested in hearing about that,” Roxy laughed.


   


  “Hey, let your friends decide for themselves what they do and don’t want to know.”


   


  Marcus raised his eyebrows at Thomas, daring him to ask the question that was lingering in the air. Much to his delight, Thomas did exactly that.


   


  “Alright, I’ll bite,” Thomas said. “What have you two done in here?”


   


  There was a moment of silence between all four of them, the air thick with sexual tension. They exchanging knowing glances, all of them realizing what was about to take place.


   


  Marcus cleared his throat. “Well, as you can see, this hot tub is quite well shielded from the rest of the wellness center. Because it’s at the end of this hallway, you can clearly see if anyone’s coming long before they see what’s going on…”


   


  He let a silence envelope the foursome, checking to see how eager they were for him to continue. Linda and Thomas were hanging on his every word, their attention focused squarely on him.


   


  Fuck it, he was going for it.


   


  “Which means that, if I sit like this…”


   


  Marcus hoisted himself up out of the water, his large, black cock springing out of the bubbling jets, nearly brushing Linda’s cheek. His cock was as big and hard as it had been in the sauna just now, all eleven inches of his black pole bobbing up and down, only a few inches from the white couple’s faces. He sat down on the edge of the tub with his back towards the hallway.


   


  His cock throbbed and pulsed between his open legs, his balls hanging below them, just touching the surface of the water.


   


  “…no one can see what’s going on between my legs,” he grinned. “Like this, for example.”


   


  He placed his large hand on Roxy’s hair and nudged her closer. She didn’t need to be told twice. She glided between his legs, opened her mouth wide and wrapped her lips around the head of his cock. Her two hands circled his impressive black pole, stroking his length up- and downward as she blew her black boyfriend in front of her two friends.


   


  Thomas and Linda were flabbergasted, watching intently at the private sex show taking place only a mere feet away. Not in a million years would the married couple have imagined this was going to happen when they got up that morning, yet there they were.


   


  Linda couldn’t tear her eyes away from the black mandingo bobbing up and down in front of her. She had felt the warmness of its flesh when it had brushed against her cheek when Marcus stood up, just barely so, but enough to make her clit throb hard with desire. It was so big and powerful… at that moment she felt incredibly jealous of Roxy. What would such a big, hard cock feel like inside of her?


   


  Thomas grabbed his wife’s hand and placed it back on his cock. If Roxy and Marcus were going to have oral sex in front of them, a little handjob action wasn’t out of the question. She started stroking him furiously right away, but her attention was focused solely on the big black cock that was right in front of her, a fact that wasn’t lost on the husband.


   


  I can’t believe my wife’s so into that black cock, he thought to himself. I always thought she was a little afraid of black guys, but look at her! She’s staring at it, biting her bottom lip… I bet she’s wondering what it would feel like to have that thing inside of her. God, what would that do to her? That thing would stretch her pussy out, fill her up more than I’ve ever done…


   


  Roxy put on quite a show, running her tongue up and down the length of Marcus’ cock, until she had licked all the way down to his big black balls. She popped one into her mouth, suckling lovingly on it before letting it slide back out and kissing her way back to the top. She tightened her grip on his cock, furiously jacking him off into her opened mouth.


   


  Roxy looked over her shoulder at Lin and Thomas, the tip of her tongue still resting on the engorged, purple head of Marcus’ cock. As hoped, the married couple was completely enthralled by their wanton display. Encouraged by the lust brimming in their eyes, she decided to take it a step further.


   


  “Do you want to give me a hand?” She asked Linda. “I can’t hold the whole thing…”


   


  Linda’s eyes grew wide, the excitement coursing through her veins. This day was getting wilder by the minute. She looked at her husband, her large, blue eyes filled with questions.


   


  To her delight, Thomas was as turned on as she was. He gave her a quick nod, giving her the okay she needed.


   


  She took a deep breath before she slowly reached forwards with her hand. Where do you even begin with an eleven inch black monster cock?


   


  Roxy grabbed her friend’s hand and placed it firmly on her boyfriend’s black cock. They began stroking up and down in unison.


   


  Linda’s body burned with excitement, the warm, hard throbbing cock in the palm of her hand driving her wild. She was mesmerized by the contrast in color between her white hand and the jet-black cock that it was holding.


   


  “That’s it,” Marcus grunted. “Oh yeah.”


   


  Thomas watched, amazed by the depravity of it all. He and his wife had only just met this man a mere hour ago, and now Linda, his Linda, his proper housewife that preferred missionary with the lights off, was jacking off a black cock into her friends open and waiting mouth.


   


  “Fuck, I’m about to blow,” Marcus groaned. “Hold my balls, Lin.”


   


  Without looking back at Thomas for approval Linda moved her other hand instantly, cupping his giant black balls in the palm of her hand. They were smooth to the touch, and she rolled them around, massaging them with the tips of her fingers.


   


  Thomas felt the first pang of jealousy at this sight. He had tried to incorporate a little ball-action their their lovemaking, but to no avail. Linda had never been particularly enthusiastic about it… but she was expertly tugging at Marcus’ sack, rubbing and holding his huge balls.


   


  “Here it comes, baby! Oh fuck yeah. Oh, oh OH!”


   


  Marcus groaned as his big black cock erupted, dousing the two white girls with cum. The first few blasts of cum hit Linda’s cheeks, the warm seed dripping down her face. Roxy quickly wrapped her lips around the head and managed to take the next few bursts into her mouth, but it was too much. She couldn’t swallow it all. Cum dripped out of her mouth, falling onto her round breasts.


   


  Roxy pulled the big black cock out of her mouth, but much to Thomas’ shock, he was still spurting. Marcus stroked his long, fat pole and aimed the last few bursts of his virile cum onto Linda’s and Roxy’s tits, alternating between the two white girls, until both of their chests were covered in his load.


   


  Satisfied, Marcus sank back into the warm, hot water of the tub. Linda and Roxy looked at each other, and burst out laughing.


   


  “Holy crap,” was all Linda could say. “I can’t believe we just did that.”


   


  She looked down at her cum covered chest with a sense of amazement. She could barely believe it, but the evidence covered her chest and face: She had taken the load of a black man all over her body, in a public hot tub no less.


   


  “I knew you’d make a proper slut,” Roxy teased her. She leaned in and kissed her friend right on the lips, her hands finding Linda’s breasts. Linda gave in to her wanton desire and kissed her friend back, their tongues intertwining as their bodies meshed together. Linda’s hands grabbed Roxy’s full breasts roughly, sinking her fingers deeply into her soft skin. The two girls massaged Marcus’ cum into each others skin as they made out.


   


  Linda pulled back, gasping for breath. This was the first time she had kissed a girl, and she liked it. Today was a day of many firsts for the young wife.


   


  Roxy grabbed her friend by the shoulders and turned her towards her husband. “How does your wife look, Thomas?”


   


  Linda turned to her husband, a nervous smile on her lips. Would he be angry? Would he be furious? She was very aware cum was still dribbling down her cheek. Had she fatally overstepped her boundaries?


   


  “Well?” She asked, her voice quivering. “How do I look?”


   


  Thomas was looking for the right words. Stunning. Amazing. Fantastic. Gorgeous. None of them seemed to cover the load, so to speak. He was nearly shaking with excitement, his cock harder than it had ever been. His loving wife was still dripping with a black man’s cum.


   


  “Delicious,” he finally answered with a wide smile. “Fucking delicious, honey.”


   


  Linda laughed, throwing her head back, relieved that he wasn’t throwing a fit. She tried to wipe the cum of her cheek with the back of her hand, but Thomas grabbed her wrist before she could do so.


   


  “Leave it,” he said, his voice suddenly calm and direct. “I want to fuck you while you’re still covered in cum.”


   


  He pulled her onto his lap, so that Linda was straddling him, facing her husband. He grabbed his cock under the water, lined it up with her juiced up pussy and pulled her down, sinking his hard cock into his wife with one push.


   


  “Oh fuck,” was all Linda could utter as her husband hard cock filled her up. Only a short hour ago she was amazed to hear Roxy tell her she had public sex at the spa, and now her husband was fucking her in the hot tub while Marcus’ cum dribbled down her cheek.


   


  “Fuck me,” she grunted as Thomas pounded her pussy. This was a hard and quick fuck. He thrust his hips upward, sinking his throbbing cock as far into his wife’s pussy as far as it would go. “Fill me, baby!”


   


  She looked over her shoulder at Roxy and Marcus, who were bemusedly watching their friends fuck. Roxy was stroking her boyfriends cock under the water, the head of his massive cock sticking out of the water.


   


  “Is that what you want?” Thomas whispered into her ear. “That big black dick inside of you?”


   


  Normally Thomas and Linda would never talk so dirty, but Roxy’s and Marcus’ lewd show had pushed them to new heights.


   


  Linda turned back to her husband, her deep blue eyes searching for his. She nodded.


   


  “Tell me,” Thomas grunted. He was close, so awfully close to having the best, most explosive orgasm of his life, and he could barely control his lust and desire. “Tell me you want it!”


   


  “I want his big black cock,” she moaned loudly. “I want to feel it inside of me, to fill me up, to stretch me out, baby!”


   


  “Do you want his cum?!”


   


  “FUCK yes,” Linda groaned. “I do!”


   


  Thomas scooped up the cum dribbling down her cheek with the tip of his fingers and pushed it into her mouth.


   


  “Suck on his cum, you dirty little slut! Suck on his cum while I fill you up!”


   


  Linda took his fingers deep down her throat, taking them all the way into her mouth. She wrapped her tongue around them, drinking up the illicit seed. She had never felt more sexier, more wanton, more desirable in her life as at that exact moment: One hard, throbbing cock inside of her pussy while she had mouthful of a different man’s cum.


   


  The sensations of Lin bobbing her head up and down his fingers sent Thomas over the edge. He came, hard. His entire body buckled and shook as he fired the biggest, most powerful load of his life into his wife’s sopping wet pussy. They kissed passionately, their tongues and lips meeting, their arms wrapped tightly around one another, almost becoming one.


   


  Linda could feel every load, every drop of cum that was fired into her wanton womb. She wiggled her hips rhythmically, coaxing every last drop of seed out of her husbands like a proper cum fiend. When his orgasm had subsided she collapsed onto him, resting her head on his shoulder as she gathered her breath.


   


  Exhausted from the myriad of emotions she had experienced in such a short time frame, Linda dozed off, contently falling asleep in the arms of her loving husband. She was awoken a few minutes later by Thomas kissing her on her forehead.


   


  “You alright there, baby?”


   


  “Mmmhm,” she groaned, burying her face into his neck. She glanced over her shoulder and saw that Roxy and Marcus had already left.


   


  “Where’dtheygo?” She said, still groggy.


   


  “They went to the Turkish baths to give us some space, in case we needed it after all that tomfoolery,” Thomas chuckled.


   


  Linda sat up straight, her hand rubbing the back of her husband’s neck. She was wide awake now.


   


  “But we don’t need that, right? I mean… are you mad at me?”


   


  “Of course not,” Thomas said, kissing his wife on her cute button nose. “That was awesome. It was amazing. I was not expecting any of it, that’s for sure,” Thomas laughed, “but I liked it. Did you?”


   


  “Yes,” she said, her face flushed with embarrassment. “Gosh, this is so out of character for me… I don’t know what came over me, I can’t really describe it, it was just so… hot.”


   


  Thomas nodded. “I know how you feel. I just got swept it into it as well… like I couldn’t really control myself or my desires.”


   


  “Did you mean what you said?”


   


  “What part?” Thomas answered, avoiding the question.


   


  “You know what part,” Linda said. “The one about, y’know… big black cocks.”


   


  Thomas’ cock jolted once more, a fact that wasn’t lost on Linda. “No. I don’t know. Yes. As a fantasy, definitely. To do that stuff for real…”


   


  “I get it. This was wild though,” Linda laughed.


   


  “Yeah, I can’t believe you kissed Roxy either!”


   


  “I did, didn’t I? Gosh. That didn’t make you jealous?”


   


  “It made me hard as a fucking rock, that’s what it did!”


   


  “Good,” Linda smiled. “That’s good to know… for next time,” she said with a cheeky smile. “If they want to, that is.”


   


  “You’re such a hot little slut, those two would crawl over glass to fuck you,” Thomas growled as he groped his wife’s ass. Just talking about the episode had made his cock hard and pulsing yet again. They both agreed this wouldn’t the last time they broadened their sexual horizons…


   


  ***


  Chapter 10


   


  “Welcome, welcome, come in!” Roxy smiled as she opened her front door for Thomas and Linda. The two friends have had very little contact the past week after what had happened at the wellness center, but Roxy was relieved when the married couple accepted her invitation to come over for dinner and boardgames that evening.


   


  “Here, let me take your coat,” she said as she helped them through the door. “The weather is awful today, isn’t it?”


   


  “It’s terrible,” Linda said as she looked at her close friend. Roxy’s long, brown hair was up in a bun, and a cute flowery dress adorned her curvy figure.


   


  Linda couldn’t shake the invasive thought that the last time she saw Roxy, she was naked and dripping with cum. They had shared a wanton tongue kiss, their bodies, still dripping with seed, rubbing together…


   


  With a jolt she realized Roxy was looking at her questionably.


   


  “Uhm, what now?”


   


  “I asked what you wanted to drink.”


   


  “A beer please,” Linda replied. Only five seconds in the door and she was already flushed, and that’s without even meeting Marcus yet…


   


  “A beer sound good,” Thomas chimed in as he took off his boots and hung up his coat. He watched Roxy walk away, and couldn’t help but watch her round ass wiggle as she walked away. What he wouldn’t do to get her out of that tight little dress of hers…


   


  Linda and Thomas had discussed the event endlessly, every single minute of that fateful afternoon at the wellness center had been discussed, dissected and digested. Their mutual conclusion was that they had loved it, and were open to a repeat performance, yet they were too shy to call up Roxy and set it up themselves. Luckily Roxy did it for them, and they were elated when her text message inviting them over arrived.


   


  They had ran through a few possible scenarios and fantasies, but in the end they had decided to let Roxy and Marcus take the reins and lead them on this journey. Nothing had been explicitly ruled out or vetoed.


   


  Hand-in-hand they walked into the living room where Marcus was waiting for them. “Hi guys, glad you could make it,” he said in his characteristic low, baritone voice.


   


  He was sitting on Roxy’s light-blue couch, the normal-sized piece of furniture appearing comically small compared to his giant frame. He got up and shook their hands, towering over them, and the white couple was again astounded by the sheer size and presence of the mighty black man.


   


  “We’re just glad you invited us,” Thomas said. He sat down on a lounge chair and made small-talk with Marcus while Linda joined Roxy in the kitchen. Thomas had feared that the dinner would turn out to be an awkward and tense affair, the unspoken actions lingering in the air and stifling all conversation, but to his surprise it was like nothing had ever happened. He chatted casually with Marcus about basketball and boardgames, and realized he had more in common with the man than he would have figured at first glance.


   


  “I’ve never thought you’d be the board gaming type,” Thomas said.


   


  “I get that a lot,” Marcus chuckled. “I do stick out like a sore thumb at conventions. I love me a good epic dungeon crawl though, though those are not really couples-nights type games. Look, this is what I brought for tonight.”


   


  He handed Thomas a bag filled with different card and small board games. One caught his attention right away due to the bright pink neon-coloring. Thomas pulled it out of the bag, and his ears turned red when he realized the name of the board game.


   


  It was aptly titled Let’s Fuck - The Ultimate Couples Game.


   


  “Good choice,” Marcus said with a sly smile.


   


  “I’m, uh, not familiar with this one.”


   


  “That’s cause you won’t find it at Target, that’s for sure,” Marcus laughed. “It’s a mixture of truth and dare and Sorry. I’ll bust it out later tonight, don’t worry,” he said, motioning towards the kitchen.


   


  Thomas followed his line-of-sight and was greeted with the view of Roxy’s firm, round ass as she was bent over at the waist, peering into the oven. Linda was standing next to her, making a salad, looking as gorgeous as ever.


   


  My two girls, Thomas thought to himself. He had known Roxy for a while now, and because she never had any steady, longterm boyfriends, and was generally a very flirtatious, care-free individual, Thomas had always secretly hoped Linda would reveal she was bi-curious and invite her large-chested friend into their bed and relationship.


   


  It wasn’t something he thought was a serious option, but a man could dream. And with that passionate kiss the two girls had shared, his fantasy was closer than ever to being realized.


   


  Marcus got up to set the table, and as Thomas watched him move around and between ‘his’ two girls, the reality of the situation dawned on him.


   


  Tonight, Marcus is going to fuck my two girls.


   


  It wasn’t even a question, it was a statement. Marcus was going to split the two girls apart with that huge black cock of his, and Thomas was going to watch him do it. The only question was when. How would it happen? Who would go first? Would Roxy give him any attention, or will she be too busy serving Marcus?


   


  “Dinner’s ready, are you coming?”


   


  “Ehm, sure,” Thomas replied, once again lost in his own thoughts. He had been so busy fantasizing and watching the different scenarios in his mind, he hadn’t even noticed all three of them were looking straight at him.


   


  Roxy had made her signature home-made lasagna, and the foursome ate and drank to their heart’s content. After dinner Marcus suggested they all play some Cards Against Humanity and let the hearty meal settle. They all placed a few rounds, while Roxy made sure to constantly refill everyones glasses.


   


  After a solid hour, everyone was slightly tipsy, and the randy and raunchy nature of the cards made sure the air was thick was sexual tensions. The game came to an end, and Thomas knew what was coming.


   


  “I also brought this other game if you’re interested,” he told Linda, leaning in close to her. He pulled the neon-colored game out of the bag and handed it to her.


   


  “What’s this? Let’s fuc-oh!” Linda squealed, her face flushed with embarrassment. The trio laughed as her face turned red. “What is this?” She said softly, her voice barely a whisper.


   


  “It’s an adult game, a little but like truth and dare… do you think you can handle it?”


   


  She nodded enthusiastically, wanting to be appear braver than she was.


   


  “What about you, Thomas?”


   


  “Sure,” he said. “Let’s try it.” He grabbed his wife’s hands under the table and squeezed them lovingly. She gripped his hand, her fingers digging into his skin. She was nervous, but also quite excited.


   


  Roxy was sitting across from Thomas, and she gave him a mischievous smile. She had been looking forward to this moment all week. Tonight, she was planning to go all the way…


   


  “Excellent,” Marcus said, baring a wide smile. He dealt everyone their cards and explained the rule of the game to them. There was a board, and everyone had a little figurine that represented them on the board. Roxy was a whip, Linda a pair of handcuffs, Marcus took the figure of a giant cock and he handed Thomas a miniature butt-plug.


   


  “Seriously? I’m the butt toy?” Thomas complained to everyone’s delight.


   


  “You’ve always been a little anal, don’t you agree?” Linda chimed in, enjoying that for once she wasn’t the one embarrassed.


   


  “It’ll do,” he grumbled.


   


  “Okay listen up,” Marcus said. “When it’s your turn, you roll the dice and take that many steps forward. If you land on a truth tile, you get to ask a player of your choice a question that they have to answer honestly. If you land on a dare tile, the other three players have to come up with a suitable dare for you. You can refuse… but you’ll have to remove an article of clothing as payment.”


   


  “Ohhhhh,” Linda and Roxy howled in unison, cackling with joy.


   


  “When do you win?” Thomas asked.


   


  “When you successfully complete a dare you get a sex token, and who ever has the most sex token at the end wins… but I’ve never gotten that far,” he grinned.


   


  Thomas had to adjust his seat. It didn’t take a rocket scientist to figure out what he meant by that. This game was going to end prematurely, and most likely with his young, proper wife bouncing on Marcus’ lap. The thought made him so excited his hands started to shake. He took a large swig of beer to calm his nerves. Keep it together, Thomas.


   


  “Who gets to go first?” Linda asked, bringing her beer to her lips.


   


  “The virgin,” Marcus said. “Or in other words, the least experienced one. How many men have been inside you, Lin?”


   


  Linda nearly spilled her beer all over herself as she coughed. Her face turned a dark shade of red as she laughed nervously. “One,” she said softly.


   


  “Wow, congrats Thomas,” Marcus said.


   


  “Oh come on, you knew that already,” Roxy chimed in.


   


  Marcus smiled cheekily. “Just getting warmed up, that’s all. You’re first Lin, go ahead.”


   


  Linda rolled the dice, shooting her husband a playful smile. He was her true love, and her only sexual partner in life… so far.


   


  “Truth. Hmm. Marcus.”


   


  “Yes?”


   


  “How big is your cock?”


   


  Linda brashly looked the tall black man deep in his hazel eyes, her cheeks and neck still flushed bright red but she didn’t let that bother her.


   


  “Eleven inches,” he said coolly like he was talking about the weather. “Last time I measured. I don’t know the girth exactly… when can get some tape later, if you want,” he said, staring right back at the young wife’s baby blue eyes. The game had barely even begun and he could already tell she was getting excited.


   


  “Thomas, your turn.”


   


  Thomas was a bit taken aback by his wife’s sudden saucy attitude, but it didn’t bother him. He rolled the dice and landed on the same tile as his wife. He immediately shifted his attention to Roxy, who was sitting across from him.


   


  “Roxy.”


   


  “Yes, Thomas?” She answered, cheekily twirling a strand of her brown hair around her finger. “What is it you want to know, hm?”


   


  He gave it a moment’s thought before he came up with the perfect question. He hesitated for a split second, fearing it might be too personal, but he had the sneaking suspicion Roxy had a great answer. Fuck it, I’m going for it.


