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      Thanks for checking out my bundle!

      If you want more hot wife sharing stories, please sign up for my newsletter! You’ll get an exclusive free story, and I’ll drop you a line when I launch a new book. All you got to do is sign up here:

      http://eepurl.com/Sxflv

      

      Happy reading,

      Emilia
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      Three hunters & one curious wife... what could go wrong?

      Wes is out hiking in Oregon with his beautiful wife, Ruby, when a sudden storm takes them by surprise. They seek shelter in cabin in the woods, one that is occupied by three well-built hunters.

      The husband offers the trio a photo shoot with his wife, to repay their kindness and hospitality, and the men gladly accept... and Wes will end up photographing a lot more than he expected!
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            Forest

          

        

      

    

    
      The Oregon forest looked absolutely stunning, all vibrant, lush greens and warm browns. The dense forest stretched out for miles and miles; a welcome retreat from my hectic life in LA. The only thing that drew my eye, however, was my gorgeous wife.

      Ruby was wearing denim hot pants and a tight, white top, that showed plenty of cleavage. Not a hiker’s first choice of dress, but Ruby always picked fashion over function. She was a model and an actress, so it came with the job.

      Technically, I was there ‘on the job’ as well. I was a cinematographer by day, and erotic photographer by night. I volunteered to scout out some possible locations for an upcoming film in the Oregon wilderness, but truth be told, I was really vacationing with Ruby on the studio’s dime.

      We met on set half a decade ago, and it was love at first sight. I’d never seen a more beautiful woman. The dimples in her cheeks when she laughed, the light freckles on her cute-as-a-button nose, her golden blonde hair that looked nonchalant no matter what way she styled it, I loved every single bit of it. To me, she was absolutely perfect.

      To my shock, she felt the same way about me, and after a whirlwind romance we got married, and the spark has been there ever since. I can honestly say that I am obsessed with her beautiful body, and immortalizing her fine features on film is my favorite past-time.

      She has entertained my hobby as an erotic photographer, although she’s strictly forbidden me from ever sharing my work with another living soul. Reluctantly, I agreed to her demands, and I’ve kept true to my word. I have, however, taken good care to preserve my work for future generations to enjoy…

      My hearts biggest desire is to photograph Ruby with another man. I want to capture every last detail of my wife’s face when she’s lost in the throes of passion. I want to see her eyebrows scrunch up as she’s penetrated, I want to see her eyes shut tight as she surrenders herself to lust, and I want to see her mouth hang open and her tongue dart out as she loses herself in orgasm.

      I can’t do that properly when I’m behind the camera. However, Ruby has always categorically rejected these fantasies.

      Until we took shelter from a sudden downpour in a cabin with three well-built huntsmen.

      Then everything changed.
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        * * *

      

      We had been so absorbed in our hike we barely noticed the skies darkening until it was too late. The tremendous pour of rain took us completely by surprise. Our tent was over a two-hour march away, and we were by no means dressed to weather a storm.

      The cabin was a godsend.

      I caught a glimpse of it in the distance right as the storm broke, the first thick drops softly trickling down on us before the heaven opened it’s floodgates.

      I grabbed my wife by the hand as we descended the hill, shielding my expensive camera from the rain with my body as we made a break for it. We didn’t quite make it in time. The rain was so heavy that it completely soaked us within a matter of seconds.

      We burst through the cabin door, my body heaving with every breath, having sprinted half a mile. Greeting us were three burly, bearded men, with cocked shotguns aimed right at us. My heart skipped a beat.

      “Holy shit, you scared the shit out of us,” the one to the left said. He was the tallest of the bunch, sporting an impressive, black, bushy beard. “I thought you were a damn bear! Cooper, why didn’t you lock the damn door?!”

      The man to the right rubbed the back of his neck sheepishly. “Thought I did,” he said. He was a bit shorter and stockier than his mate, with chestnut-brown hair and matching eyes.

      “Sorry to intrude,” I said, still wheezing. “The rain took us by surprise, and we ran for the first shelter we could find.”

      The men lowered their guns. “What the hell are you two doing all the way out here? Don’t look you belong,” the leader gruffed. His eyes traveled over our gear, and lack thereof, with a look of disapproval. His gaze lingered on my wife longer than on me, and when I followed his stare, I instantly saw why.

      Her white cotton tank-top had become completely transparent by the rain, nearly exposing her entire chest to these three strangers. Moreover, Ruby was bent over at the waist, her hands resting on her knees as she gathered her breath, providing the men with an excellent view down her flimsy top.

      “I’m a photographer from LA,” I said, flashing them my camera. I prayed it didn’t have any water-damage. “I’m Wes, and this is my wife, Ruby.” I grabbed her hand and squeezed it. She looked up at me with big, scared eyes, her hands rubbing her sides for some warmth.

      “We’re out here to scout out locations for a film, and went on a hike this afternoon… as I said, the rain took us by surprise. Our tent with all our belongings is a two-hour march west. Could we please weather the storm here?”

      “Storm’s been coming all day,” the man snorted. “Out-of-towners…”

      “We can’t send them out there, Gage,” the ginger-bearded man at the back said. “It’ll rain for hours, and it’s getting dark soon. They’re get lost.”

      Gage rubbed his temples. “You’re right,” he said. “You two will have to stay the night.”

      I swallowed the lump in my throat. Spending an entire night with three husky, well-armed hunters in a cabin in the woods, along with my scantily clad wife… this was a recipe for disaster.

      Yet, we had no other choice.

      “Thank you,” I said.

      Gage wandered out of the room, muttering curses and shaking his head. Not a fan of company, it seemed.

      “Don’t mind him,” the red-bearded man told us as he handed us a pair of towels. “He’s just a curmudgeon. I’m Sawyer, that’s Cooper, and you just met Gage. Welcome to our little cabin! It ain’t much, but it sure as hell beats being out there right now.”

      Cooper tipped his hat. “Hiya.”

      My wife and I thanked him for the towels and dried ourselves as best as we could, but our clothes were still thoroughly soaked.

      “Wait a dang second,” Cooper said. “I recognize you. Ruby, was it? As in Ruby Rixon? The actress?”

      My wife smiled sheepishly. Even in the middle of thewoods she couldn’t escape her fame. “Yes,” she admitted. “That’s me.”

      “Wow!” Cooper said. “Never thought I’d see the day! A bona fide Hollywood hot shot, here in our cabin! What are the odds!”

      “I’m no hot shot,” Ruby said. “But thank you.”

      “I’m a big fan,” Cooper continued. “I loved you in The Galactic Hunt! Tell me, I’ve always wondered—”

      “I’m happy to answer all your questions,” Ruby said, interrupting him, “but do you perhaps have something dry for me to put on first? I’m freezing.”

      “Oh of course, excuse me! Where are my manners!” Cooper said. He disappeared into the back room and came back out clutching some of his own clothing. “I don’t think it’ll fit, but, it’s better than nothing. Bathroom’s that-a-way.”

      Ruby and I changed into the hunter’s clothing in the small bathroom. My wife stripped off all her clothes and hung them out to dry. The T-shirt Cooper had given her was several sizes too big. If you glanced down her top, you could see her entire naked chest.

      “What do you think?” I whispered as I got dressed.

      Ruby shrugged. “They seem nice,” she said. “Could be worse.”

      I nodded. “Scared the crap out of me though! When I saw their guns I thought we were in deep shit…”

      “Me too,” Ruby answered. “But they seem like decent folk.”

      “Do you think they’d mind if I took some photos of them? I’ve never seen men more quintessential frontiersmen than these three.”

      “Is that the first thing on your mind?” Ruby said with a laugh. “You don’t change, do you, Wes?”

      “Guilty as charged.”

      “No harm in asking. They are strikingly attractive, if I do say so myself,” she whispered. “Wouldn’t look out of place in a mountaineering ad, not one bit. All muscle and beard.”

      She stepped into the baggy camo-pants Cooper had graciously lent us. She had to hold onto its waist to prevent it from sliding down to her knees, as she was stark naked underneath. “This’ll have to do,” she sighed.

      Cooper and Sawyer had lit up the fireplace, and Gage was sitting in a chair, cleaning his nails with a big knife.

      “How do we look?” I asked.

      The three men burst out laughing when they saw the odd-fit of their oversized hunter gear on our lean bodies.

      “Like a bunch of clowns,” Sawyer grinned, and I had to agree with him.

      “Never thought I’d get to see Ruby Rixon in my camo pants!” Cooper said.

      “I thought you wanted to get into Ruby’s pants, not the other way around,” Gage grinned.

      Cooper turned a bright shade of red as the two men laughed at his expense. I detected a naughty smirk on my wife’s lips as well.

      “Place your clothes around the fire,” Sawyer told us. “They’ll dry faster that way. Bathroom gets cold at night, they’ll still be soaking wet come morn.”

      We followed his suggestion, and a few minutes later we were all sitting huddled around the flames, my wife’s bright red panties and bra front and center for everyone to ogle.

      Cooper quizzed my wife on her acting career, while I took the moment to check the state of my camera. To my relief it still seemed to be in full working order.

      At the time I had no idea that my innocent question for some photographs was going to forever alter the course of my marriage…
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      “Do you mind if I take some photographs?” I asked Gage.

      He frowned and shook his head. “I’m not looking to get ‘discovered’, city boy.”

      “They’re just for my personal collection,” I said. “The least you can let me do is repay your hospitality with some nice photographs.”

      “Come on, don’t be a prick,” Sawyer said on my behalf. “Let the man fiddle if he wants to. What’s the harm?”

      Gage stroked his thick, bushy beard thoughtfully, looking down at me with dark eyes bristling with contempt.

      “Fine,” he grumbled. “But no one gets to see them except for me, is that clear?”

      “Affirmative,” I said.

      I’d dealt with men like Gage in the past, though none had his intimidating posture and menacing stare. A little sweet-talking is usually all it took to get any person in front of my lens, and luckily, Gage was no different.

      Despite his comments, he very well could be ‘discovered’. He had a very distinctive, ruggedly attractive face. Perfect for the role of a motorcycle gang president in a movie. With his nearly seven feet tall frame, broad shoulders and impressive beard, he totally fit the part.

      I didn’t mention this to him, of course. For some reason I didn’t think he’d take it as a compliment.

      I snapped some photos of him while he did his best to ignore me.

      “Hiya, Wes,” Cooper said, waving at me. “How about a picture of me and Ruby? No one else is going to believe me otherwise! I mean, if you don’t mind?”

      Ruby smiled. “No problem, Coop.”

      Cooper smiled broadly, a wide, ear-to-ear smile. “This is amazing,” he grinned. I loved seeing the boyish excitement in this giant man, just because he’s seen my wife on the silver screen.

      “Sit on his lap,” I instructed my wife. “He’s too tall to get you two in the same frame.”

      This was a half-truth. I could’ve made it work, but I also wanted to see my wife sit on the man’s lap.

      Ruby looked at me, furrowing her eyebrows for a split second before she agreed. “Okay, if you say so,” she said as she sat down on Cooper’s lap.

      His big grin got even wider now that the object of his affection was sitting on his knee.

      “Don’t be afraid to hold her,” I instructed him. “Grab her waist.”

      Cooper did as I instructed him, carefully placing his hand on my wife’s side.

      “That’s it, don’t be shy,” I said as I snapped some photographs. “That’s it. Perfect. Now look at each other.”

      I knew Cooper just wanted a simple picture proving that they’d met, but I wasn’t going to let this chance go to waste. I made them pose in several different ways, making the most out of the opportunity.

      Sawyer and Gage watched me work with interest, and from their lifted eyebrows I felt something resembling respect. I knew that these were men who worked with their hands, and to them, I was probably just a Hollywood phony, a charlatan, so gaining their respect made me feel proud of my line of work.

      I instructed Ruby to rest her back against Cooper’s chest and look off into the distance. She followed my command without question — not realizing that Cooper could now see right down her shirt, getting an eyeful of her luscious, full orbs. He turned as red as a beet, glancing nervously at me, his eyes gleaming with guilt, but I didn’t react at all.

      Outwardly, that is. On the inside I was getting more aroused by the second. I finally was getting my wife to pose with another man… the perfect time to push my luck and see what would happen.

      “Perfect,” I croaked. “Sawyer, do you want to be next?”

      The red-haired man looked at me quizzically. What had just happened wasn’t lost on him or Gage. “Alright, if that’s what you want,” he said as he got up. “Move, Coop.”

      Reluctantly, Cooper let go off my wife, and Sawyer took his place in the wooden-chair. He grabbed my wife by the waist and pulled her onto his lap, his hands holding her sides tightly. Sawyer wasn’t as shy as his friend.

      Ruby rolled her eyes at me. “Turning this into one of your photo shoots again?”

      “Just roll with it,” I said as I took their picture.

      “Fine,” Ruby said with a playful smirk, wiggling her bottom into Sawyer’s lap. The red-haired men rested his hands on her stomach, holding her petite frame pressed tightly against his, and I saw the gleam of excitement appearing in my wife’s eye.

      I knew that look all too well. She pretended like she was doing this to humor me, but I knew her better than that. She was an exhibitionist at heart. After all, she was a model and an actress.

      Sawyer wasn’t coy at all about glancing down her shirt to ogle her fine breasts. He even tugged at the bottom of her shirt so that the collar of her shirt opened wider, providing him with a better view.

      When Ruby realized what was going on, she swatted his hands away, her cheeks rosy. “Hey, cut it out!” She protested, but with a smile.

      Gage’s turn was next… but he had no intention of playing by the rules.
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      “Good,” I said, my mouth dry. “Excellent. Gage, it’s your turn.”

      The tall man got up with a grunt. He sat down in the chair and pulled my wife onto his lap, looking at me with dark, brooding eyes. My heart skipped a beat as he stared directly into my soul. Gage wasn’t going to play as nice as his two mates had… and the thought made my erection throb. He held my wife tightly, pressing her down onto his lap.

      “I don’t get it,” he said, his voice a low grumble. “What’s my… whatchamacallit… motivation here?”

      “Your motivation for this ‘shoot?  Uhm, you two are… long lost lovers… and now you’re finally re-united. Does that work for you?”

      “Long lost lovers, huh?” Gage said, sliding his hand under Ruby’s shirt, resting it on her flat stomach. “I could see that.”

      My wife looked at me, her eyes big with concern. I nodded and continued shooting pictures, my cock straining against the fabric of my pants.

      Gage lifted my wife by the waist as if she was weightless and turned her around, so that she was now straddling his lap, facing him. “Your ass was pressing into my cock too much,” he said with a snarl, making his two mates laugh.

      I couldn’t believe this was finally happening. I’d asked my wife to sit in Gage’s lap, and he was going to milk this opportunity for all it was worth.

      He rested his hands on her naked lower back, the crack of her ass clearly visible to me now. Her clothing was a few sizes too big, so any moment his could slide down and cup a full feel of her ass…

      “That’s quite a sight,” he grunted as he looked down her top. I walked around the couple so that I could photograph them from the back, with Ruby facing me.

      The look on Ruby’s face made me stop dead in my tracks.

      I knew that look all too well.

      It was the look of pure arousal.

      She was staring at me through half-open eyelids, her mouth hanging open, her body heaving up and down with every breath. Her baby blue eyes were filled with lust.

      If I wanted to put a stop to this, I had to do it now. Now. If I hesitated, I could very well be surrendering my barely dressed wife to three burly huntsmen.

      I swallowed the large lump in my throat, my hands shaking so much I could barely keep the camera steady. “That’s it,” I said, my voice barely a whisper. “Look at the camera.”

      I could see down her top as well, her large breasts clearly visible, just begging to be touched. What happened next made me question if I was dreaming.

      Without hesitation Gage stuck his hand up her shirt and squeezed her right breast roughly, his dirty fingers digging into her soft, white skin. “Nice tits,” he said as he molested my wife, rolling her breast around in his hand.

      Ruby didn’t move a muscle to protest. She had surrendered all control of the situation over to me, and I had conceded it to Gage, and he was going to take full advantage of my hospitality. He squeezed and mauled her breasts, pinching and tugging at her rock-hard nipples.

      “Fucking nice titties,” he grunted.

      I did the only thing I knew how. I took pictures. I snapped photographs of Gage’s grubby hands pawing at my wife’s chest, his fingers digging into her skin, this thumbs pulling at her sensitive nipples.

      Sawyer and Cooper were staring at the scene in disbelief. I felt that they were looking at me, waiting for me to explode in anger, but I acted like I was none the wiser.

      I saw that Gage’s other hand had slipped into the back of her oversized pants, clutching a full hand of my wife’s round, firm ass. I was so excited, I barely knew where to look.

      “That’s it, take out my cock,” Gage grunted, and I nearly fainted as all the blood in my body rushed to my cock. Ruby had unbuttoned the bearded man’s pants, and his giant cock was sticking out the top.

      Everything about Gage was oversized, and his cock doubly so. It reached all the way to his naval, a big, throbbing vein running up its length, pulsing with excitement. It was as thick as my wrist, and as long as my underarm.

      No doubt my wife had felt that monster pressing against her all along, explaining why she was so extremely horny all of a sudden.

      Her hands rubbed the big, purple head of his penis, big droplets of pre-cum glistening out the slit on top, coating his cock in his juices. I could smell the strong aroma of his cock, the stench filling up the entire cabin. This men had probably been out hunting all day, and they smelled like it, but it was an aphrodisiac for my wife.

      Gage ripped Cooper’s shirt from my wife’s body, throwing it back at him, freeing her breasts.

      “That’s more like it,” he grunted as he grasped two handfuls of my wife’s firm, naked tits. “Have any of you two ever seen titties this nice?”

      Sawyer and Cooper shook their heads. “Hell no,” Sawyer said. “Fucking nice.”

      Cooper’s mouth was hanging wide open. He’d been a fan of my wife, and now he was seeing her stripped right in front of his very eyes. This wasn’t only my biggest fantasy come to life, but Coop’s as well.

      Ruby stood up and Gage pulled down her pants with one fell swoop. She was completely naked in front of not one, not two, but three strangers, her glorious body free for them to ogle.

      “I love a shaved cunt,” Gage said coarsely as he cupped my wife’s pussy with one hand, pressing his fingers against her entrance. To my surprise his fingers slid in easily, proving that she was completely soaked with juices.

      All the while I kept shooting pictures, one after another, not wanting to miss a single moment of this debauchery. I was afraid that if I spoke, I’d break the spell, so I kept quiet, watching breathlessly.

      Gage pulled down his own trousers and underwear, his big, floppy cock bouncing freely between his legs. He grabbed my wife’s thighs and pulled her back onto his lap, his cock pressing against her soft stomach, grabbing a handful of her supple ass.

      His other hand went to the back of her neck, pulling her mouth down onto his. They exchanged a sloppy, wet kiss, the sounds of their tongues meeting the only sound in the cabin, besides the flickering of the fire. Ruby moved her hips, pressing her wet folds down onto Gage’s thick, fat shaft, rubbing herself against him, leaking her juices all over him.

      To say I was flabbergasted would be an understatement. Ruby had never been shy, but I had never seen her act so wanton, so shameless so absolutely consumed by lust.

      I loved it.

      It’s everything I ever wanted to see, and it was happening right in front of me as I captured every last detail on film.

      Gage is the last man I’d ever would have considered for the job — a tall, bearded, dangerous looking man, but apparently, that was exactly what I needed for the job.

      “Suck my cock,” he said, pushing my wife down between his knees. If I ever did something like that Ruby would kick me out of bed straight away, but not Gage.

      No, my wife willfully slid down until she was kneeling between the tall man’s hairy legs. Her gaze traveled over this giant, pulsing cock with a sense of wonder, her eyes lighting up with joy.

      However, Gage had no patience for such an amazing moment. He grabbed a fistful of my wife’s golden blonde hair and forced the head of his cock into her pretty little mouth, her lips stretched to the max as she tried to take it all, and he roughly thrust his cock down her throat.

      “That’s how you treat a bitch,” Gage said to his two mates as he facefucked my wife, his massive cock stabbing the back of Ruby’s throat as he slid his length all the way down. “All whores want to be used like this, you just have to show them their place.”

      This man took more liberties with my wife within the first hour of meeting her than I’d ever done in the past five years — and I loved it.

      Tears sprung in my wife’s eyes as she struggled to breathe, but still, she showed no sign of physical resistance as she let this rough man use her body like a fuck toy.

      When he let go of the back of her head Ruby fell back, gasping for breath, strands of saliva dripping down the corners of her mouth.

      Gage’s gaze now turned to me, his dark eyes glimmering with twisted excitement. “You’re getting the shots you wanted, boy?” He asked me, grabbing the base of his cock and slapping the sloppy, wet head against my wife’s face, the dirty, wet sounds of his cock bouncing off her cheeks filling the room.

      I didn’t respond. I was too focused on capturing the sinful look on my wife’s face, her eyes closed in ecstasy, her tongue flicking out, tasting Gage’s sweaty cock. I entered a state of hyper-focus, intent on capturing every fleeting detail.

      “See, I told you these city folks are into some fucked up shit,” Gage said, turning to his mates. “I’m going to fuck his bitch, and he’s going to photograph the whole thing so he can jerk off to it the rest of his life.” His voice was dripping with derision, but he had no idea what a favor he was actually doing me.

      Sawyer and Cooper shook their heads in amazement — while they were stroking the giant bulges in their pants.

      “I’ll give him something to look at,” Gage sneered as he pulled my wife up to her feet and down into his lap. “Watch this.”
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      Gage placed the head of his cock against my wife’s dripping wet entrance, the bulbous purple head rubbing against her wet folds. Ruby moaned into his neck, her cheek brushing against his bushy beard.

      “Fuck me,” she panted like a dog in heat. “Use me.”

      I had never heard my wife speak so subserviently, so obediently ever before. Gage hadn’t even fucked her yet, but my wife was already acting like his whore.

      He grabbed her waist with his big burly hands and pushed her down onto his thick member. My wife screamed out, a potent mixture of pleasure and pain, as the biggest cock of her life stretched her beyond her limits.

      Gage forced her down, inch after inch, until his giant member had fully penetrated my petite wife, his entire 10 inch cock lodged deep inside of her. Ruby’s face was all scrunched up, her nose wrinkled and her eyes shut tight, her mouth hanging open, a small strand of saliva dripping out the corner, as she was pushed to new heights.

      “You love that real cock?” Gage grunted. His hands gripped the bottom of her ass cheeks, his fingers digging into her skin, holding her tightly in place. He lifted her up and slammed her down, using all his strength to pound my wife’s body down on his massive cock.

      “Oh fuck!” My wife screamed, her voice dripping with passion. “Oh God! It’s too big!”

      Gage used my wife’s petite body like a toy, slamming her down on his giant, throbbing cock, stretching her cunt wide open. Her lips gripped his length as my wife moaned deliriously. The length of his cock, as well as her entire inner thighs, were coated in a mixture of their juices. I had never seen my wife this wet before.

      Ruby’s face turned a bright red as she rode the big man’s cock as best as she could, moving her hips in unison with him, timing her movements, so that she was filled with his member over and over again.

      I was so absorbed in the moment, I even forgot to take photographs for a good five minutes. My wife’s piercing scream brought me back to reality, and I realized the moment I had been waiting for my whole life was flashing by right before my eyes.

      I needed a better look.

      I knelt down between Gage’s legs, holding the camera in front of my face so that I could get a perfect close-up of his fat member stretching the lips of my wife’s cunt wide open. His big balls were dangling in front of my face, trembling with every powerful thrust of his hips. They were the size of tennis balls, and no doubt filled to the brim with potent, viral cum.

      Without giving it a second thought I reached out and grabbed them, feeling the smooth skin in the palm of my hand, as my wife’s ass bounced down on top of them.

      “That’s right, rub my balls as I cum inside your bitch,” Gage grunted.

      “What the fuck, he’s really doing it,” Sawyer said behind me. “Just look at him!”

      Any last vestige of shame I had went out the window as I grabbed a firm hold of the bully’s massive balls, kneading them in my hand, feeling them pulse and brim with energy as they prepared to launch a gallon of potent cum straight into my wife’s unprotected cunt.

      “Oh fuck,” I heard my wife gasp in surprise. I looked up, my hands still holding the big balls, to find my wife staring down at me, her beautiful blue eyes glazed over with lust. Her hand reached out and grabbed my hair, slowly pulling me closer towards her.

      I knew exactly what she wanted.

      Ruby loved it when I ate her out from behind. Something she was embarrassed to admit, but I knew my wife well. Whenever we got drunk she’d ask me to eat her from the back, moaning about how she wished she was getting fucked at the same time. She’d deny this ever happened when sober, but I knew it was a deep-seated fantasy of hers.

      My wife wanted me to tongue her asshole as Gage filled her pussy with his cum.

      Ruby pushed my face into her ass, smothering me with her thick, round booty. Every time Gage lowered my wife onto his massive cock, her ass smacked me right in the face. My wife’s face held me down tightly, suffocating me with her cheeks, and I struggled to breathe. I had to time my breaths between Gage’s thrusts.

      I stuck out my tongue as far as I could, rubbing it against her sensitive, puckered asshole. Not even in my wildest dreams did I ever imagine such a lewd, depraved threesome ever happening, but there I was, massaging this bearded brute’s balls as I tongued my wife’s ass, every last inch of his unprotected, meaty cock stretching my wife’s tight cunt.

      “I’m about to cum in that cunt of yours,” Gate grunted, and I heard a slap as his hand struck her breast. “Do it,” my wife grunted through gritted teeth. “Fill me! Fill me up!”

      I felt Gage’s balls contract in my hands, his powerful orgasm only a few thrusts away.

      This was it. It was really happening.

      And I couldn’t be closer to the action.

      “Yes, yes yes!” Gage grunted, slamming my wife down on his cock. “I’m cumming!”

      My wife slid down all the way on his cock, his entire, massive cock bottoming out inside of her, filling her to the max. To my shock, Ruby pushed my head further down, my tongue gliding down the base of Gage’s fat cock, towards his massive, pulsating balls. They jerked and contracted against my face and without thinking about it, I sucked one of his enormous testicles into my mouth.

      “That’s it,” my wife hissed, holding me down firmly. “Suck those balls!”

      She’d never been so dominant ever before, and I had no idea where this was coming from, but then again, this was a day of many firsts.

      “Oh fuck, suck on my balls, faggot!” Gage grunted approvingly. “I’m cumming in your whore!”

      Gage emptied his big balls straight into my wife’s unprotected cunt. He fired rope after rope of his pearly white cum straight into her fertile, unprotected pussy, and I could feel his balls work and pulse against my tongue as they worked to fill her up to the brim.

      Ruby let out a prolonged moan as she felt the bearded men unload himself inside of her, his cock still throbbing fiercely. When he had well and truly filled her up he lifted Ruby up by her waist, his massive cock sliding out of her stretched-open cunt, slapping me against the face, coating me in a mixture of his cum and my wife’s juices.

      My wife’s cunt was left gaping wide-open, and for a second I stared in amazement at the damage he’d done… but then his thick, droopy load gushed out of her pussy, landing straight on my shocked face.

      The three men laughed at my expense as Gage’s load dripped out on top of me. I was so surprised I didn’t even move, letting it all happen. Ruby once again grabbed my hair and lowered her pussy down on top of me, rubbing her wet folds right against my mouth.

      “Taste me,” she demanded. “This is what you wanted, isn’t it?”

      I licked and sucked, my tongue exploring every used crevice, every inch of her flesh I could get my mouth on. She was right, after all. I let it happen, so it was only fit I be the one to clean her up. I latched onto her swollen clit, sucking it into my mouth, and flicking my tongue against it, licking her to an orgasm right where she stood.

      Satisfied, Ruby plopped down in a chair, holding her legs wide open.

      “Who is next?” She asked.

      I turned around and saw Cooper and Sawyer had both undressed, holding their massive, thick cocks in the palm of their hands. With a jolt of excitement I realized this night was far, far from over.
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      “I’m first,” Sawyer said, pushing Cooper aside.

      “Second, actually,” Gage grunted from his seat, lazily stroking his cum-covered erection. Even at half-mast his dick impressed.

      The ginger-haired man took his place between my wife’s legs, pushing her knees up to her chest so that her used cunt was available to him. He slid his cock in with only one thrust.

      “Fuck, you stretched her out,” he complained as he fucked my wife’s dirty, sloppy pussy.

      “Use her ass,” Gage said.

      “Not a bad idea,” Sawyer responded. He pulled out and placed his cock, now coated with Gage’s juices, at the entrance of her puckered asshole. I watched in shock as he pushed his cock in, splitting her unused asshole wide open.

      Ruby grunted loudly as the broad-shouldered man entered her ass. Sawyer was as rough as Gage had been, and he forced his cock into her asshole, his hands slapping her breasts red and raw.

      “Fuck, that’s one tight little ass you’ve got there,” he grunted through his clenched teeth. “Hey faggot, come here and lick my balls while I cum in your wife’s ass! Make yourself useful, huh?”

      As if in a trance I crawled towards him on my hands and knees, kneeling down behind him. Sawyer grabbed my hair and pushed me into his taint. I licked the underside of his balls, the sweaty, bitter taste of his sack filling my mouth.

      “Ah yes! I could get used to having you around,” Sawyer moaned. “Never thought having a ball-sucking faggot around would be so nice. Fuck, I’m going to blow already! Uhh!”

      For the second time today I lapped at a man’s balls as he came inside my wife. Sawyer pumped his cum into Ruby’s ass. I’ll never forget the sight when he pulled out.

      Ruby was lying down on her back, her knees pulled up all the way to her chest, while her used and abused cunt and asshole were both gaping open, a steady stream of cum dripping down both holes. Her eyes were half-open, a permanent, lustful grin plastered all over her face, while her tits were red and bruised.

      “Now that’s a pretty picture,” Gage laughed. He threw my camera at me. “Here!”

      I gleefully snapped a few photos of my wife’s stretched out and filled holes.

      “Which hole do you want, Coop?” Sawyer said. “We done ruined her a bit for ya,” he smirked. “Sorry ‘bout that.”

      Cooper stood in front of my wife, his hand wrapped around his firm erection. He wasn’t as tough as his two mates, and I could only imagine what he was thinking at that point. Ruby Rixon, his favorite actress, had been fucked in her cunt and asshole right in front of him by his two best friends, leaving sloppy thirds to him.

      “Come here,” Ruby cooed, opening her legs. “Fuck my pussy, baby.”

      Cooper gently lowered himself between his legs, and my wife grabbed his thick cock, guiding him into her sloppy cunt. He sank in, a blissful moan leaving his lips as his unprotected cock filled Ruby.

      “That’s it baby,” my wife whispered, her hands rubbing his back. “Fuck me. I’m yours Coop, I’m all yours. Cum in me baby, cum in me,” she said, staring longingly into his eyes.

      “Oh god,” Cooper grunted, his body already trembling.

      “Ha, are you cumming already,” Gage laughed. “What are you, a rookie?”

      “Don’t listen to him,” Ruby said gently. “You can fuck me whenever you want. Come visit me back in LA, I’ll let you fuck me every night with that big fat cock of yours. I fuck all my biggest fans, baby. My pussy is all yours. Do it baby, fill me, ah yes Cooper, oh you’re so good, oh yeah!”

      I was flabbergasted by my wife’s loving dirty talk. How much of what she was saying was true? Did she really fuck her fans…? Or was that a newly instated policy…

      “Oh god, oh god, oh GOD,” Cooper yelled, stopping mid-thrust as he came inside my wife — her third load of the day. My wife wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him in all the way, coaxing every last drop of cum out of him.

      With a heavy sigh he pulled out, leaving my wife well and truly fucked.

      “Clean her up,” Gage commanded me. “Don’t get cum all over my rug.”

      I dutifully wrapped my arms around my exhausted wife and carried her to the bathroom.

      In all our years of marriage I’d never seen my wife so lewd — or so beautiful. She was covered in a fine lawyer of sweat, the combined mixture of three men’s semen dripping out of her. All the while she had the biggest, goofiest grin on her face.

      “I just got fucked by three guys,” she said to me as I washed her, as if the fact was a surprise to her.

      “Sure did. How do you feel?”

      “Amazing,” she answered with a dazed smile. “So fucking amazing.”

      I dutifully cleaned her up, gently washing away the semen that clung to her frame.

      “Is this what you wanted?” She asked me, her eyes flickering deviously.

      I nodded. “Yes,” I said, hoarsely. “Yes, it was.”

      “I didn’t know you were bi.”

      “I’m not,” I answered. “I think. I just… rolled with it.”

      “I thought it was super fucking hot watching you with those guys.”

      “Likewise.”

      Ruby laughed, a warm sound that I felt all the way in my bones. I was happy everything turned out so well — it easily could have ended in tears, but we both loved every single second of it.

      “What now?” My wife asked me.

      “Well, we have to stay the night,” I answered. “And we’ll see what tomorrow brings.”

      “What if they’re not done with me?”

      “I’m counting on that,” I said, my erection pressing against the fabric of my jeans. Ruby noticed and slipped her hands into my jeans, cupping my sensitive cock into her hands.

      “Oh yeah?” She whispered into my ear. “You think they’re going to unload their fat cocks inside of me again?”

      She quickly unzipped my jeans and jerked me off as she whispered how much she loved being used into my ear. I came within seconds, my load dribbling down her inner thigh.

      After cleaning her up I led Ruby back to the living room, still as naked as the day she was born. Gage grabbed her out of my hold, easily hoisted her up on his shoulder and carried her off into the bedroom, one paw grubbing at her ass as he walked off. Ruby waved at me as she turned the corner, an excited grin on her face.

      “You can sleep on the floor,” Sawyer said, handing me a blanket before following his mate. Cooper didn’t look at me as he followed his two best friends into the bedroom.

      The heavy wooden door was slammed shut in my face, as the gangbang was set to continue without me. I curled up in my blanket on the floor in front of the door, resigning myself to enjoying the sounds of the bedsprings creaking, when the door was suddenly pulled open again.

      Cooper was looking down at me, hesitating for a second before he spoke.

      “Ruby said you are our, uh, fluffer… for the night.”

      I swallowed the large lump in my throat, my stomach fluttering. I was ecstatic she managed to get me involved… but apprehensive about being the designated cocksucker for those three tremendously giant cocks.

      “Okay,” I said, licking my chapped lips.

      In for a penny, in for a pound.
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      Ruby spent most of our vacation in that cabin on her back, taking one cock after another. With three virile studs like Gage, Sawyer and Cooper, there was always someone ready to go. My wife delighted in making me orally worship both her and the three men. It was a little uncomfortable at first, but we all quickly got used to it, and by the end of the vacation, they complimented me, saying I was as good a cocksucker as my wife.

      Not sure if that is something a man ought to be proud of, but strangely enough, I sure as hell was.

      That was six weeks ago, and Ruby has been insatiable ever since. She wore me out every night, and I could barely keep up. I had awoken a fire inside of her… one that my cock could not quench. Every day that I went home I mentally prepared myself for finding her in bed with the neighbor, a co-worker, a friend, or the paperboy… but that hasn’t happened. Yet.

      Today I walked into my home to find my wife primping herself in our bathroom.

      “Guess what?” She said the moment I walked in. “Cooper is coming into town… tonight!”

      My heart leapt into my throat. I knew what that meant.

      “B-but I have a meeting tonight,” I stammered.

      “You better cancel, because we’re going to need your mouth, mister.”

      I licked my lips in anticipation.

      “Sure thing, honey. Anything for you.”

      Ruby kissed me on my cheek. “You’re the best, babe.” She went back to applying her eyeliner, sighing blissfully. “I missed Coop… and that giant cock of his… you know, he told me he’s thinking about looking for a job here in LA… I was thinking we can let him stay in the guest room while he gets settled in. What do you think?”

      My stomach did a flip. I thought that if Cooper moved in, soon I’d find myself living in the guest room, as he took my wife over and over and over again, fucking her senseless night after night with his youthful stamina, while I had to resign myself to pleasing my wife orally… and perhaps Cooper as well…

      “Sounds like a plan,” I answered.

      One small rainstorm set us down this path… and now, there was no turning back.
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      Your wife auditions for a rap music video.. what could go wrong?

      Marcus King is a black superstar, the biggest rapper in the game. When Jeff sees that the black stud is having open auditions for his next video, he convinces his wife to try out.

      What the young & naive couple don't know is that Marcus has a taste for white, married women.. and that he's more than willing to share them with his whole crew.
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            Marcus King

          

        

      

    

    
      Jeff

      The deep, booming music reverberates inside my chest, but even that can’t drown out the sound of my thumping heart as I watch my lovely wife gyrate her hips in Marcus King’s living room, wearing nothing but a tight booty-short and an equally skimpy top.

      She sways her curvy body to the hypnotic bass, while King watches approvingly, lewdly licking his dark, full lips. The tight booty-shorts my wife is wearing leave very little to the imagination, but even that is not enough for the hungry ebony star.

      “Turn around, let me see you work that ass,” King says. “Slide them shorts down yo’ hips, girl.”

      Roxy looks at me over her shoulder, her bright blue eyes burning with desire. My mouth dries up as she hooks her thumbs into her waistband… and slowly slides her shorts down her round, lovely hips. It had been my idea — Roxy loves to dance, and I’m a big fan of King — but as I watch the black star reach out and slap my wife’s barely covered ass, I start to wonder where this will end…
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        * * *

      

      Roxy

      “That’s right, show me that ass, girl.”

      King’s words spur me on, his deep voice leaving absolutely no room for doubt. I look at my husband over my shoulder, my thumbs hooked into my shorts, my pulse skyrocketing. I want to do nothing more than slide them down my round, curvy hips and show King my pale cheeks… but first, I look at my husband for approval.

      The hungry look in Jeff’s eyes send a chill down my spine, and I see he is as eager for me to continue as I am. I flash him a devilish smile as I bend over at the waist and yank my shorts down to my ankles.

      “Nice,” King says, and a moment later my behind stings as he delivers an open-handed slap on my nearly naked ass. A wanton groan involuntarily escapes my lips, my hard nipples poking through my sheer, white top. I glance back to see Marcus sprawled out on the couch, and my eyes are inadvertently drawn to the giant bulge in his pants.

      “Come give me a lap dance,” he demands, patting the enormous bulge.

      I swallow the large lump in my throat.

      Am I really about to grind my nearly naked ass on Marcus King’s lap?
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        24 hours earlier…

      

      

      Jeff

      “Whoa, check it out!” I say to Roxy as I grab a slice of pizza from the box. “Marcus King is having an open audition for his new music video!”

      On Friday’s we usually get a pizza and veg out on the couch watching Netflix. It’s all we have energy for after a full weeks work. I show her the ad that popped up in my feed. It was a picture of Marcus King in all his ornate glory: His dark, broad chest bared, gold chains adorning his ebony frame. Neon letters pulsed with excitement, the text reading Do you have what it takes for the King of Ass?

      Marcus King is our favorite hip-hop artist. His catchy booty-poppin’ anthems are a guilty pleasure of ours. None of our friends have any idea that we, a highly educated, middle-class white couple in our late twenties secretly love blasting his records when driving. They’d probably be aghast that we’d associate ourselves with such a hoodlum.

      A common theme in his music is phat ass white girls. That description fit my Roxy to a T. She’s 5’9, with shoulder-length blonde hair, a big bosom, a thin waist and a big fat behind. When I first met her she was very self-conscious about her large derriere, but over the years I managed to convince her that men love curves. Now, to my great pleasure, she no longer tries to hide her greatest asset. Having Marcus King judge her booty… that would be the ultimate compliment.

      Roxy raises her eyebrows at me. “Me? Dance for Marcus King? Have you lost your mind?”

      “Why not?” I answer. “You’ve got moves.”

      “Yeah, ten years ago,” Roxy scoffs. “We haven’t danced in ages.”

      None the less, her eyes scour the ad, a playful smirk appearing on her lips.

      “Do you really think I’m hot enough for this?” She whispers after a minute. “He’s usually surrounded by super-models.”

      “Without a doubt,” I answer resolutely. “That song, PAWG? That’s written for you. You took years of dance classes. If anyone’s globes deserves to be broadcast around the globe, it’s yours!”

      “I don’t know,” Roxy says, but I can tell I’m wearing her down. “I admit it’s fun to think about, but, of course I can’t really be in his music video.”

      “I don’t see why not.”

      “Uhm, because of my job?” Roxy laughs. “I’ll be fired in a heartbeat the moment that video will air.”

      “I don’t think your boss can recognize you from your ass-cheeks alone, or do you have something to admit to?” I smirk. “It’s not your smile King is after, though that’s gorgeous as well.”

      “Suck-up,” my wife says playfully.

      “We can just go to the audition and pull out of the project afterwards … we’d still get to meet King, and your job won’t be in any jeopardy. What do you say? Won’t it be amazing to actually meet Marcus fucking King?!”

      My wife looks at me like I’m absolutely, off-my-rockers crazy, but my enthusiasm infects her. “Argh, what the hell,” she says to my delight. “Make the call! But remember this was all your idea!”

      My cock pulses with arousal as I imagine my wife dancing for da King. I’m not sure if she realizes what most music videos of him are like. The ones that appear on TV are heavily censored – the uncensored, uncut ones all feature completely naked girls being touched all over by the rapper and his crew.

      “Deal!” I say excitedly. “I’ll set it up, and tell him I’m your agent or something.”

      “Do it now, before I change my mind,” Roxy says as she fans herself with her hands, a cherry-red blush appearing on her cheeks.

      I dial the number as fast as I can, and a mere moments later, the appointment is made.

      “Tomorrow! At 3 PM! At his mansion!” I yell excitedly between breaths.

      My wife clasps her hands in front of her face. “Oh my god, oh my god,” she says. “I can’t believe you did that. What have we gotten into?”

      I wrap my arms around my wife, planting my lips firmly on hers, doing my best to calm her nerves. My hands run down her back, and I grabb a handful of her round, plump ass.

      The same white ass that Marcus King will no doubt have his big black hands on tomorrow. I’m not sure what girls usually do at an audition to secure their part… but I imagine King is used to girls pleasing him in every way possible. I couldn’t wait to see where my Roxy is going to draw the line.
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      Jeff

      The next day I pull up to the grandiose mansion in the hills, our small town only a post stamp in the distance, my heart already racing.

      “This is it,” I say. “Are you ready?”

      Roxy laughs nervously and squeezes my knee. “I am if you are,” she says, taking a deep breath.

      I park the car, my Nissan painfully out of place among the Bentley’s and Bugatti’s adorning the place, and I help my wife out of the car. Having no idea what to wear, we threw a bunch of clothes in a bag and took them all with us. Right now she’s wearing a short, black dress that hugs her curves perfectly.

      I knock on the giant mahogany front door, and a minute later, the door opens with a creak. I temporarily lose my breath as the one and only Marcus King stands in front of us, shirtless, a golden cup filled with drink in his hands.

      In the flesh he is even bigger than I imagined. He towers over us both, his dark, ebony skin contrasting with the plush, white fur that is draped over his shoulders.

      “We’re here for the audition,” I say, finding my voice. “This is Roxy, and I’m Jeff, her agent,” I lie.

      Marcus’s eyes travel over my wife’s body, drinking in the sight of her. “Nice,” he says with a voice as dark as coffee and as smooth as butter. “Come in.”

      The dark Adonis leads us into his house, and my eyes cannot believe what they’re seeing. His music video’s haven’t exaggerated his wealth in the slightest. He takes us to his living room, where a giant white couch dominates the entire room.

      “Care for a drink?”

      I nod. Anything to parch my dry throat. “Yes, please.”

      He pours us a glass of King of Spades, his own champagne label. I mentally take a note of how fucking baller it is to have your own label. He always drinks for free, basically.

      “Here you are,” he says as he hands us our glasses. “Cheers.”

      We toast and I down the bubbly drink, my nerves still jittering. I secretly pinch my arm to see if I’m in a dream. Sipping on King of Spades with Marcus King on his white, suede couch? What kind of parallel dimension did we enter this morning?

      Roxy stares down at the floor, her hands shaking. She’s beyond nervous. Marcus reaches out and grabs her hand, holding it firmly.

      “Relax,” he says. “Is this your first time auditioning?”

      My wife nods, her face bright red at this point. “Yes,” she says, her voice barely a whisper.

      “She’s a little nervous,” I interject.

      “It’s absolutely fine,” Marcus says, his deep voice calming us both. “Happens all the time. I’m glad you responded to the ad, Roxy. You’re absolutely gorgeous. Exactly what I’m looking for.”

      “Thank you,” my wife answers, tucking a strand of blonde hair behind her ear, a small smile appearing on her lips.

      “I’ll show you my room where I’ve got some clothes laid out for you. Take your time and come out when you’re ready. We’re not in a hurry, right?”

      “Right,” I nod.

      Marcus grabs my wife by the hand and leads her upstairs. I watch them go with my stomach in knots. He’s already tall, but compared to my petite wife, he’s an absolute giant. Every passing second feels like an hour, and my mind goes absolutely haywire as I imagine what’s going on upstairs.

      He’s acting like an absolute gentleman so far, but anything could happen when they’re alone…
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        * * *

      

      Roxy

      Oh my god.

      I can’t believe I’m actually doing this.

      I take a few deep breaths, in through my mouth and out through my nose, as I admire myself in front of the large mirror in Marcus King’s very own bedroom.

      There I am, a twenty-seven year old teacher. The head of my class, the valedictorian, raised to be good, religious girl… wearing high heels, a skimpy white top, fishnet stockings and jean-shorts two sizes too small with plenty of my cheeks spilling out, about to sway my body for a half-naked, famous black man while my husband watches.

      If my father or brothers saw me now, they’d be outraged. Hell, if any of our straight-laced friends knew, they’d shun us for sure.

      That only makes it hotter for me. I want nothing more than to grind my curves all over every inch of Marcus King’s chiseled, ebony body. My pussy throbs as I think about the two men waiting for me downstairs.

      It’s absolutely crazy… but I’m doing this.

      I walk downstairs, wobbling on my high heels, with a new-found respect for all the women that make it look so damn easy. Marcus and Jeff are talking, and I clear my throat to catch their attention.

      Their eyes both turn to me, and I can see the blood rushing to my husband’s face as he sees my outfit. Marcus nods approvingly, his dark, demanding eyes scanning my frame. He hits a button on his phone and the stereo starts blasting his latest hit.

      I saunter towards them, swaying my hips with every step, as I let the deep, hypnotic bass take me over. I’ve left Roxy the fussy teacher at home. This is Roxy the sultry sexpot, and she’s about to dance her brains out.
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      Jeff

      I watch with bated breath as my gorgeous wife strolls into the living room. Never before, in all our years of marriage, have I seen her look so striking, so wanton, so sinful. She takes every step with purpose, her hips swinging as she walks over.

      She stands still in front of Marcus, running her hands down her barely clad body. “How do I look?” She asks me with a wide, ear-to-ear smile.

      “Amazing,” I breathe, my pants suddenly a size too tight.

      “Damn right,” Marcus grunts. He reaches out and touches my wife’s thigh, and seeing his dark hand on her pale skin sends a jolt of electricity right through my body.

      “Dance for me, girl,” he says.

      Roxy looks at me, and I quickly nod. Yes. Do it.

      She runs her hands up her body, stretching them out above her head as she lets her hips do the talking. Rhythmically they move, hypnotizing both me and the ebony superstar.

      Marcus leans back into the couch, turning the music up a few notches as he appreciates the view. Finally, my wife’s years worth of dance classes are paying off.

      “Let me see you twerk,” Marcus says.

      My mouth is suddenly as dry as can be as I watch my wife kick off her heels, turn around and bend over at the waist in front of the dark stud. This time she didn’t wait for my approval.

      She shakes her ass, bouncing her big, white booty up and down, just like the girls in the music videos do. My dick is hard as a fucking rock. Marcus is smiling widely, and my eyes can’t help but notice the giant bulge in his pants.

      Holy fuck, it almost reaches down all the way to his damn knees. I know he brags about his “ten inches” in his songs, but… I thought that was standard braggadocio. I was wrong.

      Roxy turns back around, her eyes drunk with lust as she dances her brains out, our wanton stares spurring her on. Her hands travel suggestively over her body, and I nearly spill my drink when she lewdly squeezes her own tits, a small moan leaving her moan as she does so.

      Fuck, when did my wife suddenly turn into a full-on slut? Marcus watches on calmly, completely unfazed by my frenzied wife in front of him, like this is a daily occurrence for him.

      “Let me see your ass, girl,” he says, licking his dark lips. “Slide them shorts down.”

      Roxy’s eyes snap to me, as large as saucers and drowning in arousal. A voice in the back of my mind warns me, telling me that King is insatiable, and that if I allow her to pull her shorts down, there is no telling what he will do to my proper wife.

      A louder and stronger voice, the primal side of me, wants that to happen. I want to see my wife surrender herself to this big black brute, to lose herself in ecstasy, to easily and without question obey his every command.

      I nod, my lips dry and my palms lined with sweat. Yes. Do it, baby. Show him that ass of yours.
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        * * *

      

      Roxy

      I don’t know what’s come over me.

      The moment I started swaying my body to the rhythm, it’s like a suppressed, exhibitionist part of me leapt out and took full control. Jeff and Marcus’s lewd stares drive me absolutely wild, my pussy already soaked before I even started dancing, and the incessant throbbing of my clit makes it even harder to concentrate.

      I actually have to fight the urge to sneak my hand into my shorts and rub myself off right in front of Marcus commanding, intense stare. I can’t resist squeezing my own chest, however, a lewd moan involuntary leaving my lips.

      “Show me your ass,” he tells me.

      It’s not a question. It’s a command.

      I turn to my husband, desperately searching for his approval. To my delight, he’s as aroused as I am — visibly so. I can clearly see the outline of his cock in his pants, just like Marcus… only I’m certain Marcus is twice the size of my husband, if not more.

      Jeff nods, and I can barely contain my excitement. I flash him a wicked grin as I turn my back towards Marcus, hooking my thumbs into the waistband of my shorts.

      I tease them down past my hips, watching the effect I’m having on the two men over my shoulder. Their gazes are glued to my body, absolutely mesmerized by my curves. My mouth drools as I stare at the giant, throbbing bulge in Marcus’s pants.

      I can see the outline already, the shape of the head sticking against the fabric, threatening to burst out his pants. This superstar, this god among men whose probably fucked every model in town wants me.

      He reaches down and squeezes his bulge, and a soft groan escapes my lips. I want nothing more than to drop to my knees and wrap my lips around the big, bulbous head of his giant, throbbing cock and suck it all the way down, until I can’t breathe anymore, until his seed coats the back of my throat and I can swallow his thick, creamy load.

      My pussy throbs at the mere thought, and I yank my shorts down to my ankles, revealing my big, white ass to the black man. All I’m wearing now is a white, skimpy top and a pair of silky, black, see-through panties.

      I hope Jeff gets a kick out of them — he bought them for our anniversary. And now, I’m wearing them in front of Marcus King.

      Suddenly, my left-cheek stings, and the loud sharp SMACK reaches my ears simultaneously. Marcus slapped my right on the ass, and the pain travels straight to my core, making the space between my legs throb even harder.

      A wanton groan leaves my lips, and I blush hard as I realize I just gave myself away.

      “Come give me a lapdance,” Marcus commands me, patting his crotch, his cock standing at full attention.

      I take a deep breath. Am I really about to grind my nearly naked ass on Marcus King’s throbbing erection?

      Yes.

      Every fiber in my body screams out yes, from my flushed neck and rock-hard nipples to my pulsing, throbbing clit, aching to be touched. I fully realize I’ll be putty in his hands. The moment his cock presses into me, I won’t be able to resist his touch.

      If my husband wants to stop me, this is the time.

      I take a step forward, standing between Marcus’s opened legs. He reaches out and touches the side of my thighs. I wait for Jeff to protest… but I hear nothing. King’s hands slide up, and he cups the cheeks of my ass in his hands, his strong fingers digging into my soft skin.

      “You like?” I breathe, my voice a hoarse whisper.

      “Damn right,” he grunts. “I love your big fat white ass.”

      To prove his point he slaps it, the sharp sound reverberating off the walls. His compliment thrills me, and I enjoy the pain.

      He grabs my waist and turns me around, pushing his face right into my panty-covered ass. His stubble tickles my sensitive skin and I can’t help but giggle.

      If only my parents knew. They raised me to be a good girl, my dad instilling the importance of decorum in me, to the point where I couldn’t stand to hear about it. It’s all he cared about — what the neighbors thought of us.

      His good girl now has a famous, tattooed, black man’s face buried in her ass —- and she loves it.

      I turn to Jeff. He’s watching me with wide eyes, his mouth hanging open, and his hand rubbing the bulge in his crotch.

      Without warning Marcus grips my sides and pulls me down on his lap. He’s wearing baggy sweatpants that only provide the minimal of cover, meaning I can feel every inch of his black cock pressing against my barely-naked behind. I even feel him throb, pulsing with energy, and my clit pulses in sync.

      His hands roam my body, running up and down my thighs, and then up my shirt, the tips of his fingers rubbing against the underside my naked breasts.

      “That’s it, bitch,” he whispers into my ear. “Rub your ass on that big black cock.”

      If any other man in the world talked to me like that, I’d deliver him a swift kick in the balls… but there’s something about Marcus that compels me to obey.

      I rest my hands on his knees and grind my ass into his lap, rubbing his erection with my cheeks. I stare at my husband as I feel the black man’s cock press into me, licking my lips as I do so, and I can tell he’s besides himself with arousal.

      Marcus’s strong hands guide my body until I’m practically masturbating him with my ass-cheeks. He reaches up my top and roughly squeezed my tits, and I groan wantonly.

      “I fucking love me some white titties,” he says crassly as he mauls my tits, his fingers digging into my skin, tweaking my nipples. I throw my head back and squeeze my eyes shut tight, the powerful sensations overwhelming me. I forget all about the world around me. All I care about is the strong hands roaming my body, and the thick cock pulsing between my legs.

      My body is Marcus’s to enjoy.
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            Once you go black

          

        

      

    

    
      Jeff

      I’m amazed.

      Scratch that. I’m absolutely and totally freaking gobsmacked.

      I knew that Marcus King had a way with women, and I knew that we were playing with fire… but still, I hadn’t fully expected or anticipated that the black stud would turn my wife into his sexual plaything so easily.

      That’s what my Roxy is. Easy. She didn’t resist his advances, his inviting stare, his wandering hands for a millisecond. She hopped down on that big fucking dick as soon as she could, as if she was yearning for his touch.

      I got everything I wanted… and now, I wasn’t quite sure how to feel. Happy? Jealous? Angry? Aroused? Surprised? Betrayed?

      It’s a potent mixture of all, with sheer and brute arousal drowning out everything else as I watch Marcus lift my wife’s top up and squeeze her full, round breasts.

      For me her tits are a little more than a handful, but Marcus grips her tits whole, his hands oversized, like every other part of his body. He squeezes them roughly, even pinching Roxy’s nipples, and her reaction absolutely nonpluses me.

      Her nipples are the most sensitive part of her body, and if I so much as blow on them she pushes me away, shielding her pink nubs from my view. I only occasionally graze them with a kiss, and when I squeeze her melons, I do so with care.

      Marcus, on the other hand, mauls her breasts, his dark fingers digging into her soft, pale skin deeply… and Roxy moans. She moans in a way I’ve never heard before: Low, animalistic grunts, a guttural and sinful sound. The sound of a woman totally submitting herself to an alpha male.

      Roxy gyrates on his lap like I’m not even there in the same room, a mere few feet away. I’m afraid to make a peep, scared that a single sound might break the spell.

      I keep watching as Marcus uses my wife the way he sees fit.
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        * * *

      

      Roxy

      Marcus lifts himself up and with a quick tug his sweats are down to his ankles. I sit back down on his naked cock, his skin so hot it feels like he’s searing my body. I’ve forgotten all about Jeff, my mind occupied with one thing and one thing only: Ten inches of dark meat that’s only an excruciatingly thin line of fabric removed from my soaking wet pussy.

      I run my ass down his length, pressing my pussy down on his wide cock. I feel him pulse, and every throb sends a wave of pleasure coursing through my veins.

      “I’m going to fuck that white pussy of yours, with no protection,” Marcus groans into my ear as his big hands slip between my legs. I wantonly open them wide, eager to provide him access.

      He cups my pussy in his hand. “Damn, you’re so fucking soaked,” he says. “You’re desperate for my cock, aren’t you?”

      I nod, biting down on my bottom lip so hard I can taste blood. His fingers slide into my panties and they find my throbbing clit instantly. He rubs me rhythmically, every movement of his bringing me closer to nirvana.

      “Tell me, bitch,” he barks. “I can’t hear you.”

      “I want it,” I breathe, my own voice sounding alien to me. I’ve never heard someone so desperate, so horny before… until I listened to myself.

      His dark fingers dip into me. “You want what?!”

      “Your cock!” I yell. “I want your big black cock!”

      “Tell your husband,” he says, his one hand turning my head towards Jeff while the other was knuckles deep inside my wanton cunt.

      He knows? But how…

      “Tell your husband you want my big black cock inside of that white pussy of yours. I’ve been seeing you two exchange looks all this time,” Marcus commands me.

      Jeff and I lock stares, everything silent for a minute… except for the sound of Marcus’s fingers slipping inside of me. I can tell from the sparkle in Jeff’s hazelnut brown eyes that he’s as aroused as I am. We never fully talked this through, but a part of me expected, or maybe hoped, that this moment would come..

      Jeff had his moment to put  stop to it. My pussy belongs to Marcus now.

      “I want Marcus’s big black cock in my white pussy,” I say slowly, annunciating every word with care.

      Jeff’s eyes grow even wider, and his body trembles with excitement, as if he just had a small orgasm on the spot.

      Satisfied with my compliance, Marcus grabs my panties and forcefully rips them from my body with one fell tug. I yell in surprise — which quickly turns into a moan when the purple head of his cock brushes against my now bare naked lips. His head is already slick with pre-cum, the moisture rubbing against my wet folds, our juices mixing.

      For the first time since I met Jeff, another man’s cock is at the entrance to my pussy. And not just any one — the biggest and blackest cock I have ever seen. I’ve always used protection in the past, but Marcus… I want to feel him bare.
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            Well and truly pounded

          

        

      

    

    
      Jeff

      My eyes lock with Roxy’s. She’s hovering an inch above Marcus’s big, wide cock, the entire length of his cock glistening with juices that she’s dripping down on him.