   


  “How many guys have been inside you… at the same time?”


   


  Linda leaned forward, her attention piqued. “Ohhh, good question,” she said, quickly getting caught up in the game.


   


  Roxy threw her head back and laughed. “You’re quick to assume that the answer is more than one there, Thomas!”


   


  He shrugged. “I have a hunch, that’s all.”


   


  “So now the monogamous married couple wants to know all about what this gal got up to, huh? Tsk. Should I tell them, Marcus?”


   


  “Them’s the rules,” he said. He didn’t seem at all bothered by his girlfriends wild past. “Or you could lose the dress.”


   


  “Not yet. I’ll bite. There was this one time in college…”


   


  Thomas and Linda leaned in even closer, hanging on her every word. Roxy smiled, and was happy that her sex life commanded so much attention.


   


  “…I was casually seeing this guy, he was one of the star football players at our college, and I was over at a party at his place when he got the news that he was getting drafted for the NFL. That party got way out of hand, and well, to make a long story short… I had sex with five different guys that night.”


   


  “FIVE?!” Linda ejaculated, nearly jumping out of her seat.


   


  “Five,” Roxy answered. “Jealous?” She teased her friend.


   


  Roxy sat back down, feeling a little ashamed at her sudden outburst. “Sorry, I didn’t mean to sound so.. judge-y.”


   


  “It’s okay,” Roxy assured her. “It was hot, but I wouldn’t want to do it every week, that’s for sure.”


   


  “Who was he?” Marcus asked. “Do I know him?”


   


  “A lady never tells,” Roxy answered. She rolled the dice and took her turn before the whole night became an inquisition into her love-life. She too landed on a Truth tile.


   


  “Linda,” she said. “How often do you play with yourself?”


   


  Marcus and Thomas turned towards the young wife, eager to know her answer. Thomas was fairly confident his wife rarely, if ever, satisfied her own urges, but the answer was going to surprise him.


   


  “Well, that depends,” Linda said to buy herself some time. All eyes were on her. Marcus’ powerful, dark eyes were burning into her skin, making her lightheaded. Was he thinking about how she touched herself at that very moment?


   


  “On what?”


   


  “It used to be about once a month… but it’s up to two times a week since we got that new shower-head installed…” she admitted. Thomas was surprised, he had no idea she was using the shower to get off.


   


  “…and?” Roxy continued. “I feel like you’re not spilling all the beans.”


   


  “Well, since last week I’ve… masturbated… every day,” the young wife admitted sheepishly. Roxy and Marcus laughed and high-fived each other, everyone at the table realizing that it was the wellness-romp that got Lin’s juices flowing.


   


  Thomas was floored. They’d had sex every day since that eventful afternoon, and he thought he was more than satisfying all her urges. Even after all that crazy good sex, she was still playing with herself before and/or afterwards? Damn.


   


  “Alright, alright, my turn,” Marcus said as he grabbed the dice. He rolled a six, and was the first to landed on a Dare tile.


   


  “Ha! Dare!” Linda cheered. “I dare you to dance for me!”


   


  Marcus defied her dare and opted to take off his shirt. His chest was all muscle, one block of ebony granite. Linda’s eyes were locked to his bulging muscles, a gleam in her dark blue eyes.


   


  Thomas took a large swig of his beer. The night had only just begun.


   


  ***


  Chapter 11


   


  Soon it was Linda’s turn, ans she ended up on a Dare as well. She looked everyone in the eyes, one for one, a wicked smile on her lips. Thomas could see the lust burning brightly in her diamond blue eyes, and he knew exactly what she wanted to do.


   


  “I dare you to kiss Roxy,” he said.


   


  Linda stood op resolutely, her chair nearly falling over. “Deal. Come here, hon.”


   


  Roxy put down her drink and tip-toed around the table until she was standing face-to-face with her best friend. Linda placed her hand on the back of her friend’s neck and, without hesitating for even a second, kissed her fully on the lips. Roxy returned the kiss, wrapping her arms around her friend’s waist and pulling her petite body into hers, their chests touching as their tongues intertwined with one another. Lin suckled on her friend’s bottom lip, the tip of her tongue tracing her full, thick lips, before she pushed her tongue back into her mouth.


   


  After a minute, Roxy pulled back, gasping for air. “Goddamn girl,” she laughed. “You went all-in!”


   


  Linda was breathing heavily, her hair slightly tussled, and her cheeks rosy with desire. Thomas thought to himself that his wife had never been sexier than she did at that very moment, as she wiped a bit of the girl’s mixed saliva from her bottom lip. She looked back at her husband, a slightly guilty look in her eyes.


   


  “Did I do it right?” She asked.


   


  “More than right, you nailed it,” Thomas chuckled.


   


  He was next in line, and to utter his dismay, he also landed on a Dare tile. As much as he was enjoying the evening, he was still a little self-conscious about his body, especially compared to the mammoth juggernaut that was Marcus. He just hoped it wasn’t anything embarrassing, like a strip tease.


   


  “I have a good one,” Roxy piped in immediately. “You just suggested your wife kissed me, so I’m going tit for tat: I’m daring you to kiss my Marcus.”


   


  “Yes!” Linda jeered with excitement. “Do it! Do it!”


   


  “Erm,” Thomas backtracked. “I don’t know. We couldn’t… right Marcus?”


   


  To his horror, Marcus just shrugged. “A dare is a dare, Thomas… you’re confident in your sexuality right? What’s a little kiss then?”


   


  Thomas got a little white in the face. Making out with a a big black dude wasn’t high on his to-do list, as damn attractive as he may be.


   


  “No offense Marcus, but I’m going to pass on this one,” he said, causing everyone else to taunt him.


   


  “Don’t be a sissy, kiss that man,” Roxy said. “Yeah baby, just a peck,” Linda tried to convince her husband, but he was having none of it. He stood up and removed his shirt, as per the rules. Little did he know that before the night was over, he was going to kiss a whole lot more than just Marcus’ thick, juicy lips…


   


  Next up was Marcus. “Dare,” Marcus said. He looked around the room, going from one set of eyes to the next. “Who has an idea?”


   


  “I do,” Linda said softly. “I dare you to measure your girth.”


   


  Marcus raised his eyebrows. “On my hard cock?”


   


  Lin nodded.


   


  “Alright,” Marcus replied, “but you have to help me awaken the beast.”


   


  He got up, rummaged through the drawers, and returned with a tape measurer. Linda’s blue eyes were following him like a hawk, glued to his body. She had been looking forward to being reunited with his big black cock all week, and now, that moment was only a few seconds away.


   


  Thomas shifted uncomfortably in his seat. Marcus had just matter-of-factly stated that his wife was going to help him get him hard. Of course, he may just mean that she has to show off her body… but deep-down, Thomas knew better than that. She was going to touch his junk. She was going to ran her hands up and down that immensely huge, black cock. No doubt she was going to have to handle the measuring tape as well.


   


  What unsettled him most was how okay he was with the whole thing. This was his wife, the love of his life, and he was totally content watching Marcus unbuckle his jeans, the large bulge already visible. He wanted Marcus to pull out that big black cock of his, and he wanted to watch his wife ran her fingers across his ebony skin. He felt a tad bit ashamed of his own twisted desires. What kind of husband was he, really?


   


  Marcus undid the buttons on his jeans one-by-one, savoring the moment. Linda was transfixed on his crotch, her stare unwavering. He knew the young wife had fantasized about this very moment all week. Every time she made lover to her husband, and every time she had played with herself, she was only thinking about one thing: His throbbing hard cock, pulsing with energy. Marcus loved the pure lust and devotion you could only find in unexperienced white women.


   


  “You ready?” He asked Linda.


   


  Not satisfied with his relentless teasing, Linda reached out and yanked his pants down to his ankles with one hard tug.


   


  She couldn’t suppress an audible gasp when she saw the giant bulge in his boxers. His hard cock traveled almost all the way down to his knees, the engorged, purple head peeking out the bottom of his underwear.


   


  “Holy crap,” she said, causing everyone to chuckle.


   


  Marcus waited for the young wife to act, daring her to continue undressing him. Linda got the hint and hooked her thumbs into the waistband of his boxers and slowly slid them down. She had to pull the garment down to his knees before his thick, throbbing cock sprang free from it’s confinement. It smacked her right on the nose, a small trail of pre-cum smearing her upper-cheek. She yelped with glee.


   


  The tall, black man handed the white wife the measuring tape. “Go ahead and measure me,” he said.


   


  “But you’re not even fully hard yet,” she complained, even though his cock was already the biggest, most menacing thing she had ever seen in her life. “That was the deal.”


   


  “Maybe if you give me some encouragement,” he answered, raising his eyebrows.


   


  Roxy got up from her seat and sat down on Thomas’ lap. She had noticed the poor husband was fidgeting in his seat, and she assumed he was slightly uncomfortable watching the slow seduction of his wife. She wrapped one arm around his neck as she snuggled into his embrace.


   


  “Hi Thomas, are you still enjoying the show?” She pushed her round ass into his lap, and was happy to feel his erection poke her soft skin.


   


  Thomas only nodded.


   


  Roxy grabbed one of his hands and slipped it into the open side of her dress, placing it firmly on her left breast. She instantly felt his fingers dig into her soft skin, and she moaned softly, encouraging him to grope her further.


   


  “Yeah, show the man some skin,” Roxy chimed in, egging her friend on.


   


  Emboldened by Roxy’s words, and the fact that her friend was already rubbing her firm, full chest against Thomas’ hands, Linda unbuttoned her top, revealing the lace, black bra she was wearing


   


  “That’s what I’m talking about,” Marcus said lewdly as he licked his lips. His hands were working his thick black pole, making him harder and harder.


   


  Linda reached back and unclasped her bra, pulling the garment down to expose her small, perky tits to the big black man. Marcus immediately dug his hands into her top, his large hands covering her breasts completely. He roughly groped them, his fingers flicking against her sensitive nipples as he mauled her breasts.


   


  The young wife threw her head back and moaned loudly as a potent mixture of pain and pleasure brought her to new heights. Her hands sought and found Marcus’ thick pole. She grabbed the base of his big black cock firmly, jacking off his monster cock. Drops of pre-cum formed on the swollen, deep-purple head of his dick.


   


  She could feel his cock throb in the palm of her hands, the blood rushing through his thick cock, causing it to swell and swell. She rubbed the thick, purple heads against her hard nipples, smearing his juices all over her breasts.


   


  Thomas watched with amazement as his loving wife toyed with the big black cock. There had never been any pretense of her trying to measure his girth — she was straight up jacking him off, and rubbing the head of his cock on her breasts.


   


  He had slipped his hands under Roxy’s bra and his own fingers were massaging her soft, luscious breasts. Unlike his wife, Roxy was very well endowed, and he was enjoying every second he could play with those soft, cushioned pillows, even though his own wife was drawing away all his attention.


   


  “God, she’s really hypnotized by that big black cock, huh?” Roxy whispered into Thomas’ ear, nibbling on his earlobe. Thomas just grunted in response, a low, guttural sound. With one flick of her wrists Roxy unbuckled his jeans and slipped her hand into his boxers. She found his cock hard and pulsing, already dripping with pre-cum. She wrapped her fingers around his length, running her nails up and down his shaft.


   


  She could feel his heart beating in his cock. She teased him relentlessly, squeezing the base of his cock hard. He groaned in response, his eyes glued to his wife’s hands and the large cock inside of them.


   


  Roxy knew Thomas was into it, but she wanted to know he was ready to go all the way. She wanted to see her big, black boyfriend slide that monster cock of him into her inexperienced friend. She wanted to watch his thick cock spread Linda’s pussy open, wider than she had ever been before. She wanted him to give Lin the fuck of a lifetime, one she would never forget. The type of fuck that would transform a marriage, that would change a person. From this day on she’d be a big black cock whore like herself, addicted to the pleasure only a monster cock could give her.


   


  Roxy loved her friend dearly, but she strongly felt her timid nature and inexperience was holding her back from having a fulfilling sex life. This was her gift to them… but for that all to happen, Thomas needed to be on board as well. She planned to keep him on the verge of orgasm, without letting him go over the edge, until his wifey was filled to the brim with Marcus’ virile seed.


   


  “How do you feel about sharing her?” She asked Thomas as she ran her fingernail across his sensitive balls.


   


  Thomas shuddered, the sensation driving him wild. He was dangerously close to cumming already, but the last thing he wanted was to prematurely ejaculate and ruin a fun night.


   


  He shrugged, struggling to come up with a suitable answer. The truth was that he had no idea. Everything was happening so fast, and his common sense told him to pump the brakes… yet it all felt so good, and Linda was totally engrossed in the act… so why would he stop?


   


  Satisfied with his response, Roxy squeezed the base of his cock hard. “What do you think that big cock would do to that tiny, trimmed pussy of hers?” She breathed into the poor husbands ear. He closed his eyes, a frown on his face as he breathed heavily. Was this really about to happen?


   


  Thomas realized fully that if he didn’t interfere at that moment, his marriage would be forever changed. Who was to say that, after having a taste of that big black cock, she would ever be satisfied by something else again? Wasn’t there a saying about that? Something about going black…


   


  His eyes flew open, channeling all the self-restraint he could muster, adamant he was going to put a stop to this. He needed to talk to his wife, to make sure they were all on the same page before they did something they would all regret in the days to come.


   


  His eyes were greeted with the magnificent sight of his wife’s petite mouth being stretched to its limits by Marcus’ big black cock. She was eagerly bobbing her head up and down his thick pole, struggling to take as much of his length into her mouth and down her throat as possible. Marcus had one hand on the back of her neck, guiding her up and down as his other groped her small breasts.


   


  Linda’s eyes were shut tight, her face locked into an intense, focused frown as she orally worshiped the ebony giant.


   


  Thomas stared dumbfounded as his wife took almost half of his monster cock into her mouth. She struggled to deep-throat Thomas’ length, but she was obviously willing to push herself to new heights for Marcus.


   


  “Fuck, look at her go,” Roxy whispered into Thomas’ ear. “She’s really working that fat pole. Look at that look of pleasure on her face… I bet she can’t wait to let him fuck her.”


   


  She grabbed Thomas’ left hand and lowered it from her breasts down to her dripping wet pussy. Watching Marcus work his magic on her friend had made her dripping wet as well. Thomas slid two fingers into Roxy’s cunt easily, and she moaned lewdly into the nape of his neck.


   


  “Fuck, you feel how wet my pussy is baby? I bet Linda’s gushing as well for him, her pussy flooded with juices, all for him…”


   


  ***


   


  Chapter 12


   


  “Let’s take this party to the bedroom,” Marcus grunted as he stripped of all his clothes. He kicked off his jeans, grabbed Linda by the waist and hoisted her on his shoulder, carrying her off like she was as light as a feather. He groped her ass with his large hand, cupping her entire ass cheek into her hand as dug his fingers into her soft skin.


   


  Thomas watched them go, his heart skipping a beat. This was it. It was really happening. The game had been long forgotten. He turned to Roxy, a mixture of fear and anxiety overriding his senses.


   


  “Come baby, let’s watch them,” she said as she led him to the bedroom.


   


  The poor husband will never forget what he saw when he walked into Roxy’s bedroom. His wife was on her knees, completely naked, while Marcus roughly fucked her face. He was naked as well, his two hands intertwined with his wife’s hair as he thrust his hips forward, forcing inch-after-inch of his massive cock down his wife’s throat.


   


  The contrast between their two naked bodies was astonishing. Marcus was so dark, big, and tall, his frame towering over the young wife, totally dominating her. Between his legs was the small, white figure of his own wife, orally worshiping the ebony god in front of her. Her head barely even reached his crotch — but his cock was so huge, it didn’t pose a problem.


   


  Linda gagged, struggling to take his monster meat down her throat. Tears were streaming down her face, her mascara running down in streaks, and saliva dripped from the corners of her mouth onto her hard, perky tits. Despite this, she was a more than willing participant, eagerly letting the monster cock use her mouth like a fuck toy. She loved the brutality and directness of Marcus. There wasn’t a speck of doubt what he wanted to do: Completely use and dominate her body.


   


  “Take a seat,” Roxy commanded Thomas, and he was so baffled the easiest thing to do was to follow her suggestion. He sat down in the corner of the room, and Roxy stood in front of him.


   


  “Unzip me.”


   


  Thomas unzipped Roxy’s dress from the back, and she let it pool between her ankles. She unhooked her bra, bent over at the waist, and pulled her black, lacy thong down to the ground, exposing her naked pussy and ass to Thomas.


   


  She looked over her shoulder at the cuckolded husband, but to her disappointment he had more eyes for his wife than Roxy. She reached back, grabbed his hair and roughly shoved his face into her ass.


   


  “Lick my ass, Thomas,” she commanded him. “Lick my ass while your wife sucks that big black cock.”


   


  Thomas could barely comprehend what was happening. One moment his wife was getting brutally face-fucked, and the next, his tongue was probing her best friend’s asshole. He tried to pull away, but Roxy pushed back, smothering his face with her ass. The unfamiliar, intoxicating taste was a powerful aphrodisiac for Thomas, and he surrendered to his most basic instinct and desires.


   


  He grabbed her ass with two hands, pushing his tongue as far into Roxy’s ass as it would go. He alternated licking around the sensitive edges of her rosebud, before plunging the tip of his tongue as deep into her brown hole as it would go.


   


  “Yessss,” Roxy hissed. “That’s it… right there… lick my ass, Thomasss…”


   


  Shamelessly Roxy smothered her best friend’s husband with her full, round ass, forcing his head into her butt until she could sense he was struggling to breathe. Satisfied, she let him go, and Thomas fell back, gasping for air. Roxy turned around and kissed the top of his head, lovingly stroking his air as he looked up to her with a sense of bewilderment.


   


  “You’d make a good ass-slave, Tom-tom,” she said. “Look closely now, you might learn a thing or two,” she smirked wickedly. Thomas wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, the taste and scent of her ass and pussy still lingering on the tip of his tongue. He considered himself an open-minded individual, but the thought of rimming his wife had never crossed his mind.


   


  Roxy sauntered over to her boyfriend, standing on the tip of her toes so she could kiss him on his lips. Linda was still between his legs, her hot lips wrapped around his thick cock as he fucked her mouth.


   


  “How’s our little fuck toy?”


   


  “She sucks dick like a good little whore,” Marcus said coarsely.


   


  Roxy ran her hand through Linda’s hair, patting her like she was a child.


   


  “Good. I knew you’d make a proper little whore, Lin.”


   


  Linda nodded, her mouth full of black dick. “Mmmpf,” was all she could mutter.


   


  Thomas felt like he had just wondered into an alternate universe. His wife had, over the course of a single evening, seemingly transformed from the slightly prudish and naive girl he had fallen in love with and married to the black cock worshiping slut that was on her knees in front of him. He thought back to their wedding day, and how beautiful she looked. She seemed so innocent, so loving and totally devoted to him.


   


  Look at her now, he thought. What would her parents say if they saw her like this? Her old teachers? That bullheaded grandfather of hers? Their little girl… and Marcus’ little slut. He realized right away that he could never look at his wife the same way again. From now on, every Christmas he was forced to spend with his in-laws he would only able to think about one thing. Those lips were wrapped around a big black cock. They all think she’s little miss perfect, and only I know she’s a perfect cock-sucking, cumguzzling whore.


   


  Thomas’ erection was straining against the fabric of his jeans, begging for release. What the hell, he figured as he zipped open his jeans and pulled out his own cock. All shame has gone out the window anyway.


   


  Roxy kneeled behind Marcus, sitting across from Linda. Right as Thomas was about to wander what the hell she was going to do, he got his answer. Marcus lifted his left leg, resting it on Roxy’s bed. His girlfriend placed her hands on his ass, spreading his full, dark cheeks, before diving right in.


   


  Thomas was shocked as he watched Roxy rim Marcus as he fucked his wife’s throat. Never had he ever considered such a lewd act. A man rimming a woman, maybe, but a woman rimming a man?!


   


  Roxy licked Marcus’ taint and ass, starting at the base of his cock, tonguing his big black ballsack, before trailing her tongue down to his asshole. She teased the rim with the tip of her tongue before shoving her tongue into his dark, forbidden hole.


   


  Marcus reached back and held his girlfriend’s head. This was the life. His white girl was tonguing his ass, while her married friend sucked his dick, and her husband was watching the whole thing.


   


  Linda opened her eyes and was shocked to see Roxy with her face buried inside Marcus’ thick, juicy ass. She stopped moving, her eyes glued to the wanton scene in front of her. The ebony stud pulled his cock out of her mouth and pushed her down, so she could suck on his balls.


   


  She lapped at his big balls, her eyes still as big as saucers as she looked at Roxy.


   


  Roxy ran her tongue back to his balls, and sucked one into her mouth, right as Linda sucked on the other one. Marcus held both their heads with his hand as he guided the two sluts around, each one of them sucking on his nuts.


   


  Thomas was beating off, stupefied by what he was seeing. Marcus had total control over each woman, in a way he never figured possible. And still, the night was only just beginning…


   


  ***


  Chapter 13


   


  Linda laid down on her back on Roxy’s bed, opening her legs wide. She pulled her knees up to her chest, her hands wrapped around her thighs, spreading her pussy as wide as she possibly could. Thomas could see his wife’s pussy was positively dripping wet, her sweet juices dripping down her inner thighs. Never before had he seen her so completely soaked.


   


  Marcus lined up his giant cock with her pussy, and Linda and Thomas both drew a huge breath as the moment of penetration draw nearer. He rubbed the throbbing, purple head against Lin’s sensitive clit, soliciting a lewd moan from the young wife.


   


  “Oh fuck,” she breathed, her body shivering with excitement. “Fuck me, Marcus,” she said. “Fuck me with that big black dick.”


   


  She turned to the side, making eye-contact with her husband who was across the room, masturbating in solitude as he watched his wife go black. Thomas nodded, giving his wife his approval, though she never explicitly asked for it.


   


  Roxy kissed her friend’s perky tits, running her tongue up and down her chest. She sucked hard on her sensitive nipples, grazing her teeth against the pink flesh.


   


  Marcus placed the head of his cock at the young wife’s entrance and slowly applied force. This was it. The moment he had been looking forward to the moment he had laid eyes on the unexperienced, young wife. The moment she went from being a faithful wife that only slept with her husband to his personal black cock loving fuck toy. Once his cock had filled up and touched her in ways no man had ever done before, she’d never be the same again. One taste of his cock was enough to drive a seasoned slut wild, let alone a young, untouched flower like Linda.


   


  “Oh fuck,” she panted once more as she felt the had of Marcus’ cock stretch her pussy to new limits. A feeling unlike anyone other spread throughout her nimble body, as pleasure and pain mixed to drive her wild and lose all inhibitions. “It’s too big,” she groaned, her body protesting against the massive intrusion. “It won’t fit!”


   


  “It’ll fit,” Marcus grunted as he held the petite wife down by her waist. His strong grip held her in place as his cock slid into her, inch-by-inch. The head of his cock had slipped into her by now, and now he was slowly pushing forwards.


   


  “FFFFFUUUCKKKK,” Linda screamed at the top of her lungs. Marcus’ cock felt like it was splitting her apart, her body being ripped into two. She was being totally and completely stuffed by cock. Never in her life had she experienced anything even remotely like this.


   


  Thomas got up from his seat, fear gripping his heart. His wife sounded like she was in immense pain, and he approached the copulating couple apprehensively.


   


  “Are you sure she’s okay?” Thomas asked Roxy. “Is he hurting her?”


   


  “She’s fine,” Roxy answered him. “She’s getting used to his size, that’s all. It’s like she’s losing her virginity all over again.”


   


  Thomas stared, open-mouthed and wide-eyed, at his precious wife’s petite pussy. Her lips were stretched out, her inner walls clinging to Marcus’ thick member, barely managing to open wide enough to allow him entry.


   


  Linda reached out for her husband, grasping his hand and squeezing it firmly.


   


  “He’s so big, baby,” she panted, her voice raspy and low. “I’m so full…”


   


  Roxy leaned forward and started licking Linda’s clit, her wet tongue brushing against her black boyfriend’s thick cock. She flicked her tongue against the sensitive nub, each touch sending shockwaves of pleasure through Linda’s small frame.


   


  The wife threw her head back in bliss, her senses completely overwhelmed. Her moans changed to low, animalistic grunts, as pure ecstasy flooded her system.


   


  “That’s it, baby, give in,” Roxy moaned as she licked her friend’s clit. “Cum for me! Cum on that big black dick!”


   


  Marcus had by now slid all eleven inches of his monster cock into the young wife. Thomas could barely believe it. The entire thing had disappeared inside his wife. Linda’s face was red, her eyes rolled to the back of her head as drops of sweat slid down her forehead. Her body thrashed and buckled as Roxy licked her clit.


   


  “Cum for me babe!” She insisted, her mouth bringing Linda closer and closer to an incredible orgasm.


   


  The ebony man pulled his cock all the way out, until only the head remained, before he thrust back in, hard. His cock spread her walls open, and the head of his cock was pushing against her cervix. He tightened his grip on Linda’s waist as he prepared to fuck the ever living shit out of her.


   


  “Get ready, here it comes,” he grunted as he started to pound the poor wife’s pussy. He jack-hammered into her, his cock beating her pussy up.


   


  Linda climaxed instantly the moment Marcus picked up his face. She let out a bloodcurdling scream, a sound unlike anything Thomas had ever heard her produce before.


   


  “OHHH MYYY GODDDDDDDDDDDDD,” she screamed as her entire body buckled up and down, every part of her shaking and shivering. Roxy double downed on her clit, sucking the spongy nub into her mouth, her tongue flicking it over and over. Lin tried to push her head away, but Roxy wouldn’t let her. She stayed put, licking and sucking, and Linda was lost in a continuous orgasm that seemed to go on for eons.


   


  Thomas was drinking in the sights of his wife being pleasured in a way he hadn’t thought possible. Her body trembled intensely with pleasure as Marcus pounded her tiny pussy, his cock opening up wide, as Roxy ate that same pussy.


   


  Satisfied with her oral lovemaking, Roxy came up for air. She grinned at Thomas as she wiped his wife’s juices off her mouth with the back of her hand.


   


  “She’s beautiful, isn’t he?” She asked Thomas.


   


  Thomas nodded. She was stunning.


   


  “I think she’d look even better with my cunt in her mouth,” Roxy laughed as she straddled Linda’s face. She sat down on her face, planting her wet pussy right in Linda’s mouth. She reached back and grabbed a fistful of her hair, forcing her ass down on the young wife’s head.


   


  “Lick my pussy, baby,” she moaned as she grounded her pussy on Linda’s face. “Lick my pussy and ass!”


   


  Thomas was filled with disbelief as his wife hands grabbed a handful of Roxy’s thighs and ass, and her tongue dove into the girl’s dripping wet holes. Roxy leaned forward and kissed Marcus on his lips, their tongues swapping their juices.


   


  It was a divine sight. Linda on her back, her legs wrapped around Marcus’ waist as he drove all eleven inches of his big black cock into the petite wife’s body. Roxy straddling her face, smothering the wife with her full, round ass. Thomas was stunned as he masturbated, intent on remembering this picture perfect moment forever.


   


  “Okay, my turn,” Roxy said as she pushed her boyfriend’s chest. He got the hint and pulled out, leaving Linda’s pussy gaping wide open. Her lips were red and raw, with that freshly fucked pussy look. Roxy climbed off her friend and got on her hands and knees, offering her ass to her boyfriend. She reached back with one hand, spreading her ass open for him.


   


  “I want you in my ass,” she told him lewdly.


   


  Thomas couldn’t believe it. That monster cock barely fit into a pussy — let alone a tight little asshole!


   


  Marcus spit on her asshole and rubbed the head of his cock against the pink rosebud. Linda was still laying on her back, her eyes closed. The kinky couple had fucked her into a coma.


   


  Roxy tapped her legs, and Linda scooted over so that Roxy could eat her pussy again. She dove right in, her tongue making long, hard strokes, covering every inch of her freshly fucked vagina.


   


  Marcus lined the head of his cock up against Roxy’s tiny asshole, and started to push forward.


   


  “That’s it,” Roxy groaned, her voice muffled by Linda’s cunt. “God I’ve missed your big cock in my ass, baby!”


   


  Thomas looked on with disbelief as Roxy’s asshole opened up slowly until the head of Marcus’ big black cock slid into her ass. He took it slow, letting her ass adjust to his immense size, and slowly but surely he worked his cock into her ass.


   


  Linda stroked her best friend’s hair, pushing Roxy’s face into her cunt as she lapped her to another orgasm. Her body quivered once more as pleasure spread through-out her entire body, the tight ball in her cunt exploding and sending positive energy out wards.


   


  Marcus bottomed out inside of Roxy’s ass, and the pain and pleasure overwhelmed Roxy. Her eyes rolled to the back of her head as she was lost in paradise. Marcus grabbed hold of her ass, his black fingers sinking deeply into her soft skin, as he started pounding her thick, white ass. His black cock slammed into her ass over and over again, his big black balls slapping against her cunt with every thrust. Her entire thick, juicy body jiggled with every push.


   


  Linda sat up, since Roxy was so incapacitated she couldn’t eat Linda’s pussy out any longer. Intrigued by the hardcore anal sex her best friend was receiving, she sat on her knees next to her friend’s ass, her face hovering only a few inches above her friend’s asshole. She couldn’t believe all of that cock fitted into her ass.


   


  Marcus gripped the back of Linda’s neck tightly, his large hand holding her in place so she couldn’t get away. “Open up, he grunted.” To Thomas’ horror Marcus pulled his cock out of Roxy’s ass, and in one swift motion, slid his wet, dirty cock into Linda’s mouth.


   


  She had opened her mouth in shock, and now it was filled with Marcus’ cock. He held her head in place so all she could do was choke on the big black monster in her mouth. The illicit taste was intoxicating. This is what Roxy’s ass tastes like, she thought to herself as she sucked on the dirty cock. I love it.


   


  Marcus pulled his cock out of her mouth and pushed it right back into Roxy’s gaping asshole. He repeated his move again and again, going from Roxy’s ass to Linda’s mouth, and back again.


   


  Roxy was looking over her shoulder at her best friend, a bemused grin on her face.


   


  “How does my ass taste, Lin?” She sneered, obviously enjoying the fact that Marcus had turned her proper and prudish friend into an asstasting whore. “You love it, don’t you?”


   


  Linda could only nod as Marcus choked her once more with his dirty cock. The young wife completely gave in to every temptation now, surrendering her body to Marcus and Roxy. The freedom and pleasure they had bestowed upon her were mind-blowing.


   


  Marcus slapped Roxy’s ass hard, the sound ringing around the room, and Roxy got up. Marcus then laid down on the bed, spreading his legs. Roxy kissed Linda on the lips, their tongues wrapping around one another.


   


  “Are you ready to get fucked in the ass?” Roxy asked her friend.


   


  Linda didn’t know whether to laugh or cry. She was incredibly curious as to the feeling of that monster cock in her ass, but getting it into her pussy had been one hell of a job. It would never fit. Never…


   


  She nodded slowly, even though her body was filled with doubt. “It won’t fit,” she said, her voice quivering.


   


  “We’ll make it fit,” Roxy said ominously. “Climb on top of him,” she commanded.


   


  Linda gathered her courage and climbed onto Marcus’ lap. His hands immediately went to her chest, roughly groping her sensitive breasts once more. Roxy kneeled in front of the couple, her mouth going from Marcus’ cock to Linda’s tiny, virgin asshole.


   


  She stuck her pink tongue right into the sensitive little ring, rubbing the tiny hole with her fingers to get it to open up. Marcus’ cock was wet and slick with juices, so it was only a matter of prying that unused ass open.


   


  Marcus’ cock pressed into Linda’s bottom, her asshole nearly buckling under the relentless pleasure.


   


  “Oh god,” she breathed heavily, her entire body heaving up and down with every breath she took. “It’s happening. It’s sliding in. Oh fuck. Oh gooooDDDDDD”


   


  Her asshole opened slowly, her ring spreading open wider and wider, wider than it ever had, until the engorged, purple head of Marcus’ big black cock entered her unused hole. His black dick was the first to ever fuck her ass.


   


  Her eyes rolled away, her mouth hanging open as the potent mixture of pain and pleasure overpowered her system. The pussy-fuck she had received had been incredibly intense, but this was even more powerful, more extreme. Her body was on fire, every inch of her crying out in ecstasy.


   


  She lowered herself down on his cock, and inch-by-inch, his cock stretched her open, filling her ass.


   


  Thomas was in a trance-like state as well, watching his wife’s anal deflowering with an intense gaze. He had stopped jacking off, all he could do was watch, in a frozen state.


   


  Roxy noticed the slack-jawed, wide-eyes expression of the husband and motioned for him to come closer.


   


  The hubby shuffled forwards, his eyes not believing what they were seeing. His wife, the love of his life, the future mother of his children… her ass was open wide, a thick, wide cock sliding into her virgin, forbidden hole.


   


  He had pined for anal sex for years, pestering and badgering his wife, but she was unmovable. No. That was a backdoor. Exit only. Not an option. He had given in and let it slide. He had resigned himself to a life without anal sex.


   


  And now she was lowering that very same asshole onto Marcus’ big black cock, a willing participant as she let his cock defile her insides.


   


  “Have you ever fucked her ass?” Roxy asked Thomas when he had kneeled down next to her. He shook his head no, his eyes never leaving the big black cock in front of him for even a second.


   


  “Look at how pretty it looks. Isn’t it the prettiest thing you’ve ever seen?” Roxy continued to tease the poor husband. Humiliating him was like a drug to her, and judging from the hardness of his cock, he got off it on as well. She hadn’t figured Thomas was so kinky, but she was glad their little plan played right into his forbidden fantasies.


   


  She grabbed his neck and pushed him closer. “Take an even closer look,” she whispered into his ear as she moved him closer.


   


  Thomas got closer and closer, moving on his own accord now, until his nose was pressing right against his wife’s ass. Less than inch in front of him were Marcus’ big, smooth, black balls. His thick pole was right in front of him, spreading open his wife’s ass.


   


  He had never in his life entertained the thought that he might be gay or bi. Not once had he considered if it would be pleasurable to orally serve a man. He had only dated girls, like was expected of him, and life had made perfect sense. This is why he could never quite grasp why he did what he was about to do. Not that it mattered in the great scheme of things. He merely followed his instincts, followed the white rabbit down the hole, and he was rewarded with great, indescribable pleasure.


   


  He opened his mouth, stuck out his tongue, and ran it from Marcus’ balls all the way up his thick, long shaft, until he reached his wife’s ass. He tongued the edge, right where Marcus was sliding into her, and then licked all the way down again. The kinky, wanton feeling was indescribable. He gave into lust, into the pent-up frustration, anger and anxiety that had been wrecking his system from the moment his wife had surrendered herself to this black brute.


   


  He kissed and licked and sucked, planting kisses all over the black shaft, licking down and popping his smooth balls into his mouth and sucking hard on them. He kissed his way back up, running his tongue up the black cock, until he reached the top.


   


  Linda leaned forward and Marcus’ cock slid out of her ass with an audible plop. Her asshole was left gaping wide open, a dark tunnel of love. Thomas grabbed her ass with his two hands and plunged his tongue right in, digging in deep. He was man possessed, giving into his deepest and darkest desires.


   


  Linda looked over her shoulder and was shocked to see her husband suck his first dick. She had felt a tongue probe her holes, and suspected it was Roxy servicing them once again, but her eyes shot wide-open when she realized it was her husband doing the licking and the sucking.


   


  Roxy sat back, watching the whole thing with a wide smile plastered permanently on her face. Now it was her turn to be surprised. She hadn’t, with all her unbound imagination, ever thought to consider this scenario. Her hand slid between her legs, two fingers plunging into her wet cunt as her thumb flicked her sensitive clit. With her other hand she reached back and slid two fingers into her lubed-up asshole, fucking herself on her fingers as she brought herself to orgasm. Watching a straight guy suck a dick that was just in his wife’s ass was the hottest, sexiest, downright kinkiest thing she had ever witnessed in her entire life.


   


  Thomas was now sucking Marcus’ dick, taking the head of the cock into his mouth and sucking hard on it, before pulling it out of his mouth, lining it up with his wife’s big open asshole and pulling her down again. He watched from close-range, his face pressed right against the action, as Marcus’ entered her ass once more.


   


  He started pounding into her, each thrust sliding his cock in deeper than the next. Linda moaned loudly as Marcus ravaged her asshole, her ass gripping his cock tightly like a burning hot furnace. She was more filled than she had ever been, brought to new heights by his monster cock tearing her ass apart.


   


  “Oh god,” was all she could groan, over and over again, as the big black dick filled her ass completely. The wickedness of her husband’s tongue running across her spread-open cheeks only added more fuel to her fire, an intense knot of pleasure building inside of her cunt. Her clit throbbed with desire, begging for release. Each touch would send her over the edge into nirvana at that point.


   


  “Where do you want my cum?” Marcus grunted. “In your pussy or in your ass?”


   


  The dirty question alone sent shockwaves through Linda’s body. Where do I want his big, virile load? Do I want it to drip out of my used, dirty asshole… or do I want it deep inside my wet cunt? As much as she loved to have her ass filled with cream, the allure of having her womb flooded with Marcus’ fertile load was too much to pass up.


   


  “My pussy,” she said, gasping for air. “I want it in my pussy!”


   


  Marcus lifted her off his cock as if she was light as a feather, and commanded her to get on her hands and knees. Thomas seized the opportunity to let one of his most inner fantasies come true. He laid down on the bed, resting on his back, and beckoned for his wife to lay down on top of him, 69-style.


   


  Linda didn’t need to be told twice. She crawled on top of her husband, lowering her well-fucked pussy down onto his waiting mouth. Thomas’ tongue immediately darted out of his mouth and ran across her wet folds, sucking her used lips into his mouth and drowning them with his saliva. His tongue flicked against her sensitive nub, each stroke bringing his wife more and more pleasure.


   


  Marcus took his position behind Linda and shoved his big cock into her waiting pussy with one hard push, grabbing her ass cheeks firmly and squeezing them hard. Thomas’ vision was obscured by Marcus’ big black balls and his giant cock as he fucked his wife’s pussy only inches from his face.


   


  “Don’t stop, baby,” Linda panted, in heat like a dog. “Keep licking me!”


   


  Thomas double-downed on his efforts, his tongue flicking against her clit rhythmically. Marcus’ was jack-hammering into his wife’s pussy hard and fast, intent on blowing his load inside the young, white wife. Each thrust caused her body to move forward, and half of the time Thomas’ tongue was brushing against Marcus’ cock. He could taste the mixture of their juices on his tongue, as the potent smell of his wife’s cunt and Marcus’ cock filled his nostrils.


   


  The ebony stud’s big black balls were resting on his forehead, slapping against his face with every thrust. He had the best seat in the world to watch his wife getting cummed in. His cock was out as well, hard and throbbing and ready for Linda to grab or suck, but she was so pre-occupied with the giant dick in her cunt she didn’t pay his member any attention.


   


  Roxy pulled out her phone and started shooting photo’s of the illicit threesome from all sides. It’s not everyday your black boyfriend will cum inside your marrieds friend cunt while her husband is eating her out, after all. “Smile for the camera, honey” she told her friend as she got her face on camera.


   


  Linda looked like pure sex. The wanton desire oozed out of her every pore. Her blonde hair was a mess, totally tussled with that I-just-got-fucked-look. Her make-up was completely smeared as well, and strands of her saliva and Marcus’ juices still rested on her chin. Her tits were red and abused. Marcus’ strong grip had bruised them, and her perky nipples stood upright like bright little diamonds. Her expression was one of pure bliss, and every time Marcus pounded his cock into her she exhaled a wanton little moan, begging for his cum under her breath.


   


  Roxy took all the pictures with one hand, as the other was rubbing her own clit constantly. She couldn’t believe her married friends were so kinky. She never would have guessed. Still waters run deep!


   


  “I’m about to blow,” Marcus grunted under his breath, slapping the white wife’s ass for emphasis. He stuck his thumb up her gaping asshole, his large finger sliding in easily.


   


  “Oh YES,” Linda moaned loudly. The moment she had been fantasizing about the moment she laid eyes on the dark-skinned sex god was almost there.


   


  Not wanting to miss the money shot, Roxy quickly tip-toed around the threesome and crouched down behind her boyfriend, intent on catching every last moment of the insemination on video.


   


  “Here it comes! Yes, oh fuck, yes! Take it, take it all!”


   


  Marcus thrust into her pussy one last time before unloading his balls deep inside of her. He shoved his cock all the way in with a hard final thrust, causing the wife to shift half a feet forwards. Marcus’ balls were now resting right on Thomas’ face as his balls exploded, flooding his wife’s cunt with his creamy, potent cum.


   


  Thomas didn’t stop licking for even a second, and now found himself tonguing this black man’s balls as he came inside his wife. He could sense his wife tense up for a split second before the biggest, most explosive orgasm of her life hit her. She was trembling and shaking, her moans reduced to pure gibberish as her body erupted with pleasure.


   


  This was enough to send Thomas over the edge. He came right there and then, without him or his wife even touching his cock. His cum flew up and splattered on his wife’s chest, shooting one spurt after the other, but his semen production was paltry compared to the floodgates Marcus had opened deep inside of his wife.


   


  Marcus fired load after load of his potent white cum into the willing white wife. The tongue massaging his lower balls sent shockwaves of pleasure throughout him as well — a new sensation, but not an unwelcome one. After making sure every last drop his cum had been coaxed out of his balls, he pulled out, leaving her cunt wide open and gaping.


   


  Semen instantly started dripping out of her well-used cunt, because he had filled her to the brim. It dribbled down her inner thighs, and a small stream gushed right out and landed square on Thomas’ face, a small sliver sliding into his mouth.


   


  Roxy had her camera-phone fixed right at the action as she pinched her nipples, barely believing this was actually happening and not part of her crazy sex dreams. Every last drop of delicious cum was saved to her phone, ready to be recalled whenever she wanted to.


   


  Rather than be disgusted with the creampie Thomas had received, the unfamiliar taste intoxicated him. It was so fucking hot and nasty, he couldn’t get enough of it. He wrapped his arms around his wife’s thighs and pulled her cunt down onto his face. Linda lowered her used, dripping wet pussy to his mouth, and droplets of white cum dripped into Thomas’ waiting mouth.


   


  “Holy shit,” Roxy gasped as she watched the husband drink her black boyfriend’s cum straight of his wife’s pussy. His tongue lapped up every last drop, swallowing it all. “He’s really fucking eating that load…”


   


  Marcus wrapped his big arms around his girlfriend, planting a big kiss on her forehead. They watched Linda grind herself to another earth shattering orgasm on her husbands face as his tongue explored her inner crevices, gobbling up the giant load of cum that was still dribbling out of her creamy cunt.