      I’ve never seen her pussy literally drip before, but there she is, her wet, sticky juices being pulled down on Marcus’s thick shaft by gravity.

      She bites her lip as she looks at me, her blue eyes lit up with lust. I’m about to witness my wife being blacked for the first time, and by Marcus King, no less. Somebody pinch me.

      I don’t even care that he knows we’re married. All I want to do is watch him have his way with my Roxy, to use her like she ought to be used, to fuck her like she deserves to be fucked: Hard and without mercy.

      Marcus grabs the base of his throbbing member, flicking the bulbous head against my wife’s clit. Her entire body shivers and trembles as she groans wantonly. He places the tip at her entrance and guides her down, and without breaking eye-contact, my loving life lowers herself down on his thick, black shaft.

      The big black cock pierces her, and Roxy’s eyes shut tight, a look of pain flashing across her gorgeous face as the biggest cock of her life stretches her married pussy wide open. Her eyebrows furrow slightly, her mouth forming a perfect O as she lets out a prolonged, erotic moan.

      “Oohhhhhh,” she coos, “it’s so biggggg.”

      Marcus grunts approvingly as he lowers my wife down on his cock, inch-after-inch of his black member disappearing inside of her. I wonder how I earth that entire monster could possibly fit inside of her, but Roxy takes it all, all the way down to the hilt.

      “Your pussy is so tight,” Marcus grunts. “ Never had a cock this big, huh?”

      “Never,” Roxy gasps instantly. Her hands reaches down and cradles Marcus’s big balls, rubbing them gently, her fingers wrapping around the base of the cock that’s inside of her. I feel that she’s as surprised as I am that she can take the whole length.

      To my shock, Marcus grabs Roxy’s ankles and lifts them up high, so that her legs are high up in the air. This provides me with a picture perfect view of my wife’s stretched-open cunt. Her lips are red and swollen, Marcus’s big cock throbbing inside of her, brimming with energy.

      “How’s the view?” Marcus asks me.

      I am at an absolute loss for words. Never before have I seen something so breathtakingly stunning. I mumble a reply, my eyes locked to the wanton spectacle in front of me.

      Marcus grabs my wife’s ass with his two big black hands, the contrast between them extraordinary, and he effortlessly lifts her up and down his throbbing black member.

      I’ll never forget this sight for as long as I live.
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        * * *

      

      Roxy

      Never before have I been so well and truly fucked. All ten inches of Marcus King is inside of me, and I’ve never been so filled before. Every fiber of my being is lost in a haze of lust as he thrusts inside of me, lifting my ass up and his cock, carrying me as if I’m weightless.

      “Oh god,” I hear myself groan. “You’re too big.”

      “You can take it all,” Marcus grunts into my ear. “You love it.”

      He’s right. I love it, more than I thought humanly possible, more than I’ve ever loved any thing. I never want him to stop fucking me with that gorgeous, god-given dick of his. He stretches me wide and fills me deep, hitting spots I didn’t know existed.

      Through my eyelids I see Jeff is literally at the edge of his seat, watching the action. The fact that my husband is witnessing my corruption adds an extra layer of excitement to what already is the most thrilling encounter of my life. His eyes are glued to me, catching every movement, every thrust, every moan. Nothing escapes my husband’s undivided attention.

      Marcus places his hand on my pussy, his thumb flicking against my swollen clit. The stimulation is almost too much for me, and I let out a guttural moan. He flicks my nub rhythmically, and within seconds I explode with pleasure, my intense orgasm washing over me in ever-increasing waves of ecstasy.

      I’ve never come so hard and so quickly, but then again, I’ve never been fucked so well before. My entire body shakes and trembles, and if it wasn’t for Marcus holding me tightly, I would’ve slid right off his lap.

      The black celebrity lifts me off his lap and places me on his pristine white couch on my hands and knees. I’m so out of it I barely realize what’s happening, my eyes lolled to the back of my head, until he slaps my ass hard.

      I grunt appreciatively, and this spurs him on.

      “Yeah, you like that, don’t you?” He grunts as he delivers another open-handed slap to my derriere.

      “Uh-uh,” I manage to groan, my voice hoarse.

      “Are you my white bitch?”

      SMACK!

      “Yess,” I hiss. Anything to keep him going, to get his monster dick back in me.

      “Will you be back for more?”

      SMACK!

      “YES,” I scream, surprising even myself. “Yes, yes, yes, please, just keep fucking me, fuck me baby, please Marcus,” I beg wantonly, wiggling my naked and red ass at him.

      “Looks like you’ve got the part,” he says as he slides the big, purple head of his black cock into my slutty pussy, filling me once more. “I’ll let my whole crew sample your married white cunt.”

      Oh god.

      His thumb presses against my puckered, virgin ass as he pounds into me hard, my entire body shaking with every thrust of his powerful hips. Everything becomes a blur as I surrender myself to the best fuck of my life.
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            Destination: Poundtown

          

        

      

    

    
      Jeff

      I lick my chapped lips, my throat parched.

      Marcus King is pounding my wife from behind. All sounds seem to disappear, except for the smacking of his big ballsack smacking against Roxy’s pussy, and her heavy, labored breaths.

      Time crawls to a standstill. My universe shrinks. All there is is Roxy, my lovely wife, and Marcus King, the player celebrity, and their dirty, rough, frenzied fucking.

      As I watch the black stud force his thumb into my wife’s ass, I get flashbacks from all the dates we went on. The vacations we took together. The vows we exchanged.

      The way she smiled so coyly at me on our first date. I brushed a strand of her blonde hair out of her face, tucking it behind her ear, before I leaned in for our first kiss. Pure fireworks.

      I can still see her walk out of the ocean on the first vacation we took to Miami. She looked so absolutely perfect, the way she dried her hair, every inch of her bikini-clad body glistening with water, seductively sliding down her curves.

      The way she looked at me on our wedding day, full of love and admiration. I’ve never been more sure of our life together than on that beautiful day.

      Every last detail of those important days, those milestones in our relationships, are permanently etched into my brain. Now, I have a brand new memory to add to that list: The time Marcus King used my wife like a fucktoy and made her beg for his big black cock.

      The way she looks right now, with her brow furrowed, her mouth hanging slightly open, the tip of her tongue hanging out, beads of sweat dripping down her forehead, is burned permanently into my retina.

      I kneel down in front of her, my face only inches from hers. I can’t control myself any longer. I grab the back of her neck and kiss her passionately, pushing my tongue into her mouth. She kisses me back feverishly, our tongues intertwining, as every thrust of Marcus’s hips pushes her forwards, bumping her forehead against mine.

      “How is it?” I ask.

      “So good,” she grunts, her eyes half-open. “He’s so good, baby.”

      “The best you’ve had?”

      I have to know.

      “Oh yes!” She answers. “Oh by far, by far, I’ve never been so filled before!”

      I kiss her again, her admission only turning me on more. I’m happy we get to share this wonderful experience together, and as strange as it may sound, I’ve never felt so close to her.

      “Tell me, Jeff,” Marcus says, addressing me directly. “Have you ever fucked your wife in the ass?”

      My stomach flutters. Anal is one of my deep-seated fantasies, but Roxy was never too keen, saying I was too big… yet Marcus is double my size!

      “No,” I answer, swallowing the large lump in my throat. “She’s an anal virgin.”

      My admission makes Marcus snarl. “You’re telling my you’ve never fucked this big ass before?” For emphasis he pushes his large thumb further into her puckered asshole, causing my wife to groan like a bitch in heat. “Want to watch me take your wife’s anal virginity?”

      “Yes,” I croak. “Yes, please.”

      “Help me out then,” Marcus commands me, beckoning me.

      With a heavy heart I get up and walk up to his side. What I see there is so breathtakingly erotic, my cock damn near jumps out of my pants.

      Marcus’s cock stretches Roxy’s pussy out, her red and swollen lips clinging to his immense girth. His black pole is coated in her juices, and his thumb is halfway inside of her unused ass.

      The black star tells me where I can find the lube, and I bring it back to him, my hands trembling with excitement. Not only did I surrender my wife to him, but now he’s about to take her anal virginity as well — and I’m helping him!

      “Spread that ass for me,” he tells me. “This is going to take some effort. Get it nice and lubed up.”

      I squirt a healthy dose of lube directly onto my wife’s sensitive, puckered asshole, and she trembles when the cool liquid hits her skin. I massage it into her round buns, the tips of my fingers brushing against her rosebud.

      Meanwhile, Marcus’s cock is still halfway inside her pussy. “Get it in there,” he tells me. “Right in her ass.”

      For the first time in our marriage, I push my finger into her ass. The grip is tight, tighter than anything I’ve ever felt, but the most shocking thing is that I can feel Marcus’s hardness right inside of her. He flexes his cock and I feel it press against my fingers.

      That entire monsterous cock is going to be inside her virgin ass next. I have to see it to believe it.. And I’m about to.

      I slide my finger in further. Roxy moans, pushing her ass back at me. “Oh fuck,” she breathes. If I’d known she’s this into anal play I would’ve done it way sooner… but I suppose she needed a stud like Marcus to awaken her inner slut.

      “You’re going to be my ass-slut, aren’t you?” Marcus asks her, delivering a hard slap on her left cheek. Roxy grunts a yes, wiggling her butt. She’s more than ready — she’s begging for it.

      “Guide me in,” Marcus tells me as he pulls out. His giant cock bobs menacingly between his legs, coated in juices. My wife’s pussy is left stretched wide-open, and I gawk unapologetically at the absolute mess he’s made.

      I look up at him with a questioning look, and he nods in response. I can barely comprehend what he’s asking me. This celebrity, this musical superstar, this black giant is asking me to grab his pulsing, top-heavy cock and guide it into my wife’s virgin, unused ass?

      Filled with trepidation I reach out and wrap my fingers around his dark pole, touching another man’s member for the first time in my life. It’s hot to the touch and feels heavy in my hand, like a power tool. My heart is beating in my throat as I guide the black mamba up, placing the purple head at the entrance of my wife’s ass.

      His powerful dick throbs in my hand, and I can’t help but squeeze it a little. My fingers wrap around my own member easy as pie, but with Marcus’s thick cock, it’s a struggle to hold onto it.

      Marcus grabs my wife’s hips, commanding me to hold onto his dick as he pushes his hips forwards. My fingers brush against my wife’s ass as the bulbous head exerts pressure on her rosebud. With my mouth hanging open I watch her back-entrance open up, bit-by-bit, wider and wider.

      Roxy’s pleasured moans turn into pained grunts, her entire body tensing up. “Please,” she begs. “It-it’s too big.”

      “You can take it,” Marcus grunts. “Training white bitches is my forte. Your man is even helping me.”

      I help guide his cock into her ass, and without being asked, I grab his big black balls with my other hand. They’re damn near the size of tennis balls, and I roll them around in my hand, filled with awe. Marcus is truly a god among men.

      Roxy’s ass opens wide, swallowing Marcus’s purple head.

      “OHHHH,” she screams as her ass is fucked for the first time in her life. “Fuck!”

      “Relax,” Marcus insists as he pauses, letting her adjust to the feeling of him inside of her. “You can take it. Breathe.” He then turns to me. “Jerk my cock while it’s inside your wife’s ass,” he commands me.

      I follow his command without question, one hand cradling his balls while the other works his shaft. I’ve never jerked another man before, but it feels strangely natural.

      “Ah, that’s it, you give an excellent handjob,” he compliments me, and strangely enough, I feel proud. Marcus King likes the way I jerk him off!

      Roxy adjusts to the feeling of the big, purple head spreading her tight anus open, and slowly but surely, inch-by-inch, Marcus slides his member further in. He places his open palm on the small of her back, pushing forward, filling her forbidden entrance up for the first time ever. My wife’s moans grow louder and louder, her pain turning into pleasure.

      After five minutes he’s bottoms out inside of my wife’s ass, every last inch of his black meat inside of her. He flexes his cock and Roxy moans lewdly. Her groans have turned guttural and animalistic, words replaced by mere sounds as she loses her ability to talk.

      “Check this out,” Marcus says. He reaches around and smacks two fingers against her swollen clit as he simultaneously pulls out and slams his cock right back into her ass forcefully.

      “Ooohh GOD!” Roxy grunts as she cums right there, with his dick in her ass, her body trembling violently. Marcus keeps up his pace, slamming his cock into her with all his might, over and over again, causing my wife to have a continuous, earth-shattering orgasm for minutes on end. I’ve never seen anything like it. I’m left in absolute awe, absentmindedly still cradling the black man’s balls as he uses my wife’s ass.

      “Your bitch’s ass is so tight,” he bellows into my ear, “I’m about to blow!”

      “YES,” Roxy screams. “Cum in my ass!”

      “Ah, fuck, here it comes!”

      “Cum inside me! I want to feel it all!”

      With a heavy grunt, Marcus pumps his heavy load into my wife’s ass. His balls jump and jerk in my hands as his cum courses through his massive cock, unloading rope after rope directly into her well-fucked asshole.

      “Oh, I feel it, I feel it, I feel every drop, oh fuck, I’m cumming again, I’m cumminggg,” Roxy rambles, her body trembling once more as she cums, Marcus’s thick load sending her over the edge once more.

      He pulls out with a deep, satisfied sigh, her asshole gaping open wide. Cum seeps out and  dribbles down her thighs. I’ve never seen anything as beautiful as my wife’s freshly fucked, gaping asshole.

      Marcus walks around, grabs my wife by the hair, and to my utter surprise, shoves his dirty, cum-coated cock into her mouth. What shocks me even more is that Roxy sucks on it willingly, her cheeks caving in as she latches on, her mouth bobbing up and down willingly, tasting his cum, her own juices, and god knows what else on his black pole.

      This lewd, perverted act awakens a surprising need in me. Before I fully realize what I’m doing, I find myself kneeling behind my wife, my face hovering only inches away from her open, well-fucked asshole.

      Cum seeps out of her in a steady stream, the thick, white liquid having a strange and hypnotic pull on me. The intoxicating smell of the combined juices drives me mad with lust, and without giving it a second thought, I plunge my stretched-out tongue directly into her sloppy asshole.

      Roxy moans approvingly as I rim her, her voice muffled by the black cock down her throat. “Yeah, eat that ass, white boy,” Marcus tells me. “You love my anal creampie, don’t you?”

      All I can do is groan as my tongue explores her dirty, gaping, forbidden hole. I can taste Marcus’s seed on my tongue, the sweet yet bitter taste only fueling my arousal as I rim my wife like a man possessed.

      Unable to contain myself any longer I stand up, yank my pants down, and push my cock into my wife’s ass in one go. Her hole is loose, and I feel Marcus’s cum cover my dick on all sides. Imagine that, the very first time I’m having anal sex in my life, and it’s sloppy seconds! The one and only Marcus King stretched her ass so wide I think she can barely feel me, and his cum is rubbing all over me.

      Roxy, meanwhile, is gagging on the giant black cock that’s lodged down her throat.

      “That’s it, choke on that cock, you dirty slut,” Marcus says. He pulls his member out and rubs it all over her face, spreading her saliva all over her cheeks, before sliding it back into her mouth. “You’re such a dirty whore, aren’t you? Fuck, I’ll let you eat my ass next time if you keep sucking me so good, so we can see if you’re a good an ass-eater as that hubby of yours.”

      Roxy bobs her head up and down even faster, Marcus’s filthy words spurring her on. Just when I thought we had reached the very depth of depravity, Marcus manages to take it a step further and push our boundaries even further. My wife eating Marcus’s ass out? Her mouth, the same one that kissed me on our wedding day, willingly exploring the black celebrity’s asshole?  The thought alone sends me right over the edge and I cum in her ass, adding my load go Marcus’s.

      This doesn’t go by unnoticed. “See, your husband can already picture it,” Marcus grunts as he  pumps his cock into her mouth. “Fuck, I have another load for you. Open up wide, bitch.”

      Roxy obediently opens her mouth as wide as possible, stretching her tongue out as a target. Giving his black cock a few lazy strokes, Marcus blows his second load of the day, this time coating my wife’s pretty little face in his cum. I don’t understand how he can cum so quickly so soon, and have so much semen in his balls after he pumped a gallon into her asshole only a minute ago, but there he is, covering every last inch of her face with his cum.

      Satisfied, he sits down on the couch, stretching his legs wide.

      “Fuck, that was one hell of an audition,” he chuckles. “You got the part for sure. I don’t think I’ve ever fucked such a wanton little married bitch.” His big black cock rests on his inner thigh, the beast seemingly tamed… for now. I wonder how long before he’s ready for round three.

      Roxy collapses on the couch next to Marcus, absolutely spent from the barrage of cum that she had to endure. Cum is seeping out of her ass and dripping down her chin as she closes her eyes, a satisfied smile on her lips.

      Marcus commands me to get him a beer, and not knowing what else to do or how to act in this situation, I decide to just follow his command. When I walk back into the living room Roxy is resting her head in his lap, planting small kisses on his still engorged member as she stares at it with a look of sheer, unadulterated adoration.

      I’ve seen that look before. On our first date, and on our wedding day, she looked at me with that exact look. I thought it was reserved for just me. Now, I see that giant black cocks receive the same lovestruck gaze.

      Marcus’s hand is wrapped around her frame, resting on her white, well-fucked ass. The celebrity is on the phone, making a business-call, and when I overhear what he’s saying I freeze dead in my tracks.

      “Yo Thug. I got the perfect bitch. White as snow and with a big, round ass… and get this, the bitch is married too! I know right,” he says with a harsh laugh. “Fuck, she’s sucking on my cock right now. Check it. Smile for the camera.”

      He turns his phone towards my wife and she smiles, the tip of Marcus’s cock resting on her bottom lip, as he snaps a picture of her. Whatever happened to her professional need for privacy?

      “See, she’s game for anything. Let’s set it all up, man. Her husband? Man, he’s right here! In fact, he helped me guide my dick right virgin ass, I shit you not!”

      Even from a few feet away I hear the laughter on the other side of the phone. “Shit, you don’t believe me? Watch this. Jeff, come here man.”

      My blood runs cold. Despite myself, I shuffle forwards, my heart beating in my throat, my cheeks flushed bright pink. I’m still naked, and I cover my bits with my hands.

      “Show my brotha what your wife has to deal with,” he snarls.

      Utterly humiliated, I remove my hands. My cock damn near retreats in my body, and I’ve never felt so small. Laughing, Marcus takes a picture of me and texts it to his friend. The deep laughter on the other side of the line cuts straight though me.

      “See? He’s a proper cuck. He’ll fluff us all if he has to, trust me.”

      Involuntary I lick my lips at the thought of sucking off a gang of black men as they wait in line to service my wife. What the hell is happening to me? Yesterday I never would have thought this even remotely possible, but in the span of one afternoon, we’ve become enthralled by the power of black cock.

      Marcus puts his phone down with a deep, ear-to-ear grin, bearing his white teeth — and some golden and diamonds one, as well.

      “Congratulations, Roxy will be the star in the new Black Star music video… the raunchiest and dirtiest video to ever hit the airwaves. White America is going to flip when they see what we’ve got in store for them. We’ll start the shoot tonight. You hear that, bitch? You’re going to be a star.”

      Roxy moans approvingly as she laps at his big round balls, her professional career absolutely forgotten. All she cares now is getting more of those sweet, dark inches back inside of her…
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      Jeff

      Marcus King’s newest video, starring my very own wife in the titular role, is an incredible hit sensation. Titled ‘White America’s Worst Nightmare’ it’s his most aggressive and controversial song to date, touching on issues of race and class… but focusing mainly on interracial breeding, with my own Roxy playing the part of a white wife that submits to ultimate black power.

      She didn’t even have to act, because for us, it’s the cold, hard truth.

      I wasn’t privy to the shoot, so I had to wait at home all weekend in absolute agony as I imagined what Marcus was doing to my wife. However, not in my wildest dreams did I imagine what actually transpired. She didn’t come home till 6 am on Monday morning, looking like an absolute train-wreck. She was naked, wearing only a small overcoat, her entire body covered in bruises and lovemarks, dried up cum clinging to every part of her body, and a fresh load still dripping out her gangbanged cunt.

      The next morning, when she recovered somewhat, she told me that Marcus shared her with his entire crew… over thirty black men in total. She lost count as they used her like a cumdumpster, coating her from head to toe in black semen. However, what I found most shocking was her admission that she found the whole ordeal empowering. It’s something I still struggle to wrap my head around, but it’s what my wife wants, so who am I to deny her this pleasure?

      The next day I received a package in the mail. It was the rough cut of the music video — and when I saw it I came right in my pants.

      The video starts with Roxy all dressed up like a proper 1950’s house-wife, baking a cake and doing the laundry, when Marcus and his gang move into the house next door. Although frightened at first, she’s intrigued by their chiseled, ebony bodies, and stares at them swimming in their pool. She invites Marcus over with a flimsy excuse to fix her sink, and he makes a crude and lame joke about ‘laying some black pipe’, as he pulls his engorged, black member out of his trousers.

      Shocked, Roxy drops down to her knees… and wraps her hot red lips around the purple head of his cock. She sucks him off, opening her mouth wide for the camera, and from that point on, the video devolves into a gangbang as it shows the black men moving into her home and taking over as she serves them wearing nothing but a collar.

      The music video ends with a shot of her wedding ring — her actual wedding ring, the one we picked together — in a champagne glass, surrounded by Marcus’s crew jacking off, dumping their loads into the glass. My stomach flipped when I watched my wife grab the glass and tilt it towards her… the creamy cum sliding out slowly, dripping into her mouth… the final shot is her proudly fishing her ring out of her mouth, having sucked the cum straight off, beaming proudly at the camera.

      I masturbated more times than I can count to those images.

      Of course, no TV station would ever dream of airing such a lewd video, but it quickly made the rounds on the internet, and now my wife is a celebrity in her own right, the face of a new movement that embraces and encourages interracial breeding. Of course, her days teaching are numbered, but she doesn’t care about that anymore. Not now that she’s Marcus King’s plaything, and spends most days crawling on his hands and knees in his mansion, serving whoever he pleases.

      It was a difficult transition for me, that’s for sure, but I’ve learned to embrace it. My wife has never been happy or more satisfied, and in the end, isn’t that what’s most important?
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      You never thought it would actually happen..

      ..but a chance encounter with a perfect stranger changes everything.

      Mark and Kim are a normal couple, with one big secret: They love fantasizing about other men having their way with Kim. However, they'd never actually act on it... until they meet a tall and dark stranger at a hotel bar who is more than willing to take Kim hard and without protection.

      Will things ever be the same again after one weekend with a perfect stranger?
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      I approached our hotel room with my heart beating so fast I was afraid it was going to burst right out of my ribcage. My mind ran wild with thoughts as I imagined what my wife and that handsome stranger were getting up to without me.

      I grabbed the handle of the door, but just when I was about to turn it, a sound froze me dead in my tracks.

      A moan.

      I held my breath, waiting. Every second felt like an eternity.

      Another moan — louder this time.

      Ever so slowly I opened the door, not wanting to draw any attention to myself. The moment I did so, the familiar sounds of rough, hard fucking greeted me.

      SLAP SLAP SLAP

      My lovely, innocent, curvy, beautiful wife was on her hands and knees on our bed, wearing nothing but lingerie, as the hotel-bar stranger pounded her from behind.

      My dream had finally come true.

      My Kim was a hotwife!
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        Only a few hours earlier…

      

      

      “What about him?” I said, pointing to the good-looking waiter.

      “Stop it,” Kim laughed, resting her hand on my arm. “You know I only want you,” she said, softly squeezing me.

      “I know,” I answered with a smile. “Doesn’t we can’t have fun. We’re here on vacation, hundreds of miles from home, no one knows who we are…”

      “Don’t tempt me,” Kim warned me, “before I do something you’ll regret!”

      “Try me,” I smirked.

      This was one of our favorite games. When we were out of town, I’d point out all the hot men my buxom wife could easily seduce if she so wanted. She’d always laugh and tell me to stop, and remind me that she only ever wanted me… however, this always led to some amazing sex later, so I hadn’t given up on turning my prim and proper housewife into a bona fide hotwife quite yet.

      And that’s when he walked in.

      The stranger that would fuck my wife.

      He looked like he walk straight out of a fashion catalog, with broad shoulders and an immaculate jawline. His dark hair was tussled nonchalantly, and his piercing grey eyes caught my attention the moment he strode into the room.

      “What about him?” I asked, nudging Kim’s elbow.

      She turned her head and I heard her gasp. Her eyes followed him as he walked towards the bar and ordered a drink. My wife’s eyes twinkled naughtily as she took a sip of her bloody mary.

      “I know that look,” I said.

      “I only want you,” she repeated, but this time, with much less conviction.

      “Uh-huh. I’ll go introduce myself then, if you don’t mind.”

      “You wouldn’t dare,” Kim said. Her voice protested, but her eyes egged me on.

      “Watch me.”

      I strode towards the bar with my heart thumping like mad, my palms instantly slicked. I took my place at the bar next to the tall and dark stranger, and struck up a conversation. He told me he was in town for a meeting, and had nothing else to do tonight. I invited him over to our table, and he graciously accepted.

      My wife’s bright blue eyes were open wide with shock when I came back from the bar with the mysterious stranger in tow. I don’t think she thought I’d really go through with my scheme, but the night’s drink had given me a surprising amount of confidence.

      “Kim, I’d like you to meet Ray. Ray, this is Kim.”

      “Pleasure to meet you,” he said as he pulled up a seat next to her.

      She kicked me under the table, but her wide smile didn’t waver for a minute. Besides being ridiculously good looking, Ray turned out to be a wonderful conversationalist, and the hours passed quickly.

      As we knocked back one cocktail after the other, my proper Kim started getting bolder and bolder with her flirting. She laughed at all Ray’s jokes, touching his broad arms every time she did so. I had to pinch myself to see if I was dreaming. These kind of serendipitous meetings only happened in movies, not in real life.

      “It’s getting late,” Ray said. “I think the bar is about to close.”

      “We have some wine in our room,” Kim said, a drunk smile on her face. “Want to have one last night cap with us?”

      I could barely contain my excitement, even though I still wasn’t sure what, if anything, would happen. Did my honest and naive housewife just really invite a stranger up to our room?!

      Ray turned to me for approval, raising his eyebrows, and I swiftly nodded. “Sounds good to me. I’ll go ahead and take care of our tab. Could you help Kim up to our room? I think she may have had a little too much to drink.”

      “Of course,” Ray answered as he helped my wife out of her seat. She wrapped one hand around his waist, resting against him with her full weight. She had a cheeky smile plastered on her face, and I knew exactly what she was doing. She wasn’t actually drunk. This was a ploy so she could feel Ray’s rock-hard muscles.

      I watched them leave, Ray’s arm wrapped my wife’s frame, while she rested his head on his shoulder. Paying the tab took quite a while as the bar was closing and everyone had to pay at the same time. I let the other patrons cut in line in front of me, all the while my heart was racing like mad. Every second that I spent waiting at the bar was one second longer Ray was all alone with my intoxicated and horny wife…
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      After I paid our tab I took the stairs up to our room, the thumping of my heart growing louder and louder, until it was all I could hear. I approached our room cautiously, not wanting to disturb anything that could possibly be in progress.

      And then I heard it.

      A soft, faint whimper. I froze in my tracks, not even daring to breathe, my ears glued to the door.

      Ohhhh.

      My pulse shot through the roof and my hand grabbed the handle so tightly my knuckles went white. I turned it as slowly as I could, afraid that the slightest sound might ruin what was happening on the other side of the door.

      I slipped inside, and the all too familiar sounds of lovemaking greeted me.

      SLAP SLAP SLAP

      My Kim was on her hands and knees on the King-sized bed, wearing nothing but her see-trough black lingerie. I’d bought that very set for her for our anniversary. Standing behind her, with his pants around his ankles and his large, uncut cock inside my wife, was Ray. His strong hands held her round cheeks tightly as he pounded his member into her – without protection.

      “Ohh yess,” Kim hissed. “Fuck me!”

      Ray smacked her ass for good measure as he jack-hammered himself into her. Neither of them knew I was there, watching the action, a witness to my wife straying for the first time.

      I wondered how this came to be. Had Ray pushed my wife on the bed the moment they walked in the room, ripped her clothes off and pushed his massive cock into her? Or had my Kim seduced him by stripping down to her lingerie?

      I stood with my back against the wall, my cock pulsing with blood, my eyes glued to the wanton spectacle in front of me. I’d hoped that this would happen, but I honestly never expected that my fantasy would come true. Kim was the kindest, sweetest girl I’d ever met. Completely loyal and dedicated to me in every way. That’s why the thought of her desiring another man was the most powerful aphrodisiac to me. She’d have to be completely and totally consumed by lust to ever stray…

      Ray took a step backwards, and his massive cock slid out of my wife’s dripping wet pussy. His broad chest glistened with sweat – like my wife’s cunt glistened with their mixed juices. He wiped his brow with the back of his arm while he took a few deep breaths.

      Kim looked at him from over her shoulder with a crooked, sexy grin. She lewdly bit her bottom lip as her eyes drank in the sight of Ray’s gigantic cock.

      It bobbed up and down his legs like a predator, every bit as impressive as he was. He was twice my size and thrice my thickness, and strangely enough, that only turned me on more. I was glad my Kim was finally getting a good and proper fuck. A huge, throbbing vein ran up the length, starting at the base and coiling up to the purple, bulbous head that shimmered in the light, dripping with my wife’s juices.