   


  Roxy looked up at her lover, her face still stuck in permanent shock. Marcus smiled back at her, a wide, ear-to-ear smile. He knew that getting Linda involved in a threesome or foursome was one of Roxy’s biggest fantasies, and they had been talking about it during sex for a few weeks now. He knew all about what a liberated woman Roxy was, of course, so naturally he agreed to fulfill her fantasy if it came to be… but neither of them expected it would happen so quickly and flawlessly.


   


  It wasn’t the first time Marcus’ had fucked a white wife in front of her husband — with his physique and giant manhood, it was more common than you’d think — but it was the first time the husband ate the creampie with such gusto and pleasure.


   


  “I’m guessing this won’t be the last time they’ll want my load,” he chuckled.


   


  Roxy wrapped her fingers around her boyfriend’s large member. It was still throbbing with aftershocks, a few droplets of cum forming on the giant head of his cock. She bent over and licked it off, savoring the taste of her friend’s freshly fucked pussy. “Mmm,” she moaned as she licked her lips. “I bet they do… but you’ll still mine though! I’m not going to share you every day now!”


   


  “There’s enough to go around, don’t worry,” Marcus grinned.


   


  Her friend’s conversation was completely lost on Linda. She was grinding her well-fucked pussy into her husbands face as he tongued her two well-fucked holes. His tongue alternated between her pussy and asshole, and both were gaping open, spread apart by a big black cock. Every time her husband’s tongue flicked against her clit she had another micro-orgasm — by now she had lost all count. The moment Marcus unleashed his seed inside of her, and flooded her womb with his potent seed, she was launched into a dreamlike state, all her senses totally overwhelmed with pleasure. The sensations of the giant cock unloading itself inside of her plus her husband’s tongue eating her pussy and ass was too much to stand. It had been one continuous orgasmic experience. All sounds gave way, and time itself seemed to slow down. There was only lust and indescribable pleasure inside her cunt, constantly radiating out wards to every nook and cranny of her body.


   


  After a good ten minutes had passed, the young wife had had enough. She collapsed, totally exhausted, and instantly fell into a deep sleep. Thomas pushed her body off him, and Linda curled up into a ball, pulling her knees to her chest, as she sunk off into dreamland.


   


  Roxy handed Thomas an ice-cold beer and a towel. He gratefully took a long swig and then wiped the mixture of juices off his face.


   


  “How do you feel?”


   


  “Good,” Thomas answered, taking another swig of the beer. “Where’s Marcus?”


   


  “He’s in the shower.”


   


  There was a moment of silence before they both erupted into laughter. The after sex-talk was always kinda awkward. They were both still naked.


   


  “Wasn’t that amazing?” Roxy said, breaking the silence.


   


  “Yup,” Thomas answered. To his surprise he didn’t feel one bit ashamed about eating his wife’s creampie. After all, Roxy had stuck her tongue up Marcus’ ass — that was just as dirty, if not more. Despite the beer, the aftertaste of the black man’s cum lingered inside his mouth. It was exciting.


   


  “Are you sure this was your first time with another couple? You were both so… wild!”


   


  “Pretty sure, yeah,” Thomas laughed. Roxy was right, of course. He and his wife had taken to it like a duck takes to water. “I’m as surprised as you are, believe me.”


   


  “Well, I’m glad you two had fun. I hoped this would happen, of course, but I never thought it would happen… like this!” Roxy chuckled.


   


  “We sure had fun! And I’m flattered you wanted us as much as we wanted you. Maybe next time we can go at it while our partners watch, hm?” Thomas said. The adrenaline was still pumping through his system and so he made a pass he normally never would.


   


  “Maybe next time,” Roxy smirked playfully.


   


  Thomas looked over his shoulder at his beautiful sleeping wife. Her cunt and ass were clearly visible, still flushed bright red and gaping slightly open, juices still dribbling out casually. What a sight, he thought to himself.


   


  “You two can sleep on that bed,” Roxy said. “Me and Marcus will take the guest room.”


   


  Thomas insisted that wasn’t necessary, but Roxy was having none of it.


   


  “Look at Lin, she’s not going anywhere in her state. It’s fine, trust me!”


   


  Thomas finally agreed, too tired to argue. When Marcus was done he headed towards the bathroom to take a quick shower as well. His body was dirty with the poignant mixture of sweat, cum, and pussy juice. He could hear the rhythmic thumping and labored breathing of Roxy all the way down the hall. Damn, those two were going at it again, Thomas thought as he walked past. They are insatiable.


   


  After showering he cuddled up close to his wife, taking her into his arms. He quickly fell into a deep sleep. The night’s events had taken a toll on him as well.


   


  ***


   


  Chapter 14


   


  “Good morning, beautiful.”


   


  Linda slowly opened her eyes, the light of the new day temporarily blinding her. “Where are we?” She asked, still groggy. Her surroundings were unfamiliar.


   


  “We’re at Roxy’s still. You fell asleep, remember?”


   


  Linda rubbed the sleep from her eyes. Memories of the previous night started flashing by, playing in her mind like a hight-light reel. In one instant, everything came back to her.


   


  The silly adult boardgame Marcus had introduced them to. The flirting and knowing look across the table all night long. The moment the black man pulled out his monster cock, all veins and dark skin. From that moment on, her memory was blurred. She remembered it sliding into her mouth, stretching her lips to the maximum.


   


  She remembered being shocked to see Roxy between Marcus’ legs, passionately tonguing his balls and ass.


   


  Then his cock was sliding into her pussy, spreading her open and filling her up, bringing her indescribable pleasure. Next thing she knew, it was in her virgin asshole, splitting her apart, the pain and pleasure nearly overwhelming her.


   


  And then there was the finish. How could she forget. The grand finale. Marcus blasted her pussy full of his potent cum while her husband tongued her clit, bringing her one orgasm after another… and then everything went black.


   


  Had that all really happened? If she wasn’t at Roxy’s place, fully naked with an incredibly sore pussy and asshole, she never would have believed it.


   


  Thomas was looking bemused at his wife as he saw many emotions simultaneously flash across her pretty little face. She went from surprise to shock to arousal to disbelief.


   


  “Did that all… really happen?” She asked her husband.


   


  Thomas burst out laughing. “It sure did, hon!”


   


  “I… I can’t believe we really did all that. I… we…”


   


  Her husband nodded.


   


  “…Marcus fucked me,” she said softly, her cheeks red and rosy. “Marcus fucked me, and Roxy ate me out, and I ate her out, and then he fucked my, my… ass! And then you ate me out, and then… oh gosh. I can’t believe it!! What in earth were we thinking!!”


   


  “I think we were thinking it was pretty hot,” Thomas chuckled. “And it was.”


   


  Linda nodded, suddenly feeling very shy and self-conscious. The contrast with last night was great. Last night, she rubbed her cream-filled pussy all over her husband’s face, and now, she could barely say that out loud.


   


  Thomas kissed his wife forcibly on the lips, taking her attention and focusing back on him.


   


  “Look at me, Lin,” he insisted as he gazed into her deep blue eyes. “I love you, and that hasn’t change one bit. I had fun, and I hope you did as well.”


   


  The wife nodded, her ears burning brightly with embarrassment. She kissed her husband back, and lust quickly spread throughout her body.


   


  They started kissing passionately, their hands running across their bodies, touching and feeling each others naked figures. Linda grabbed her husbands hard cock as Thomas slid his index finger into her dripping wet pussy easily. She was already soaking wet.


   


  “I can’t believe we really did it,” Linda gasped as her husband’s finger slid into her.


   


  “Did what?” He asked. “Say it!”


   


  “I can’t believe I slept with a black guy!”


   


  “You didn’t just sleep with one, he used you like a slut,” Thomas moaned into his wife’s ear. “He fucked you until you couldn’t walk straight. You’re a dirty slut, aren’t you?”


   


  Linda closed her eyes as she bit her bottom lip. “Yesss,” she hissed. “I’m a dirty, dirty whore,” she groaned through her clenched teeth.


   


  She pushed her husband onto his back and climbed on top of him. Linda lined up his cock with her dripping wet pussy and sat down, pushing his cock into her waiting pussy. Thomas grabbed her ass, his two hands spreading her ass apart.


   


  “Finger my ass,” she breathed into her husband’s neck. “Finger my ass, baby!”


   


  Her husband didn’t need to be told twice. He rubbed her hole with his fingers gently before pushing in, her once-tight hole buckling quickly under the pressure. Once inside, he could his own hard cock inside his wife’s pussy through her inner walls.


   


  “That’s it,” Linda groaned as her husband fingered her ass.


   


  She knew exactly what she wanted to do next time: a double penetration. One big, giant cock inside of her hungry, wanton pussy, and another throbbing veiny member splitting open her ass. She wanted to drown in a sea of cocks, be unable to move and have cock fill her up from every side until they all exploded inside of her, drenching her in their cum, completely overwhelming her.


   


  “You want me to fuck your ass?”


   


  Linda sucked in a deep breath, a wicked thought springing spontaneously into her mind.


   


  “My ass is for black cock only,” she breathed.


   


  Thomas instantly climaxed at those words. His wife, his loving wife, was now a true black cock slut. It had only taken one night, one fuck to turn her into a wanton slut, and he knew last night was going to be the first of many, many more…


   


  ***


  My Wife & The Bully


   


  A Wife Sharing Novella,


   


  by Emilia Steele.


  Chapter 1


   


  I could barely believe it. My old bully, Frank, who made my life a living hell in college, was coming by to fuck my wife, and I was helping her pick her outfit. I handed Jenny a pair of silk, black stockings, my hands trembling with anticipation.


   


  “Do you think Frank will like these?” She asked me, a wicked smile on her lips as she slid them on.


   


  I nodded, my mouth dry. “Yes,” I croaked.


   


  He was due to arrive any minute now. I had driven my beautiful wife right into his hands, even going as far as to ask him personally if he wanted to come over tonight and fuck my wife. When that brute re-entered our life a few short weeks ago, I never would have thought this was possible.


   


  I hated him, I wanted absolutely nothing to do with him. Resented everything about him.


   


  And now, he was coming over to fuck my wife’s brains out, and I could hardly wait.


   


  ***


   


  I stormed into the house, positively seething with rage. Red spots blinded my vision as I threw my briefcase across the room, nearly knocking over a vase. All day long I barely managed to contain my anger, and now my poor wife was going to have to take the brunt of it.


   


  “What happened?” Jenny asked me, her big blue eyes opened wide. She was cooking us dinner, the alluring smell of Italian cuisine lingering in the kitchen.


   


  “Frank!” I belted at the top of my lungs. “Frank! Fucking Frank! That fucker Arnold made Frank the new head! I was passed over for that fucking moron!”


   


  The veins in my neck felt like they were about to explode, as pure rage coursed through my veins. Jenny was shocked, her mouth hanging slightly open as she stared at me. I could tell my explosion of fury frightened her. She had never seen me like this. Normally I was the epitome of calmness, but Frank got under my skin like no one else could.


   


  “It’ll be okay,” she said, trying to soothe me. She guided me to my chair and handed me a beer. I chugged it and slammed it down on the table, causing my poor wife to nearly jump out of her skin.


   


  “I don’t think I know who Frank is,” she spoke softly.


   


  I laughed bitterly. “That’s because he doesn’t even fucking work for us! Arnold gave us some spiel about how they were bringing in ‘outside expertise’, and in walks that smug motherfucker. I’ve busted my ass for them for years! If anyone deserves that position, it was ME! Not Frank fucking Townsend. You know him? He used to go to our college.”


   


  Jenny stiffened, her supportive smile instantly turning into a tight-lipped frown.


   


  “Not really, no.”


   


  I sighed deeply, putting my head in my hands. All day long I was forced to smile and nod as that meathead got the position I had been busting my ass over for years. The only reason he got the job was because Arnold and Frank were old frat brothers — I was fucking sure of it. After all these years I finally thought I had left the past behind me, but it has reared it’s ugly head once again.


   


  We ate our dinner in silence. Not even my wife’s homemade pasta could cheer me up. Jenny tried to make small talk, but I was stewing in my own rage, barely responding. After a few tries she stopped trying and avoided my gaze as she nervously picked at her food. Fuck, did I terrify my own wife?


   


  “Hey,” I said, scraping my throat. I reached out and grabbed her hand, and to my surprise, she pulled away, like a scared cat. This wasn’t like my Jen at all.


   


  “Look at me,” I demanded. “Look at me!”


   


  Slowly, Jenny looked up, her big blue eyes filled with dread.


   


  “What’s wrong?” I asked her. “Was it something I said? I’m not mad at you.”


   


  “I don’t like seeing you like this,” she muttered, her voice barely audible.


   


  “Well, that makes two of us,” I sighed. “You want to know why I hate Frank?”


   


  Jenny nodded. “Why don’t you two get along?”


   


  I couldn’t help but laugh. “I hated that guy, Jen. Hated. He made my life a living hell. My college years were ruined because of him and his posse. He was always bullying me, always going out of his way to fuck with me. I’ll never forgive him for that. I didn’t tell you everything because I’d rather forget about everything. I know we didn’t move in the same circles at the time, but I thought you knew.”


   


  Jenny shook her head, her face turning as white as a ghost. “N-no,” she stammered. “I had no idea you felt that strongly about him.”


   


  “I do,” I said firmly. “And now he’s my boss. I never told anyone else this, but… I even went to therapy for a while after graduation to get back on my feet.”


   


  I balled my fists, anger once again rising up from deep inside of me.


   


  “It took every last ounce of willpower to stop myself from slugging that smug prick right in his face today. I’ve fantasized about that endlessly. He even shook my hand and had the gall to pretend he didn’t even remember me — can you believe that?!”


   


  I slumped back into my seat, my rage slipping away and settling into the even less comfortable feeling of despair.


   


  “What the fuck am I going to do now, baby?”


   


  “You can find another job,” Jen offered.


   


  “In this economy?” I scoffed. “After we just bought the house? No way in hell. Besides, the moment Arnold hears I’m applying for a job somewhere else, he’ll straight up fire me. He’s a vindictive prick like that.”


   


  “Why would other companies tell Arnold you’re applying there?”


   


  “Because it’s just a clique man, the whole industry. They’re not competitors, they’ve just divided the market up so everyone gets a piece.”


   


  Jenny’s face turned an ashen gray as my words sunk in. She always had a positive attitude, bordering on the naive, but it was breath of fresh air compared to my cynical attitude. However, this was one predicament she couldn’t ‘it’ll be okay’ her way out of.


   


  Seeing how scared my wife looked brought me back to reality. She was shivering, her face pale. I realized I had terrified her, and that’s the last thing I wanted to do.


   


  “It’ll be okay though,” I lied through gritted teeth. “I’ll manage. And your right, if it doesn’t work out, I’ll find another job.”


   


  I knew damn well that wasn’t an option though. I had to grin and bear it… just like I had done all those years back in college. I had to do it. For my wife, for our mortgage, for the life we had built. Fuck, at least I still had my therapist’s number, huh?


   


  Luckily my words seemed to help, and Jenny brightened up a bit.


   


  “Good,” she said, smiling faintly. “Your right. It’s all in the past anyway. It’ll be okay.”


   


  If only it was that easy.


   


  ***


  Chapter 2


   


  “Holy shit, is that Jen?! Jenny King?!”


   


  I swirled around in my office chair, my heart leaping into my throat. Frank was standing behind me, his low booming into my ear. He was looking over my shoulder at the picture of Jenny I had on my desk. It was one of my favorite photographs of her, one I took personally on our honeymoon. She was walking on the beach in Barbados, a flowery sun dress adorning her curvy frame, the wind blowing in her golden blonde hair.


   


  “You’re telling me you’re married to Jenny King?!” Frank continued, slapping my shoulder roughly, as if I wasn’t good enough for her.


   


  “Uh, yeah,” I stammered. How did he recognize her?!


   


  “Holy shit, that’s a trip down memory lane,” Frank chuckled as he looked off into the distance. “I haven’t seen her in years…”


   


  “You know her?”


   


  “You could say that. Wait, you’re Daniel, aren’t you? Little Dickie Daniel?!” Frank said crudely, his eyes growing wide. “Fuck, it IS you!”


   


  “I go by just Daniel now,” I replied meekly, quickly glancing around the office, hoping no one heard him.


   


  “What are the odds man! God damn! Wow, sorry I didn’t recognize you earlier, I just hadn’t figured I’d ever run into you again!”


   


  “Same here,” I muttered under my breath as I gave him my politest smile.


   


  “And YOU’RE married to Jen?! Wow,” he chuckled. “You’re a lucky man!”


   


  “I sure am.”


   


  He leaned forwards and placed his hands on the sides of my office chair, his large frame towering over me. “Look,” he whispered, his face hovering only inches from my own. “I’m sorry about giving you a hard time back in the day. We were all just kids. I hope we can leave it in the past and move forward as professionals. You’re cool with that?”


   


  He stared right into my eyes. His dark brown eyes burned intensely, staring deeply into my soul, and for a brief moment I felt completely bare and vulnerable. The moment passed as quickly as it came.


   


  I nodded. “Sure.”


   


  In reality, there was no way such a weak apology could ever erase the years of hurt and humiliation he had inflicted on me. I wanted nothing more than to punch that chiseled face of his, but luckily, I managed to restrain myself.


   


  “Good. Tell Jen I said hi,” he winked smugly as he walked off.


   


  The familiarity in his voice irked me. Only her close friends ever referred to her as Jen…


   


  Our encounter gnawed at my mind all day. Sure, Frank had given me a semblance of an apology, but not after referring me to my infamous nick name, Little Dickie Daniels. I’d absolutely abhorred that name. My cock wasn’t huge by any means, but it got the job done. At least, that’s what I told myself… And the way he looked at the picture of Jenny, the way he smiled devilishly as he looked off into the distance… he knew something I didn’t. My wife hadn’t ever mentioned she knew him personally.


   


  “Guess what?” I told my wife during dinner that evening. “I had a chat with Frank today.”


   


  Jenny’s body stiffened immediately. “What did he have to say?” She said, avoiding my gaze.


   


  “He told me to say hi.”


   


  Jenny nearly dropped her fork. “What do you mean?” she asked, her hand shaking slightly.


   


  I couldn’t take it anymore. I wasn’t going to let my own wife make a fool out of me.


   


  “Jenny, stop lying to me!” I said, exploding in anger. “You know this asshole, he told me so himself. What are you hiding from me?!”


   


  “I’m not hiding anything!”


   


  “Liar! He knows you!”


   


  “We were friends, alright!” She responded. “We weren’t close or anything, it’s not like that, I swear!” She said frantically. “I was friends with a few cheerleaders, and they were friends with his friends, and we saw each other at parties and stuff… you know how it goes.”


   


  I sighed deeply. I couldn’t believe she kept this hidden from me. “So you were part of his posse, is that it? Why didn’t you tell me any of this?!”


   


  Jenny looked up, tears welling in her eyes. “It’s not like that. I didn’t want to upset you, baby. You got so mad the other day, it… it scared me. I didn’t want you to think I was friends with a guy who bullied you. I didn’t want you to think I was a part of it or anything. I swear I had no idea.”


   


  She wiped her tears away with the back of her hand, smiling weakly at me. “Do you trust me?”


   


  “Of course I trust you,” I conceded. Seeing my beautiful wife so vulnerable nearly broke my heart. I loved her deeply, and I didn’t want that brutish ghost of our past drive a wedge into our perfect marriage.


   


  “Then can we just forget all about it, please? Please don’t punish me for knowing someone before we had even met. That’s not fair.”


   


  She was right, of course. It was incredibly unfair of me to be mad at her for something that happened so long ago, before we even knew each other. We were all just kids, as Frank had said…


   


  “I’ll do my best,” I answered. “That’s all I can promise.”


   


  Jenny smiled. “Good.”


   


  The rest of the meal was spent avoiding the contentious topic, both of us dancing around the issue. Deep down I still had the sneaking suspicion that Jenny hadn’t divulged everything she knew, but now wasn’t the time to insist.


   


  I excused myself to take a shower after dinner. I needed a moment to myself. As the warm rays of water soothed my weary body, old, familiar feelings returned in full force. Illicit, shameful feelings I had tucked away long, long ago.


   


  Every time I closed my eyelids I saw them together. Jenny and Frank. My wife and my bully. Cuddling. Kissing. Fucking.


   


  Did they have sex? Had she been one of his many, many conquests? Had my precious wife been nothing more than a cheap fuck for my bully? I had never asked my wife the details of her sexual history, partly because it made me insanely jealous to think of her with other men, and partly because it turned me on so much it scared me…


   


  I touched my cock and it was as hard as a rock, pre-cum glistening all over my purple, swollen head.


   


  I closed my eyes and pictured the scene. Frank and Jenny, together. While I was alone in my dorm room, jacking off silently, Frank was most likely fucking my future wife against the wall of a bathroom in some sleazy bar. Her long, shapely leg would be wrapped around his immense frame, as his strong hands held her body up effortlessly. He no doubt pounded his massive manhood into her tight, shaved cunt, without protection.


   


  Then the bathroom door opens, and a stranger walks in, yet the copulating couple don’t even miss a single beat. My rival turns Jenny’s back towards this stranger, spreading open her ass cheeks with his two hands, exposing her naked, glistening butthole to this total stranger.


   


  The man drops his pants instantly, taking out his own throbbing, huge member. He lines up his cock with her inviting ass, and without warning, shoves the head of his cock right into my future-wife’s asshole, splitting her tiny rosebud right open.


   


  Jenny’s eyes would’ve shot wide open as she was double penetrated. Her biggest fantasy had come true… and she didn’t even know whose chose was inside her ass…


   


  I shot my cum all over myself and the bathroom floor as I imagined my wife being double penetrated, moaning loudly.


   


  To my shock, Jenny knocked on the door right away.


   


  “Is everything okay in there?”


   


  “I-I’m fine,” I stammered.


   


  “I thought I heard something.”


   


  “I was just singing,” I lied, my cheeks burning brightly with shame.


   


  I showered in silence, washing my cum off my body. I chastised myself for my wanton behavior, but I knew before long, the same thoughts would come creeping back. It’s the one thing I had never been able to admit to my wife: Humiliation turned me on.


   


  It abhorred me, it was something I didn’t want to be true, but to my everlasting shame, it was. It started soon after Frank started bullying me. He called me Little Dickie, motioning with his little pinkie every time he’d see me on campus. He would always go out of his way to humiliate me in public and call me names.


   


  When I started masturbating, my mind would inexplicably drift back to those moments of shame and humiliation, and to my own surprise, the more I lingered on them, the harder my cock got. I imagined Frank humiliating me in front of the entire school, forcing me to strip down naked, and everyone would laugh at me and my tiny penis. He’d take out his massive, engorged member and fuck all the pretty girls right in front of me, and all I could do was watch.


   


  I’d cum like a fountain every time, and spend the rest of the night in shame, chastising myself for these weird thoughts.. until the next day, when I’d do it all over again. Before long my sex drive and humiliation became intrinsically linked. I could only orgasm if I imagined Frank humiliating me.


   


  One of the most erotic moments of my life was the time when Frank pantsed me in front of the cheerleading squad, in mid-January. It was absolutely freezing, and as such, my penis wasn’t at it’s best size. Without warning he ran up to me from behind, yanked down my pants and boxers right down to my ankles, exposing my small penis to the entire squad. What’s even worse is that I tripped, falling right into the snow with my naked ass.


   


  Everyone stared and laughed at me, and the mocking looks on the cheerleaders faces is something that will stay with me forever. I went straight home, locked myself in my room, and jacked off for what seemed to be two days straight.


   


  Naturally, this freaked me out. I couldn’t keep on living like this, and I sought therapy as soon as I graduated college. I found a wonderful councilor named Monica. She was only a few years older than me, and was beyond beautiful. She had long, jet-black hair, and she always wore stockings. Her long legs drove me absolutely wild.


   


  She helped me with me low self-esteem and constant self-doubt, but unfortunately, she couldn’t help me deal with my sexual fetish.


   


  “I can’t fix you, because you are not broken,” she had told me to my horror. “What gets a personal off is deeply personal, and there’s absolutely nothing wrong with that. If you enjoy humiliation, than enjoy it. Embrace it. It’s completely normal as well, many, many people feel the same way.”


   


  That was something I simply could not do. Despite her warnings, I pushed those thoughts away, and I punished myself whenever I felt myself drifting towards them.


   


  As a result, my sex life with Jenny was very vanilla. I didn’t open up to her about my wants and desires, and she was happy with our sex life as it was.


   


  Or so I thought…


   


  ***


  Chapter 3 


   


  The next few days, life seemed to go back to normal — but that turned out to be the silence before the storm.


   


  To my surprise, Frank and I got along just fine. We weren’t buds in any sense of the word, but he was, at the very least, competent at his job, which was more than I honestly expected. He didn’t pick on me or single me out, nor did he refer to me as Little Dickie Daniels.


   


  I did, however, notice Jenny behaving quite erratically. She suddenly guarded her phone and tablet intensely, never leaving them out of her sight. What was even stranger was that whenever I mentioned Frank for one reason or another she’d go all quiet, but later that night, would literally drag me into bed for some rough sex.


   


  She’d show up in my home office wearing the raunchiest lingerie she owned and whisper in my ear that she’s been a ‘bad, bad girl’ who needed to be ‘punished’. She’d ask me to spank her and pull her hair.


   


  I didn’t mind this change at all, don’t get me wrong, but it was unexpected and out-of-character. She was never one to be vocal in the bedroom. At first I didn’t make the connection, but when it happened two days in a row, I started to notice a pattern.


   


  When I tried to breach the subject with her, I ran into a brick wall. She shrugged off every attempt, saying I was just imagining things because I was stressed. I wasn’t born yesterday though.


   


  I had to get to the bottom of her behavior, so I broke one of the cardinal rules.


   


  I snooped.


   


  And what I found blew my mind.


   


  At first I tried to check her phone, but she guarded it like a hawk. She took it into her bathroom with her every time, and never left it out in the open. I resorted to faking sleep at night so I could check her phone — only to be bitterly disappointed to find out she changed her passcode!


   


  I had to step up my game.


   


  The next morning I called in sick for work while she was in the bathroom, and then left for work like any other day. I waited outside my own house for over an hour, waiting for her to leave for work, doubting myself every second of the way. What was wrong with me? Camping outside my own house like some jealous husband… what had happened to our trust and communication?


   


  Just as I almost talked myself into giving up on this crazy enterprise, she finally left. It was nor or never. I waited a few minutes after she drove off before going into the house.


   


  She had password protected her tablet as well, but I had been the one to do the initial set-up for her accounts, meaning I could reset the password on the damn thing. One quick e-mail later and I was in.


   


  I browsed through her inbox, but I couldn’t find anything incriminating. I checked her browser history, but I didn’t find anything except social media and online shopping messages. Nothing popped out, nothing was out of the ordinary. I noticed a bunch of links to a relationship forum, but I didn’t think anything of it at the time. She’d often tell me stories of other people’s drama-filled relationships. It was a guilty pleasure for both of us.


   


  I was about to give up, unsatisfied, when one link suddenly caught my eye.


   


  It read My [29f] husband’s [31m] new boss..


   


  Those were our exact ages, and I had just gotten a new boss. My pulse raced as I clicked the link, in no way prepared for what I was about to see.


   


  The full title read My [29f] husband’s [31m] new boss is his old bully, and my ex. Should I tell him?


   


  For a second the entire world seemed to disappear from right under my feet. My breath faltered, and my stomach sunk. Everything made sense. It had to be her. Without even checking, I knew my wife posted that message.


   


  The way she turned as pale as a ghost when I mentioned Frank’s full name. The way she shivered and avoided eye-contact. And the intense love-making every time I as much as mentioned his name. It all made sense.


   


  I checked the username, and the last shred of hope I had faded. It was her alright. My wife had opened the topic.


   


  A myriad of emotions struggled for control. I was angry that she hadn’t told me, I felt humiliated that my wife was one of Frank’s playthings, but most of all, I was incredibly, insatiably curious as to all the sordid details of their relationship.


   


  Taking a deep breath I read through the entire post in one go.


   


  This situation is so messed up, I don’t even know where to start. I fudged some details for privacy’s sake.


   


  My husband and I have been together for six years, and we’re extremely happy together. I couldn’t wish for a better man. We attended the same college, but never met, and we were introduced to each other a year after I graduated. This is important.


   


  When I was young, I had a friends-with-benefits type of deal with this jock named Frank. He was a bit of a stereotypical alpha male. Big, strong, full of muscles. He worked out every day and it showed. At the time I thought he was dangerous and attractive, and so we had a fling. Every girl desired him, so I felt flattered he ‘chose’ me. He only cared about sex, however, and when I found out he was fucking my best-friend behind my back, I ended thing for good. I didn’t mention any of this to my husband when we started dating. He never asked either. Honestly, I never imagined I’d see Frank again in my life.


   


  But as you can guess from the topic title, he’s back, and how. My husband came home seething with rage a week ago. He got passed over for a promotion, and they hired some one outside the company to fill that position. You guessed it. Frank.


   


  To make matters worse my husband informed me Frank used to bully him all throughout college. This doesn’t surprise me, I wasn’t attracted to Frank for his intellect after all, but as you can understand, this complicates things.


   


  I tried to breach the subject, but I chickened out. I had never seen my husband so angry. He flew completely off the handle, swearing and shouting. I didn’t want to hurt him. I think it would destroy him.


   


  At the same time I can’t bear this charade much longer. The lies are suffocating me. Every day my husband mentions Frank, the guilt chips away at my resolve. I know I have to tell him, sooner or later, because it’s only a matter of time until I run into Frank at an office party.


   


  What’s worse, and I feel like a terrible human being writing this, is that I can’t shake the memories of Frank either. The sex we had was incredibly passionate. I love my husband with all my heart, but the sex just isn’t as intense. That’s not a problem for me, I’m more than satisfied, or at least, that’s what I thought. It was all a distant memory. I thought I had gotten my ‘wild side’ out of my system. Now, Frank, and with him my old desires, are back. I’m hornier than usual, and every time my husband mentions his boss, those bad thoughts just come flooding right in. And every day I feel worse. How can I have sexual fantasies about my husband’s rival? I’m the worst wife in the world.


   


  My husband is not stupid and he’s noticed these changes as well. As I said, it’s only a matter of time before he figures it all out. I have to come clean. But how?


   


  Please help me. I’m at my wit’s end.


   


  My face turned ashen-gray as I read the entire topic. My heart was beating like a jack-hammer, threatening to rip open my rib-cage. I could barely believe it. My wife, my lovely wife, my perfect, sweet little angel… how could she ever have fallen for Frank? I never thought it was a real possibility. Not in this world, and not in the next.


   


  But it had happened. Frank had fucked Jenny. So good that she still thinks about it all these years later. I had to take a few deep breaths to stop myself from having a full blown panic attack. My deepest, most secret desire, had been true this entire time. Holy shit.


   


  At least she loved me. She admitted their fling was meaningless. My marriage wasn’t in any danger.


   


  That’s what I thought until I read the comment section.


   


  Her post must’ve been exceptionally popular, because there were hundreds of replies, and they varied wildly. Some argued my wife was forced to tell me. She couldn’t let me work with a guy who slept with her without telling me about it.


   


  However, to my dismay, the other side of the argument was much louder and well-represented. They vehemently argued that it was all in the past, and that telling me at this point would soothe her own consciousness while hurting me for no reason. It was a secret she had to take to the grave.


   


  As I scrolled through the comments I noticed my wife replied to several as well. I could tell she felt incredibly guilty, especially in regards to her forbidden sexual desires. I almost felt sorry for her, that she had to shoulder this burden all by herself. That is, until I delved deeper into her comment history.


   


  One comment stuck out in particular. The commenter told her she shouldn’t feel bad about her sexual fantasies, because they were just that, harmless fantasies. They suggested counseling, and even couples therapy.


   


  “Maybe your husband is more into it than you think,” the post read. “Communication is key. You’ll never know unless you ask. Still waters run deep!”


   


  If only she knew!


   


  “I guess you’re right,” my wife had responded. “My husband clams right up when I try to talk dirty though. I’ve tried countless times. And Frank, well, I’ve never met anyone with dirtier mouth than him.”


   


  That comment felt like a punch in the gut. I had no idea Jenny felt that way. I vowed to be more open in the future.


   


  “Sex with my husband is great, don’t get me wrong,” she continued, “but it’s nothing like Frank. My husband is really gentle, caring, and nice, which is great… but sometimes you just want some one to rip your clothes off, lift you off your feet and fuck you against the wall, you know? I miss that animalistic passion, that sense of being used for my body… it’s stupid, I know. I have a wonderful marriage, a husband who loves me, and all I can seem to think about is wild sex.”


   


  Her post had me gasping for air. It’s worse than I initially feared. Frank had really used her body for his own pleasure, fucking her relentlessly, throwing her around the room and probably cumming deep inside her every time… and Jenny had loved it so much, she still thought about it all these years later.


   


  Fuck.


   


  I unzipped my pants and grabbed my throbbing cock. It was top-heavy and pulsing with blood, the pleasure nearly overwhelming me. All those feelings of shame, inadequacy and humiliation I had tucked away into the crevices of my soul poured out as I masturbated to my wife’s admittance of her sexual desires for my bully.


   


  I closed my eyes and pictured the scene. Frank pounding his massive cock into my wife’s unprotected pussy, stretching her out in ways I never could..


   


  My mind was so clouded with a potent mixture of anger, lust, jealousy and arousal, I couldn’t think straight. Typing with one hand, as the other hand fondled my junk, I created an account on the forum. A few clicks later I sent her an anonymous personal message.


   


  “Are you afraid that when you meet Frank, he’ll try to fuck you again — and you’ll let him?” I typed, my cock pulsing.


   


  Before giving myself a chance to stop myself I hit send.


   


  And it was done. The message was irretrievable now.


   


  I skimmed through her messages again as I strokes myself, looking for the sordid details of her and Frank’s encounters. She had countless of posts where she gossiped and divulged the information she had kept hidden from me for so long. His cock was over ten inches, ‘a real monster’ as she called it. She even admitted to blowing him every day, an act I rarely received.


   


  The lips I kissed every morning before work and every night before sleep had been wrapped around Frank’s cock, coaxed his potent seed of his balls, and gulped down a daily load of his sticky and sweet cum.


   


  I came right over myself, dousing my stomach with my seed. Near instantly I regretted sending her that message. I knew I had to sit down and have a proper conversation with her, like two adults.


   


  I took a cold shower to calm my shaking nerves, but within minutes, the same feelings came right back. Already I could feel my cheeks burning and my cock growing at the thought of having to face Frank and Jenny, now that I knew all about their past liaisons.


   


  Suddenly, I heard the familiar sound of the front door opening and closing, and my wife humming downstairs. My heart leapt into my throat. She wasn’t supposed to be home, not for hours.


   


  And I was pretty sure I hadn’t logged out of her tablet yet.


   


  ***


  Chapter 4


   


  “Hi honey,” I yelled as my wife climbed the stairs. “You’re home early!”


   


  “AH,” she gasped. “You scared the crap out of me! What are you doing home?”


   


  “I could ask you the same thing!”


   


  “Fair enough,” she smiled, clutching her tablet under her arm. “There was a power outage, and we all got sent home early… What’s your excuse?”


   


  “I had a head ache, so I went home early,” I lied.


   


  “Poor baby,” she said as she kissed the top of my head. “I think I’m going to take a hot shower, how about you make us some lunch?”


   


  I studied my wife’s beautiful face. I loved every part of her. From the cute freckles on her nose, to the dimples in her cheeks she got when she flashed me her gorgeous smile. Yet all I could think about at that moment was how Frank had rubbed his ten inch monster cock all over her pretty little face. Every inch of her pretty smile had been covered with his cum. His seed had dripped down her jaw, dribbling onto her thick, firm tits.


   


  “Sure,” I replied, my erection pressing against the fabric of my jeans.


   


  As I turned the oven to bake the bread for our lunch, my phone vibrated. I had received an e-mail from my wife’s relationship forum. My heart skipped a beat when I realized Jenny had replied to my anonymous message asking her if she thought Frank was going to woo her.


   


  “Do you think that’s what my husband wants? ;)” It read.


   


  My cock surged with blood. Did she know I had sent it? I logged in on my phone and replied back as fast as I could. “Maybe… All men secretly want a slut wife, after all,” I typed.


   


  I anxiously waited for a reply, but it did not come. I heard the shower turn on upstairs, and with my cock throbbing, resigned myself to fixing her a sandwich.


   


  Fifteen minutes later Jenny called out for me.


   


  “Hi baby, come here,” she yelled.


   


  I put down my phone and wandered upstairs, thinking the faucet may be leaking again, but I was surprised she wasn’t in the bathroom.


   


  “Over here,” she called for me from the bedroom.


   


  I wandered in and froze right there on the spot. Jenny was kneeling on the bed, completely naked — except for a pair of stockings. Her face was down and her ass was up, her pussy lips already glistening with juices. She wiggled her round, firm ass at me.


   


  She chuckled when she saw my flabbergasted face.


   


  “Aren’t you going to punish your bad, bad girl?” She cooed.


   


  I stripped off my clothes, practically tearing them from my body. I couldn’t wait to get inside of her, to take out all my pent-up lust out on her glorious puffy pussy.


   


  My hands stroked her firm ass cheeks, before delivering a righteous smack right on naked cheeks.


   


  SMACK!


   


  Jenny moaned with pleasure. “That’s it, baby, punish me!”


   


  “You’re such a bad girl, aren’t you?”


   


  “Uh huh, you have no idea, baby.”


   


  SMACK!


   


  “Oh!”


   


  SMACK!


   


  Her bubble butt glowed bright red, the imprints of my two hands clearly visible on her pale skin. I wondered why I didn’t spank her more often, because the air was so thick with sexual tension you could cut it with a knife. My fingers slid across her pussy, and found her sopping wet.


   


  My index finger slid in easily, soliciting a lewd moan from my wife. Her feet brushed against my throbbing hard cock. Taking my chances, I pressed my thumb against her asshole, and to my delight, she pushed her ass back at me, begging for more.


   


  “Fuck yes,” I muttered under my breath as I applied more pressure, her cute rosebud opening more and more. “You’re such a dirty slut.”


   


  “Oh yessss,” she hissed as my fingers double-penetrated her. She moved her body back and forth, fucking herself on my fingers. “I’m your hot little slut, baby!”


   


  “You’re not just my slut,” I said as I stood up and rubbed the head of my cock against her wet folds. “You’re everyone’s slut, aren’t you?” I grunted as my purple head brushed against her swollen clit.


   


  “Ohhhhh yeahhhhh,” she breathed as I slid my hardness into her. My throbbing hard cock filled her up, sliding deeply into her dripping wet cunt.


   


  I dug my fingers into the soft skin of her ass, slapping her round butt with my open palm. “Tell me you’re a slut!” I growled as I pushed my thumb back into her ass.


   


  “I’m a slut wife,” she groaned. “I’m your slut wife, baby!”


   


  My heartbeat quickened when she said those dirty words — the same I had just sent her on her forum. My own little slut wife…


   


  “I bet countless guys fucked you like this,” I continued as I pumped my finger into her asshole, my balls slapping against her swollen clit with every thrust. “I bet you were a slut in college, weren’t you?”


   


  “I was such a fucking slut,” Jenny spat, her voice low and thick with passion. I had never heard her so horny, so passionate before. “Everyone fucked me baby, every guy on campus came deep inside your wifey!”


   


  “Oh fuck,” I grunted, unable to contain myself. Her words hit the exact right spots. The head of my cock swelled up, eager to unload it’s heavy load deep inside her womb.


   


  “It’s so hard to be good wife now, baby,” she pleaded mockingly. “All I want to do is suck cock all day, but I can’t,”


   


  “Why can’t you?”


   


  “Because I’m — ohhh — you’re wife,” she panted.


   


  My excitement had reached a new plateau. My voice cracked as I continued this exciting new role play with my wife. My balls were swollen and ready to blow, but the sex was so amazing, I tried my hardest to put that moment off for as long as possible.


   


  “Just because you’re my wife doesn’t mean you can’t suck all the cock you want… that’s what a good slut wife does.”


   


  “Is that what you want? A hot slut for a wife?”


   


  “Do you want to be a slut?” I countered.


   


  Jenny stopped moving and turned her head around to look me deep in the eyes. Her bright blue eyes were clouded by lust, a wicked, playful grin on her thick lips.


   


  “Give me the word,” she said slowly, the words rolling off her tongue, her eyes glued to mine as she watched my reaction “and I’ll have my pussy filled with a strangers cum for you tonight.”


   


  That did it. My cock swelled even more, a fact I thought impossible, and this was not lost on Jenny.


   


  “Maybe it won’t be a stranger, maybe it’ll be a friend, a neighbor… a colleague. You’ll have no idea who filled your wifey up with cum, who used my pussy, and every guy you’ll meet you’ll think: Is this the one? Did this man cum inside my wife?”


   


  I was frozen in awe. I had no idea, not a single inkling that Jenny, my cute, bashful Jenny, had such a filthy tongue. Her words were hotter than anything I had ever read or thought about in my life.


   


  She started moving her hips, pulling me nearly out of her before pushing back hard, impaling her wet cunt on my throbbing hard cock. All I could do was moan gibberish as she fucked herself on my dick.


   


  “Say the word, baby!” She panted, licking her lips. “Say the word and I’ll show you want a slut I can be!”


   


  “Oh god,” I moaned as I felt the cum bubbling in my balls. Any second and I’d have the best, most intense orgasm of my life.


   


  “Say yes, baby!”


   


  “YES!” I screamed out at the top of my lungs as my fingers dug deeply into her soft skin. I slammed my cock deeply into her dripping wet cunt as my cock exploded with bliss. My balls fired the biggest load of my life into her womb, coating her inner walls with my seed until she was filled to the brim.


   


  “Yes, yes, fill me baby, give me your cum, fill my slutty pussy,” Jenny moaned as she milked my cock for all it was worth. Her hand slid between her legs and grabbed my ballsack, rubbing and coaxing every last drop of my nectar out of me.


   


  Completely spent I collapsed on the bed, my arms draped around my wife.


   


  “Holy shit,” I panted out of breath. “Holy fucking shit!”


   


  Jenny smiled smugly. “Did you like that?”


   


  “Fuck!” I said. “I loved that! How did you even know?”


   


  “Instinct,” she winked. “I didn’t mean it, of course,” she said, her big blue eyes staring into mine. “I just said that because I thought it might turn you on.”