      Kim hopped up and pushed Ray down onto the bed aggressively. She kneeled down and wrapped her lips around his cock, tasting herself on his cock. I could barely believe it – Kim rarely, if ever, did that with me, yet there she was, licking her own pussy juice of Ray’s thick cock. Lucky bastard!

      She then climbed on top of him, lowering her quivering pussy down on his massive cock. Her hands encircled his base as she placed the tip at her entrance and slid down, inch-by-inch, until he had completely filled her. She then placed her hands on his bare chest, her nails scraping his pecs as she rode him.

      “Oh fuck,” she groaned. “You’re so fucking big, Ray!”

      I inhaled shapely, and that caused my wife to turn her head. We made eye-contact, and for a second, she completely froze. I registered a myriad of emotions on her face all at once: shock, surprise, shame, guilt and unaltered arousal. When she noticed I was rubbing the bulge in my pants as I watched her fuck this hotel stranger, her lust won out. She flashed me a sinful grin as she moved her hips again, sliding down once more on that fat pole, moaning excessively for my enjoyment.

      “Ohhhh yessss,” she groaned. “Fuck me Ray, I need you to FUCK me! I haven’t been really FUCKED in so long!”

      Ray, who was still unaware of my presence, grabbed my wife’s round ass with two hands and started really pounding into her, rhythmically slamming every last inch of his cock into her wet pussy.

      “Yes! Yes! YES! That’s it, baby! Punish me! Punish my slutty, married pussy! Oh fuck Ray, give it to me, give me every last fucking inch!”

      I took a step closer, and Ray saw me, stopping mid-thrust. He looked panicked, as I’m sure he was afraid I, the jealous husband, was about to go ballistic on his ass.

      “It’s okay,” Kim assured him. “It’s what he wants. He wants me to get fucked by bigger and better cock. He wants his wife to be a slut for big cocks. He’s begged me for years to fuck someone else. Isn’t that right, honey?”

      My wife turned to me, a wicked smile on her face. “Tell him it’s what you want. Tell him you want me to get fucked by a real cock, like only he has. Tell him you can’t properly satisfy me. Tell him this is what you want!”

      I stood there absolutely still, at a loss for words. The drink and arousal had unleashed a whole new and very vocal side to my wife. I didn’t think she had it in her. Still looking straight at me she started moving her hips, Ray’s cock slipping back into her cheating cunt.

      “OHHH YESSS,” she moaned. “I love his BIG cock, baby! I’ve forgotten what it feels like to be proper fucked!”

      Ray relaxed somewhat, but he was still a little on edge, staring right at me.

      “I-I-it’s okay,” I stammered. “It’s alright.”

      He raised his eyebrows in disbelief. After all, it’s not everyday that a guy tells you it’s okay that you’re fucking his wife.

      Kim leaned down and kissed him, slipping her tongue into his mouth as she rode him. He kissed her back, wrapping his arms around her waist as he picked up his pace and started pounding into her again, my permission putting him back at ease.

      I heard them whisper to each other, unable to overhear them over the sound her ass slamming down on his cock, my curiosity skyrocketing.

      “No way,” Ray suddenly said out loud. “That’s impossible.”

      “It’s true!” My wife giggled. “Half your size, at least.”

      She looked over her shoulder at me, a mischievous glint in her eye. “Show him your cock, baby. Show Ray how small you are. He doesn’t believe cocks can be so little!”

      My mouth was dry as I fumbled with my zipper, my hands trembling with excitement. Even though I was mentally extremely aroused, surprisingly enough my cock was still flaccid. I pulled down my pants and showed it go Ray and Kim, and the handsome stranger couldn’t suppress a deriding snort.

      “Shit, you’re right,” he said, his voice betraying surprise. “What a useless little thing.”

      “I know, right?” Kim said, smiling at me. “His cock is utterly useless. He doesn’t have what it takes. That’s why I need your big fucking cock inside of me.” She reached back and cradled his balls in the palm of her hand. “See, even your balls are bigger than his cock,” she giggled.

      I couldn’t help but masturbate, their cruel words fueling my erection. I reveled in the humiliation, my deepest fantasy coming true.

      “See, he’s playing with it,” Kim snorted. “Jack that little thing, hubby!”

      “Fuck, you’re one kinky bitch,” Ray said.

      “Damn right I am,” Kim snarled. “Now fill me up with your cum!”

      Ray picked up his pace and pounded my wife as she massaged his balls and taint, coaxing his cum out. Kim egged him, begging for his cum, and he quickly went over the edge, filling her with his potent seed.

      “Fuck yes! I feel it! Fill me baby! Give it to me!”

      When Kim lifted herself off his member his cum dripped out her cunt, long, white, gooey strands smearing the sheets. “That’s your side of the bed,” she said to me as she wiped the cum off her legs with one of my good shirts.

      She then turned to Ray. “What are you still here for?” She said.

      I have no idea where this aggressive and dominant side of my wife has been for the last few years, but I was absolutely loving it!

      Ray left, but not before giving my wife his phone number.

      With him gone I wanted to reclaim my wife… but unfortunately for me, Kim had different ideas. I grabbed her hips, but she stopped me.

      “I’m sore, baby,” she said. “Maybe after you lick me.”

      I barely believed what I was hearing. After watching my wife with a stranger, eating a load out of her fucked cunt was my other major fantasy…

      I crawled between her legs, kissing my way down. She opened her thighs up wide for me, and the potent smell of another man’s cum hit me like a brick wall. I could practically already taste the bitter, creamy load on my tongue… and my mouth started to water.

      “Tell me what happened,” I said as I kissed her inner thigh, getting closer and closer to the prize. “Tell me everything. What did I miss?”

      “Mmmm… I took Ray to our room and I went to the bathroom and stripped right down to my lingerie… mmm yes, right there baby… oh fuck lick my clit… oh yes… I was only planning to dance a little for him… I wanted you to walk in while I was giving him a lapdance, rile you up a bit… nothing more, really… oh yes, how do I taste, baby?”

      “Fucking amazing,” I growled into her sloppy pussy as I licked her with long strokes.

      “Mhmmm… you should have seen the look on his face, baby… he was stunned… couldn’t believe it… he even tried to leave, afraid you would kick his ass, but I pushed him down on the bed and parked my ass right in his lap… can you believe that, baby? Your proper wifey pushing a stranger down so she could feel his hard cock through his pants?”

      “Mmmhm,” I said, my voice muffled.

      “Oh fuck, that’s it, lick my clit, suck on it,” she said as she grabbed my hair and held my head down. “Ahh yes! I ground myself against him, feeling his cock grow… and it was just so fucking big, I couldn’t believe it… his hands started groping me, and before I knew it he was kneading my tits and kissing my neck, and next thing his hands were inside my knickers, fingers-deep inside my wet cunt… my slutty, cheating, cum-filled cunt…”

      “Go on,” I begged.

      “Mmm.. He then threw me on the bed and yanked my panties down and then he was suddenly inside of me, stretching me, filling me… I didn’t think about using a condom or anything… it felt so good have another bare cock inside of me…”

      I flicked my tongue against her swollen clit, bringing my wife closer and closer to orgasm.

      “I lost all control, and it felt so good, honey… if I had known how good it was, I’d have cheated on you a lot sooner.”

      My cock sprang to full attention at those words, my mouth doubling down on her sloppy, wet pussy.

      “Mmm… ohhh… then I saw you and… I just felt this… power… run through me… I realized I controlled you both… my pussy controlled you and Ray… and I gave you what you want… right?”

      “Right,” I said. “Absolutely.”

      “You’re such a good husband,” she moaned. “Cleaning my sloppy pussy… I can’t wait what the girls at the country club will say when I tell them I finally gave you the creampie you’ve always wanted.”

      I froze. “You’ll tell them? Wait, they knew about that?”

      “Of course,” Kim giggled. “We tell each other everything. Don’t look so surprised. Beth’s husband likes to be pegged, and Marnie’s husband can only get off when he’s sucking on her toes… you’re hardly the talk of the town, hun.”

      I could already feel my heart palpitate as I thought about facing my wife’s friends. The thought of them laughing at me behind my back only made me harder.

      I re-doubled my efforts, and soon my wife was bucking against me as I brought her to orgasm. I quickly sat up and slid my hard cock into her. She kissed me passionately, our tongues intertwining as I fucked her with a frenzy.

      My orgasm came all too soon, the pure eroticism overwhelming all my senses. I came harder than I’ve ever had before — my vision was reduced to black spots as my entire body trembled. I collapsed on top of my wife, and that’s how we slept, entwined and exhausted, knowing that this was only the beginning of our vacation…
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      Kim and I talked the night’s event over the next morning — and soon we were fucking again, with her on top as she whispered how much she loved Ray’s big fat cock into my ear, promising me she was going to spend the rest of our vacation sucking him completely dry.

      We were both absolutely consumed by lust, and we fucked three more times that afternoon before we finally made it out of our hotel room. It felt like we were teenagers again, as her pussy was permanently soaked, and my cock was as hard as a rock all day long. We couldn’t stop touching each other, not even in public, and we attracted quite a few disapproving stares from the other guests as we kissed passionately without a care in the world in the lobby.

      We both knew it was only a matter of time before Ray would dump another load inside of her.  That evening we went up to his room after dinner, and I knocked on his door.

      He opened quickly, not surprised to see us in the slightest.

      “Back for more, huh?” He said, crassly grabbing his crotch.

      This time he was definitely cockier. Having fucked a man’s wife in front of him inflated his ego, and how he was more than ready to play the part of the stud.

      Kim walked in, brushing past him, and I followed suit.

      “Take off my pants,” Ray said to me. “I need to know you’re cool with this… so I want you to take out my cock.”

      I looked up at him in shock. His attitude came out of left-field for me, but Kim was smiling broadly. “Excellent idea. Go ahead, hubby,” she waved her hand at me. “Take out the big man’s penis.”

      Utterly humiliated I unbuckled and unzipped Ray’s pants. With trembling hands I pulled his pants and boxers down and his big cock sprang out, brushing against me, his pre-cum leaving a stain on my good shirt.

      “I want to see you hold it,” Kim said, her words making my blood run cold. “I want you to know what it feels like to hold such a big cock.”

      It wasn’t a question — it was a command.

      I didn’t dare to make eye contact with either of them as I obediently wrapped my fingers around his thick pole. His skin was hot, and his cock felt heavy in the palm of my hand.

      “Fuck, you’ve got your bitch trained well,” Ray said, adding to my humiliation. “That’s it, pump that cock, you limp-dicked faggot.”

      With my cheeks burning bright red I masturbated the stranger, staring at the massive cock in my hands.

      “Kneel down,” he said. “Let’s see if you suck cock as good as your wife.”

      With my body trembling from excitement I knelt down on the cold floor, my face only a few inches from Ray’s massive cockmeat, the thick pole swinging in front of me.

      Kim stood next to Ray, her cheeks rosy with arousal as she watched me give in with a huge grin fixed permanently on her beautiful face. She grabbed the base of Ray’s cock and pumped it a few times, a big drop of pre-cum appearing at his slit.

      Involuntarily I licked my lips in anticipation.

      “Open up,” he said. Without thinking about it, I opened my mouth wide and stretched out my tongue.

      My wife smacked the big, purple head of his cock against my tongue, squealing with glee as she spread Ray’s juices on my face. “Fuck, this is so hot,” she breathed. “You look great with a big cock in your mouth, honey.”

      Kim’s words spurred me on. Never in a million years would I ever have thought I’d suck a cock, let alone while my wife jerked it off and told me what a good little cocksucker I was, but this vacation was full of surprises! I wrapped my lips around the enticing head and took Ray’s length as far down my throat as it would go. My tongue licked all over the head as I bobbed up and down.

      “Ah fuck,” Ray groaned as he grabbed a fistful of my air. “Your man’s a natural born cocksucker.”

      Kim looked straight at me, a crazed and horny look in her eyes. Her hand worked Ray’s shaft as I licked the head. “Suck that cock, baby,” she hissed. “You love sucking dick, don’t you?”

      I nodded, my moans muffled by Ray’s cock. To my own surprise I took to submitting to an alpha male like a fish takes to water, and I sucked on his cock like a man lost in a desert guzzled on a bottle of water.

      From the corner of my eye I saw his hand was up the back of Kim’s dress, the rhythmic movement of his arm betraying the fact that he had two fingers knuckles-deep inside of her.

      “Fuck, I’m going to fucking blow,” Ray grunted when I grabbed his ballsack and kneaded them gently in the palm of my hand. “This is fucking crazy!”

      “Do it,” Kim hissed, jerking Ray off into my mouth with her two hands. “Cum in his mouth!”

      “Here it comes! Ah, fuck! Swallow my load, you cocksucker! Ahhh!”

      The first blast of Ray’s cum hit the back of my throat like a cannon and instantly made me gag. The next salvo hit my cheeks, the warm, gooey liquid dripping down my face. I opened my mouth wide, trying to catch every salty drop in my mouth, but there was simply too much of it. I swallowed as fast as I could, the sweet taste strangely addictive, but there was so much, I couldn’t keep up.

      “Ohhh fuck,” Ray groaned as he coated my face with his load. “Take it, take it all, you cocksucker!”

      “Yes, yes, do it,” Kim egged him on as she jerked his shaft, coaxing every last drop out of him and into my waiting mouth. “You look so good with a load of fresh cum dripping down your face, darling. You’re a good little cumslut, aren’t you?”

      “Uh-huh,” I grunted, swallowing mouthfuls of delicious cum. I wrapped my lips around the purple head, sucking harder, wanting to taste every single last drop of his seed.

      Ray pulled his sensitive head out of my mouth and smacked it against my cheeks, rubbing his sticky, pungent seed all over my face. “Fuck,” he exhaled. “You’re telling me that’s the first cock he ever sucked?”

      Kim nodded while she laughed.

      “I don’t buy it,” Ray grinned. “You’re a fucking pro.”

      “Thank you,” I said, not sure if it was a compliment or not.

      “Go clean up, you’re dripping on the floor,” Ray said. “And then go get us some wine.”
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      I went to the bathroom to clean up. When I saw how I looked my heart leaped into my throat. I thought I had caught most of his load in my mouth, but I couldn’t be more wrong. Every inch of my face seemed to be covered in Ray’s sweet and sticky load, big drops of it sliding down my cheeks and bungling down my chin.

      I cleaned up as best I could, but getting it out of my hair was an almost herculean task. I vowed to be more precise in delivering facials in the future, for now I understood my wife’s plight! All the while I heard laughter coming from Ray’s bedroom, and I was dying to see what I was missing out on.

      “What kind of wine do you want?” I asked as I walked back into the room, finding my wife straddling Ray’s lap on his king-sized bed. He was completely naked while she still had her dress on, his hands slid underneath, exploring her body. His cock stood at full mast, pressing against her ass.

      “The most expensive one,” he said as he waved me away. “Now fuck off.”

      I hurried downstairs, doing my best to conceal my painfully hard erection. The elevator down was tightly packed, just my luck. I tried to be casual, but I could still smell the poignant odor of Ray’s semen all around me, like a big cloud of cum that I was perpetually wading through. A few old timers gave me an odd look or two, but I re-assured myself that I was making it all up.

      I had to wait ten minutes at the bar, every single one feeling like a lifetime.

      “One bottle of your most expensive wine please,” I told the kid who came finally came up to help me. He couldn’t be a day over twenty, and he looked at me like I had just murdered his family.

      “Uhm, a-are you sure, sir?” He hesitated. “I don’t mean to.. Uhm.. That’s a $2000 bottle.”

      I winced. Who the hell drinks that stuff?!

      “Oh, urhm, well, something a little.. cheaper, then,” I said, my face turning a dark shade of red. “I don’t know. Just get me something.”

      “Okay, sir,” he answered, and he brought me a different bottle. I didn’t pay one lick of attention to his sales pitch on how and where they made the damn stuff. I wanted to get back upstairs as soon as humanly possible. He asked for my room number and I gave it to him.

      “Okay, I’ll charge the $600 to your room. Enjoy!” He said with a smile as he wondered off, leaving me stupefied. His idea of a cheaper bottle was a $600 one?! Begrudgingly I slinked back upstairs, several hundred dollars lighter.

      I stared at myself in the elevator mirror, and to my utter horror I saw I missed a spot. Below my ear there’s still a big, sticky drop of what is unmistakably Ray’s white seed. Oh my god, did everyone see that?! Is that why they all looked at me like that?!

      If I could sink through the floor, I would have.

      I quickly wiped it with the sleeve of my shirt, my face turning so red I’m almost purple.

      A young couple gets off the elevator on the same floor as me, and to my horror, they were headed down the same corridor as well. When I heard the sounds my heart leapt into my throat. My wife’s moans and grunts could be heard loud and clear, even in the hall.

      The couple in front of me giggled, and stopped right next to Ray’s room. Oh god, they’re in the room next to his. Looking down at the floor I walked straight up to Ray’s door… only to realize he never gave me his key. I knocked on his door, and I felt the stares of the couple burn into me.

      Ray and Kim didn’t hear me, of course.

      “Oh fuck, fuck me Ray!” My wife screamed. “Fuck me with that big cock! Oh yes!”

      I knocked again, louder this time, clutching the bottle of wine tightly.

      “She sounds a bit pre-occupied,” the smirking man next door told me.

      “Stop it,” his girlfriend laughed, but I could tell from the gleam in her eyes that she was mocking me as well. “Leave the poor man be.”

      “Have a good night,” he told me. “I know your wife already has.”

      I’m left at the door, absolutely deflated, and to my own surprise, my cock so hard it could cut diamonds. I knocked a third time, and to my great relief, Ray opened the door.

      He was naked as the day he was born, his muscled physique gleaming with a thin layer of sweat. My eyes are inexorably drawn to the big, white pole dangling between his legs. His cock was standing at full attention, coated with my wife’s juices. I glanced up and saw Kim was sitting on his bed on her knees, both of her hands gripping her cheeks and spreading her ass wide open.

      Her asshole was gaping, and I inhaled sharply as I realized Ray was in the middle of fucking my wife in the ass when I knocked.

      A snickering laugh drew my attention, and as I turned on my heels I saw the couple from next door walking past, their eyes lit up with derision as they saw everything.

      I quickly slammed the door shut, my heart leaping into my throat. I handed Ray the bottle of wine, but he didn’t even want it. “Put it over there,” he waved as he walked back to my wife, rubbing his cock. I realized I just spent six hundred dollars on a diversion, and he never even intended on drinking the damn thing.
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      Ray placed the big, bulbous head of his cock against my wife’s puckered asshole and slid it in with relative ease. I was left flabbergasted as he anally fucked her.

      I’d certainly never had the pleasure, despite my frequent and persistent requests. Ray, however, simply took it, seized the chance handed to him.. And now he was the first man to be be inside my wife’s ass.

      “Oh goddd,” Kim moaned, loud and prolonged, her face distorted with ecstasy. “It’s so fucking good!”

      I sat down in a chair in the corner of the room as Ray roughly took my wife, his big balls slapping against her wet cunt with every thrust. He smacked her round, white ass until it was burning brightly with his firm hand-print.

      “Come here,” my wife grunted through her clenched teeth. I went over, happy to be included… not knowing what she had in store for me.

      She kissed me roughly, her teeth grazing my bottom lip. She pushed me down on my back and climbed on top of me, as if we were about to 69. Before I had a chance to protest she sat right on my face, smothering me with her red-hot ass.

      “Lick my ass,” she groaned, grabbing a fistful of my hair. “Tongue me, baby.”

      Surprised, I did my best to follow her commands. I slid my tongue as far into her forbidden hole as it would go, the familiar taste of Ray’s cock on the tip of my tongue.

      “You’re right,” she grinned. “He does make a perfect ass-eater.”

      “Told you,” Ray said.

      Kim lifted her curvy arse from my face and I gasped for breath… when I felt something hard and wet slide across my forehead. I looked up to see Ray resting his giant cock on my face, the big bulbous head resting against my slack jaw.

      “How’s the view there?” He grinned as he slapped his cock against my lips. He grabbed a handful of my wife’s lovely ass and pushed his cock back into her well-licked ass.

      Kim moaned approvingly as the dark-haired stud filled her once more. The view that I had was almost indescribable. Mere inches from my face I saw my wife’s tight anus open up, the normally puckered ring swallowing inch-after-inch of Ray’s thick, wide cock.

      Her pussy quivered in excitement, her wet juices dripping down into my waiting mouth, while Ray’s balls brushed against me with every stroke, dragging them across my forehead.

      I ran my tongue up and down my wife’s slit, tasting her sweet juices. I flicked my tongue against her swollen clit as Ray fucked her ass, getting her closer and closer to orgasm.

      “Oh fuck, right there, right fucking there,” she groaned as I latched on. “Keep licking, keep licking, keep licking me baby, oh yes, oh yes, oh oh oh!” Her entire body trembled violently as she came, with Ray’s cock in her ass and my mouth on her clit. “Holy shit,” she breathed heavily. “That’s the best feeling I ever had!”

      “What about when I fill your ass with my cum?” Ray said with a thrust.

      “Oh god,” Kim groaned wantonly. “Yes, yes, yes, fill me baby, fill my ass, fill me with your seed, fill me up, pump me full!”

      I kept my eyes firmly on the prize, not leaving the view of her asshole being penetrated for a millisecond. I was unable to suppress the urge to lick Ray’s balls. The strong smell of his sweat aroused the desire in me, and I found myself coating his big, swinging balls with my saliva, licking them from the base of his cock all the way to his taint.

      “Oh yeah,” Ray grunted. “That’s it, lick my balls and ass while I cum inside your wife’s ass. Fuck, you’re one kinky motherfucker, Jim! Fuck! Here I come! UGH!”

      With my tongue lathering the underside of Ray’s massive balls he achieved his thundering orgasm. His balls jerked in my mouth as he pumped Kim’s ass full, one load of cum after another working it’s way through his big shaft to fill her dark, forbidden, virginal hole.

      “Ah yes,” he breathed, “yes yes yes!”

      I sucked his nuts into my mouth and let them out with a pop. He pulled his fat cock out of my wife’s ass, the purple head still dripping cum, a few drops hitting my face. I licked my lips, getting another taste of his seed. I was quickly acquiring a taste for the forbidden stuff.

      Kim’s ass was absolutely gaping, cum dripping out of her hole. She looked at me with a wicked grin over her shoulder… and then she sat up straight, once again smothering my face with her ass — only this time there was a hot, creamy load sliding out of her asshole and into my waiting mouth.

      I licked and sucked it and gobbled it all up, my tongue exploring every crevice, every last inch of her well-fucked, tasty hole. Kim tugged my pants down and engulfed my cock in her mouth, inhaling my entire length with ease.

      I came quickly, my body trembling fiercely as I fired my cum down her throat. My load was only a small drop compared to the gallon that Ray produced. Despite my orgasm my arousal didn’t waver for a moment, and I happily tongued her ass squeaky clean..

      Satisfied and absolutely spent, Kim rolled off of me and snuggled up to me. She kisses me passionately, our tongues exchanging, swapping the many juices in our mouths.

      Ray sat in his chair, drinking the $600 wine straight from the bottle. His cock was semi-hard, resting against his inner thigh. “Fuck, I don’t think I ever had sex as good as this,” he said with a guilty smirk. “You two done ruined me.”

      “We can say the same thing,” Kim said with a wide smile. “We usually don’t do this”

      “Could have fooled me,” Ray grinned. “Something tells me it won’t be the last time.”

      I licked my lips, the forbidden taste of Kim and Ray still fresh in my mouth.  His words excited me, and I knew he was right.

      This was only the beginning.

      Ray excused himself and headed to the shower.

      “How do you feel?” My wife asked me. “Did you enjoy that?”

      “Hell yeah,” I answered. “That was crazy. Did you like it?”

      “Do you even have to ask?” Kim laughed. “I loved every second of it. I’ve never felt so liberated.”

      “So.. What’s next?” I asked.

      “Honestly?” She said with a naughty gleam in her eyes. “I want to join him in the shower for another round.”

      “You’re insatiable,” I said, but my cock lurched to attention right away. This didn’t escape my wife’s attention.

      “You don’t mind, do you?” She whispered. “You don’t mind waiting out here, all alone, playing with yourself while your wifey goes and gets a big, hard dick and rides it hard, when all you can do is listen..”

      My cock shot straight up, giving my wife the answer she needed.

      “Thanks,” she smirked as she got up and rushed towards the bathroom, locking the door behind her. A minute later I heard the familiar sound of two bodies moving in unison, and Kim’s loud, wanton cries.

      I rested on the bed, playing with myself, keeping myself on edge. Twenty minutes later they walked out of the bathroom.

      “You’re still here?” Kim said, half-joking, half-not. “I decided to spend the night with Ray.. You can go back to our room. I’ll see you tomorrow. ”

      I swallowed the large lump in my throat. “O-okay,” I stammered as she ushered me out of the door, slamming it in my face. Defeated and emasculated, I went back to my room, where I spent a lonely night, tossing and turning, at the same time painfully erect as I imagined all the depraved things Ray was doing to my wife. I masturbated over six times that night alone, until I shot nothing but air.

      When Kim walked into my room the next morning at 9 am, I saw that she hadn’t had a lick of sleep all night.. And from her wide, satisfied grin, I knew this was only the beginning of a whole new life for us.

      I guess it’s true what they say.. Be careful what you wish for.. You just might get it!
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      Your boss is a black bull, and his next target? Your white wife!

      Jim is in for quite a surprise: His wife Mary asked his big black boss Andre to spend the week at their place while his house is renovated. When Mary asks about his dating life, Andre drops another bombshell on the couple: He's a black bull for white couples!

      Mary has never heard of such a thing, but she's a fast learner...
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            The Boss Comes Over

          

        

      

    

    
      “Hi honey,” my wife Mary greeted me as I walked in the door. “How was your day?”

      “The usual,” I answered. “What’s for dinner tonight?”

      “Spaghetti, the way you like it. By the way, I invited Andre over for dinner.”

      I stopped dead in my tracks. “Why did you invite my boss for dinner?”

      “I ran into him at the mall today,” she answered with a smile. “He told me his house is getting remodeled, so I offered the guest room to him for the week.”

      I groaned. “The whole week? But I was so looking forward to my weekend off! I don’t want to spend it catering to his whims!”

      “Relax, hun. This is a great way to score some brownie points.”

      “I suppose you’re right,” I sighed. “He can be a handful, though.”

      “Nothing I can’t handle,” Mary quipped.

      If only I knew how right she would be!

      A short while later, the doorbell rang. There goes my week…

      “Can you get that, please?” Mary asked me. “Dinner is almost ready.”

      “Jimmy boy,” Andre whooped in his deep, baritone voice as he walked in. “Good to see you, man! What’s cooking? It smells delicious!”

      “Andre,” I said stiffly, trying to infuse some enthusiasm into my voice. “Mary is making spaghetti.”

      He greeted my wife with three kisses on her cheeks. He towered over her — the man was almost seven feet tall, a colossal mass of ebony muscle. To say he was intimidating was an understatement.

      “Thank you for the invitation, Mary,” he said, resting his hand on my wife’s lower back. “You are too kind.”

      “Don’t mention it,” she said, her cheeks tinted rosy. “Come, let’s eat.”

      I opened a bottle of wine and poured us all a glass as we dug in.

      “So tell us a bit about yourself, Andre. Is there a woman in your life?” Mary inquired.

      Andre shrugged. “Nothing steady, no.”

      “So there is someone?”

      “Yeah,” he said, hesitating for a moment. “But I’m not sure if this would make for polite dinner conversation.”

      “We can handle it,” Mary answered. “Why do you all think I’m some delicate flower? Come on, spill the beans!”

      “Alright, you asked for it,” he answered with a cocky smile. “Jim, you can’t say I didn’t warn you.”

      I shrugged. “Hey, she asked.”

      “If you really want to know… yes, I am seeing a few women. With my busy schedule, I really don’t have time for a relationship. Of course, I have my needs.”

      I figured this would turn Mary off. We were each other’s first, and she was big on monogamy. To my surprise, she was hanging on his every word.

      “How does that even work? Do they know about each other? You know... the women,” Mary said with an excited whisper.

      Andre laughed, a warm, deep sound that echoed off the walls.

      “I’m sorry,” Mary said, blushing heavily. “I shouldn’t pry.”

      “It’s fine,” Andre said. “I take it you two are high school sweethearts?”

      Mary nodded. “What gave it away?”

      “Your interest in an eligible bachelor’s love live,” Andre grinned.

      My wife blushed so hard she turned into a peach, and I couldn’t help but grin.

      “If Jimmy opens another bottle of wine for us, I’ll tell you everything you want to know. And I mean everything.”

      Mary turned to me, an excited glimmer in her baby-blue eyes. Resigning myself to another night of hearing my boss boast about his many conquests, I opened a second bottle… unknowingly opening Pandora’s Box.

      We relocated to the living room, where we all got comfortable on our couch.

      “What do you want to know?”

      “I don’t know where to start,” Mary said softly. “How many women are you sleeping with at this moment?”

      “Right now, I could call five different women who’d come spend the night with me, if I asked.”

      “FIVE?!” Mary hollered. “I haven’t even kissed five guys, let alone…”

      “Not that I would,” Andre added. “I’m here as your guest.”

      Mary got quiet for a moment, as if she was thinking very hard. “That’s not a problem,” she said suddenly. “If you want. Our home is your home.”

      She avoided my questioning look while she took a large sip of her wine. Was she serious?

      “That’s very kind of you,” Andre said smoothly, his dark eyes wandering over my wife’s curvy frame.

      The air was suddenly thick with sexual tension, and I shifted uncomfortably in my seat. How did we arrive here?

      “How do you meet them?” Mary asked. Her stiff nipples were poking through her shirt — a fact not lost on Andre.

      “I don’t mean to brag, but, they usually come to me,” he answered coolly. “A gentleman never tells… but I could lift the veil, if you two promise to keep everything a secret.”

      “Our lips are sealed,” Mary replied instantly.

      Andre’s thick, dark lips curled upwards. “Alright. Are you two familiar with cuckolding?”

      My breath was sucked from my lungs, my hands clammy. I’m sure Mary had no clue, but I sure did. Sometimes, when the urge hit me, I’d browse interracial porn. Over the years, I’ve gotten quite well acquainted with the vocabulary involved. Cuckolds, hotwives, BBC, you name it, I’ve watched it.

      It’s just a fantasy for me, however. Yes, I admit, I’ve thought about Andre and Mary together a few times, when I’ve been lost in the throes of passion. On the cusp of my orgasm I’ve imagined my proper, innocent wife wrapping her red hot lips around Andre’s humongous black pole quite a few times, and I cum like a goddamn fountain every time.

      However, that’s just a fantasy. One I have never expressed to my wife, and one I’m not a 100% comfortable with either. I never thought that Andre would actually be a real life bull…

      “See, Jim knows,” Andre said with a wide grin.

      Mary turned to me, her eyes large and full of questions.

      I shrugged nonchalantly, trying to play it off. “Nah,” I croaked. “I have no idea what he means.”

      “What is it?” Mary asked. “Is this some weird sex-thing?”

      “Yes and no,” Andre said. “It’s a ‘sex-thing’ yes… but I think it’s anything but weird.”

      “Do tell,” Mary said, sitting on the edge of her seat.

      Andre flashed me a knowing grin before turning to my wife. I felt my stomach turn, but I tried to play it cool.

      “A cuckold is a man who enjoys it with his wife is… promiscuous,” he said, enunciating every word carefully. My wife was hanging on his every word.

      “Like swingers?” She said.

      “No. With swingers, both parties are involved in extramarital activities, but with a cuckold couple, it’s just the woman who has all the fun.”

      Mary raised her eyebrows. “What?”

      “Yes,” Andre said. “There are men who enjoy watching their wives with other men, and more often than not, they want a big black stud to do the honors… and that’s where I come in.”

      “Hold on,” Mary said. “You’re telling me that men ask you to fuck their wives?!”

      Andre nodded. “Yes.”

      He was sitting comfortably on my couch, his legs spread wide, his immense frame taking up almost all the space. I thought I saw a hint of his bulge, but I didn’t dare look.

      “I don’t believe you,” she said. “Why would anyone want that?”

      “You’ll have to ask them that question,” Andre said. “But there are countless couples like that out there, trust me.”

      “I see what the women are getting out of it, but what’s in it for the men? What’s the catch? This sounds too good to be true.”

      I nearly choked on my drink. Did my wife just say that a cuckold relationship sounds too good to be true? I wiped my shirt clean, trying not to draw any attention to myself, but I saw Andre smirk at me.

      “The knowledge that their wife is completely satisfied,” Andre said. “Isn’t that what love is? Wanting to see your partner totally happy?”

      “I guess,” Mary answered as she took a sip of her wine.

      I could barely believe how open Mary seemed to be to this crazy idea.

      “I still find it hard to believe, though,” she added.

      “I get offered more wives than I have time to fuck,” Andre said.

      Mary laughed. “Yeah, right,” she snorted. “To think I really believed you…”

      “Is that a challenge?”

      “Sure,” Mary said, looking him deeply in the eyes. “It’s a challenge.”

      I shifted around in my seat, growing more uncomfortably by the minute. I was desperately searching for a way out of this conversation, but I couldn’t find a way in.

      “What’s the challenge?” I said, trying to keep my voice from wavering. Seducing my wife right in front of me?

      “Just wait until breakfast,” Andre said cryptically. “You’ll see.”

      Mary rolled her eyes. “Sure. I think I’ve heard enough.”

      She got up from seat and pretended that she wasn’t interested in this conversation anymore, but I could tell from the blush on her cheeks and the stiffness of her nipples she was more than aroused.

      Andre’s dark eyes drank in my wife’s frame as she walked away, and I realized that letting this ebony stud into my home could very well change my marriage forever…
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      “Do you hear that?” Mary whispered excitingly. “I think he brought someone over!”

      I rolled over, half-asleep. I glanced at my bedside clock. It read 2 AM. “Hmm?”

      “Shh! Listen!” She said.

      Heavy footsteps came up the stairs, accompanied by muffled laughter. My wife sat up straight, concentrating intensely.

      “Let’s just sleep,” I said, but Mary waved my words away. “Ssh, I’m listening,” she said.

      Not even a minute later I heard the distinct sounds of bedsprings squeaking. The guest room and the master bedroom were only separated by a paper thin wall. It had never been an issue… until now.

      “Ohhh yeahhh!”

      A loud and prolonged moan cut through the nighttime silence. Mary gasped, clutching her hand to her breast. The female voice sounded strangely familiar, but I couldn’t quite place it.

      “You like that?!” Andre’s commanding voice growled. His voice was so deep and powerful, it sounded like he was sitting right on the edge of her our bed. “You like my big black dick?!”

      “Yes! Yes! Oh, yes! Fuck me! Fuck me Andre!”

      “I’m going to send you home filled my cum, slut!”

      “Oh yes, yes!”

      “Does Tom fuck you like this?”

      “Hell no,” the woman spat. “No one fucks me as good as you, Andre!”

      One of Mary’s friends, Sasha, was married to a Tom, but I couldn’t ever see him being a cuckold. That Tom was a police officer, one of the most macho men I knew.

      “Keep fucking me with that big black dick! Oh, yes, yes!”

      Their filthy language shocked me. I thought only people in porn movies talked like that. Mary and I certainly never uttered such language — not even in the heat of the moment.

      The racket was thoroughly annoying me now, as I couldn’t catch a lick of sleep. I turned over, expecting to find my wife as vexed as me… but I was in for quite a surprise.

      Mary was sitting upright, her eyes cosed, her mouth hanging half-open in pleasure. Her tongue darted out and wetted her lips, as her hand moved rhythmically between her thighs.

      She was touching herself!

      “Honey?” I said, surprised.

      My wife’s eyes shot open, and I saw unbridled lust shining in her baby blues. Without saying a word she straddled me. Reaching back, she grabbed my cock — which was hard as a rock, I couldn’t deny that — and lined it up with her dripping wet pussy.

      She slid down, my member gliding into her easily, a whimpering moan leaving her lips. I was flabbergasted — this is the first time in our marriage she ever jumped my bones like this — and frozen still as she rode me.

      Her moans got louder and louder with every movement of her hips, until they matched the copulating couple next door in volume.

      “Shhhh,” I whispered. “They’ll hear us!”

      Mary smiled at me with a cock-sided grin before opening her mouth.

      “Oh YES JIM!” She screamed. “That’s IT baby, FUCK me! Oh YEAH!”

      It was clear to me she wanted Andre to hear her… a thought that both excited and petrified me.

      “Fill me baby! Do me, fill me up! Cum inside of me!”

      Hearing those lewd words come out of my innocent wife’s mouth turned me on like nothing else, and I grabbed her ass tightly, pounding my cock inside of her.

      In less than a minute I came hard, filling her with my seed. She collapsed on top of me, her mouth searching for mine, our tongues intertwining.

      However, Andre was just getting started.

      “Done already?” He said, his statement clearly aimed at us. “I’ll show you how it’s done.”

      His lover’s moans picked up again, and they did not relent for a whole hour. I fell into an uneasy sleep, drifting in the murky waters between sleep and consciousness.

      “Baby? Are you awake?” Mary asked me, shaking me. I heard her, but my body was too tired to respond.

      After a few tries, she gave up… and that is when the bed started shaking rhythmically, my wife’s breathing getting heavier and heavier, until I felt her tremble beside me.

      Finally, I drifted off to a deep sleep, with the knowledge that my innocent wife had just masturbated to the sounds of my black boss having sex a few feet away from us tucked away in the back of my mind…
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      I awoke early the next morning feeling quite grumpy, not knowing that this was only the start of it all. I’d tossed and turned all night, images of Andre’s muscled, ebony body invading my every dream.

      The house was absolutely silent, the mayhem of last night a distant, foggy memory. I went downstairs to get my morning cup of coffee, wearing nothing but a T-shirt, like I usually did…

      And that’s when I saw her.

      Sasha.

      My wife’s friend stood in my kitchen wearing nothing but Andre’s T-shirt, the garment a few sizes too big for her. She peered into my fridge, her hand cocked on her hip, her shirt riding up just enough so that I got a nice view of her naked, round ass.

      I gasped, and she turned around.

      “Morning, Jim,” she said casually. Her eyes traveled down my body and her eyebrows rose, and I suddenly realized I was as scantily dressed as she was, my naked pecker hanging out in all it’s flaccid glory.

      “Goddammit,” I grumbled, quickly sitting down at my table to hide my nudity, my cheeks turning a fiery red.

      “Relax, it’s just a cock,” Sasha said. “Nothing I haven’t seen before. I take it you want a cup of coffee?”

      “Yes,” I muttered.

      Sasha brewed me my morning cup of joe. She deliberately reached for the beans on the top shelf, her shirt riding up, exposing her naked body to me.

      I couldn’t look away. I’d secretly pined for Sasha since I met her — and my damn boss had fucked her, right in my home!

      “Here you are,” she said as she handed me my cup of coffee, purposefully bending over so that I saw right down her top, her full, round orbs dangling right in front of me.

      “So it WAS you!”

      Mary’s loud voice made me wince. She stormed into the kitchen, wearing naught but a bathrobe, and for a second I feared she’d caught me lusting for her nearly-naked friend… but to my surprise, Mary hugged her!

      “Ohmigod, I had no idea,” Mary said with a wide grin. “I thought your voice sounded familiar, but… you? And Andre? Wow!”

      “Yeah,” Sasha said with a guilty grin. The two girls joined me at the table, engrossed in their discussion.

      I swallowed the lump in my throat. I couldn’t believe Mary wasn’t alarmed that friend was in our kitchen, completely bottomless! Rather than cuss her out for flaunting her body in front of me, Mary wanted to know all about the arrangement she and Tom had with Andre.

      It seemed Andre’s words had aroused more than a cursory interest in cuckolding.

      I wanted nothing more than to get up from the table, but to my shame I was still bottomless — and my hard, pulsing member stood straight up, pressing against the bottom of the table. All I could think about was how Sasha’s juicy, naked, well-fucked pussy was resting on one of my chairs, while my wife quizzed her on her sex life, of all things.

      In less than a day Andre had already caused a greater shift in my wife’s demeanor than I had accomplished in the past five years.

      “You have to tell me everything,” Mary gushed. “Tom is cool with it?”

      Sasha nodded. “Believe it or not, it was my husbands idea!”

      “But Tom’s a police officer,” Mary said. “He’s so… manly!”

      “I know,” Sasha said proudly. “I didn’t believe it a first. Apparently, it’s a huge fantasy among guys. You don’t hear about it a lot in the media, but watching their wife with a big, hulking black guy gets a lot of guys going.”

      She quickly winked at me, the gesture making my cock pulse harder.

      “It took some convincing, but when I realized he was truly game, I dived in headfirst. No regrets.”

      “Wow,” Mary said. “How long have you two been doing this?”

      “For about three years, I think,” Sasha said. “And I’m never going back. Tom’s a fantastic fuck, don’t get me wrong, but he’s got nothing on Andre. The stamina of that man… my god.”

      “And Tom doesn’t mind that you’re here now? And that we know?” Mary continued, firing a barrage of questions. A whole new world opened up right in front of her, and I could tell she was eager to learn as much as possible from her open-minded friend. I shifted in my seat, my erection throbbing so hard it was uncomfortable.

      I wondered what Mary would do if I stood up and jacked myself off right on the fucking table. That wouldn’t be any more outlandish than the conversation they were having right in front of me!

      “He’s not too excited about it,” Sasha said, “but he doesn’t have a say in what I do. Andre called me last night, and I came over, simple as that. We have what is called a ‘female-led marriage’. In other words, I’m the boss. What I say goes. Tom asked me to take this role himself, by the way.”

      If I hadn’t heard Sasha cream all over my boss’s big black dick with my own ears I’d never have believed it. Tom is such a loud-mouthed macho… who would have thought that at home he was well and truly whipped!

      “Tom won’t admit it, but I know he gets off on knowing that you know. If you want to have a bit of fun, you should whisper something about it to him at the next barbecue,” Sasha said with a grin. “He’ll be walking around with a stiffy for the rest of the night!”

      Mary hung on her friends every word. I could see the gears in her mind turning already. Sasha implanted some idea right in my wife’s brain that would be a struggle to get out. By inviting my boss into our home, she’d really unleashed an insatiable beast…

      “Told you,” Andre’s caramel voice said as he sauntered into the kitchen, a bath robe tied very loosely around his large, ebony frame. He wrapped his arm around Sasha’s shoulders, leaned down and kissed her right on the lips.

      His robe fell open, exposing his giant, black member to Mary and I. It bobbed up and down between his legs, swinging like a pendulum, our eyes inadvertently drawn to it. Even at half-mast he was twice my size and thrice my thickness.

      “Oh my god,” Mary gasped, her eyes as big as saucers. “Your cock is huge!”

      Andre tied his robe shut loosely, a cocky grin plastered on his face. “Sorry,” he said. Despite his token attempt to cover up, his big black shaft was still clearly visible. A throbbing vein ran up his length, all the way from the base to the glistening, purple head of his cock.

      Mary stared at it intensely, unconsciously licking her lips.

      “Do you believe me now?” Andre asked.

      Sasha hugged Andre’s side, sliding her hand up his thigh. “Can you blame me?” She said to my wife as Andre’s robe fell open once more. “Just look at this thing.”

      My mouth went dry as my wife’s friend wrapped her hand around Andre’s giant black cock right in front of us. Her fingers barely fit around his thick cock. She pumped the length a few times, and it swelled up right in front of our eyes.

      Mary’s mouth fell open in shock as Andre’s cock grew larger and larger, bobbing up and down in her friend’s hand with every beat of his heart. A drop of pre-cum formed on the head of his cock, and Sasha licked it off, running her tongue down his impressive length.

      “Have you ever seen a cock this big?” Sasha said.

      “No,” Mary replied instantly. “Never.”

      “Get your boss some coffee, Jim,” Andre told me as Sasha kissed his shaft. His hand slipped inside her shirt, kneading her breasts right in front of us.

      “Go on,” Mary told me. “Don’t be rude.”

      Has the world gone mad? I’m rude for not getting my boss coffee as my wife’s friend licks his cock right in my kitchen? At wit’s end I stood up, exposing my erect cock to all. It was hard and throbbing — and at least three times as small as Andre’s giant, rock-hard member.

      My wife yelped when she saw I was hard and naked, and I didn’t know whether to interpret the look in her eye as pity or jealousy. Did she covet my boss’s bigger member?

      “Why are you naked?” She stammered, her cheeks red. “And hard?”

      “It’s my own damn kitchen,” I said as I poured Andre a cup of coffee, my hands shaking from excitement.

      “Jim is like most other white guys,” Andre said as he rested one hand on the back of Sasha’s head and pumped his cock down her throat. “Watching a big black cock have his way with a white wife is his dream come true. Isn’t that right, Jimmie?”

      I stammered a response as I handed him his coffee, my tongue all tied up.

      “I’ve seen your download history at work,” he added with a wink, “so I know you don’t mind this.”

      He pulled his member out of Sasha’s mouth, his black shaft dripping with her saliva, and slapped the head of his throbbing member against her outstretched tongue. He placed one foot on a chair as he pushed her head down, and she sucked his immense black balls into her mouth with gusto, lathering them up with her tongue.

      I sat back down next to my wife, absolutely flabbergasted at the impromptu live-sex show my black boss was putting on in front of my wife. Mary was staring at her friend suckling on Andre’s tennis-ball-sized-balls, her mouth hanging open, her body rising up and down with every heavy breath.

      “Show them your tits,” Andre said, and Sasha removed her shirt right away, exposing her luscious, round orbs to us.

      “That’s more like it,” Andre grunted as he squeezed her melons roughly. “I love them big white titties.”

      “Where should I drop my load, Mary?” Andre asked. “In her mouth, her face, are all over her tits?”

      “Her tits,” Mary croaked. “Cover her tits.”

      My wife had always been a bit jealous of her friend’s large bosom, and she licked her lips as she watched Andre’s big black hand mauls Sasha’s tits. Her hand found its way into my crotch and she jacked me off under the table as she watched the wanton spectacle in front of us.

      “Good choice,” Andre said.

      Sasha grabbed the base of his thick, black shaft with both her hands and jacked him off, rubbing the big, purple head against her stiff nipples, spreading his pre-cum all over her chest.

      “Here it comes,” Andre grunted. “Oh fuck!”

      “Do it baby,” Sasha hissed. “Cover me with that delicious cum of yours!”

      My black boss covered Sasha with his pearly white load, his big cock firing one hot rope of cum after the another, completely dousing her in his seed.

      I came in my wife’s hand, but my load was nothing compared to Andre’s. His white juices just kept coming and coming, one strand after the next, until her chest dripped with seed.

      Sasha scooped the white jizz up with her fingers and licked it off, humming as she did so.

      Watching intensely, my wife brought her hand, dripping with my smaller load, to her mouth and licked her fingers clean, her eyes not leaving the cum-covered tits in front of her for even a second.

      I knew right away she was imagining tasting Andre’s seed as she licked mine up, and my cock jumped right back to attention.

      “Holy shit,” Mary finally gasped as Andre gave a few final pumps.

      Sasha licked the last drop of cum straight from his bulbous, purple head. She smiled at Mary with a mouth full of cum, proudly swallowing it all.

      Andre stretched out, lifting his arms above his head. “Now that’s a way to start the morning,” he said, downing the coffee I had made for him with one gulp.

      “Come Jim, let’s get dressed. Don’t want to be late for work. Our ladies have plenty to talk about, after all.”

      I quickly showered and dressed, my mind still a whirlwind of emotion. The way Andre had just taken control of my household astonished me. I guess he’s my boss for a good reason.

      When I came downstairs he was chatting with Mary and Sasha, who was still stark naked, her chest covered in my boss’s dried cum.

      My wife ran up to me and kissed me hard, her eyes twinkling with desire.

      “This is so crazy,” Mary whispered excitingly. “Have fun at work today, babe.”

      I left in utter confusion. What the hell was happening?
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      I couldn’t focus. I barely spent a minute actually working that day. My mind kept drifting back to that morning, to the absolute control Andre had over Sasha, to the devotion in my wife’s eyes as she watched her friend swallow my boss’s cum. The way he influenced everyone in the room was nothing short of amazing.

      I noticed right after lunch that Andre had clocked out early. My whole body froze up. Was he back at my house? What was he doing?

      I kept glancing at the clock every few seconds, each glance taking up a lifetime. Finally, after an eternity, my day was over. I raced home as fast as I could and burst through the front door, covered in sweat.

      “What’s wrong, honey?” Mary said. “You look like you saw a ghost.”

      “Where’s Andre?” I said.

      “Upstairs, in his room. Dinner is almost ready, can you call him?”

      “Sure, I said, finally catching my breath.

      I walked towards the stairs when something clicked. I turned on my heels and drank in the sight of my wife. In my haste, I hadn’t noticed her dress. It was absolutely gorgeous: A jet-black, skintight dress that barely came past her hips. It hugged her every curve, and exposed her back to boot.

      She caught me staring and with a naughty smile she sent me upstairs. At a loss for words, I ascended the stairs and called for Andre.

      “Your cooking is delicious,” he said as we got started on the meal.

      “Thank you,” Mary answered with a smile.

      “Jim, what do you think about her dress?”

      “It’s gorgeous,” I said.

      “I’m glad you agree. I saw it when I was out for lunch and I couldn’t stop myself from buying it. It’s made for Mary's body.”

      My breath faltered. The thought of my wife dressing up so sexily for the both of us already frightened and aroused me, but knowing that Andre was the one who bought that dress? And she actually put it on? My cock was instantly hard. I tried to get her to dress more risque for years, and my boss manages to do so within the span of a day.

      “How was your day with Sasha?” Andre asked.

      “Enlightening,” Mary said with a cheeky grin.

      “What is that supposed to mean” I said, feeling nervous.

      Andre and Mary both laughed, as if they knew something I didn’t.

      “Nothing, honey,” she said, reaching out to squeeze my hand.

      I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t enjoying the immense sexual tension, but I also felt we were dangerously close to veering off the road.

      “I’ve just never had such an open discussion about someone’s love-life before. It was really interesting to learn from her.”

      “So what did you learn?” I said, not able to contain my curiosity.

      “The joys of being a hotwife,” she said as she stared directly into my eyes. The corners of her mouth pulled up into a naughty grin. I was so nervous, I couldn’t swallow another mouthful. Was this a test?

      I didn’t want it to stop.

      “Go on,” I croaked.

      “Sasha’s husband allows her to do whatever, or whoever she wants, whenever she wants. What do you think about that?”

      I held my breath, and the room was so silent you could hear a pin drop. Andre and Mary were both waiting for my reaction, and I remained frozen. These kind of things only happened in my erotica — now there was a giant black man in my kitchen, and my wife was asking me how I felt about cuckolding!

      I shrugged, trying to play it cool. “I don’t know,” I lied. “Whatever works for them.”

      “You never thought about it?”

      If Andre wasn’t sitting right next to me, I might have given a truthful answer to that question. However, the truth was too embarrassing to admit to in front of my boss.

      “No,” I said. “Not really.”

      Mary cocked her head, that sexy smirk still on her face. “Then why do you have so many hotwife stories bookmarked on your computer?”

      If my face could turn any more red I’d be a tomato. “That’s private,” I stammered.

      “If you were honest with me, I wouldn’t have to snoop,” Mary said. “And because you read them at work, Andre knows all about it as well, isn’t that right?”

      “I’m afraid so, Jim,” he said. “You really ought to be more discreet at work.”

      I couldn’t be more humiliated. My boss and my wife had been reading all the erotic stories I had bookmarked? Together? There are some fucked up shit in there, stuff I don’t even really want or like, that is just hot to read about every once a while. It’s surely not meant for my wife to read, let alone my boss!

      “It’s okay, baby,” my wife said, reaching for my hand. “It’s fine. In fact, I think it’s extremely sexy that you have such a submissive side. It takes a lot to admit that to yourself.”

      “Submissive? I said, not understanding.

      “Yes, Jim,” Andre said. “While you’ve been working, I had a good conversation with Mary. I explained all the details of a cuckold relationship. Your choice in erotica, as well as your behavior this morning, clearly indicate that you are a submissive who craves a Dom in your life. I want to make it very clear that there is nothing wrong with that either. It’s simply who you are, how you are wired. What it does mean is that you cannot achieve true pleasure without being dominated. Mary is a submissive, as wel, isn’t that right?”

      “Yes… sir,” Mary said, looking at Andre with a look of reverence. Hearing my wife call my boss ‘sir’ almost made me slide out of my chair of arousal.

      “That’s where I come in. As you’ve seen with your own two eyes, I’m a natural Dom. I can do for you two what I have done for Tom. All you need to do is ask. The ball is in your court, Jim.”

      The world spun in front of my eyes, everything topsy-turvy. Everything I had known about my marriage was suddenly turned on its head.

      “I’ll leave you two to discuss this further,” Andre said as he got up. I detected a hint of regret in Mary’s eyes, as if she couldn’t wait to get started.

      He left the room and Mary and I stared at each other quietly. I didn’t know what to say, where to start. My lifelong dream was suddenly within reach, and it was the most exciting, yet most frightening moment of my entire life. We remained silent until we heard the front door close and the familiar rumble of Andre’s car as he drove off.

      “So what do you think?” Mary said with a nervous laugh. Again she reached for my hand, stroking it lovingly. “Are you angry?”

      “No,” I said quickly. “It’s just a lot to take in.”

      “I know, but our love is strong enough. This can only make it stronger. Whatever happens, I’m yours, and you are mine. Nothing can change that. I want to experience everything this world has to offer, together, with you.”

      I got up from my seat, pulled my wife up from hers, and planted a firm kiss on her red lips. My tongue slid into her mouth, tasting the red wine on her breath. She pushed her body against mine, and I ran my hands down her naked back.

      My cock was as hard as a rock, and it pressed against her stomach.

      “I think I have my answer,” she whispered softly as she patted my bulge.

      All I could do was moan as she unbuttoned my jeans. My cock throbbed, the thought of my wife actually giving in to these perverted, wicked desires driving me absolutely wild.

      She dropped to her knees in front of me and yanked my pants and boxers down to my ankles. My member sprung out, standing at attention.

      Mary licked her lips in anticipation before wrapping them around the purple head of my cock.

      “Yes,” I trembled, grabbing onto the table for support as my wife bobbed up and down my dick.

      “Mmh,” she moaned as she gagged herself on my dick. “Give it to me, baby,” she said. “Who is your horny little slut?”

      “You are,” I gasped, every nerve on my body on edge. Mary had never been much of a talker, so hearing her admit to her fantasies was my wildest dreams come true.

      “You like that, baby? You like it when your innocent wife acts like a cum-loving little whore?”

      “Oh yes,” I said. I couldn’t hide it any longer even if wanted to. “I love it when you talk dirty like that. You look so good with my dick in your mouth.”

      “Do you think I would look even better with a black dick in my mouth?” She asked with a wicked smile, the tip of her tongue flicking against my sensitive head.

      I came.

      I came straightaway, my knees buckling as I shot my load all over my wife’s face, coating her with my juices.

      She opened her mouth wide, trying to get as much of my seed into her mouth as possible. “Oh yeah, that’s it, cover me baby, give me more cum, oh fuck baby, you love black cock, don’t you? You love it when I’m a slut for big black cock, huh?” She moaned as I came all over her.

      I leaned on the table, gathering my breath. I’ve never come so hard and so sudden in my entire life. Mary didn’t give me a moment’s rest, as she was as turned on as I was.

      She got up and looked at me with eyes as big as saucers, pure unbridled lust shimmering in her baby blue eyes. She kissed me, slipping her tongue into my mouth, and I didn’t even care that I could taste my cum on her breath.

      She sat back on her chair and lifted her dress, revealing that she wasn’t wearing any underwear.

      “You little slut,” I murmered.

      “You know it,” my wife grunted. She lifted her legs up, spreading her pussy open for me.

      I knew it was my turn. I dropped to my knees and drove my mouth straight into her dripping wet pussy.

      I’ve never felt her so wet before. I licked her pussy with long, broad strokes, all the way from her her sensitive rosebud to her throbbing and thumping clit.

      She grabbed the back of my hair and guided me in circles, spreading her lips open with her fingers.

      “That’s it, lick me baby, lick your wife’s slutty pussy,” she moaned.

      I ate her out like a man possessed. “Are you going to cum for me?” I asked as I slid two fingers into her pussy, hooking them up and rubbing her most sensitive spot as I stimulated her clit with my tongue.

      “Yes,” she hissed. “Yes, yes, yes!”

      “Are you going to be my dirty slut wife?”

      “I’m going to be such a dirty fucking slut,” she grunted through her teeth. “I’m going to fuck your boss, baby, I’m really going to! I’m going to let him slide his big black dick right into my pussy!”

      She looked me directly in the eye as she said this, a crazy horny look inside her blue eyes unlike anything I had ever seen before. We were crossing the thin line between fantasy and reality.

      And I didn’t care.

      “Yes,” I said. “Andre is going to train you, use you like a proper slut!”

      “YES,” Mary said. “Yes, yes, YES!”

      She came harder than she’s ever done before, bucking her hips up against me, one hand holding my hair, pushing my face into her pussy while the other squeezed her own breasts roughly.

      “Fuckkk,” she groaned, pure pleasure coursing through her every vein.

      I fell back, gasping for breath. Mary’s cheeks were flushed bright pink, her chest heaving up and down every every heavy breah.

      “Holy shit,” she said. “That was heavenly.”

      I kissed her vagina again and she pushed me away, still quivering with pleasure. “Too sensitive,” she whined. I grabbed her hand and led her to the bedroom where we curled up under the covers. Without saying a word, we had both come to an agreement. Our bodies had spoken.

      Tomorrow Andre would start training my wife.
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      “What is your answer?” Andre said.

      His large black body dominated the room, our couch appearing comically small compared to his immense frame. A sharp, dark suit adorned his ebony frame, accentuating his natural leadership.

      I looked at Mary and she looked back at me, squeezing my knee in encouragement. She wore the same dress she had on last night — the one Andre had bought for her.

      We had rehearsed this conversation the entire night, coming back to the same answer over and over again.

      Yes.

      Yes, Andre, we want you to make Mary your slut.