   


  “It did,” I laughed. I grabbed her ass firmly, pressing her naked body against mine. Her skin was prickling hot. “And it turned you on as well!”


   


  Her cheeks glowed a fiery red. “No, I said those things for you!”


   


  “Liar!” I grinned as I kissed her hard on the mouth, my fingers sliding between her legs. I rubbed her nub with the tip of my fingers as my other hand grabbed her neck, my mouth pressing against hers.


   


  “You love being a dirty little slut and you know it,” I growled into her mouth as I rubbed her swollen clit. Jenny threw her head back and moaned, her body thrashing and buckling, but I kept the pressure on her clit constant.


   


  “Tell me,” I demanded as I brought her off. “Admit it! Admit you love being a whore, admit you love sucking cock!” I whispered into her ear as I kissed her earlobe.


   


  “Oh fuck! Oh yes! Oh I do!” She panted, her hips quivering. I could tell she was incredibly close to orgasm, yet I had only just started to touch her. “I love cock! I love being a whore!”


   


  I shoved two fingers into her mouth and she sucked on them eagerly, taking them all the way down her throat.


   


  “Cum for me, slut!” I commanded. “Cum on my fingers, show me what a slut you are!”


   


  Jenny nodded furiously, her body hot and glowing as her clit throbbed with pleasure. “Oh GOD,” she moaned, her screams muffled by my hand as she had the most intense orgasm I had ever seen in her life. Her entire body trembled and shuddered, her legs kicking and her hips pushing up, as joy exploded deep inside of her.


   


  She pushed my hand away as her clit was overwhelmingly sensitive. She kissed the back of my hand, looking at me with one eye open, a completely satisfied smirk on her pretty, red lips.


   


  “Thank you,” she said. “Why are you so good at sex?”


   


  “Because you’re so damn sexy,” I answered. “Every man wants to fuck you, I’m sure of it.”


   


  And soon, one man would do just that, though he was by no means a stranger to both of us.


   


  ***


  Chapter 5


   


  “Daniel, good to see you,” my old therapist Monica said as she welcomed me into her office.


   


  “Thanks for having me on such short notice,” I responded as I sat back down in the familiar chair. I had been here often, years ago, when Monica helped me work through my issues.


   


  Unfortunately, some persisted still, and that’s what brought me here. The sex with Jenny had been amazing — too amazing, if that was possible. I couldn’t get the thought of Frank roughly taking my wife out of my head. It completely dominated my mind. I knew I needed help, and Monica had always been there for me.


   


  “What’s brought you here, Daniel?”


   


  Monica had only grown more beautiful with the years. Long dark hair flowed down her shoulders, framing her fine, Italian features. Her white top struggled to contain her full bosom, and the short, jet-black skirt wrapped around her waist revealed so much thigh I almost gasped out loud. Her long, shapely legs were covered by matching black stockings.


   


  I didn’t remember Monica ever dressing so provocatively, but then again, that was years ago, when we were both much younger. For a moment I wondered whether she had worn those clothes for me specifically, but I dismissed the thought out right. She was a professional, and had always been one.


   


  “I don’t even know where to start.”


   


  “Start at the beginning. I see you’re married,” she noted as she nodded at my ring.


   


  “Yes, her name is Jenny,” I said with a smile. I brought her up to speed with all the developments in my wife, all the way up to a few weeks ago.


   


  I paused to take a sip of water, unsure how to continue. My palms were sweaty, and my shirt felt two sizes too small.


   


  Monica leaned forward, staring at me intensely with those big brown eyes of her. “Tell me why you’re here, Daniel.”


   


  “Well… you remember where we left off last time, right?”


   


  “Of course, it was a fascinating case,” Monica said as she leaned back in her chair. “That is why I could pencil you in on such short notice — I’m eager to find out if you’ve made peace with your desires.”


   


  I shifted around in my seat, slightly uncomfortable that my inner turmoil was so fascinating to this professional.


   


  “It’s related to that, yes. I’m sure you remember Frank?”


   


  I barely managed to contain the tremble in my voice as I muttered his name.


   


  “Your nemesis, yes,” Monica hummed.


   


  A lump formed in my throat. “He’s my new boss, I croaked.”


   


  Monica leaned forward, looking at me over the top of her thick, horn-rimmed glasses. “Really? That’s unfortunate,” she mused as she scribbled a few quick notes down, though I could see she was suppressing a smile.


   


  “That’s not all. I snooped through my wife’s things and found out Jenny and Frank used to… date, in college.”


   


  Monica’s eyes lit up, and her scrawling intensified. If I didn’t know any better, I’d say my troubles were exciting her.


   


  “Go on,” she said, her breath quickening.


   


  “They don’t know I know, but… I can’t stop thinking about it.”


   


  “About what, specifically? Be precise, Daniel,” Monica insisted.


   


  She was peering at me through her glasses, studying my every move. I came here for help, but at the moment, I felt like a monkey in the zoo, to be studied and prodded. Yet she had helped me a tremendous amount in the past, so I didn’t dismiss her attitude outright.


   


  “Just them… together…,” I said, my voice shaking. My heart was thumping like mad. I could tell Monica wouldn’t be satisfied until I vocalized those illicit, forbidden thoughts.


   


  “I think about how he… he fucked her...”


   


  “Frank,” Monica corrected me. “Frank fucked your wife.”


   


  My cock surged with blood as I nodded.


   


  “Y-yes.”


   


  “I want you to say it, Daniel. I want you to come to terms with this new reality. That means facing it head on. Use the proper words.”


   


  My mouth was dry, and my hands were trembling as I took another sip of water.


   


  “Frank fucked my wife,” I repeated.


   


  Monica smiled, happy with my compliance. “How does that make you feel? Happy? Sad? Aroused?”


   


  “Confused.”


   


  “Isn’t this your biggest fantasy come true, Daniel? If I remember correctly, you got great sexual pleasure from imagining Frank sexually humiliating you years ago, and now—”


   


  “Yes, yes, I know what I said,” I interrupted her. I didn’t want her to bring back those painful memories.


   


  “What do you know about their relationship?”


   


  “It didn’t last too long, I think. It was purely… sexual. It’s been on Jenny’s mind, too. She posted about it online…”


   


  Monica leaned even more forward, and I could see straight down her white top. To my shock she didn’t seem to be wearing a bra, and her full, round breasts were drawing me in. I couldn’t quite see her nipples yet, but they were hard enough to poke straight through the fabric of her top.


   


  “What’s on her mind, exactly? Does she feel guilty she used to fuck your boss? Or does she secretly miss fucking him?”


   


  This was not the same professional and courteous Monica I knew all those years ago. This woman had lust burning in her eyes. I knew I should leave, yet I didn’t.


   


  “Is this relevant?” I tried to intervene, but Monica brushed my concerns away.


   


  “Of course it is, Daniel! I’m doing you a huge favor by letting you come by on such short notice, so if you want my help, you’ll answer my questions!”


   


  “You’re right, I’m sorry. I guess it’s all those things. She feels guilty because she doesn’t know how to tell me… and she feels guilty because she… longs for him.”


   


  “And this turns you on, doesn’t it, Daniel?”


   


  I nodded, avoiding her penetrating gaze.


   


  “I can’t help you unless you face reality with me. Look at me, Daniel.”


   


  I looked up, doing my best not to stare down her open top. Her brown eyes were swimming with lust and power, and I realized I was under her spell. My cock was achingly hard, the humiliation and shame of divulging these secrets making me as hard as as rock.


   


  Monica got up from her desk, walked around it and sat down on her desk, right in front of me.


   


  “This is an amazing opportunity, Daniel,” she said softly. Her voice was low and hoarse. She looked me dead in the face as she traced her finger down her top, slowly unbuttoning the garment.


   


  Every movement caused her full, round breasts to jiggle, and any moment now they’d fall right out. I glanced at the door, wanting to stay and leave at the same time. I couldn’t believe this was happening.


   


  “You’re not going anywhere,” Monica whispered, reading my mind, as she planted her heel straight in my crotch. I tried to shift back, but there was nowhere for me to go. She pushed down, right on my hard and throbbing cock, and a weak moan left my lips.


   


  She smiled wickedly as she felt my erection. I realized she had me right where she wanted me. All those years ago I had divulged all my secrets to her, all my fantasies and weaknesses, and she was using all the ammunition I had given her against me now.


   


  “Like I told you last time, immersion therapy is the number one cure for nearly all issues, Daniel. It’s a matter of facing ones fears. You came to me looking for permission, and that is what I am granting you. There’s absolutely nothing wrong with your desires. You want it, Jenny wants it, and I’m sure Frank wants it.”


   


  Her foot was still pressed down firmly on my cock. Her top opened completely and her glorious, full tits spilled out. She held them in her hands, her fingers squeezing and rubbing her nipples. I was frozen in place, shocked by her lewd actions.


   


  “This is the opportunity to accept your desires, to stop fighting what you really are. Life has handed you this perfect opportunity. Don’t squander it, Daniel.”


   


  “W-what are you saying,” I stuttered. “I should let Frank s-seduce Jenny?”


   


  “Yes,” Monica hissed as she spread her legs, revealing her panty-clad pussy to me. Her fingers traced the outline of her cunt. The small, black thong she was wearing was made out of see-through material, and I could just barely see the outlines of her perfect little pussy.


   


  “It’s what you want, Daniel. It’s who you are. That’s what you’ve been fantasizing for years. It’s what you’re thinking of right now. Jenny could be over at your work right now, under Frank’s desk, sucking on his fat prick, submitting to all her wanton desires. You want to give your wife to your rival, and watch him please her in ways you never could. Isn’t that right, Daniel?”


   


  My cock swelled with every word that left Monica’s mouth. I had given her all the ammunition she ever needed to win this fight, I had told her every last thought and wicked desire… and now she had turned the tables, wielding my fantasies like a weapon, forcing me to fulfill mine - and her - desires.


   


  “I’ve been thinking about this moment for years,” Monica confided as she pulled her underwear to the side to reveal her dripping wet pussy to me. “About how right you were. I always hoped Frank would come back into your life, and gave you what you needed. That he’d turn you and your wife into his personal fucktoys. Your wife deserves a bigger, better cock, doesn’t she? She deserves to fuck Frank and his massive cock, and you deserve to lick her freshly fucked pussy clean when he’s done with her. “


   


  “Yes,” I croaked. My shirt was sticking to my back, sweat drenching my entire body. I was powerless to resist Monica, it was an unfair fight from the start.


   


  Monica spread her legs further, and my eyes were glues to her beautiful pussy. It was a mere foot away, begging for a wet kiss. She placed her legs on my shoulders, wrapping her thick thighs around my head as she pulled me out of my chair. I stumbled forwards, my face smothered by her inner thighs and her luscious, dripping wet pussy.


   


  Her fingers dug into my hair as she pushed my face right into her slick, warm cunt.


   


  “Lick my pussy, Daniel,” she commanded.


   


  I was completely overwhelmed. Her alluring scent was overpowering, and I couldn’t help but oblige.


   


  I ran my tongue up and down her wet slit, my tongue licking and lapping at every fold, every crevice. I engulfed her pussy with my mouth, sucking on her lips like I hadn’t tasted pussy in years.


   


  She stroked my hair gently as she guided my mouth around, encouraging me every step of the way.


   


  “That’s it, now lick my clit baby, flick your fat tongue against my clit, you pussy eating bitch.”


   


  I flicked my tongue against her engorged clit, her harsh words only adding to my arousal. I was in heaven. I completely devoured her snatch.


   


  “This is your new place now,” Monica moaned with a wicked grin. “I’m going to train you to be the best pussy-eater in the world, so you can service your wife after Frank has blown his big load inside of her. After he has given your wife what you can’t. You’d love that, wouldn’t you? To be their personal lap-dog, lapping up his cum out of her sloppy pussy?”


   


  Monica tightened the grip of her thighs, suffocating me. My own therapist was smothering me with her pussy!


   


  I glanced up, begging for mercy, but Monica had her eyes firmly shut as she toyed with her nipples, pinching and pulling at her fat jugs, a devilish grin plastered on her face.


   


  I have no idea what caused the change. The Monica I knew was a professional young woman. This new Monica was a nymphomaniac, a succubus who twisted and manipulated me to serve her every whim… and I was helpless to resist her.


   


  “That is, oh yeah, right there, lick that pussy, taste it, taste my cunt!”


   


  I pushed my tongue as far as I could into her wet folds, my face completely buried inside of her thick thighs.


   


  Satisfied, she loosened her grip, and I fell backwards instantly, gasping for air. My respite was a short one, because only seconds later her sharp fingernails once again grabbed my scalp and pushed my head right into her ass.


   


  She had now laid down on her back on her desk, her legs high up in the air, so her chocolate starfish was ripe for the taking.


   


  “Lick my ass too,” she demanded sternly. “I’m sure Frank will want to fuck your wife in the ass too, after all. I need to make a proper ass-licker out of you.”


   


  I’d like to say I stormed out, or at the very least protested, but no. I dived right in. Happily. Having such a powerful, sexy woman command me was the most powerful aphrodisiac in the world to me. I couldn’t resist.


   


  I licked her puckered asshole. I traced her sensitive rim with my tongue before plunging my tongue into her brown hole, as far as it would go.


   


  Monica was rubbing her clit vigorously as I ate her ass out, her dirty talk only spurring me on.


   


  “I’m so glad you came, Daniel,” she panted as I tongued her asshole. “I’m going to help you fulfill all your dreams, you know that? I’m going to help you give your wife to Frank. He’s going to fuck her — right in his office. The entire office will know your wife belongs to him, and you’ll — ahh! — you’ll thank him for it! You’ll thank him for giving her what you never could, because your wife only deserves the biggest, the best cocks in the world, isn’t that right?!”


   


  “Uh-huh,” I moaned deliriously, my voice muffled by her big ass cheeks. I would have agreed to anything she said at this point.


   


  “Yes, yes, that’s right, you’re my little plaything, you and your Jenny, my two little ass-slaves. Do you think I should make her eat my pussy too?!”


   


  “Yesss,” I hissed, my tongue darting in and out of her dirty hole. My cock was hard and throbbing, ready to explode at a moments notice. I’d love to see Jenny forced to serve Monica, her face pushed straight into her ass…


   


  “Yes, y-yes, I’m cumming,” Monica panted like a bitch in heat. “I’m cumming, k-keep licking my ass, oh yes, oh, oh, I’m cumming, I’M, OH, YES, YES, YES!!”


   


  One of her hands grabbed the back of my neck, forcing my head into her soft skin, smothering me with her ass, right as she climaxed. Her entire body trembled and shook, and I kept darting my tongue around, instantly addicted to the sweet, forbidden taste of her ass.


   


  She held me down for what felt like a minute before letting me go. I stumbled backwards, falling to my knees as I gasped for air. The taste and smell of her ass still lingered on my breath.


   


  Monica was smiling down at me from her desk, her pussy and ass glistening with juices, her tits hanging out of her top. She looked like the sexiest, meanest slut in the world.


   


  “Pull out your cock,” she told me. “I want to see that little pecker of yours.”


   


  My cheeks burned red with humiliation — but my cock surged with pleasure. The torment wasn’t quite over yet. I fumbled with my belt, pulling my hard and throbbing cock out of my pants.


   


  “Wow, that’s it?” Monica teased me. “No wonder your wife yearns for Frank’s big, fat cock.”


   


  I stared down at my prick, her words causing my dick to pulse with excitement, the head dripping with pre-cum.


   


  She was right though. My wife deserved only the best, the biggest, the most powerful and perfect cocks in the world.


   


  “Jerk off for me,” Monica insisted. “I want to see that pathetic little load of yours.”


   


  I wrapped my hands around my cock and started stroking myself in front of Monica, as she leered at me. I had never been more humiliated — and I had never felt so alive before.


   


  “That’s it, jerk that little thing for me,” she scolded me, tapping my balls with her high heels. “Cum for me, show me that weak load of yours. Cum on my heels!”


   


  I couldn’t hold it. I came right there, spurting my white load all over her jet-black heels.


   


  “Ah, there’s so little of it,” Monica whined. “I guess that’s what you get with such small, little balls.”


   


  I milked every last drop out of my cock, smearing the head on her footwear.


   


  “Good. Now lick it off.”


   


  I was frozen solid. Surely she was joking? I looked up, only to find her staring me dead in the face, her face tight and unyielding.


   


  “Did I stutter, Daniel?”


   


  The tip of her heels poked me in my sensitive ballsack, and I nearly doubled over. This brought her shoe quite close to my face, my pearly white cum glistening on the black leather of her heels.


   


  The poignant smell filled my nostrils, and a part of me wanted to bolt for the door, run far away… but instead, I opened my mouth, slowly extending my tongue.


   


  “Yes, yes, that’s it,” Monica egged me on, her voice overflowing with glee. “Lick it. Taste it. Show me you’re a proper little cum slut.”


   


  I licked it all up. I licked and sucked and guzzled up every drop of my own cum, straight off Monica’s high heels. It was so forbidden, so erotic, so shameful, my cock was already leaking pre-cum before I had even finished.


   


  Monica patted me on the head, quite clearly very satisfied with herself.


   


  “You’d make an excellent pet,” she said as she straightened up. She pulled down her skirt and buttoned up her top, assuming the role of a respectable therapist once more.


   


  “Excellent. This was a most fruitful session, wouldn’t you agree Daniel? I’d love to continue working with you, but I’m afraid my next appointment is waiting for me.”


   


  Monica ushered me out the door while I was still zipping up, giving me no time to gather my wits.


   


  “My secretary will forward you the bill for today’s session. Goodbye and until next time, Daniel.”


   


  I was left standing outside her office door absolutely flabbergasted. The aftertaste of our mixed juices still lingered in my mouth, and my cock still ached from the powerful orgasm.


   


  The cute blonde secretary manning the front desk grinned knowingly at me as I stumbled out the door. Had she heard the whole thing?!


   


  And to think I’d be paying Monica for this session, too…


   


  ***


  Chapter 6


   


  “Hi Daniel, good to see you! And — Wow! — is that you, Jenny?! You look absolutely gorgeous!” Frank exclaimed when Jenny and I walked into our company’s Christmas party.


   


  He grabbed my wife’s hand and kissed it, holding it for a tad longer than was appropriate.


   


  “Jenny, this is Frank… I think you two have met,” I said dryly.


   


  My company’s annual Christmas party had come, and I had been anxiously looking forward to it for weeks now. This would the moment. The moment when Jenny and Frank would once again meet.


   


  The sex between me and Jenny was still fire, and I knew damn well she hadn’t forgotten about Frank’s monster cock.


   


  Secretly, I hoped Frank would pull her into his office right away and face-fuck her roughly, and she’s walk back out to the party to find me, her face still dripping with cum. Of course, I didn’t really want this to happen… but the thought of it made me as hard as a fucking rock.


   


  If anything was going to happen, tonight would be the night.


   


  Frank and Jenny made eye-contact, and the spark was so vivid I damn near felt it. Frank busted out a wide, shit-eating grin, while Jenny blushed.


   


  “I do think we’ve met, yes, haven’t we?” Frank said.


   


  Jenny just nodded, her cheeks tinted.


   


  “I hardly recognize you… you know, with all your clothes on,” Frank smirked, ever the asshole.


   


  “I’m just messing with you,” he grinned as he grabbed my shoulder.


   


  “Sure, sure,” I chuckled, playing along.


   


  Jenny laughed at his poor joke, resting her hand on his giant bicep. “Don’t talk like that in front of my husband, he might get angry, you know,” she said, though it was clear her words lacked conviction.


   


  “Right,” Frank smirked. “We’ll have to continue this convo in private then.”


   


  “Oh you,” Jenny laughed, blushing. She was so into him, she might as well have it written in sharpie across her forehead.


   


  “Wait here, I’ll introduce you to my girlfriend,” Frank said as he motioned a woman over.


   


  For a brief moment Jenny frowned. Was she upset that Frank had a girlfriend? Within a second her frown was gone, and she squeezed me arm, giving me a dazzling smile.


   


  “You’re still having fun?” She whispered into my ear. “You’re not mad at me, right?”


   


  “I’m great, don’t worry.”


   


  We were only five minutes into the night and already the chemistry between Frank and Jenny was out of this world. Yet this was only the beginning of a wild, wild night, because I couldn’t believe who Frank’s girlfriend was.


   


  “Daniel, Jenny, I’d like you to meet Monica.”


   


  My jaw damn near dropped to the floor as Monica kissed my wife on the cheeks and shook my hand.


   


  Monica. My therapist, my confidant, the woman who I had confided all my fears in, who knew all about how Frank tormented me over the years, and who, most importantly, forced me to eat her pussy and tongue her asshole while she humiliated me only a few short weeks ago, was Frank’s date for the evening. Holy shit.


   


  I was frozen in place, unable to formulate a single coherent sentence.


   


  “Aren’t you going to say hello?” Jenny asked me as she raised her eyebrows.


   


  “I, uhm, erhm, he-hello,” I stuttered like a fool, my cheeks burning brightly.


   


  “Hello, Daniel, nice to meet you,” Monica said, her eyes glistening. What a devil!


   


  “I’ll go get us some drinks,” I uttered quickly as I excused myself. I briskly walked away, my mind in overdrive. What the hell was Monica doing here?! I had done my best to forget all about that session, it had been a single mistake, nothing more… but like Frank, another ghost of the past was here to haunt me.


   


  “Look at them,” a voice whispered softly into my ear as I poured myself a drink. I turned around and who else but Monica was standing behind me, motioning towards my wife. Jenny and Frank were having an animated conversation, and though I couldn’t hear a single word from where I was standing, it was clear they were both having a good time.


   


  “They look so happy together, don’t you agree? Why don’t you give them some space so they can catch up?”


   


  “Why are you even here?!” I interrupted Monica. I wasn’t going to let her steamroll me — not again.


   


  Monica smiled at me bemusedly. Even though I couldn’t stand the sight of her at this moment, I had to admit, she looked stunning. Her long, dark hair framed her face, her curves filling the beautiful gala dress she was wearing perfectly. She looked gorgeous enough to be a princess, and it was clear why Frank was attracted to her, but I could only see the manipulative succubus underneath.


   


  “Don’t be like that, Daniel,” she said. “Don’t take your anger and frustration out on me. May I remind you, I never forced you to do anything. You could have left at any moment, so I’m not going to sit here and be part of your pity party.”


   


  This conversation was not going the way I planned. I wanted to rain my righteous fury down upon Monica, but she had nonchalantly brushed my anger aside. Even worse — she was right. I could have left, and yet, I hadn’t.


   


  “As for why I’m here,” she continued, “Frank asked me. I ran into him at the gym, and well, I can’t say I wasn’t interested,” she smirked. “I mean, look at him. He’s so tall, strong, successful… and thanks to Jenny, we all know he’s a powerhouse in the sack.”


   


  We both stared at our dates as they conversed with one another, their gazes never leaving one another. If me and Monica had left right then, I don’t think Jenny or Frank would have noticed for a quite some time. They were completely absorbed with each other. I had to admit, Frank was conventionally attractive. Alright, damn it, he was freaking rugged and manly and built like a fucking mountain.


   


  “Don’t worry though, I won’t mind sharing him for the evening,” Monica whispered, a wicked smile on her luscious lips.


   


  My cock instantly hardened, my face turning the color of a rose. Monica caught on instantly, and I could tell she was delighted with the effect she was having on me.


   


  “Shut up,” I said, finding my courage once more. I grabbed Jenny’s drinks and strode towards her, back into Frank’s orbit.


   


  “Here you are, love.”


   


  “Thanks, boo,” Jenny said as she accepted my drink. She had a big smile plastered on her face, and her eyes were lit up with a childlike joy.


   


  “What a coincidence that we’ve all wound up here, together, like this,” Frank said, his eyes roaming Jenny’s fine body.


   


  “Sure is,” I said as I took a large gulp of my beer. I hadn’t forgotten Monica’s words — not for a moment — and I couldn’t help but wonder how far Jenny would go. I know that she had been looking forward to this night for weeks, as I still kept tabs on her relationship topic, and I remembered the message I had sent her all too well.


   


  If you met Frank again, do you think he’d try to fuck you — and would you let him?


   


  She had never explicitly said no.


   


  “Daniel told me you two know each other from college?” Monica said, interjecting herself into the conversation once more. I could barely believe she had the gall to show up to this party and try to engineer my wife’s infidelity, but I didn’t want to make a scene in front of my boss.


   


  “That’s right,” Frank answered. “We go way back.”


   


  “Didn’t you visit the old dorms back in the spring? Why don’t you show Jenny some photos? I’m sure she’s interested.”


   


  I froze in place.


   


  “That sounds like a great idea,” Jenny said.


   


  Frank’s dark eyes lit up, a smile spreading on his face. “Great idea, babe. We can check them out in my office. Care to join me?”


   


  He extended his arm towards my wife, and Jenny hooked her arm into his without a second of doubt. She suddenly seemed to remember me and looked up to me for approval, worry etched into her beautiful face.


   


  I smiled and nodded, giving her the okay. After all, what could I have done at this point? My mind was doing somersaults, as countless thoughts wrecked my brain. If those two were left alone, who knows what would happen? Would Frank try to make a move? At the Christmas party, with me in the next room? Only a brazen fool would do such a thing… and that’s exactly what Frank was.


   


  “Go ahead,” I uttered throatily, my erection taking charge of the situation.


   


  Jenny smiled at me and let herself be whisked away. And just like that, I was suddenly alone with Monica. I tried to ignore her, sipping on my drink in silence as the minutes slowly passed. She didn’t leave my side for a second and kept me company, content with watching me battle my emotions.


   


  “What are you thinking about, Daniel?” She quipped playfully. She was grinning at me, a mischievous smile fixed on her face. She studied me intensely, watching my every move like a hawk.


   


  “You know damn well what I'm thinking about,” I grunted.


   


  Monica grinned. “Is it Frank’s package? Do you think he’ll take it out, show Jenny what she's been missing out on??


   


  “Keep it down will you,” I whispered angrily. “The whole damn office doesn’t have to know.”


   


  “Ah, but they do,” Monica continued. “It’s only a matter of time, after all, until everyone knows your wife is Frank’s fucktoy. It's been nearly ten minutes already. Do you think that, at this very moment, his cock is in her mouth?”


   


  I grabbed on to a table for support as the world tumbled before my eyes. I was dizzy and light-headed, stars and spots filling my vision. How could I have been so foolish? Why did I let Jenny leave with Frank?


   


  “She’s probably bobbing her head up and down right now, struggling to wrap her entire mouth around that big, bulbous head of his monster cock. It really is a monster you know. I’ve never seen anything like it. It’s not only double your size, it’s damn near triple. And so thick, as well... every second they’re in there is a second longer that they could get caught, you know...”


   


  Monica continued rambling into my ear, spouting off dirty, filthy words, every single one making my cock grow harder. I couldn’t take it anymore. I had to intervene, I had to stop whatever it was that was going on. Before anyone found out, before my humiliation was complete. I strode down the hall, towards Frank’s office, my heart beating like a drum.


   


  Right as my hand gripped the handle of the door, it opened. Jenny’s eyes grew wide as she saw me. Her blonde hair was slightly tussled, and her lipstick was smeared ever so slightly. Clues, or was I just paranoid?


   


  “Hi honey,” she said, instantly regaining her composure. “What are you doing here?”


   


  “Looking for you.”


   


  “You found me,” she smiled as she led me back to the party.


   


  I glanced over my shoulder to see Frank sitting behind his desk, a smug smile on his face as he nodded towards me.


   


  What had just happened, right under my nose…?


   


  ***


  Chapter 7


   


  “Don’t worry, Daniel will drop you two off, won’t you honey?”


   


  I nodded, my jaw clenched. I wanted nothing more than to go home, but thanks to Jenny’s big mouth, I now had to chauffeur Frank and Monica as well.


   


  “Sure,” I muttered. “No problem.”


   


  “You’re a good sport,” Frank said jovially. “Always have been.”


   


  The Christmas party was winding down, and the majority of the guests had already left. I’d been trying to get Jenny to leave with me for over an hour, but she didn’t want to leave Frank’s side for more than a second. All night long I was subjected to strong tales about their college exploits. The three of them were quite liquored up, while I was the designated driver.


   


  “Let’s go then,” I said. “It’s getting late.”


   


  It took some cajoling, but I finally got the trio down to the parking lot. However, the night’s events were only just beginning…


   


  “I’ll ride in the back with Frank,” my wife declared boldly as we approached the car. “We’re not done catching up.”


   


  “No problem, I’ll ride shotgun,” Monica said with a naughty smile. What was happening?


   


  “Uhm, okay,” I said meekly, not realizing it would open Pandora’s box.


   


  Frank and Jenny chatted to each other in the back seat in hushed tones, and I turned on the radio so I wouldn’t have to listen to more of their college escapades. Frank lived quite a far drive away, and the route took me long, winding road. I focused all my attention on the road, and I quickly forgot about them, getting lost in the flow of driving.


   


  I was pulled back into reality by Monica’s hand grasping my inner thigh. Shocked, I turned to look at her. How could she do this with Jenny only a mere foot away?! To my surprise, she wasn’t looking at me. She had her head turned to the back seat, as her hand grazed against my crotch. What the hell?


   


  I looked in the rear-view mirror, and what I saw stunned me. Frank and Jenny were kissing. His hand was around her neck as they passionately exchanged an intense tongue-kiss, her body draped over his.


   


  The horn of an oncoming car pulled my eyes back to the road. I had started drifting into the opposite lane, damn near getting us killed!


   


  I tried to focus on the road, my eyes darting towards the mirror multiple times a second, my body filled with adrenaline. Monica turned down the radio, and the sounds of their steamy, lustful kisses filled the car. Jenny was moaning into Frank’s mouth like a bitch in heat, her voice low and carnal, unlike anything I had heard before.


   


  “What the fuck, guys?”


   


  That was all I managed to muster. My palms were sweaty, and I tightened my grip on the wheel of the car. There was no where for me to pull over on this meandering road, so I had no choice. I had to keep driving. Monica’s hand pressed firmly into my crotch, pushing against my hard cock.


   


  Jenny and Frank didn’t hear me. They were lost in their own world, their hands roaming each other’s body. Frank ran his hand up Jenny’s dress, exposing her panty-clad ass-cheeks to me and Monica. His hand gripped her cheeks firmly, his fingers digging into her skin. The sight of his hand squeezing my wife’s soft buns was so erotic my cock damn near exploded out of my pants.


   


  “Jesus fuck,” I muttered under my breath, my eyes still darting between the road and the sinful couple on the back seat.


   


  “It’s so hot, isn’t it?” Monica whispered into my ear as her hand tugged my zipper down. “He’s taking your wife right in front of you, and there’s nothing you can do about it.”


   


  Her hand slipped into my pants and boxers, and her fingers wrapped around my hard cock easily. I was hard and throbbing, my member pulsating with blood. Monica squeezed my cock firmly, soliciting an unwanted moan from my mouth.


   


  To my shame, this did draw my wife’s attention. She looked at me with a wild look in her eyes, her big blue eyes glistening with reckless abandon. When she saw Monica had her hand down my pants, a wicked smile spread across her face.


   


  “Enjoying the show, honey?”


   


  I couldn’t help but nod.


   


  “Good, cause we’re just getting started. You have no idea how much I’ve missed… this.”


   


  Jenny slid off Frank’s lap, and my heart damn near jumped out of my ribcage when I saw that Frank’s massive cock was hanging out of his trousers. My wife had been jacking him off all this time, and her body had shielded the action from my prying eyes.


   


  The stories were true. Frank’s cock was absolutely massive. It reached his naval easily, and it was almost as thick as my wife’s wrist. The big, bulbous head glistened with pre-cum. My wife ran her fingers up and down his immense shaft, dipping her finger into his pre-cum and, adding to my arousal, bringing that finger to her lips.


   


  “Mmm, yummy,” she moaned as she licked it off, making my cock jump with pleasure.


   


  “He liked that,” Monica informed the couple on the back seat. “His cock is so hard right now, he could cum at any moment… but I won’t let him,” she said, tightening her grip around the base of my prick. She was gripping me like a cock-ring would, making my erection even harder, but stopping me from cumming prematurely.


   


  Frank was enjoying my wife’s services, staring me down with a smug grin. He pulled down his pants to his ankles, fully exposing his giant manhood and big ballsack to me. His cock bobbed in the air menacingly, like a predator stalking it’s prey.


   


  Jenny sat on her knees next to him, pulling her hair into a pony-tail. I had seen her do this enough times to know exactly what she was planning. To suck him off. Holy crap. This was really happening.


   


  “Keep your eyes on the road, will you, Dannie boy,” Frank told me. “I don’t want to die with my cock in your wife’s mouth.”


   


  Jenny extended her tongue slowly, inching towards his member, taking her sweet time. I divided my attention between the road and the back-seat evenly, not wanting to miss a single second. Luckily we were almost at Frank’s place.


   


  My wife wrapped her hands around the base of his cock, her fingers barely manging to wrap around the thick pole.


   


  “It’s so big,” she gasped, her voice thick with lust. “So fucking big.”


   


  She ran her tongue up his shaft, all the way from the base to the top, wrapping her thick lips around the head. She sucked on it passionately, her cheeks caving in. The sounds of her patented wet, sloppy blowjob filled the car, as did the unmistakable, poignant smell of Frank’s cock.


   


  Frank grabbed the back of her head, roughly holding her head down as he pumped his cock into her mouth. He moved his hips up, forcing his giant cock down my poor wife’s throat. Her lips barely managed to wrap around the head of his cock, how could she ever take ten inches of that monster down her throat?


   


  “Take it all, you slut,” he grunted as another inch disappeared into my wife’s mouth. “Suck my cock like you used to.”


   


  His rough demeanor only spurred my wife on. He relaxed his grip, but Jenny didn’t stop sucking. On the contrary. She throat-fucked herself, roughly bobbing her head up and down his thick prick, spit and saliva dribbling down his wide shaft. Frank lifted up her dress, smacking her ass so hard the sound made me flinch. He yanked her panties down, his fingers roaming her exposed back-side.


   


  “Your slut is so fucking wet,” he told me, staring directly into my eyes. “I miss cumming down this little bitches throat. Back in the day, she swallowed my load daily, isn’t that right?”


   


  “Mmmhm,” Jenny moaned in agreement.


   


  Frank pulled her off his cock by her hair, roughly grabbing her by the throat. “I asked you a question, you dumb slut.” He slapped the head of his cock against her face, smearing his juices all over her cheeks and lips. “Tell your husband what you did for me in college.”


   


  Jenny looked me in the eyes, and it was like I was seeing a whole new person. I could see a glimmer of my wife, but mostly, I saw a horny, wild slut. A cum-addicted fucktoy. And I loved it.


   


  “I sucked Frank’s cock every day, baby,” she told me. “Every day, for four years. I was addicted to his cum… I craved it. I couldn’t live without it. My day wasn’t complete without coaxing a load out of those big balls of him.”


   


  Her hands grabbed his sack firmly, showing me just how damn big his nuts were. “Look at them, they’re so fucking tasty, so full of delicious, tasty cum…”


   


  She ran her down tongue his shaft once again, but this time, she didn’t stop at the shaft. She licked and sucked on his giant balls, popping one into her mouth and sucking on it lovingly. “Mmmpfm,” she moaned as she gleefully sucked on Frank’s balls.


   


  One of Frank’s hands pushed her down lower, until she was licking the sensitive area right underneath his big ballsack, while his other hand slapped her naked ass once more.


   


  “Lick my ass, too, slut,” he said, forcing her head down. He slid his fingers into her soaking wet cunt, pounding them roughly into her. The sounds of his fingers plunging into my wife’s sopping wet cunt were clearly audible for everyone in the car.


   


  Jenny’s head was buried in his lap, his big balls resting on her forehead as she tongued his nether regions. I couldn’t believe she was so kinky, so damn lewd, tonguing his taint without a hint of protest.


   


  I pulled the car up to Frank’s house — finally! — and turned in my seat so I had a better view.


   


  “Your wife is an excellent ballsucker, Daniel,” Frank told me crudely. “I love the way her tongue darts past my asshole, too.”


   


  I just sat in silence, committing every single moment to memory. Monica was still gripping my cock, her other hand slowly kneading my balls. I think she was as mesmerized as I was.


   


  Frank pulled her up once more, slapping his wet, sloppy cock against her pretty face once more.


   


  “I’m about ready to fill you up with cum,” he announced. “Are you ready for your reward?”


   


  Jenny nodded fiercely, eager to receive a belly full of sperm. “Yes, please fill my mouth, Frank, please use me,” she moaned. She wrapped her hands around his cock once more, stroking him up and down quickly, her hands becoming a blur a she jacked him off.


   


  “Get ready, slut,” he groaned, lifting his butt of my back seat. “Here it comes! Oh yeah, take it, take it all you cumguzzling little whore, suck every last drop out of my cock! Yes, yes, YES!”


   


  Jenny wrapped her lips around the head of his cock, her blue eyes glued to his face, watching him intensely. With a load, powerful moan Frank came in my wife’s mouth. His balls pulsated and trembled as they fired a gigantic load straight into my lovely wife’s waiting mouth.


   


  She swallowed and swallowed, but there was too much. Cum dripped out of the corners of her mouth, yet Frank kept firing, one rope of cum after another. Jenny opened her mouth, gasping for air, and Frank shot strands of cum all over her pretty little face, dousing her cheeks, her nose, her forehead — every part of her was covered with cum, dripping down her visage in thick, gooey strands.


   


  “Ahhhhh,” Frank sighed as the last load left his giant manhood, cum dribbling down all sides of his thick shaft. I had never seen an orgasm like this. Jenny was covered, covered in his seed, and it was dripping all over the back seat of my car as well. Jenny rubbed his cock all over her face, spreading out his seed, as she planted little kisses all over his member.


   


  I saw now what she meant by addicted. She was absolutely devoted to his giant cock.


   


  Frank let my wife worship his cock for a minute as he relaxed before stuffing his giant cock back into his pants. “Thanks for the ride, Dan,” he said with a smug wink. “I’ll see you in the office on Monday. And I’ll see you whenever you need more where that came from,” he told Jenny, who was still scooping up his load and sucking it off her fingers.


   


  Monica kissed my cheek. “You’re welcome,” she told me as she got out of the car with Frank, leaving me alone with my Jen.


   


  We looked at each other in silence for a moment. I could still see the wife I loved underneath the many layers of cum. With Frank gone, slowly the intense passion faded from my wife’s blue eyes, and a hint of doubt crept up.


   


  “I know it was you who sent me that message,” she blurted out suddenly. “The one about me fucking Frank, on the internet. I knew it was you. This is why I-”


   


  I shut her up with a kiss, firmly planting my lips against hers. I could feel the warm seed on her face pressing against my skin, the rich aroma filling my nostrils, the bitter taste filling my mouth, but I didn’t care. I loved my wife, and no amount of Frank’s thick, tasty cum was going to change that.


   


  “It’s okay,” I told her, holding her head in my two hands. “I promise.”


   


  “You’re not mad?”


   


  “I’m confused,” I chuckled.


   


  “And horny,” Jenny added as she wrapped her hands around my rigid cock.


   


  I moaned involuntarily as she jacked me off, pleasure overwhelming all my senses. My deepest dreams, my wildest fantasy had just come true in front of my eyes, and the most incredible orgasm of my life was only a few small tugs away. My eyes rolled to the back of my head and my mouth hung open as my wife jerked me off.


   


  She kissed me roughly on the mouth, forcing her tongue into my mouth.


   


  “Can you taste his cum?” She asked me, her voice hoarse and thick with lust. “Can you taste Frank’s cum in my mouth? Can you smell it on my breath?”


   


  I kissed her back, my tongue intertwining with hers, our juices combining. Pleasure unlike anything else I had ever experienced engulfed me, from my toes to my scalp, completely enveloping me. I felt completely understood, completely loved, completely whole in that moment.


   


  “Ahhh,” I grunted, unable to form a coherent sentence as my orgasm approached with lightening speed.


   


  “I love his cum, baby,” Jenny whispered. “I love sucking on Frank big, fat cock, I love the way it tastes, I love the way it smells, I love the way it feels in my mouth, the way it fills me up… I want to fuck him baby, I want him to stretch my pussy with that giant cock, I want him to cum deep inside of me until I can’t take any more, is that okay baby?”


   


  “YES,” I gasped, “YES! OH YES!”


   


  I came. I came hard. Harder than I ever had in my whole life. My body shook and trembled as I fired my load into my wife’s palm, completely lost in a sea of pleasure. My vision turned to spots, multi-colored stars dancing before my eyes as the world seemed to disappear for an instant. There was only my wife and me, and blissful pleasure, running from the tip of my cock to every last inch of my body.


   


  I fell back, gasping for air, my vision blurry. Jenny asked me if I was alright as she massaged my balls, coaxing every last drop of semen out of my sensitive cock. I could only nod as I tried to catch my breath.


   


  I distinctly remember how beautiful my wife looked at that moment. Her face was still covered in semen, the white sperm glistening in the moonlight, a single strand still drooping down her cheek. A wide, carnivorous smile was etched on her face as she licked my cum off her hands. To me, she had never been more beautiful, and I had never felt closer to her than in that instant.


   


  “Holy crap,” I uttered, causing Jenny to break into laughter. We cuddled and kissed, both realizing this night had opened a whole new world to us.


   


  This wouldn’t be the last we saw of Frank, that was for sure…


   


  ***


  Chapter 8


   


  That night, we told each other everything, and I mean everything.


   


  I confessed all my deepest fantasies, all my wanton desires. How I struggled with them, and how the thought of her and Frank together had consumed me. I admitted I snooped and found her internet post (she wasn’t happy, but she forgave me). I even told her about the ordeal with Monica, which made her quite mad, but after blowing Frank in front of me, she couldn’t really be too angry about it. She did forbid me from ever seeing Monica again, to which I happily agreed.


   


  Jenny in turn disclosed her past to me, and answered my many, many questions. She revealed she was indeed addicted to Frank in college, and admitted she felt ‘like a slave to his cock’. Try as she might, she couldn’t find any other guy that could satisfy her as he could. In the end she broke it off, going cold turkey, deleting his contact info the day she graduated.


   


  She had never told me any of this because she was afraid I’d think of her as a slut, and leave her for it. She bottled her wanton desires up, all for me. Now that Frank had suddenly came back into our life, those old feelings resurfaced, and this time, she couldn’t run away from them. When she received that fateful message, she quickly deducted I had sent it, and the role-playing in the bedroom confirmed her suspicions, yet neither of us had the courage to actually talk about it. Since she felt she had my blessing, her desires became too strong to control. Because I made no move to stop her, she let Frank have his way with her, with the sloppy blowjob in the back of our car as a result.