      It frightened me. It terrified me, and it also turned me on more than anything had ever done before. I felt more alive than ever before, pure adrenaline coursing non-stop through my veins.

      The same applied to my wife. I’ve never seen her more sexual. I’d always thought she was a bit repressed, and last night she admitted to me had aways held back a little in the bedroom. Just as I hadn’t shared my hotwife fantasy with her, she had never told me about her desired to be totally dominated, too afraid of my reaction to reveal her heart’s desire.

      Andre had brought us closer together.

      He was right. She needed a man that could satisfy her every urge, and as much as I tried to be that guy, I simply wasn’t. I wanted to watch, and to serve.

      Andre, however, was that man. He was a leader, a natural born Dom. He oozed authority from every pore. He was totally relaxed as he waited for me to reply, as if it was only a matter of time until we agreed. As if my wife already belonged to him. In a way, she did.

      I was going to surrender my wife to my black boss.

      “Yes,” I croaked, my mouth dry. “Our answer is yes.”

      “Remember what you will be agreeing to,” Andre said, his dark commanding eyes going from my wife to me and back again. “I demand total and complete submission. Do you understand want this means?”

      “Yes, sir,” Mary replied instantly.

      “Yes, I guess,” I said, still slightly hesitant.

      “Mary, this means that when you are with me, your only concern will be my personal satisfaction. Do you agree to that?”

      “Yes, sir,” Mary answered excitedly.

      “Jim, I demand the same level of submission from you. Do you trust me?”

      “Yes,” I said, my voice trembling.

      “Good. I don’t want to complicate your marriage. I am simply the tool for the two of you to discover who you really are inside. I’m here to bring you indescribable pleasure, to open your eyes to your true desires. I want you to be absolutely sure of your answer, Jim. Do you agree to my terms?”

      This was it. The final question. Once I agreed, there was no turning back. No turning around this train.

      I turned to my wife, and I’ve never seen her more sure of anything in her life. She sat on the edge of her seat, her hands resting on her knees as she eagerly awaited my answer.

      There is no way I could keep her waiting.

      “Yes,” I said. “We agree.”

      Andre reclined in his seat, a satisfied grin on his face.

      “Excellent,” he said. “Jim, go get me and Mary a bottle of your best wine to celebrate.

      “Of course… sir,” I said. I went and picked out the best wine we had. It had been a gift from Mary’s parents that we’d received on our wedding day. They told us to save it for a special night. I couldn’t think of anything more special than the first time my wife will be with another man!

      I walked back into the living room with a bottle and three glasses. I noticed right away that Andre sat next to my wife, his arm draped around her shoulders. They talked so quietly I barely heard them.

      I placed the glasses on the coffee table and poured us all a glass when Andre stopped me.

      “Jim,” he said. “I never said you could have a glass.”

      My cheeks blushed as my boss corrected me in front of Mary.

      “S-sorry,” I said. I didn’t expect him to start bossing me around already.

      “Don’t let it happen again,” he said. “Now sit on the floor.”

      My heart beat so hard in my chest that I felt like I was going to explode. I followed his command, to to my own surprise, it felt right. Comfortable. As if I was meant to serve. I no longer had to think, fear, and worry about everything I did. All I had to do was what I was commanded.

      I figured Andre would devour my wife as soon as he had the chance, but he took his sweet time, basking in the sexual tension. He ran his hand up her knee, his black skin contrasting erotically with her pale, white skin. It slowly glided up, higher and higher, and I watched with bated breath as my wife’s eyes grew wide.

      His other hand touched the back of her neck. Mary closed her eyes, humming approvingly as my black boss massaged the nape of her neck. He brought her face closer to his, until only an inch remained between them. He opened his mouth and let his tongue caress my wife’s bottom lip. She groaned like an animal as she pushed her mouth against his, their tongues intertwining as they shared a sloppy kiss. I knew she had surrendered herself completely to him.

      “Come here, Jim,” Andre said.

      With my face as red as a beet and my whole body tingling from excitement, I scooted over to them, until I was sitting right in front of them. Andre’s hulking figure towered over me, my wife’s body draped over his.

      “How do you feel, Jim?” He asked me.

      His hand slid up the back of my wife’s dress, cupping her round ass cheek in his big hand.

      “Great,” I answered, licking my dry lips. The massive bulge in his pants was only a feet away from me now, his immense erection straining against the fabric. I’d already seen his massive cock when Sasha blew him in front of us, so I knew what kind of monster he had in there.

      I wanted to see it. I wanted to hold it. I wanted to guide his big black cock into my wife.

      “I’m glad to hear that, Jim. Unbutton my jeans, then, if you want me to continue.”

      With my hands trembling from excitement I unbuttoned my boss’s pants. Mary stared at me in shock, amazed by my obedience. It surprised myself as well, but Andre’s analysis of me had been spot on. This is what I had craved all my life, and now that the moment of truth was only a few seconds away, I could barely contain myself.

      I pulled his pants down to his ankles. His boxers were filled with a massive bulge, the hard member already pulsing. I hooked my thumbs into his waistband, took a deep breath, and slowly pulled them down. Only when I had gotten them past his knees did his cock spring out — with so much vigor that the head brushed against me.

      Mary gasped audibly. “It’s so big,” she whispered.

      Andre’s cock was absolutely glorious.

      In the kitchen I had been to embarrassed to take a good look, but now, I stared unabashedly at the massive black cock bobbing up and down a few inches from my face. I studied every single inch of it, all the way from the top to the bottom.

      Large, throbbing veins ran up its length, pulsing with energy. The purple, bulbous head of his cock already gleamed with pre-cum, a big fat drop of it siding down his length.

      “Tell your wife what you want, Jim,” Andre said.

      I could barely get the words out of my mouth — I was that excited. “Suck his cock,” I said. “Suck that big black cock, baby.”

      “If you say so,” my wife said with a wicked grin. She put her blonde hair up in a ponytail before leaning down, her mouth hovering only an inch above his twitching cock.

      She looked straight at me as she opened her mouth and, ever so slowly, extended her tongue until the tip of it brushed against the slit on top of Andre’s cock.

      Time seemed to slow to a standstill as I watched my wife’s tongue trail around the purple, bulbous head of my boss’s cock. She didn’t break eye contact for even a second.

      My hands shook from sheer arousal, my lips chapped. I nodded for her to continue.

      She wrapped her hot, red lips around the head, engulfing it completely.

      “That’s it,” Andre sighed blisfuly. “Suck on that black dick.”

      My innocent wife, as pure and white as the fresh-fallen snow, was now a slut for black cock. She teased and taunted me as she licked up and down Andre’s cock right in front of me. She loved the attention I was giving her — the show completely captivated me.

      “Tell your hubby what you want,” Andre said as he ran his hand through her blonde hair.

      “I want your big black cock,” she replied instantly. Her voice had a new edge to it: Rough. Primal. Now that it was actually happening, and she had her first taste of black cock, she wanted more. The power she wielded over me drove her wild with lust. I saw the erotic gleam in her blue eyes. There was no putting this genie back in the bottle.

      “Good,” Andre said. “That’s a good white slut. I’ll give you a proper taste.”

      He grabbed a fistful of her blonde hair and pushed her head down, shoving his cock as far down her throat as possible. Mary gagged on his cock, but Andre didn’t relent.

      He pulled her up by her hair, and my wife gasped for air.

      “You like that, slut? You like I when I fuck your face in front of your husband? Do you like it when he sees what a good, obedient slut you are?”

      “Yes,” she gasped between heavy breaths. “Yes, I love it, sir.”

      My boss grabbed another fistful of her hair and pushed her face down roughly, forcing his cock down her throat. He then held her down as he thrust his hips up, fucking her face. Every thrust forced another inch of his black meat down her throat. Saliva dripped out the sides of her mouth as she struggled to breathe, chocking on the black cock lodged down her throat.

      Just when I thought Mary might pass out, Andre let her go. She gasped for air, tears running down her cheeks, her mouth dripping with saliva and other juices.

      For a split second I feared we’d made a huge mistake, but to my surprise, Mary had a big, satisfied smile plastered on her face. She licked her lips and wiped the tears from her face with the back of her hand.

      “I’ve never been used like that before,” she said.

      “You’ve never been anyone’s slut before,” Andre said, stroking her ass.

      “That’s true.”

      “But now you’re my slut, aren’t you?”

      Mary looked at me with a guilty grin. Andre pulled my wife over his lap as if she were weightless, yanking her dress up to expose her naked, bottomless ass. My wife yelped in surprise, which turned into a moan as his flat hand struck her bare bottom.

      “Are you my slut?” He asked, spanking her once again.

      “Yes!” She yelped.

      SMACK

      “Yes what?”

      SMACK

      “Yes, sir!” She moaned. “I’m your slut!”

      I watched breathlessly, still kneeling between Andre’s legs. I saw his naked cock press against her stomach as he massaged her naked ass.

      He ran his fingers across her opening, then showed me how wet his fingers were. They literally dripped with juices. Andre then slipped those same fingers into Mary’s mouth, and she sucked on them eagerly.

      Watching my wife taste her ow juices was another highlight for me. She’d truly do anything Andre commanded her. What was next? Anal?

      “You’re ready,” Andre said, his fingers sliding in and out of her dripping wet pussy. He lifted her up and placed her on her back on our couch. “Hold her legs up, Jim.”

      I got up and grabbed my wife’s ankles, spreading her legs wide for my boss.

      That sight is one I will never forget. Mary’s legs were spread wide open, her pussy dripping wet, ready to get fucked. Her big blues were glued to Andre’s big cock as it swung between his legs.

      He smacked the bulbous head of his cock against her sensitive, thumping clit, soliciting a lewd moan from my wife.

      “What about protection?” I asked.

      “I don’t use it,” Andre said. “I always fuck bare.”

      I swallowed the lump in my throat. My dominant boss had taken completely posession of my wife’s body — and I loved it. “Yes, sir,” I said.

      He placed the tip at my wife’s entrance and pushed forward. Mary’s tight pussy was not ready for such a thick black cock. My wife moaned loudly as her pussy was stretched open. She struggled to accommodate his girth.

      “Oh god, it’s too big,” she moaned.

      “It’ll fit,” Andre said, his forehead dripping with sweat. “Relax. You’ve never had a real cock before, but you’ll learn soon enough. Right, Jim?”

      “Right,” I said. “Relax, honey, you’re almost there.”

      I couldn’t believe I was coaching my wife through her first black dicking, but I took to it like a fish takes to water.

      Andre took it slow, letting my wife adjust to his immense size. Soon enough my wife’s labored breaths turned into moans, pain turning into pleasure. He slid in inch-after-inch, until his entire monster-sized cock was inside of my wife.

      “How is it?” I asked.

      “Unbelievable,” she groaned, her eyes shut tight and her mouth hanging open. “It’s so good, baby, it’s so b-b-b-ig,” she breathed. “I’ve never felt like this before!”

      Andre pulled out slowly, her pussy clinging to his girth, until only the tip remained inside. Then he pushed it back in, picking up a steady pace.

      “You love my black cock, don’t you?”

      “Oh yes, I love it, I love it!

      “I’m going to fuck you again,” he groaned.

      “Yes,” she said, sounding almost desperate. “Yes, yes! Anytime, Andre! I’m yours!”

      He slammed into her, again and again, pounding his massive cock into her cunt with all his might. Mary’s face grew red and her eyes rolled back as her moans were reduced to pure gibberish. I watched in astonishment as my boss fucked the everliving shit out of my wife.

      He kept going and going, and Mary’s moans got louder and louder, until she was screaming her lungs out. I could never go as hard and as fast for as long as Andre. I’d shoot my load. Not Andre. He pounded her like a machine, his black cock a blur as he fucked my wife.

      “Ah fuck, I’m cumming!” Mary screamed. “I’M CUMMING!”

      For the first time in her life Mary had a vaginal orgasm — I can only make her cum from eating her out — and she trembled on Andre’s dick, saliva dripping down her chin as she’s absolutely lost herself in lust.

      When she came down from her sexual high, Andre took a breather. His ebony muscles were coated in a layer of sweat. Mary ran her hands over his pecs, admiring his sculpted muscles.

      “How is he?” I asked.

      “So good,” Mary breathed, her chest heaving up and down. “I’ve never been fucked like this. Thank you, honey, for letting me do this.”

      Andre pulled his massive cock out and Mary whined like a puppy. “Turn around,” he ordered. “Show me that big, white ass.”

      “Yes sir,” Mary said. She hopped on all fours, obediently presenting her fuck-holes to my boss.

      I sat down in front of her and kissed her mouth, stroking her hair.

      “You look beautiful,” I said.

      At that moment Andre slipped his massive cock back into her wanton pussy. He started pounding her relentlessly, the sound of his big balls smacking against her pussy bouncing off the walls.

      My wife looked me in the eyes, and slowly but surely, her bright blue eyes glazed over. With every thrust of Andre’s hip she was launched forward, her eyebrows furrowed, her body barely managing to take every last girthy black inch.

      “Oh fuck, baby, he’s fingering my ass,” she moaned, and my excitement was kicked up another notch. I jumped up and saw Andre’s thumb was lodged into my wife’s tight, virgin ass.

      He pumped his finger into in rhythm with his own thrusting. I stared in amazement. All my life my wife had denied me the pleasures of her asshole, but Andre? This black, demanding stud? He didn’t ask, he took. And judging by my wife’s delirious moans, she loved it.

      “Have you ever fucked your wife in the ass?”

      I shook my head no, my mouth as dry as cork. “N-no,” I stammered.

      “Do you want me to?

      I was just about to laugh — the mere idea of his thick cock fitting in her ass was ludicrous — when my wife shocked me with her answer.

      “Yes,” she groaned. “Yes, fuck my ass, Andre, fuck my slutty white ass.”

      She looked up at me, her eyes glimmering with lust as she bit her bottom lip. “Is that okay, baby? Is it okay for your boss to fuck me in the ass?”

      I nodded, trembling with excitement. “Yes,” I groaned. I couldn’t believe I was giving up my wife’s anal virginity to my boss!

      “Get me some lube, Jim,” Andre commanded me.

      I quickly ran upstairs to get some lube, my heart in overdrive. Luckily I had bought a new bottle a few months back, hoping it would spice up our love life, but Mary shot any anal play down real quick. Now I was grabbing that same bottle so that a black man could squirt it onto his cock to fuck my wife in the ass! What a time to be alive.

      I came back downstairs and held out the bottle for Andre.

      “You put it on,” he said, his thick cock still inside my wife’s dripping wet pussy.

      “Okay, sir,” I said, squirting a few big fat drops of the liquid goodness right on my wife’s puckered asshole. Mary quivered as the cool liquid hit her rosebud.

      “Work it in there, make it nice and wet for me,” Andre said.

      I rubbed the gooey stuff into my wife’s asshole, the tips of my fingers pressing inside her. Andre flexed his cock, and to my amazement, I could feel his cock right through her skin.

      He then pulled his cock out my wife’s cunt, his thick, long, black pole coated in juices. “Squirt it on my cock too,” he commanded. He grabbed the base of his cock, his black pole resting against my wife’s ass.

      “Yes, do it,” Mary breathed. “Do it. I want to watch you handle that black cock.” She watched from over her shoulder. “Get it ready for my ass.”

      I squirted the clear liquid right onto his girthy black cock, drops of it sliding down his length.

      “Make sure it’s totally lubed,” Andre said.

      “O-okay,” I said, my hands trembling from excitement. I squirted some into the palm of my hands and wrapped them around the purple head of my boss’s cock. It was the first time in my life I ever touched a cock other than my own. It felt hot to the touch, and it was as hard as a damn rock. I had to use both my hands to grip it properly, my fingers working the cool liquid onto his black cock.

      “That’s it, jerk that cock, baby,” Mary cooed, her eyes open wide.

      Without realizing it, I had begun to jack Andre off. All those years of masturbation had programmed that right into my muscle memory.

      “Is this enough?” I asked.

      Andre nodded. “Good job, Jim. Now put your cock in your wife’s mouth. She needs something to muffle her screams,” he said with a smirk as he smacked the head of his cock against my wife’s slippery asshole.

      I took my clothes off and held my cock in front of my wife. She slipped it into her mouth easily — unlike Andre’s — as he prepared to fuck her in the ass.

      “I’ll go slow,” he said. “It might hurt a bit at first.”

      He slowly pushed the big, bulbous head of his cock into my wife’s tight, virgin asshole. Her cheeks went hallow as she sucked on my dick as hard as she could, her voice contorted. “Too big,”, she groaned, her voice muffled.

      “The tip is in,” Andre said proudly. “That’s the hard part. Now comes the rest.”

      Inch-after-inch he worked his cock in, taking her anal virginity right in front of me. I stared in amazement, my jaw hanging wide open as this ebony stud took so easily what I had struggled to achieve for years.

      My wife’s groans turned into whimpering moans, and her tense body relaxed when Andre had half his shaft inside her ass. “That’s it,” he said. “How does that feel?”

      “Ugghh,” was the only thing that come out of my wife’s mouth, much to Andre’s amusement.

      “Good. Take notes, Jim, this is how you fuck your wife in the ass.”

      He pulled out before slamming back in, shoving half his cock back into her ass with one fell push. Mary cried out on my cock, a potent mixture of pleasure and pain.

      Andre smacked her ass until it was bright red, his hand print burned into her white cheeks. Her entire body jiggled and shook with every thrust of his powerful hips, and Mary moaned delriously

      “It’s so good,” she moaned. “I’ve n-never — ahh — never felt this good before!”

      “Tell me more,” I pleaded.

      Mary looked up at me, her mouth hanging open. “Your boss should have fucked my ass years ago,” she said.

      My cock was as hard as a rock, and I was only moments away from blowing my load all over my wife’s pretty little face. I pulled back, waiting. I wanted to cum at the exact same moment Andre did, so that Mary would be pumped full of cum from both sides at the same time.

      Luckily for me, I didn’t have to wait long.

      “I’m going to cum,” Andre growled. “I’m going to inside your ass!”

      “Yes, do it,” Mary pleaded. “Fill me up, Andre, fill me with your cum!”

      He pounded his cock into her ass faster and faster until he exploded inside of her. He bottomed out and groaned loudly, filling my wife’s ass to the brim with his cum.

      I came at that exact moment, shooting my load into my wife’s open mouth.

      Andre pumped my wife’s ass fill, firing rope after rope of his pearly white cum into her. When he pulled out, his black cock was absolutely coated in juices.

      “Get a towel, Jim,” he said.

      I quickly ran to get a towel, and when I came back, I stopped dead in my tracks. Andre sat on my couch while Mary’s head rested in his lap, sucking and licking his cock clean. She ran her tongue all the way from the top to the bottom, licking up the mixture of juices on his black member.

      He held her hair, guiding her around, sometimes giving a little pump so his cocks sid into her mouth. All the while, Mary was moaning lovingly. I sat down across from them, absolutely gobsmacked that my wife was orally worshiping the cock was just inside her asshole.

      Her asshole gaped wide open still, cum leaking out onto her couch. I quickly laid the towel for her.

      “How was it, Jim?” Andre asked me. “Everything you expected it to be?”

      “So much more,” I said as my wife bobbed up and down his dirty cock.

      “I’m glad you liked it. What about you, my slut?” Andre asked my wife. He pulled his cock out of her mouth and slapped the wet head against her cheeks. “Did you love my big black cock inside your ass?”

      Mary laughed, a wide, youthful grin plastered on her face. “I loved it,” she said, planting a wet kiss on the head of Andre’s cock. “I love black cock.”

      I got everyone a glass of water and we all sat there naked, gathering our breath.

      “What now?” I asked after a moment of silence. “What is next?”

      “That is up to you two,” Andre said. “I think you have plenty to talk about. When you’ve decided you want more, you know where to find me. Which until the end of the week is down the hall,” he grinned.

      With that, he got up. “I’m going to take a shower,” he announced. “I’ll see you two lovebirds in the morning.”

      Mary and I watched Andre walk up the stairs with a twinge of regret, almost sad that this debauched night was already over. I knew one thing for sure:

      This wouldn’t be the last time I shared my wife with my boss!
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Epilogue

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        6 months later

      

      

      Life has never been better. Over the past few months, I’ve noticed just how many of my friends complain about dead bedrooms, their nagging wives, their dwindling sex-lives.

      Meanwhile, I’m having sex every single day — if not more.

      I could tell them my secret, but somehow, I’d doubt they’d be very enthusiastic.

      After all, what would you do if I told you the secret to a good sex-life is letting your big black boss sexually service your wife whenever he pleases?

      You’d most likely shake your head and call me a sap, a fool, a sucker. That’s fine by me. I don’t care. When I come home from work, my wife’s pussy is filled with cream, still red and swollen from the marathon fucking Andre — or any of his many black friends he’s introduced my wife to over the past few months — has given her.

      Depending on my mood, I drop down to my knees and eat her creampie, or I just stick my quivering cock in that sloppy goodness and add my load to my boss’s.

      Mary and I have never been closer, and Andre has become a real part of our unity. I never thought having a bull around could be so rewarding, but knowing that there’s a virile stud around to fulfill my wife’s every desire takes a load of pressure off my shoulders. He is over at our place so much he practically lives there now, as my wife has turned into an insatiable minx.

      Lately, Mary has been teasing me, telling me that if I love eating Andre’s cum out of her so much, I should get it straight from the source. I never considered myself bi, but I have the feeling that tonight, my wife is going to make me a suck a dude off for the first time in my life.

      Fuck.

      Life has never been better!
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      A good neighbor is a blessing...

      Abigail knows all about her husband's hotwife fantasies, but she just hasn't met the right guy yet. She's not in a rush either - after all, she's only 22.

      Until their older, black neighbor Cameron invites them over for a barbecue. He reveals that he's a widower, who hasn't dated in years. Abigail hatches a devious scheme. She can fulfill her husband's fantasy and be a kind neighbor at the same time... by inviting the ebony man into her bedroom.

      With age comes experience, and the young couple has no idea what they're getting themselves into...
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            A good neighbor

          

        

      

    

    
      “What about Cameron?”

      It was that seemingly innocuous question that rocked Sebastian’s and Abigail’s marriage to its core. Playful fantasies turned into something real, something tangible, something incredibly exciting for the both of them.

      Sebastian could never look at his older, black neighbor in the same light again.

      Not now he knew what his wife really wanted.

      It all started with an impromptu barbecue one hot, July night…
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      “The two of you having a good night?” Cameron asked his two next-door neighbors who strolled into their back-yard.

      “We sure are,” Abigail answered. “That smells great, are you having a barbecue?”

      “Sure am,” the elderly black man responded.

      “Having any friends over?” Sebastian said, resting his hand on his wife’s lower back.

      “Unfortunately not, no,” Cameron responded, putting on his best smile. “You two are welcome to join me if you’d like, though.”

      Abigail looked at her husband, biting down on her bottom lip. They had a quick and silent conversation, as only spouses can have. They were so close they didn’t need words to talk — their eyes said it all.

      Let’s join him.

      Are you mad? I’ve been waiting to fuck you all day!

      He’s lonely! I’ll make it up to you later, I promise.

      Very well… but I’m not done with you yet.

      You better not be!

      “We’d love to,” Abigail said, and she walked into her neighbor’s yard. “What are you cooking?”

      “Oh, a bit of this, a bit of that. Pull up a chair. I have some drinks in the fridge — help yourself!”

      Sebastian went inside and grabbed everyone a nice, cold beer while Abigail set up two chairs for them.

      “I hope I didn’t interrupt your date,” Cameron said. “You don’t have to humor an old man like me, you know.”

      “Of course not, or else we wouldn’t have accepted. And that is nonsense,” Abigail said. “You’re not that old.”

      “Compared to you I’m practically ancient!”

      “Oh come on! How old are you? 46?”

      “You flatter me,” Cameron grinned. “Don’t you ever stop. I’m 54.”

      “So? You’re in our fifties. That’s the new forties nowadays,” Abigail grinned.

      Cameron sighed. “I’m old enough to be your father, you know. How old are you kids?”

      “I’m 22, and Sebastian is 26,” Abigail said. “And we’re not kids!”

      Cameron chuckled. “You’re right, I’m sorry, though that still is quite young. I remember when I was your age.”

      Sebastian came back outside and handed everyone their drink. “What did you do when you were our age, Cam?”

      “The same as you, I expect,” he answered. “I traveled, I partied, I smoke, I drank… ha, time changes, I suppose.”

      “Not much of party animal these days, no?”

      “I can’t remember the last party I’ve been too, honestly. In fact, this is as close to a party that I’ve had in a while! Rosa was the social one. After she died I stopped going to parties, and soon enough the invitations stopped coming, and…”

      “I’m sorry,” Abigail said, touching her neighbor’s knee. “We didn’t meant to drag up any painful memories.”

      “Don’t worry about it,” he said. “It’s not your fault. They’re not bad memories, I love talking about Rosa.”

      “How long has it been since your wife passed?”

      “Oh, I reckon it’s been …seven years now? Wow, that sounds so long, saying it out loud.”

      “How have you held up?” Abigail asked.

      “I have my good days and bad days,” the neighbor answered with a wry grin. “You’re starting to sound like my kid now.”

      “You have one son, right?”

      “Yeah, Memphis. He’s twenty now. It was the hardest on him actually, he was only thirteen when she passed. He made it through, he’s a trooper. But it was difficult, I’m not going to lie. I had to remain strong, for him, and at times, I didn’t get to have any time to heal, you know? I had to put on a brave face.”

      Cameron poked the sausages, the meat slowly turning a golden brown in the flames.

      “I really sound like an old fart now, don’t I?”

      Sebastian and Abigail exchange a quick glance. Cameron is lonelier than either of them had realized.

      “Tell me about her,” Abigail said.

      “Are you sure?”

      “Yes,” Abigail answered. “We want to know all about her.”

      Cameron told his neighbors all about his late wife. He shared stories on how they met, what vacations they went on together, and what a lively, spirited, strong and proud woman she was. His cheeks glow as he talks, his hands gesticulating every sentence, a wide smile on his face.

      “She sounds remarkable,” Abigail said. “What do you miss the most?”

      Cameron dark brown eyes twinkled. “Waking up next to her. It’s the small things you start to miss the most. Cherish every moment you two have together”

      “We will,” Abigail said, grabbing her husband’s hand. “We will.”

      The ebony neighbor took sip of his beer, a cheeky smile on his face. “Good. I miss that, and the sex, of course.”

      Abigail nearly spilled her drink as she gasped, and Cameron bursts out laughing. “You asked,” he grinned. “I don’t think I have to educate you kids on the importance of a healthy sex-life.”

      “Amen to that,” Sebastian said.

      “We had one of the best. If there were any bedroom-awards, we would have won them. I’m going to be honest with you, as we’re having such a good conversation. I’ve not been with anyone since Rosa passed. The thought of dating makes me feel like I’m betraying her. Silly, right?”

      “That’s not silly at all,” Abigail said. “I understand. You have to let go, though. It’s been seven years. You need to start looking out for your own happiness.”

      “Maybe you’re right,” Cameron sighed. “Memphis says the same thing. I don’t even know where to start.”

      “We can help you out,” Sebastian offered.

      Cameron raised his eyebrows. “You two are experts on 50+ dating now?”

      “I can be,” Abigail said with a grin. “I’ll just get you on Tinder. Girls will be lining up for a silver old fox like you.”

      Their neighbor shook his head. “I swear, this world changes so fast, I can barely keep up.

      “Somethings stay the same, though,” Sebastian said. “Young girls will always be attracted to finer, older men.”

      “Ah, so you admit I’m old!” Cameron said.

      “Older,” Sebastian answered with a chuckle. “We’ll turn you into a player in no time.”

      Cameron shook his head. “I don’t know what I want. I’m not looking for a one night stand, or some girl looking for a sugar daddy, but I’m not really ready for a relationship either.”

      “You need a fuckbuddy,” Abigail piped up. “Friends with benefits.”

      Cameron sighed. “Benefits sound good.”

      “Benefits are the greatest,” Abby said.

      “Ah look at me, I’m so distracted I nearly burned the sausages!”

      Cameron fished the sausages from the fire and handed them to the young, married couple. The trio enjoyed the setting summer sun as they chatted the night away.

      Neither of them had any idea what their harmless conversation had just set in motion…
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      “Remember that fantasy you always talk about?” Abigail asked her husband the moment the two are alone in their bedroom.

      She didn’t need to explain herself further — Sebastian knew exactly what was on his wife’s mind. Having a threesome with another man has always been at top of both of their lists, though they’ve never acted on it. The right situation had simply never popped up before. Abigail wanted it to happen ‘naturally’, so an online stranger was out of the question.

      “Yes?” He asked hoarsely.

      “What about Cameron?”

      Sebastian’s heart leapt into his throat. “I never considered it.”

      “He’s perfect,” Abigail said as she pulled her shirt over her head. A second later the unsnapped her bra, letting it fall to the floor, bearing her white, round orbs to her husband. “He’s single, lonely, and we can trust him. There’s no risk of any feelings getting involved. You’ve seen him, he’s clearly hurting… and we can help him out.”

      “Some favor that would be,” Sebastian mumbled. “Neighbor with benefits.”

      “Neighbor with benefits,” Abigail responded, stepping out of her hot-pants. “I like the sound of that.” A second later her black panties fall to the floor, pooling around her ankles. “What do you say?”

      Sebastian’s eyes scoured his wife’s curvy, naked body. The thought of his older, black neighbor running his strong hands all over his wife’s body drove him absolutely wild. Without saying a word he stripped all his clothes off.

      Abigail sat down on the edge of the bed. She reached and playfully smacked her husband’s erect cock.

      “Seems I’ve got my answer,” she said with a sultry grin. She bent over and wrapped her hot, red lips around the head of Sebastian’s throbbing cock.

      “Oh fuck,” he moaned as his wife’s hungry mouth bobbed up and down his member.

      “Mmmfm,” she groaned in return. “Can you imagine what it would be like? His dark body on top of mine… his big, black cock resting on my lips…”

      Sebastian shuddered. A big drop of pre-cum formed on the head of his cock, and Abigail licked it off immediately. “Mmm.”

      “Fuck, you’re a dirty girl, aren’t you?” Sebastian said. “Would you really do it, or are you just taking dirty?”

      “Which do you prefer?” She said with a naughty grin. “Do you hope I’m just playing…” The horny wife laid down on her back on their bed, her fingers sliding between her legs. “…or do you hope I’m for real? Do you want me to do it, baby? Do you want me to fuck ourneighbor?”

      Her fingers spread her lips wide open, the tips of them rubbing her throbbing clit in a circular motion. Her other hand grabbed her breasts, squeezing them roughly. She looked at her husband, who stood in front of her, his hand working his cock, with lust burning in her eyes.

      “Do you think Cam wants to fuck me?”

      “I know he does,” Sebastian growled. “I saw how he looked at you. He can’t wait.”

      “I hope he does, baby,” Abigail moaned, one finger slipping into her wet cunt. “Fuck, I hope he fucks me with that big black cock of his, I hope he pushes it right into my pussy and fills me up good, baby.”

      Her eyes grew wider as her orgasm approached, her mouth hanging open. “You’re going to ask him, aren’t you? You’re going to ask our neighbor to fuck me!”

      Sebastian’s mouth went dry, his hands a blur as he jerked off right in front of his wife, his cock throbbing harder than ever before.

      “Is that what you want?” He said, avoiding the question.

      “Fuck me and I’ll tell you,” Abigail teased. She pulled her knees up to her chest, exposing her cunt to her husband.

      Sebastian grabbed his wife’s thighs and sunk his hard cock into her wet cunt with one push. “I’ve never felt you this wet,” he muttered.

      “Uh huh,” Abigail moaned with closed eyes.

      Sebastian grabbed her ankles for support and pounded his cock into her as hard as he could, taking out all his lust on his wife’s body.

      “Tell me,” he said, his voice hoarse. “Tell me what you really want.”

      “You know what I want,” Abigail smirked. “I want Cameron’s big black cock inside of me!”

      “Oh fuck,” Sebastian moaned. He paused, or else he would have cum right away. The purple head of his cock throbbed hard inside his wife.

      “You want it too, don’t you?” Abigail said. She felt her husband’s cock pulse, and she moved her hips, fucking herself on his cock.

      “Fuck me, baby,” she cooed. “Fuck me like Cameron would.”

      “I never knew you were into black guys,” Sebastian said, wiping the sweat off his brow.

      “Only when they’re old enough to be my dad,” Abigail responded with a wicked grin.

      The sexual tension in the room was so thick you could cut it with a knife. There was something so forbidden and taboo about Cameron that drove the couple wild with lust. Not only was he a black man, but he was more than double their age as well.

      “Fuck, you’re kinky,” Sebastian said.

      “You love it.”

      “I do.”

      “Are you going to ask him?” She pleaded. “I want to hear you say it, baby. Tell me. Tell me you’re going to ask our old black neighbor to come fuck your wife.”

      Sebastian swallowed, his entire body tingling with excitement. “I’m going to ask our neighbor to fuck my wife.”

      Abigail threw her head back, a satisfied grin on her lips. “The big black neighbor,” she hummed.

      “Our big black neighbor is going to fuck you,” Sebastian said. He pulled his cock out until only the head remained before slamming it back in. “Our big black neighbor is going to fuck your slutty young, white pussy whenever he wants!”

      “Ah yes,” Abigail moaned. “Oh, yes baby, yes! I’m going to fuck him baby, I’m going to fuck Cameron, oh whenever you’re out I’ll be next door, on my back, my legs spread as an older black man pumps me full of cum, everyday he’ll fill my unprotected white pussy with his black sperm, oh yes baby!”

      Sebastian stopped mid-thrust.

      “Are you going to have his black baby?”

      Abigail’s wicked grin grew even wilder, her entire body burning up with arousal. “Yes,” she said. “Yes, I’m going to have a little black baby in my tummy.”

      Sebastian fucked his wife harder than he ever had before. The bed creaked and protested as his cock slammed into his wife’s wet cunt, their moans so loud the entire neighborhood must have heard them. With an animalistic scream he came inside his wife, filling her with his pearly white cum.

      “Fuck, that was amazing,” Abigail said, a pink glow on her cheeks. She rubbed her husband’s back, planting small kisses on his shoulder.

      “Yeah,” Sebastian panted, his chest rising with every breath. “Unbelievable.”

      Abigail searched for her husband’s eyes. “How much of it all did you really mean?”

      “Not everything,” Sebastian answered. “I think using protection is a good idea.”

      The well-fucked wife smirked. So the part about asking our older, black neighbor to fuck me was true.

      “What happens now?” The tired husband said.

      “You ask him,” Abigail said, running her hands through her husband’s hair. “If you’re still on board with the idea.”

      “Why me? Why don’t you seduce him?”

      “I don’t want him to think I’m cheating on you, and I don’t think he’ll believe me that you’re okay with it unless he hears it from you.”

      Sebastian swallowed the large lump in his throat. How do you ask another man to fuck your wife? It sounds easy in theory, but…
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      From that night on, Sebastian and Abigail were insatiable. They couldn’t so much at look at one another without bursting out laughing — or tearing each other’s clothes off.

      “Are we really doing this?”

      That question was on both their minds. They talked and talked and talked, returning the same answer again and again… yes.

      Abigail started ‘working on her tan’, parading around the back-yard wearing only a string bikini, hoping that it would lure Cameron out. However, their neighbor didn’t make a move, so now it was all up to Sebastian.

      One night, a few weeks after the barbecue, Sebastian gathered up all his courage and knocked on his neighbor’s door.

      I’m so fucking crazy, he thought to himself as he waited there, a six-pack in his hand, and a wanton question burning on his lips.

      “Hi there neighbor,” Cameron said as he opened the door. “What do you need?”

      “Hi Cam, I was wondering if you wanted to split this six-pack with me?” Sebastian answered, holding up the drinks. “Abby’s out of town for the night. What do you think?”

      “Sure thing, bud, come in.”

      They went into Cameron’s backyard and shot the shit for a while. Sebastian tried to look for a way in, but he didn’t know quite how to steer the conversation in the right direction. That is when his eyes fell on his neighbor’s hot tub.

      “Why don’t you ever use that thing?” Sebastian asked.

      “It’s so much of a hassle,” Cameron answered. “Plus, it makes a lot of noise, too. I didn’t want to bother you two.”

      “Abby’s gone, and I’m here, so why not give it a go? It’s still nice outside.”

      Cameron shrugged. “Be my guest.”

      Sebastian rose from his seat and got the tub in working order. “Should I got get my swimming trunks?”

      “You don’t have to, not on my account,” Cameron answered. “We’re all men here. I enjoy going commando myself, if you don’t mind.”

      “Not at all, it’s your tub,” Sebastian answered. If I get him naked then that’s a start, he thought to himself.

      “Alright, but I’m taking a leak first,” Cameron answered, and he got up to enter the house.

      Sebastian stripped down naked, folding his clothes up and putting them in his chair. Cameron’s yard was shielded from the road by many trees — no one could see them. He sunk into the warm, bubbling water of the tub, the jets feeling good on his fully naked body.Damn, Cameron wasn’t kidding, he thought to himself.

      “How is it?” Cameron asked as he walked into his yard, stark naked.

      Sebastian’s eyes were immediately drawn to Cameron’s member, one single thought forming in the husband’s mind.

      Oh my.

      The biggest cock he’d ever seen in his life dangled between his neighbor’s legs. The black, semi-hard member dwarfed Sebastian’s — and it was only at half-mast. The thought of his wife wrapping her hands around that big cock made the husband painfully erect. I’m not getting out of this tub anytime soon, he thought.

      Cameron grabbed two beers and sat down on the edge of the tub, his cock right at eye-level. Sebastian saw a thick vein run up the length of his neighbor’s cock, the purple, bulbous head floating in the water. The older black man stretched his arms above his head, his cock jumping a little, growing by the second. Cameron had no idea what kind of effect he had on his neighbor.

      “This is the life,” Cameron sighed as he lowered himself into the water. “I’ve got to thank you, Sebastian, and your wife as well. You’ve helped me crawl out of my shell a bit. You’re the best neighbors a man could wish for.”

      You have no idea.

      “Nonsense,” Sebastian answered. “We still haven’t gotten you that date.”

      “I mean it,” Cameron said, grabbing Sebastian by the shoulders. “Thank you.”

      “You’re welcome, Cam.”

      “To neighbors,” Cameron said, raising his beer.

      “To neighbors,” Sebastian repeated.

      They drank their beer and enjoyed a moment of silence, their naked bodies soaking in the tub, savoring the warm summer night. If only Abigail were to come home right now, Sebastian thought to himself. She could slid right between us.

      It’s now or never, he thought to himself. He got Cameron naked, inebriated, and jolly.

      “I wish Abigail were here,” he said. He struggled to keep his voice from shaking “To enjoy this moment with us.”

      “In the tub?” Cameron said, cracking a smile. “That might be a tight fit.”

      “Nothing she couldn’t handle,” Sebastian answered. His heart pounded in his chest like a drum.

      Cameron raised his eyebrows. “True,” he said. “You wouldn’t mind?”

      “Why would I? We’re all friends.”

      “Most men would mind, I think.”

      “I trust you,” Sebastian answered. “Abigail trusts you. We know you’d never do something we didn’t ask you to.”

      That last statement lingered in the air. Sebastian took a sip of his beer, hoping the double meaning of his words were clear enough for his neighbor without having to spell it out.

      “You haven’t been with some one in seven years, right?”

      “Yes,” Cameron responded.

      “How do you control yourself when Abigail is working on her tan?” Sebastian asked, slurring his words a bit to appear more drunk than he was. “I’ve seen her out back in nothing but that tiny piece of cloth, and I can barely control myself. It must be hell for you.”

      The black man smiled. “Promise me you won’t get mad?”

      “Promise,” Sebastian said. Am I finally getting somewhere?

      “I can’t say I’ve been able to… avert my eyes, when Abigail is in the yard,” he admitted with a guilty grin. “I’m only human.”

      “I understand. Hell, I’d be offended if you didn’t look.”

      “Then you’ll be glad to hear I look quite a bit,” Cameron said. “Abigail is absolutely gorgeous.”

      “She certainly is. Did you know she’s done some modeling?”

      “Really? No, I did not.”

      “Yeah,” Sebastian said, taking another sip. What he neglected to mention was that these were all private photo shoots: Just Sebastian, Abigail and a camera, and their shoots always ended with Abigail stripping naked and being fucked somewhere in the woods by her horny husband. “She doesn’t share the photo’s with anyone cause she’s shy, but they’re really quite amazing.”

      Cameron nodded thoughtfully.

      “Want to see some?” Sebastian offered.

      The older man rubbed his hands together in anticipation. “I’m not going to turn down an offer like that.”

      “Hold on, let me grab my phone,” Sebastian said as he hopped out the tub. He pulled his phone out of his pants-pocket, his hands trembling. Scrolling through his gallery, he settled on one of his favorite photo shoots. It had been May of last year, and the two of them had gone down to the beach.

      Abigail wore a tiny red bikini, and Sebastian photographed her oiling up every inch of her body. The beach was deserted, and the photo sheet ended with Abigail naked and fingering herself to orgasm.

      Sebastian selected a photo was hot, but not too raunchy. Abigail smiled at the camera from over her shoulder, her white, round butt on display.

      Cameron only had to swipe left a few times and he’d see his neighbor in all her naked glory. The black man hoisted himself out of the tub and sat on the edge, his cock hanging in the water, as he accepted the phone.

      The black man whistled straight away. “Whoa!”

      “What do you think?”

      “I think you’re one lucky man, Sebastian.”

      “I sure am. There’s more, just swipe.”

      The suspense killed Sebastian. He had no idea what pictures his neighbor was looking at, but it was clear he liked what he saw — his big black cock slowly became engorged.

      “I wish I had a fine girl like her,” Cameron muttered.

      Sebastian took a deep breath. Here it goes.

      “What if you could?”

      Cameron looked up from the phone. “What do you mean?”

      “Exactly what I said. If you could have a… fine girl like Abigail… would you?”

      “Hypothetically, hell yes,” Cameron said. “What are you asking me here, Seb?”

      The husband licked his dry lips. “What I’m saying is that lately Abigail and I have been thinking, and, well, we’re each other’s firsts, in everything. We want a little adventure in our life, but we don’t know how to go about it, and I think this is a perfect opportunity for al of us,” Sebastian rambled on.

      Cameron sat up straight, looking his neighbor in the eye. Sebastian couldn’t help but notice his neighbor’s cock twitched between his legs.

      “Be frank with me, Sebastian. Are you asking me what I think you are?”

      “Alright, Cam, I’ll be as frank as I can be. Do you want to fuck my wife?”

      Sebastian could barely believe those words had actually left his lips. He imagined saying them for years, and now they rolled of his tongue perfectly, as if that sentence had been dying to escape his lips for decades.

      Cameron hesitated. “That’s quite a question, Sebastian. Have you two talked this through? I don’t want to be a home-wrecker.”

      “We have,” Sebastian assured his neighbor. “Over and over again. We trust you, and we know you respect our marriage. There’s no danger of any feelings getting involved. You are in need of a fuck-buddy, and so are we. What do you think?”

      Sebastian’s body was rifled with tension, his shoulders hunched. Everything rode on this moment. If Cameron turned them down, then their neighborly relationship would probably never be the same again. And he if accepted, well, then Sebastian was going to watch his black neighbor fuck his wife.

      “You make a good case,” Cameron said. “I’d be liar if I said I didn’t want to, but, I need to hear it from Abby’s mouth as well.”

      “I understand.”

      Cameron turned his attention back to the phone in his hand.

      “That could be yours,” Sebastian said.

      The big black cock between his neighbor’s legs throbbed with excitement as he scrolled through the photos.

      “You’re the only man she’s been with?”

      Sebastian nodded.

      “And you’re absolutely sure about this?”

      “Yes,” Sebastian said, his voice trembling.

      “You sure you want to watch your wife fuck an old black guy?”

      “Uh-huh,” Sebastian said, his cheeks burning bright red.

      “You’ve given me a lot of food for thought,” Cameron said, his hard cock bobbed between his legs, only a foot away from Sebastian. Cameron grabbed the base of his cock, slowly tugging it up and down. He kept scrolling through the gallery, checking out all the naked photos.

      “It would be nice to fuck that white cunt…” he mused, absentmindedly tugging his cock. It grew and grew, and Sebastian could barely believe its size. It must’ve been over 10 inches long.

      A big drop of pre-cum formed on its head. Sebastian watched with bated breath as his neighbor stroked his big black cock in front of him while he imagined fucking his wife.

      Arousal and lust overtook his normally kind neighbor, his cock taking control. “Fuck, Sebastian. I’m going to fuck your wife. I’m going to fuck that horny little bitch. I’m going to impale her on my black shaft. That’s what you want, isn’t it?”

      Sebastian nodded. “Y-yes.”

      “Show me. Show me your cock.”

      The husband hoisted himself out of the tub, his own cock hard and throbbing — and half the size of his neighbors.

      “We’re going to do this on my terms, do you understand, Seb? You’re going to follow every one of my commands.”

      “Yes,” Sebastian said. He never expected his kind neighbor to suddenly be so aggressive and dominant, but he loved how completely in control the old black man was.

      “Good,” Cameron said. His hands stroked his big cock up and down, his brown eyes burning with fire. “Now open your mouth, because I’m going to cum all over that pretty little face of yours.”

      Sebastian’s breath froze. He’d never anticipated this. With a slight hesitation, he slowly, but surely, opened his mouth.

      “That’s it, you little bitch,” Cameron grunted, his hands a blur as they worked his thick, black shaft. “I’m going to turn you two into my little cumsluts. Prepare to eat my load out of your wife every day, because once she’s got a taste of my black seed, she’ll never want anything else!”

      “Uh huh,” Sebastian moaned, stretching out his tongue. “Yes.”

      “Here it comes! Oh fuck, yeah, take it all you bitch!”

      Cameron’s fired his hot load all over Sebastian’s face, coating it with his juices. It was the first time Sebastian ever tasted cum — but to his surprise, it proved strangely addictive.

      “Fuck,” Cameron sighed, a last few drops landing on his neighbors outstretched tongue. He sat back down in the water, coming down from the incredible sexual high. He watched in amazement as Sebastian licked his lips, tasting his cum.

      “Look at you, gobbling it all up,” the black man said. “If I had known you were such a cum-addict, I’d have used you years ago.”

      “Yes,” Sebastian hissed, his hands a blur as he masturbated himself. He never expected his neighbor give him a facial, but it had proved to be one of the most erotic experiences of his life. His entire body trembled and shook as he shot his load over his own stomach, his face dripping with cum.

      The men relaxed, both of them perplexed with the sheer depravity of their sudden sexual encounter. After a few minutes, it was Cameron who spoke first.

      “I don’t know what came over me,” he said. “I got a little carried away.”

      “It’s okay,” Sebastian said. “I liked it.”

      “Are you sure?” Cameron asked him. “There’s no turning back if you awaken this beast,” he said, patting his semi-erect cock.

      Sebastian licked his lips. “I’m sure.”
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      When Abigail walked into her bedroom that night she found her husband naked and fully erect, edging his hard cock. She stopped dead in her tracks, smirking at her pervert of a husband.

      “I see you had a fun night.”

      “You have no idea,” Sebastian said, wagging his hard cock at his wife. “Come here.”

      Abigail walked up to him, bent over and licked the pre-cum of her husband’s cock.

      “Mmm. What’s gotten you so excited?” She asked.

      “I talked to Cameron tonight.”

      Abigail’s eyes lit up, the sides of her mouth pulling up into a naughty grin.

      “What did he have to say?”

      “A whole lot,” Sebastian said, his cock pulsing.

      “What did you ask him?”

      “I asked him if he wanted to fuck my wife.”

      Abigail paused for a second, her eyes growing wider. “Did you really?”

      “Yes, I did,” Sebastian said.

      “What did he say?”

      “He said he can’t wait to turn my wife into his personal fuck-toy.”

      “He didn’t!”

      “He said he wants to shove his big black cock into your white cunt and fill you up with his cum. He wants to hear you beg for it,” Sebastian groaned.

      Abigail wrapped her lips around her husband’s cock, taking his entire length down her throat, still unsure whether or not her husband was for real, or just talking dirty.

      “You don’t believe me, don’t you?”

      Abigail shook her head. “No.”

      “Lie down on the bed and I’ll tell you the whole story.”

      Abigail took her clothes off and lied down on her back, spreading her legs for her husband.

      “That’s it,” he breathed, his voice low and hoarse. “Play with yourself.”

      “What happened, baby?” Abigail moaned, her fingers rubbing her wet folds. “Tell me everything.”

      “I went over to his house,” Sebastian said, edging his erect cock. “I told him I wanted to use his hot tub. We got in. Naked.”

      A soft moan escaped Abigail’s lips. “How big is his cock?”

      “Big,” Sebastian answered. “Really big. Twice my size.”

      Abigail drew in a sharp breath. “Are you telling the truth, baby?”

      “I swear this really happened. I showed him photos of you, and asked him if he wanted to fuck you.”

      The young wife closed her eyes, her fingers teasing her swollen clit. “A-and?”

      “He didn’t believe me at first, but when he realized I was telling the truth, he… he got up, and jacked his cock off right in of me, stroking his full length…”

      Abigail’s eyes flew open. She locked eyes with her husband, and saw he was telling the truth. Her entire body trembled, her orgasm only a few strokes away. “No way,” she gasped.

      “He got really aggressive and controlling,” Sebastian said, rattling on, his entire body shaking with arousal as he retold the night’s event to his wife. “I could see lust taking him over when he knew I was for real. He told me I had to follow his every command if I wanted this.”

      “What did you say?” Abigail asked. The thought of her older, dark-skinned neighbor taking full control of her and her husband was the hottest thing she’d ever heard, and she saw in her husband’s eye that he was telling the truth.

      “I said yes,” Sebastian admitted. “I told him I’d do anything.”

      “Oh fuck,” the wife moaned, her fingers dipping into her wet cunt.

      Sebastian swallowed the large lump in his throat. “He wanted proof… so he told me to, to… open my mouth.”

      Abigail froze. “A-and?”

      “And he, he… he came all over my face.”

      Sebastian’s cock twitched as he came right there, his wife’s erotic stare sending him over the edge. Abigail rubbed her clit furiously, coming only a second after, her entire body rocked with pleasure. Her husband swallowing Cameron’s seed… she’d never known she wanted that to happen, but now that it had, she couldn’t think of anything more erotic.

      Except perhaps swallowing her neighbor’s cum herself.

      Sebastian lied down next to his wife, their mouths finding each other.

      “Are you mad?” Sebastian asked. “I didn’t plan it, it just sort of happened.”

      “Of course not,” Abigail answered. “That’s the hottest fucking thing I’ve ever heard. I can’t wait to see it.”

      Sebastian’s stomach flipped. My wife wants to watch me swallow cum. “O-okay,” he said.
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      The next morning both of them were as giddy as teenagers. Abigail climbed her husband while he was still half-asleep, guiding his morning erection into her dripping we cunt. Sebastian awoke with his cock already inside his wife.

      “Morning sweetie,” she said with a sultry smile as she moved her hips.

      “Morning,” Sebastian croaked, his throat dry. What a way to wake up.

      “You never should have told me how big Cameron’s cock is,” Abigail whispered. “Now I can’t think of anything else.”

      Sebastian’s eyes opened wide, his wife looking down at him with a wicked glint her eyes. She pushed her ass back down on him, fucking herself on his cock. “I can’t stop thinking about his big black cock, baby.”

      Unadulterated lust overtook Sebastian and he grabbed his wife’s ass with his two hands, relentlessly pounding his cock into her, his finger pressing against her asshole.

      “Dirty slut,” he grunted as he pushed his finger into his wife’s ass.

      “You’re going double-penetrate me, aren’t you?” Abigail moaned. “I want to feel your two cocks inside of me at the same time!”

      Sebastian could already feel his own cock through the fleshy wall separating her pussy and ass – he could only imagine how it would feel with another hard, throbbing cock in there.

      That thought was too much to bear. With a shudder Sebastian came, pumping his wife full of cum.

      “Yes, fil me, fill that slutty cunt,” Abigail grunted.

      When it was all over, the young wife rested her forehead against her husband’s. “Good morning,” she grinned. “When do you want to ask Cam over?”

      Sebastian licked his lips This was really happening.

      “Whenever you’re ready.”

      Abigail kissed her husband on the nose before hopping up and running to the bathroom, cum dripping down her legs. Sebastian could hear his wife humming under the shower as she got herself ready for their next door neighbor.

      This is it.

      That afternoon Cameron sat on the couch in the young couple’s living room. Sebastian poured them all a glass of white wine, as a Marvin Gaye record set the tone in the background. Abigail sat across the black man, a short, flowery sundress adorning her curvy frame. Cameron’s eyes glided over her body, drinking in every last inch.

      How long before he’s inside of her? Sebastian thought. Hours? Or mere minutes from now?

      Cameron spoke first. “I assume Sebastian told you all about our conversation last night.”

      Abigail had a constant smile on her face. She couldn’t suppress it. The thought of finally getting her deepest desire fulfilled – two cocks inside of her at the same time – excited her so that she could do nothing but smile.

      “He certainly has,” Abigail answered.

      “I want to hear you say it,” Cameron said. “It’s quite a thing you two are asking of me, and it’s not a request I take lightly. You two have a good thing going. I need to know you’re absolutely, one hundred percent sure. There is no turning back.”

      Abigail’s stomach fluttered with excitement. “I’m absolutely sure,” she said. “We talked it through, and we’re sure this is what we want.”

      “And what is that, exactly?”

      The young wife’s cheek flushed red with embarrassment. She now understood what her husband had meant when he said Cameron had a dominant streak to her. She never imagined her kindhearted neighbor had this side to her, but she liked it.

      She scraped her throat. “I want you to… make love… to me,” she said, her voice barely a whisper.

      “Fuck,” Cameron said. “I don’t make love. I fuck. You want me to fuck you?”

      Her neighbor’s words sent a jolt straight to Abigail’s clit. “Yes,” she said. “Yes, I want you to fuck me, Cameron.”

      “Good,” the black man answered.

      Sebastian watched this exchange with bated breath. Their neighbor took full control of the entire conversation, just like he’d done yesterday, in the hot tub. Even though the topic on hand was his own wife, Sebastian felt like a spectator to this conversation.

      “I’d be more than happy to, but there is something you should know. I demand strict discipline. Do you understand what I mean?”

      Abigail sat straight up, hanging on her neighbor’s every word, her stiff nipples poking through the fabric of her dress. No one had ever taken control of her like this, and she relished the feeling. “Yes,” she answered. “I understand.”

      “I don’t think you do,” Cameron smiled. “Come here.”

      The young wife rose to her feet, her heart beating in her throat. She looked back at her husband, who gave her a quick nod. Her hands smoothed her dress over, and then, with quivering legs, crossed her own living room. Cameron reached out for her hand – and a second later pulled her over his knees in one quick, smooth motion.

      He instantly hiked the back of her dress up, exposing her thong-covered ass. The black neighbor delivered a swift, open-handed slap on the wife’s perky bottom.

      The sound reverberated of the walls, and Abigail yelped loudly in surprise. Sebastian sat frozen in his seat, unable to move a muscle as his older neighbor spanked his wife right in front of him.

      SMACK!

      “You’re a dirty girl, aren’t you?” Cameron said, rubbing Abigail’s now-pink cheek.

      SMACK!

      “Asking your neighbor to come fuck you. I’m old enough to be your father.”

      SMACK!

      “What would your old man say if he saw you over the knee of a black man, writhing in pleasure as he disciplined you? Does he have any idea you’re such a slut?”

      SMACK!

      Abigail moaned every time her neighbor spanked her. “N-no,” she said. “H-he has no idea what a slut I am!” Her eyes were shut tight and her mouth hung open as she surrender her body to her neighbor.

      Cameron spanked the wife’s round, white ass until it was glowing red, his handprint burned into her pale skin. His fingers dug into her soft flesh, squeezing her roughly. His cock throbbed in his pants, pushing against Abigail’s stomach.

      “Is this what you want?” He grunted, delivering another smack. “You’re my slut, aren’t you?”

      SMACK!

      “Y-yes!” Abigail groaned. “Yes! I’m your slut, Cameron! I’m yours!”

      He ripped off her thong, throwing it across the room, into Sebastian’s lap. The husband, shocked by how easily his wife submitted to the old, black man, grabbed the small piece of cloth and found it to be absolutely, soaking wet.

      Cameron’s hands spread open Abigail’s ass, exposing her dripping wet cunt and tight butthole to him. “That’s one fine, white cunt,” he said, his fingers brushing against her wet lips. “I’m going to enjoy making you my slut.”

      “Uh-huh,” Abigail sighed blissfully as her most intimate parts were exposed to another man than her husband for the first time in her life.

      Cameron shoved his index finger into her cunt, sliding it in easily. He pumped it in and out of her pussy, her entire ass jiggling with every thrust of his fingers.

      “You’re soaking wet. Your married cunt is dripping at the thought of having a big black cock inside of it, isn’t that right?”

      “Y-yes,” Abigail whimpered as her neighbor fingered her in front of her husband. “Oh god yes.”

      “Tell your husband what you are.”

      “I’m a slut.”

      “Whose slut?”

      “Your slut.”

      “You feel my cock pressing against you?”

      “Oh yes,” Abigail moaned.

      “How does it feel?”

      “Big!”

      “Bigger than your husbands?”

      “Much bigger,” she gasped.

      “Do you want to suck on that big black cock?”

      “I do!”

      “Beg for it.”

      Sebastian was speechless. Cameron dominated Abigail completely, in a way that the husband never managed to achieve. She followed Cameron’s commands instantly, without a hint of protest. The black man had transformed from kind neighbor into a dominant sex god in only two conversations, and now he had Abigail begging for his black cock.

      “Please let me suck your cock, sir,” Abigail pleaded. “Please.”

      Cameron let go off Abigail, and she slid down to her knees, kneeling in front of her neighbor’s large frame. She unbuckled his pants and fished his massive black erection out of his boxers.

      “Fuck, it’s so big,” she gasped when she saw the black member bobbing up and down in front of her for the first time. Instinctively she licked her lips in anticipation.

      “Open wide,” Cameron said. “Wider than that, honey.”