   


  We talked into the wee hours of the night, and by the time we both had gotten everything off of our chests, dawn was already breaking. It was something we should have done years ago, before we had even gotten married, but better late than never. We slept like babies that morning, cuddling like two love-struck teenagers.


   


  I awoke that afternoon to Jenny straddling my lap, rubbing my erection against her dripping wet pussy.


   


  “Morning, lover,” she said as she ground her clit against my cock. “I need to get fucked, now.”


   


  I was still groggy with sleep, but Jenny was roaring and ready to go. My cock slid into her well-lubricated hole easily, and she fucked herself wildly on my cock. She bounced up and down, her tits jiggling with every thrust.


   


  “I’m such a slut,” she grunted with her eyes closed, one hand rubbing her clit as the other pinched hard, erect nipples.


   


  “What do sluts need?” I asked her, enjoying the view of her bouncing on my lap.


   


  “Cock!” She moaned. “Big, big cocks!”


   


  “How big?”


   


  “The biggest there are,”


   


  “Bigger than mine?”


   


  “Much bigger!” She moaned instantly. Shocked by her own words she opened her eyes, ready to apologize, but then she felt my cock growing even harder inside of her, and it dawned on her I had liked it. We were still getting used to these new sides of each other.


   


  “Do you want me to call Frank?” I continued.


   


  She audibly gasped for air, a lewd moan escaping her lips. “Yessss,” she hissed, grinding on top of me. “Would you do that for me?”


   


  “I’ll call him right now, just say the word!”


   


  “Yes, oh fuck yes, please do baby, I need his big cock, I need him to stretch me out,” Jenny moaned as she flicked her swollen clit.


   


  “Oh fuck,” I grunted. My cock grew even bigger, ready to explode, and Jenny froze as a result.


   


  “Not yet, baby,” she pleaded. “I’m almost there.” She leaned over, grabbed her cell-phone and handed it to me. “Here, call him,” she said, grinning wickedly.


   


  I was just talking dirty, but now, Frank was only a short phone call away.


   


  “Do it,” she egged me on. “Call your boss and tell him you need him to come over and fuck your wife.” Jenny reached down and held my enlarged balls in her hands, kneading them gently, keeping me on the very brink of orgasm.


   


  Before I knew it, I had dialed Frank’s number and was waiting for him to answer, Jenny rocking herself on my cock all the while.


   


  “Hello?”


   


  “Hey Frank, it’s—ah—i-it’s me,” I said, barely stifling a moan as Jenny squeezed my nuts.


   


  “Hey buddy,” Frank said. “What can I do for you?”


   


  “I was wondering if you, uhm, if you wanted to c-come over, and, uhm…”


   


  “And do what?”


   


  “F-f-fuck my wife,” I blurted out.


   


  Frank laughed, a deep belly laugh. “I’ve been waiting to hear those words for weeks, Dan. Your little dickie not up to the task, eh?”


   


  “Uhm,” I stammered.


   


  “I’ll gladly fuck that little slut of yours, don’t you worry. Pass the phone to her, will you.”


   


  As instructed, I passed the phone to Jenny. She happily accepted, but unfortunately, I was now only privy to one part of the conversation.


   


  “Hello. Yes. Yes, of course. Like you wouldn’t believe. Uh-huh. Right now, actually. All the way inside of me. No, not like yours. No, no, not at all,” she laughed, looking at me with wide grin. She started rubbing her clit again, her thumb flicking against her sensitive nub as she slowly slid up and down my hard, erect cock.


   


  “When? I need it nooow,” she continued, begging for his cock. “Now, Frank, now… please, I need your cock, I want it, I need it, I crave it, please come over, please give me what I need! My husband can’t fuck me like you can!”


   


  My cock grew harder once again, a fact not lost on Jenny, and she decided to run with it full force.


   


  “I’ll do whatever you want, I’ll—ah—-let you fuck me without a condom, fill me up without protection, I’ll suck your cock, I’ll w-worship those big, m-manly balls of yours… I’ll let you fuck me in the ass.”


   


  I gasped for air, my cock surging with blood. Jenny had never let me anywhere near her ass, and here she was, offering it up to Frank, my boss, my bully, on a silver platter.


   


  “My husband will like that, I think,” she told Frank. “He wants to see you stretch my ass with that big monster of yours, isn’t that right, hubby?”


   


  I nodded, a grimace on my face as my orgasm quickly approached. I tried to hold back, to draw it out longer, but there was no holding back.


   


  “Oh god yes he’s about to cum, he’s about to cum right inside me Frank. One mention of your big cock stretching my ass wide open and he’s already cumming! I’m cumming too, oh yes, oh yes, yes, YES!”


   


  We came at the exact same time, Jenny’s body convulsing with pleasure as I fired off my load deep inside her womb, coating her inner walls with my cum. She rode me, grinding her pussy on my cock, enjoying every second of it.


   


  “Ahh fuckkk,” she moaned, the phone still clutched in her hand. “So in a f-few hours then? Good. I’ll be w-waiting. Bye, lover.”


   


  Jenny collapsed on top of me, planting a big kiss on my cheek. “Frank will be here tonight,” she grinned. “To fuck my brains out.”


   


  I swallowed, a big lump in my throat. This was it. Everything I’ve ever wanted… and I asked for it myself.


   


  ***


  Chapter 9


   


  That’s how I ended up handing Jenny a pair of silk, black stockings, as I trembled with anticipation.


   


  “Do you think Frank will like these?” She asked me, a wicked smile on her lips as she slid them on.


   


  “Yes,” I croaked, my mouth dry.


   


  She looked absolutely stunning, wearing those stockings and a matching lace corset. To finish off her fuck-me look, she pulled a pair of high heels out of her closet, ones I had never seen before.


   


  Noticing my inquisitive look, she told me those high heels are from her college days. “For when I, you know, wanted to get fucked,” she said matter-of-factly.


   


  Frank was due to arrive any minute now. My old tormentor, my new boss, my rival and my nemesis was coming over to fuck my wife with his giant, oversized cock… and all because I asked him to.


   


  My heart leapt into my throat the moment the doorbell rang.


   


  “It’s him,” my wife smiled. “Go get him, will you?”


   


  I walked downstairs, my palms sweaty and my pulse racing. I opened the door to find Frank waiting there, a big grin on his face. He handed me his coat.


   


  “Where’s the little slut?”


   


  “Upstairs.”


   


  “Good. It’s been some years in the making, huh?”’


   


  “What do you mean?” I asked, puzzled.


   


  “Nothing,” he smirked.


   


  With horror I realized Monica could have told him everything. Sure, it would directly go against patient-doctor confidentiality, but then again, I don’t think she was supposed to sexually humiliate me either. He could have intimate knowledge about all my sexual desires and frustrations…


   


  I followed him upstairs, and I couldn’t help but notice how tall and strong he was. With his large frame he couldn’t help but brush up against the wall as he made his way up to the bedroom.


   


  And that giant of a men was about to tear my wife to pieces, I thought.


   


  “God damn. If that ain’t a sight for sore eyes,” Frank said as he walked into the bedroom.


   


  Jenny was waiting for him — on her hands and knees. Her dripping wet pussy, already glistening with juices, was staring us two right in the face.


   


  “Why don’t you get her warmed up for me, huh champ?” Frank said as he started undressing. I didn’t quite understand, so he spelled it out for me. “Lick her pussy, numbnuts. Get that thing nice and wet, before I stretch it the fuck out.”


   


  Jenny’s attention was solely focused on the giant bulge in Frank’s boxers. I could see her eyes light up the moment it came into view, and her mouth seemed to be salivating at the thought of tasting his meat once more.


   


  I took my position behind my wife, running my tongue up and down her wet folds. I had never felt her so wet before. She was absolutely dripping with juices. I stuck my tongue into her pussy as far as it would go, her sweet nectar driving me wild. I loved eating pussy, and knowing I was getting her ready for Frank’s big cock added to the excitement.


   


  “Have you missed this?” Frank asked my wife as he stood in front of her, his thumb hooked into the thumb of his waistband. “Couldn’t go one night without it, huh?”


   


  “You know how much I love that damn cock of yours,” Jenny replied. “Give it to me.”


   


  Frank slowly tugged his boxers down until his cock sprang out with force, slapping my wife’s cheek. She gasped and giggled, pre-cum already smearing her cheek.


   


  “God I love that smell,” she sighed blissfully as she nuzzled his balls. She started sucking on his nuts right away, eager to taste him, to fulfill her wanton desires.


   


  “That’s it, lick those sweaty balls,” Frank grunted as my wife lapped and sucked on them. “I love the way my dick looks when it’s resting on your face, girl.”


   


  My cock was as hard as a rock as I heard their dirty talk.


   


  “Don’t forget to lick that ass too, Dan,” Frank directed me.


   


  Jenny snickered with glee. “This monster will never fit in there!”


   


  “I like to keep my options open.”


   


  I spread my wife’s cheeks with my hands, her pristine, unused asshole only a few inches from my face. I had never rimmed my wife before. Never had anal sex, either. Too painful, she had told me. And yet there I was, eager to see Frank fuck her ass, with a cock over thrice my size. What a day this was turning out to be.


   


  I dived in. My tongue darted past her sensitive hole, teasing the edges, which solicited a lewd moan from my wife.


   


  “Oh god, that feels so good, baby,” she moaned, reaching back with one hand to grab my head. “Stuck your tongue in there, right there, yes, yess,” she hissed.


   


  I pushed my tongue as far into her ass as it would go, fucking her asshole with my tongue. She held my head down, enjoying the new sensations of being rimmed.


   


  “Fuck, you’re so tight,” I grunted between breaths as I lathered up her ass and pussy with my tongue.


   


  “Just imagine what my cock will do,” Frank interjected, causing the heat in both my wife and I to rise. “Do you think she’s ready for this?” He asked me, waving his behemoth of a cock at me.


   


  “I was born ready,” Jenny joked.


   


  “Good.”


   


  Frank took his place behind my wife, lining up the big, purple, bulbous head of his massive cock with her wet, swollen pussy lips. The moment his skin touched my wife’s, she shuddered in anticipation. She writhed in pleasure, pushing her ass out, eager to get fucked.


   


  “Do it, please,” she begged.


   


  “Why the hurry,” Frank teased her. “We’ve got all night.”


   


  “I’ve been waiting for this,” Jenny panted. “Give it to me!”


   


  “For how long?”


   


  “Don’t make me say it.”


   


  “For how long?” Frank insisted. “How long have you craved this cock? For how long have you had to settle for less? To miss what only I can give you?”


   


  “For years!” Jenny blurted out in frustration. “Since the last time, all those years ago! Not a day hasn’t gone by that I didn’t think about it! Now give it to me! Fuck me, you asshole! Fuck me with that giant fucking cock of yours! Fill me up like no one else can! Use me!”


   


  I was amazed by my wife’s lewd confession, and incredibly turned on by her wanton admission that she craved big cocks. I felt sad that she hadn’t been getting the sexual satisfaction she deserved, and silently vowed to make sure she had all the cock she’d ever need going forwards.


   


  Frank pushed forwards, the head of his cock splitting my wife’s small pussy apart. My eyes were glued to the wanton scene in front of me, wanting to catch every last detail, needing to commit it all to memory. I would never, in my whole life, forget that single moment when Frank finally entered my wife.


   


  Jenny moaned loudly, her breathing heavy and labored. Her face was as red as a beet, and drops of sweat trickled down her forehead. Her eyes were shut tight, her mouth hanging open ever so slightly, as her body opened up for my old bully. She reached back with one hand to rub her clit and guide Frank’s cock into her cunt.


   


  “Oh god,” she panted. “Oh god, yes, oh it’s so big, it’s so b-b-b-ig baby.”


   


  Frank had a look of determination on his face as he inched his way into my wife, taking his time to let her pussy adjust to the invasion. The big head of his cock slipped into my wife’s married pussy, and I could clearly see Jenny’s lips gripping his thick pole tightly. He was really stretching her out.


   


  “Holy shit,” I gasped as Frank filled her with his monster cock, inch-by-inch.


   


  “You see that?” Frank told me. “You see what she needs?”


   


  I nodded. Seeing my wife getting fucked, getting her body used by this giant of a man was the most erotic, most beautiful scene I had seen in my life.


   


  “Kiss your wife as I fuck her,” he commanded me.


   


  I kneeled in front of my wife, staring lovingly into her eyes. She, however, didn’t see me. She couldn’t. She was lost in her own world, her eyes rolled back, a dumb smile on her face. The sensations had overwhelmed her. I planted my lips on hers, kissing her deeply, the salty taste of Frank’s cock and balls still lingering on her lips.


   


  Jenny moaned into my mouth, and every time Frank thrust forward, she yelped, a mixture of pleasure of pain. I stroked her hair, kissing her and telling her it was all going to be okay.


   


  “Fuck, this bitch is tight,” Frank grunted. “I’m getting there… halfway there now.”


   


  “This is only HALF?!” Jenny squealed. “Fuckkkk!”


   


  “Hold on… here comes the REST!” Frank said, grabbing her cheeks tightly as he slammed forwards, ramming the remaining inches of his cock into my wife’s cunt with one rough thrust.


   


  “OH FUCK,” Jenny screamed at the top of her lungs. Her eyes focused on me, a hungry gleam in her eyes. “It’s so fucking good,” she grunted softly.


   


  Frank pulled his cock all the way out before slamming back into my wife, enjoying her screams as he did so.


   


  “I missed this fucking tight cunt,” he grunted as he jack-hammered his massive prick into my wife. He worked up a good rhythm, relentlessly pounding her tiny cunt with his huge cock. Every time he moved forwards, his big balls smacked against my wife’s swollen clit, causing her to groan with pleasure.


   


  Jenny’s breathing became heavier and heavier, her moans now low and guttural. I noticed her body started tensing up and trembling, and at first I was confused as to why, but then it dawned on me. She was about to have an orgasm.


   


  With me she could only ever cum from oral, but it was clear Frank was not like me at all. His cock filled her up in ways I never could, hit places I couldn’t reach, stretched her out and satisfied her like only he could.


   


  “I’m cumming,” she grunted. “I’m cumMMINGGG!”


   


  Her entire frame trembled and shook, and her moans became complete gibberish as the biggest orgasm of her life rocked her body. I saw her eyes roll back and drool drip out of the corners of her mouth as she became lost in a sea of pleasure. It was the most erotic sight I had ever seen.


   


  This continued on for what felt like hours, but was probably closer to twenty minutes. Frank kept pounding my wife’s pussy without abandon, keeping up a steady pace, intermittently slapping her ass and pulling her hair. Jenny kept cumming on his cock, over and over again, and soon I had lost count of how many times Frank’s cock had made her orgasm.


   


  “I’m close,” Frank finally grunted. “Come hold her ass open for me.”


   


  I followed his command, spreading open my wife’s ass cheeks with my two hands. Surely he couldn’t really try to stuff that thick monster into her ass, right?


   


  His cock was wet and slippery from my wife’s juices, so no lube was necessary. He rubbed the thick, purple head against my wife’s sensitive rosebud, and instead of recoiling, Jenny just moaned. She had been fucked into submission, and she’d let Frank do whatever he wanted to her body.


   


  Frank pushed the head of his cock into my wife’s tiny asshole, and to my shock, her ass opened up wide, swallowing the head of his pole. Jenny moaned loudly, a mixture of pain and pleasure.


   


  “It’s so tight, I’m going to cum right in your ass,” he grunted, spanking her for good measure.


   


  “Do it,” Jenny groaned through gritted teeth. “Fill me with your cum!”


   


  “Ahhh here it comes!!” Frank yelled as he came straight into my wife’s asshole. He grunted and groaned as he fired load after load of his pearly white seed into my wife’s ass, fucking her where I had not, pumping her full of his thick, gooey load.


   


  Jenny had another earthshaking orgasm as she felt Frank unload his cum inside of her ass, her moans reduced to pure gibberish.


   


  Frank pulled out, and his cock left my wife’s ass with an audible plop. The mess he had made was unbelievable. Her ass and pussy were wrecked, both left gaping wide open. Semen flooded out of her used and abused asshole, dribbling down her thighs, sliding down her wet folds, some of it drizzling into her wide-open cunt, the rest sliding down her legs.


   


  I had to fuck her.


   


  Frank left to go take a shower, and I took my place behind my wife. My own cock seemed small and almost insignificant next to the hole left by Frank. I slid my member into her pussy easily, but I barely felt a thing. She was so wet and well-lubricated from a mixture of pussy juice and cum that there was no friction to speak off. Talk about sloppy seconds!


   


  “Are you already in?” She asked me, and this sent a jolt through my body. Frank had done her so well, she could barely feel me!


   


  Her gaping asshole was staring me in the face, and the choice was obvious. I pulled out and slid my hard, throbbing cock into my wife’s pink asshole. It was still looser than her pussy on a normal day, but tight enough that my wife felt me entering.


   


  “How does it look?” She asked me. “What do my holes look like?”


   


  “Used,” I answered.


   


  “Good,” she retorted. “I love having my holes used.”


   


  The sensations were so overwhelming, I knew I couldn’t last long. I pumped my dick into her as hard and fast as I could, Frank’s cum leaked out of her with every thrust.


   


  “Are you going to give me another load?” Jenny asked me.


   


  “You’re damn right!”


   


  “Do it, cum baby, cum in my ass, cum in my ass like Frank,” she grunted as she rubbed her clit.


   


  I couldn’t hold on. I pumped into her one last time, with all the energy I could still muster, and unloaded myself into her ass for the first time. My vision turned to spots as I shot the biggest load of my life straight into her, my cum mixing with Frank’s. I fell backwards, gasping for air, my body drenched in sweat.


   


  Jenny curled up on the bed, her muscles and joints sore from the fuck-a-thon she had just endured. She laid on her back with her legs up in the air, her hand rubbing her pussy as she peeked at her used holes with a sense of wonder. Cum was still dripping out of her ass and pussy, and she enjoyed rubbing it into her skin.


   


  “I can’t believe that whole cock fit inside of me,” she told me with a eager grin.


   


  “Me neither, babe,” I answered, “but it sure did!”


   


  I figured this was the end for tonight’s playtime, as we were both exhausted from the marathon pounding… but Frank had other ideas.


   


  “Ready for round two?” He asked as he sauntered into the bed room, a towel casually draped across his waist, droplets of water still glistening on his broad chest.


   


  “For you, anytime,” Jenny answered with a smile as she spread her legs further, making her body completely available to him.


   


  I realized this was only the beginning… and things would never be the same again!


   


  ***


  Epilogue


   


  2 months later.


   


  “I expect this report to be the first thing I see on my desk when I come in tomorrow morning.”


   


  I groaned as Frank dumped a stack of papers on my desk. It was already past three, and this report would take hours.


   


  “But that’s hours of work! Why didn’t you give me this sooner?” I whined. I took an extended lunch-break because I had already completed all my tasks, and now this?


   


  “If you had kept yourself up-to-date on the file you’d knew this report was due today,” Frank admonished me. “Less whining, more working, Daniel,” he added sternly.


   


  With a deep sigh I resigned myself to my fate. Another night of working over-time. I texted Jenny that I wouldn’t make dinner tonight and started wrestling my way through the stack of paperwork. Around five Frank made his rounds to thank everyone for their hard work this week, a ritual he did every Friday-afternoon, before stopping at my desk to whisper something into my ear.


   


  “There’ll be a creamy surprise waiting for you when you get home,” he spoke so softly only I could hear.


   


  My cock rose instantly. He had dumped this workload on me just so he could fuck my wife without having me around! Another man might have been angry, or jealous, and strong emotions did indeed flow through me… but they were feelings of arousal.


   


  Since that fateful night when he ravished my wife’s asshole all night long, Frank dropping by to give my wife her much needed dose of cock became a regular occurrence. He’d spent the night in our bed two to three times a week at our place, and when he did, I usually slept in the guest room. I’d be exhausted and close-to-sleep after the first hour of sex, but Frank had the stamina of a horse. Jenny and him usually fucked the whole night through, from dusk ‘till dawn.


   


  However, they had never had sex without me in the house… until tonight, that is. I resisted the urge to go jack-off in the bathroom. It would give me some much needed relief at this moment, but I savored the feeling of entering my wife’s loose, wet, stretched pussy. That felt so good, I would cum on the drop of a hat.


   


  I took a few deep breaths and focused my energy on the dwindling stack of paper on my desk. The sooner I got done, the sooner I could be balls-deep in my wife!


   


  Six o’ clock rolled around and I was wrapping up the report when my phone buzzed. A text from my wife.


   


  “Dinner is ready! Hurry home ;)” It read. A picture followed, and my cock got hard so fast it damn near jumped out of my pants!


   


  Jenny was laying on her back, her legs spread wide, cum flowing out of her red, beat-up pussy, a big, satisfied smile on her face.


   


  Fuck. I dropped the report on Frank’s desk and hurried home as fast as I could… I loved my new life!


   


  ***


   


   


   


  Afterword


   


  Thank you for reading! If you enjoyed these stories, please consider leaving a review on Amazon. I love hearing from my readers.


   


  The rest of my books can be found at amazon.com/author/emiliasteele.


   


  If you want to reach me directly, feel free to drop me a line at emiliasteele@gmail.com.


   


  All my books launch at $0.99. If you don’t want to miss this deal, sign up for my newsletter! I’ll drop you a line whenever I launch a new book, and that’s it. You’ll also get an exclusive free short story, so what are you waiting for?


   


  ***
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