      Abigail opened her mouth as wide as possible, her tongue stretched out. Cameron smacked the bulbous, purple head of his cock against her tongue before he slid it into her waiting mouth.

      Watching his wife worship another man’s cock – an older, black man’s cock at that – finally kicked Sebastian back into gear. I need to take a picture, he thought to himself. I have to remember this moment!

      He ran upstairs to grab his camera. When he came back down, he froze in his tracks.

      Cameron stood in his living room, completely naked now. Keeling in front of him was Abigail, her hands resting on her back. She was fully nude as well. The neighbor held two fistfuls of her brown hair as he roughly fucked her face, each thrust of his hips forcing another extra inch of black cock down the young wife’s throat.

      “That’s it, take it, take it all you whore,” Cameron groaned as he forced every last inch of his massive cock down Abigail’s throat. His muscled, ebony frame was covered in a thin layer of sweat as he used the poor wife’s mouth as a hole to fuck. One of his large, dark hand roughly mauled her breasts, pulling and squeezing them without mercy.

      Sebastian stared snapping away, documenting every last wanton, lurid moment on film.

      Cameron pulled his cock out of Abigail’s mouth and the wife gasped for breath, strands of saliva dripping down the corners of her mouth.

      “Tell the camera what you love,” the neighbor said.

      Abigail turned to her husband, her mascara run out, making her look like a panda. “Big black cock,” she said. “Thank you, baby.”

      “Good girl,” Cameron said as he patted Abigail on the head. “Now let’s put this big black cock inside that white cunt of yours.”

      Abigail sprung to her feet like a kid on Christmas morning. She got on her hands and knees on the couch like a dog, wagging her shapely ass and dripping wet pussy at her two men. Sebastian had never seen her cunt more swollen, more ready to be fucked anddestroyed than that at moment.

      “How about it, Sebastian?” Cameron asked, one of his hands grabbing the base of his giant black erection. He took a step forward and smacked the head against Abigail’s ass, smearing his pre-cum on her pale cheeks.

      “Are you ready to watch me fuck your wife? Are you ready to see my big black cock slide into your white wife’s unprotected cunt? Are you ready to see how a real man fucks her? How a real man pumps your wife’s cunt full of sperm?”

      “Y-yes,” Sebastian whimpered, his cock painfully erect. “Yes. Do it.”

      “Guide my cock in,” Cameron commanded.

      Abigail looked from over her shoulder, a wanton smile on her face, as her husband reached forward and, with his entire arm trembling, wrapped his fingers around Cameron’s big black cock. The black member pulsed in his hand, brimming with energy.

      Sebastian’s fingers barely managed to wrap around his neighbor’s immense girth. He rubbed the purple, glistening head against his wife’s wet lips, wondering how that big thing was ever going to fit inside her tight cunt. Would she ever feel the same again?

      “Ah, yesss,” Abigail hissed. “Do it, baby, push him into me. Stretch my pussy!”

      Cameron pushed his hips forward, soliciting a lewd, prolonged moan from the inexperienced wife. “Ah fuck!” She said. “Ohh, it’s so big!”

      Sebastian was mesmerized by the incredible view in front of him. Mere inches from his face Abigail’s married cunt was being stretched by Cameron’s monster cock.

      The black man pushed in inch-after-inch of his black cock into Abigail, her walls clinging to his girth, her entire body protesting as she was split in two.

      “How is it?” Sebastian asked.

      “So big,” his wife panted, “It’s too big, I can’t take it all!” Her eyes were shut tight, a painful frown on her face, her mouth hanging wide open.

      “You can take it,” Cameron grunted, sweat dripping down his brow. “You can take every last inch of this cock. You’ve never had a real cock, that’s all.”

      Sebastian grabbed his camera and started photographing the lewd scene in front of him once again. The giant black cock entering his wife contrasted beautifully with her pale, white skin. The veins on Cameron’s cock throbbed and pulsed as he pushed it in, inch-after-inch, hitting places inside Abigail that no man had ever touched before.

      Finally, after ten minutes of labor, the black neighbor had sunk his monstrous cock all the way inside the inexperienced wife.

      “How does that feel?” Cameron asked as he flexed his cock.

      Abigail moaned lewdly, her painful grunts replaced by erotic panting. “I’ve never been so filled,” she mused.

      Cameron grabbed two handfuls of the round, white ass in front of him and pulled out a few inches… before slamming them back in again. Abigail yelped, partly out of surprise, partly in pain, but mostly in unadulterated pleasure. “Oh god, oh yes, oh god,” she moaned repeatedly.

      “I’ve never fucked such a tight cunt,” Cameron grunted as he fucked the young wife. “Your husband must be smaller than I thought.”

      The black man fucked the wife with hard, rhythmic strokes, each one making her entire body quiver, each one brining her pleasure previously unknown to her. She’d never felt anything even remotely like this before. Cameron owned her, her owned her body and her soul.

      She was mere putty in his hands, to do with as he commanded. She’d do anything he wanted, without question, no matter how wanton, no matter how perverted.

      Her breathing got heavier and heavier, the persistent throbbing of her clit growing and growing, until every thought disappeared from her mind. The sounds of Cameron’s heavy grunts, the rhythmic slapping of his big balls against her ass, the clicks of her husband’s camera, it all faded away into nothingness. Her vision turned to black spots, her moans reduced to mere feral grunts.

      Bliss.

      Big black bliss.

      With an ear-piercing scream her core exploded, pure pleasure radiating from her clitoris outward, reaching every nook and cranny in her body, from her toes to her ears. She trembled for minutes on end, as every thrust of Cameron’s cock sent another shockwave of satisfaction through her entire frame.

      She opened her eyes and blinked because of the bright flashes of her husband’s camera. Drool dribbled down her lips, a horny, unashamed smile on her lips.

      “Are you okay?” Sebastian asked.

      Abigail licked her lips. “Never better,” she answered.

      The well-fucked wife begged like a dog when Cameron pulled his monster-cock out, leaving her abused cunt gaping wide open. He commanded Sebastian to lie down on the couch on his back, and for Abigail to mount her husband’s face.

      Both did so without a hint of protest.

      Abigail’s stretched out cunt hovered inches above Sebastian’s waiting mouth. The potent mixture of Cameron’s and his wife’s juices filled his nostrils, making his mouth water. He grabbed her thighs and pulled his wife down on his face.

      His tongue explored her gaping open pussy, sliding in far deeper than normal. The new taste was musky, yet sweet – and incredibly addictive. He licked and sucked enthusiastically, lapping his wife’s well-fucked pussy clean.

      “Good boy,” Cameron commended him. “Clean that pussy up. How does my cock taste?”

      Sebastian’s answer was muffled by his wife’s ass as she smothered him.

      The black man grabbed a fistful of Abigail’s dark hair and guided her mouth to his cock, the black member coated with their mixed juices. He didn’t need to tell Abigail a thing. The young wife obediently opened her mouth, wrapping her lips around the purple head of his cock. Her tongue cleaned every inch, tasting herself on her neighbor’s cock.

      It was the first time Abigail ever tasted herself – though it certainly wouldn’t be the last.

      Cameron pumped her head up and down, satisfied with the young couple’s complete and total obedience. He pulled his cock out and held his member up, and Abigail slid her tongue all the way down to his big back balls.

      She lathered them up with her tongue, popping them into her mouth and sucking on them. Cameron fisted her hair and held her down, her tongue exploring his taint.

      “Fuck, that’s a good little slut,” he said, rubbing his cock all over her face. “You look good with my balls in your mouth and my cock in your face.”

      “Thank you, sir,” Abigail said, her voice muffled by the black balls in her mouth.

      “Get her ass nice and wet, Sebastian,” the black man said. “I’m going to fuck my bitch in the ass next.”

      Abigail’s eyes grew wide, and she gently shook her head.

      “Oh yes,” Cameron said. “Your tight little ass is next. The wetter you make my cock, the less it will hurt.” He pushed his cock back into her mouth, making her gag on it.

      Cameron took out all the years of pent-up lust on the naïve couple. They had no ideawhat beast they had awoken. He wouldn’t rest until he had filled her virgin ass with his load and watched Sebastian eat it out. He had warned them what they were getting themselves into, but they weren’t deterred – and now, they were about to reap what they had sowed.

      Sebastian pushed his tongue as far into his wife’s tight asshole as he could, eating her ass out for the first time. Today was a day of many firsts. He opened his to see Cameron’s big, throbbing cock mere inches from his face. The purple head glistened with juices, seconds way from ravaging his wife’s ass, taking her anal virginity, right in front of him.

      Abigail fumbled with her husband’s pants, pulling his cock out. She took it into her mouth easily. Compared to Cameron’s cock this was a piece of cake. She bobbed her head up and down easily, completely lost in a sea of lust.

      Cameron placed the head of his black cock against Abigail’s puckered asshole.

      “Relax,” he told Abigail. “It’ll only hurt for a moment.”

      He grabbed two handfuls of her round, white ass and pushed forward, the head of his cock splitting her ass open. Sebastian’s eyes were only inches away, committing every last detail of his neighbor stealing his wife’s anal virginity away from him to his permanent memory.

      “Oh god,” Abigail panted as she felt her asshole open wide. “I can’t take it!”

      “You can,” Cameron stated. “You will.”

      Sebastian couldn’t believe what his eyes were telling him. His wife’s ass opened up, wider and wider, until the head of his neighbor’s cock suddenly slid in. Abigail screamed, a mixture of pain and pleasure, as a cock filled her ass for the first time in her life.

      “See,” Cameron said. “Your white ass was made to be fucked by big black cocks.”

      He moved his hips, pushing another inch in, prompting a delirious moan from the young wife. Slowly but surely Cameron worked inch-after-inch of his girthy black cock into her ass, until he had it in all the way to the hilt.

      Abigail’s screams were reduced to moans that dripped with lust. Cameron had reduced every orifice in her body to a sex-toy. Her entire body was made to be used by big black cock – she understood that perfectly now.

      Nothing would ever be the same again.

      Cameron’s massive balls rested on Sebastian’s forehead, his entire back cock inside Abigail’s ass. “Lick my balls,” Cameron said. “Lick my balls while I fuck your wife in the ass.”

      Sebastian didn’t need to be told twice. He sucked his neighbor’s balls into his waiting mouth, running his tongue across his smooth skin as the black cock fucked his wife’s ass. The slightly salty taste drove the husband mad with lust, his own cock painfully erect. His orgasm was only a few sucks away, but he wanted to postpone it as long as possible.

      Cameron built up a rhythm, and soon, he pounded his cock into the young wife’s ass. One hand smacked her ass with every thrust, the other grabbed a fistful of her hair, yanking it as he fucked her ass harder than he had ever fucked before. Her ass was almost painfully tight, her entire body clamping down on his black manhood as he ravaged her asshole.

      “Are you my bitch?” He grunted under his breath. Sweat covered every muscle in his body. Fucking his prim and proper neighbor in her ass while her husband licked his balls – this was the life.

      “Y-yes, yes, yes,” Abigail panted.

      “Bark,” Cameron demanded, yanking her hair. “Bark for me, bitch!”

      Abigail barked like a dog in heat, humiliating himself for her neighbor’s pleasure. “Woof! Woof!”

      Cameron gave one hard, final thrust, slamming every last inch of his gargantuan cock into his bitch’s ass, before unloading his massive load inside of her. He fired rope after rope of his pearly white cum deep into her ass, letting out a low groan as he did so.

      “Take it all,” he said with a clenched jaw.

      “Oh yes,” Abigail moaned. “I feel it, I can feel you throbbing inside of me.” She felt her neighbor’s cock swell up right before exploding, and now she felt a warm, wet sensation fill her asshole.

      Sebastian could feel the balls resting on his face contract, forcing every last drop his hot seed into his wife’s well-fucked ass. Thoroughly satisfied, Cameron took a step back, his cock plopping out of Abigail’s ass.

      A thick strand of cum dripped instantly out of her gaping open asshole, sliding down onto Sebastian’s face. The cum was still hot. The poor husband couldn’t hold out a moment longer – he came without touching his cock, his penis spurting its load all over itself.

      “Lick it all up,” Cameron said. He pushed Abigail’s ass down so that her asshole was leaking his cum right into her husband’s open mouth. “Drink it all, you bitch. Lick that cum up.”

      Sebastian’s tongue plunged into his wife’s gaping asshole, tasting a mixture of their juices. Cameron’s load kept coming and coming, and he swallowed every last drop of it.

      The neighbor grabbed another fistful of his bitch’s hair and offered his dirty, lubed-up cock to her. Abigail looked up at him with drunk eyes, her body totally destroyed by his big black cock. Obediently she opened her mouth, her tongue licking all the seed of the side of his dick.

      “That’s a good slut,” he said, pushing his cock into her mouth. “Clean that dick.”

      Abigail bobbed her head up and down, sucking all her own juices off his black, still-hard member. She orally worshipped him, which came extremely easy to her. Her neighbor had effortlessly brought her submissive side out – and there was no bottling this genie.

      This all went smoother than Cameron had dared to dream. He sat down in a lounge chair across the used couple, stretching his legs and arms. Abigail climbed off her husband’s face and crawled over to her neighbor, curling up between his legs, planting small kisses on the side of his massive member. She loved it, every single part. From the big balls to the purple head and the many veins that ran up and down its length.

      Sebastian sat up straight, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. The taste of Cameron’s cum lingered still.

      “Was that everything you hoped it would be?” Cameron asked, running his hand through Abigail’s hair.

      “Better than I ever dared to hope,” she answered, planting a wet kiss on the shiny head of his cock.

      “What about you, Sebastian? How do you feel?”

      The cuckolded husband stared in awe at his wife. She rubbed her neighbor’s cock with affection, completely enthralled by his massive manhood. He’d hoped his neighbor would bring out the slutty side of his wife, but he never expected him to be… successful.

      Cameron had seemed a very safe option. A nice, kind, respectful man. A perfect addition to their marriage. But behind closed doors, the mature black man turned out be a ravenous beast. With his perverted wish to watch his wife blacked Sebastian had uncaged him, and now, Sebastian and Abigail had both fallen under his spell.

      “Great,” he said, licking his lips. “I’m a little… shocked to be honest. I didn’t expect to, to…”

      “To eat my creampie from your wife’s ass?” Cameron smirked. “I warned you last night that you’d end up eating my creampies, so you can’t say I didn’t warn you. With my age comes a certain experience. Consider this your introduction into the world of wife sharing.”

      “I had no idea you were so adventurous,” Sebastian answered.

      “You don’t become my age without trying a thing or two,” Cameron answered. “You two aren’t the first couple in history to invite a man into your bed room, I can tell you that.”

      “I apologize if I took things a bit too far,” the neighbor continued. “I admit that I may have gotten carried away for a moment or two.”

      “Nonsense,” Abigail said, trailing her tongue up his member. “It was perfect.”

      Sebastian swallowed the lump in his throat. “Yes,” he said.

      “I’m glad you think so,” Cameron answered. “Because this is only the beginning.”
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      Sebastian opened his front door with trembling hands. This is the absolute height of perversion, he thought to himself. Cameron had slowly raised the bar, going from one perversion to the next. Sebastian figured they’d already done everything imaginable that first time, when Cameron took his wife’s anal virginity, but that proved to be only the beginning.

      Abigail had crawled all over his house wearing nothing but a collar. She had served as a hostess for one of Cameron’s poker games with his old buddies, wearing nothing but a French maid outfit – and no underwear. Sebastian was the dealer for that game, and he was forced to watch as his wife went from one lap to the next, being groped by a bunch of old guys. The winner of that game got to shoot his load all over Abigail’s face – and what he missed, she licked up from the floor.

      Cameron had transformed his playful wife into a full-blown cum-addicted slut. Sebastian loved every wanton minute of it, as he was turned on 24/7.

      However, this was something else. This was crazy. This was weird.

      This was so fucking hot.

      “Hey,” Memphis said. “I’m looking for my father?”

      “He’s upstairs,” Sebastian answered. He had to struggle to keep his voice from breaking. In a few minutes he’d witness his wife being sandwiched in a father-son threesome, the most wanton display he could imagine. That is, if Memphis proved to be every bit a sexual deviant as his father, but Sebastian didn’t doubt that for a second.

      Like father, like son.

      Upstairs, Abigail was chained to her marital bed, blindfolded and spread-eagle. Her hands were bound above her head, and her legs were forced open. It was Cameron’s gift to his son: A willing and white wife, his to use.

      “Oh, and happy 21st birthday,” Sebastian said as the neighbor’s son walked upstairs.

      “Thanks man,” the dark-skinned man said with a smile.

      You have no idea how happy your birthday will be.
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      The king takes an interest in your wife... harmless, right?

      Rick is dragged to a Renaissance fair by his wife Jillian. Her dominant, older bossAlex rented out a giant castle at the fair for this year's work retreat, and the man crowns himself king.

      And a king needs a queen.. and who better than his secretary, Jillian?

      When Rick tries to stop his wife's boss, he only makes things worse, and he's made to watch his wife perform with the king... and all his soldiers!
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            A Queen fit for a King

          

        

      

    

    
      “How do I look?”

      Rick turned towards his wife. “Stunning,” he said. “Absolutely stunning.”

      Jillian’s gorgeous medieval styles dress hugged her curves in all the right places. She lifted the hem and bowed politely. “Thank you, kind sir,” she said joyfully.

      “Unlike me,” Rick sighed as he stared into the mirror. “I look like a joke.”

      “Nonsense, I like your outfit,” Jillian said as she stood next to her husband, running her hands over his frilly clothes.

      Rick had intended to look like a stately prince, but in these worn rags, he looked more like an out of place beggar. “Why do we even have to go?” Rick breathed angrily. “You know I can’t stand your boss.”

      “It’s a mandatory teambuilding exercise, Rick. We’ve been over this. And I want you there,” Jillian pouted.

      “I know I know,” Rick conceded. “It’s going to be rubbish though, mark my words.”

      “Well, I’m looking forward to it, Mr. Grumpy-pants,”  Julian said with a wide smile, “and I don’t want your sour mood to ruin the whole weekend. I’ve never been to a Renaissance fair, and I think it’ll be fun. I know you and Alex don’t get along, but at least try to be civil. Can you do that for me, honey?”

      Rick clenched his jaw. No man could get under his skin like his wife’s boss, Alexander. He was the owner of a private security firm, and Jillian was his personal assistant. Rick couldn’t stand him or any of his ex-military, meathead cronies. To make matters worse, his wife often referred to him as her ‘work husband’. It drove Rick mad. However, for the sake of his wife he’d at least give it a shot.

      “I’ll try,” Rick told his wife. “As long as he doesn’t try to start shit first.”

      “Alex never does that,” Julian fussed.  “I swear you two are so alike I can’t understand why you’re not best friends. Both of you are as stubborn as a mule.”

      Julian left to continue packing, while Rick stared into the mirror with a sullen expression. He could already imagine the smug look on that prick’s face when he saw the rags Rick would be wearing.

      It’s my own damn fault for not ordering a costume sooner, Rick chastised himself. Suck it up, Foreman. It’s just a short weekend. What’s the worst that could happen?
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      After a long drive, Rick and Jillian arrived at the Renaissance Fair’s site the next morning, and Rick could barely believe what his eyes were telling him.

      He imagined an empty field with a few scrappy tents and a bunch of nerds playing live-action role-playing games. Instead, they were at the biggest Renaissance Fair in the country. A majestic stone castle that wouldn’t have looked out of place in Harry Potter or Game of Thrones overlooked a hilly landscape.

      Quaint wooden houses and large tents were dotted all over the site, while hundreds of people, all dressed up perfectly, went about their business, shopping and dancing and drinking and being generally quite merry.

      “Holy shit,” Rick gasped as a squadron of knights in full plate-armor passed them by, the morning-sun reflecting off their shiny armor. Jillian bowed politely, while Rick just stared slack-jawed at them.

      He became even more self-aware of his shoddy, last-minute outfit.

      “It’s amazing, isn’t it?” Jillian said. “Look, the inn is over there, and there’s the tannery. And there’s a real blacksmith, too! We could go check that out, if you want.”

      Rick wanted nothing more than to hop back in his car and speed home. He never thought he could feel so out of place for not spending an exorbitant amount of money on role-playing.

      Jillian grabbed her husband’s arm, pulling him towards the sign-up booth. “Don’t give me those puppy dog eyes,” Jillian whispered, reading her husband’s expression perfectly. “Remember, this is our little vacation as well. You promised you’d try and enjoy it.”

      Rick squared his shoulders, tilting his chin up. “You’re right,” he said. He knew his outfit wasn’t the snazziest, but the least he could do was own it with pride.

      Money was tight, and Jill’s boss had paid for their tickets and lodging for the entire weekend. It would be a shame not to make the best of it. And hey, there hadn’t been any sign of Alex or his cronies, so maybe it wouldn’t be so bad after all, Rick convinced himself.

      They were welcomed at the sign-up booth by an elderly man who played the part of a scatterbrained wizard perfectly. Jillian signed them both in, and handed her husband a waiver.

      “What’s this?” Rick asked.

      “Just a precaution,” the wizard croaked, “so you can’t sue me when I turn you into a toad!”

      The old man cackled like an evil sorcerer, fully disappearing into his role, and Rick couldn’t help but crack a smile. He always thought that these costume aficionados were a little off, but he was starting to see how fun it could be. If only I picked a cooler role for myself than a poverty-stricken prince, Rick thought glumly as he eyed a barrel-chested Viking walking past, a giant war-axe strapped to his back.

      He signed the waiver and handed it back to the wizard.

      “Excellent, excellent” the old man said ominously as he drummed his fingers. “Let me be the first to welcome ye to the realm of Fairwood. A word to the wise: If you are lucky enough to run into the King, I’d advise you to follow his every command, for I’ve heard this years King is a true tyrant, and— ”

      “Sure thing, old man,” Rick cut him off as he walked off. Playing make-believe was one thing, but he wasn’t going to clack his heels for some nerd overlord. Now, on to more pressing matters. What does a prince have to do to get a beer around here?

      Jillian caught up with him, grabbing his arm. “Why’d you walk off like that? That’s so rude,” she said.

      Rick raised his eyebrows. “Are you serious?”

      “It’s no fun if you don’t play along,” Jillian grumbled. “I know this is not your scene, but don’t embarrass me in front of everyone like that! My co-workers are all here, remember. Don’t make me look like I married some oaf,” she spat venomously.

      Rick was taken aback by his wife’s fiery outburst. “I’m sorry, I didn’t know you cared that much,” he said. “Where are all your co-workers, anyway?”

      “According to the schedule we’re free to do our own thing until the banquet.”

      “There’s a banquet?”

      “Of course,” Jillian huffed. “Don’t tell me you didn’t even bother to look at the itinerary? For god sakes Rick. Try to be on your best behavior, honey? Okay?”

      Rick felt he was reaching the end of his wife’s angelic patience.

      “Alright, Jill. I’ll do my best.”
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            A foul beggar shamed

          

        

      

    

    
      The married couple spent the afternoon perusing the picturesque market. There was something for everyone at this fair: From glassblowers and fire-breathers to an archery competition and a sword-fighting contest, to artisanal bakeries and a charming, quaint little pub.

      This last one caught Rick’s eye, and he stopped for a pint of delicious ale as his buxom wife browsed a stand of handcrafted jewelry. This ain’t so bad, he thought to himself. Kinda fun actually.

      As the sun started to set the time for the banquet drew closer. Jillian guided him to the castle, taking a small detour through it’s lush garden. The smell of roasted pig filled the evening’s sky, making Rick’s stomach rumble.

      An armor-clad man wielding a halberd guarded the front door of the castle.

      “Hi Tom,” Jill greeted the guard.

      Tom nodded briskly as he let them pass.

      “Is that one of your co-workers?”

      “That’s one of our employees, yes,” Jill answered.

      “So let me get this straight: Your security company is doing the security at the company getaway?”

      Jillian laughed. “Well, when you put it like that it sounds a little crazy, but yeah. Except now, they all get to be knights. Plus, Alex rented out the castle for the night, all-inclusive, so he doesn’t want any moochers around.”

      Rick stopped in his tracks. “Alex rented the entire castle?”

      Jillian nodded.

      “Wouldn’t that cost a fortune?”

      “It’s not cheap,” Jill said, “but it’s what Alex wanted. And what he wants, he gets. We all have a room here as well, which we’ll get assigned after the banquet is over.”

      Rick wasn’t sure whether to be impressed or disgusted by her wife’s boss lavish display. Shelling out thousands just to play dress-up in a fancy castle… what a colossal waste of money.

      They reached the main hall and Jill’s mouth fell open. “Wow,” she said. “It’s just like a fairytale. Isn’t this romantic?” She asked as she grabbed her husband’s arm.

      Long wooden tables filled the giant hall, each table decked out to the nines with lavish candles and golden chalices. Several large chandeliers illuminated the immense hall. For a moment Rick felt like he was in Hogwarts, and he had to admit that it was pretty damn cool.

      At the far end of the room, on a raised plateau, stood a majestic throne.

      “Look, that’s where the king sits,” Julia said, clasping her hands to her breasts. “Oh, this is so much fun!”

      Oh brother, Eric thought to himself. Please…

      Jillian introduced him to some of her co-workers and their significant others. Rick did his husbandly duties: Shaking their hands, exchanging pleasantries, acting like he enjoyed their company.

      Slowly but surely the room filled up. “What’s taking the food so long?” Rick whispered to his wife. “I’m starving!”

      “Be quiet,” she whispered back. “It’s not polite to say tha—”

      Their conversation was cut short by a blaring trumpet.

      “ALL RISE FOR THE KING!”

      Simultaneously the entire hall rose to their feet. An excited murmur ran through the crowd as everyone craned their necks to catch a glimpse of the king.

      A large, stately man strode down the red carpet, a plush, luxurious robe adorning his tall frame, a golden crown fixed on his head. He was flanked on either side by two fully armored knights.

      “Bow for your king!” The knights chanted. “Bow for your king!”

      A well-natured laugh filled the room as everyone bowed, playing along with the charade.

      Except for Rick.

      “What are you doing?!” Julian whispered excitedly.

      Rick shrugged. He bowed for no man, and certainly not for some pretend-loser-king.

      Julian tugged at his shirt, her eyes shooting brimstone and fire.

      Fuck, I promised I wouldn’t make an ass out of myself, huh? Oh well, I’ll do it… for Jill.

      Finally, after people had already started to notice, Rick bowed his head. Slightly.

      The king strode on closer, and Rick caught a glimpse of his face.

      Of course.

      Alex.

      “Of course that prick rents a castle to make himself king,” Rick muttered under his breath. “Unbelievable.”

      Jillian elbowed her husbands in the ribs, shushing him.

      Their quibble drew Alex’s attention, and the king stopped in front of the bickering couple.

      “Do my eyes deceive me, or is this the loveliest maiden I’ve ever laid my eyes on?” Alex said as he theatrically grabbed Jill’s hand, placing a kiss on the back of it. “By Merlin’s beard, she is real!”

      Much to Rick’s chagrin, Jillian was blushing like a schoolgirl at her boss’s pathetic flattery.

      “Thank you…sir,” she said.

      Rick placed his hand on the small of his wife’s back, pulling her closer to him. She’s mine, asshole.

      “Who is this?” Alex said, turning towards Rick. “Does this foul beggar trouble you, my lady?”

      The crowd laughed politely at Alex’s quip. “This is my husband,” Jill said as she interlocked fingers with Rick.

      “What a terrible shame,” Alex said, shaking his head.

      Rick’s jaw was clenched so tight his jaw hurt, his fists eager to slug Alex right in the middle of that pompous face of his. I’ll punch your lights out, jackass, he thought, his fingers twitching. Keep it up.

      “I’m a prince,” Alex said through clenched teeth, regretting the words the moment they’d left his mouth. He wanted to defend himself, but participating in this charade was not the way to do it.

      “A prince?! Of what?” Alex scathed, his voice rising. “We have a pauper prince here, everyone,” he sneered.

      Rick’s hand curled into a fist. Jillian laid her eyes on her husband’s arm, bringing him back to his senses.

      “I guess I shouldn’t be too hard on the rabble, hm, my lady?”

      Jill nodded eagerly. “Yes, sir.”

      “Yet… it did take you an awful long time to bow, if I recall. Isn’t that right?”

      The two iron-clad knights at his side murmured in agreement.

      “Do we perhaps have… a contender for the throne?”

      A silence enveloped the main hall, everyone glued to this confrontation. Alex was a master at working the crowd, and they were all on his side.

      “He didn’t know,” Jillian pleaded on her husband’s behalf. “Please forgive him, my liege.”

      Rick couldn’t believe his wife was still playing along with Alex’s antics, even after he was so rude straight to his face. Somebody really ought to put him in his place…

      “He didn’t know? So the ‘prince’ is not only destitute, but an imbecile as well?”

      Another roar of laughter ran through the crowd as Alex roasted Rick. The veins in Rick’s neck throbbed intensely, threatening to burst open. Say one word, one more word, motherfucker…

      The two iron-clad giants at Alex’s side eyed Rick. He recognized them as Clint and Kurt, Alex’s two yes-men. Of course they’d choose to be his ‘royal guards’, Rick fumed internally. Meathead pricks haven’t had an original thought in years.

      “Very well, I shall forgive our dimwitted prince. After all, our feast awaits us.”

      He held out his hand.

      “If the prince kisses my ring, I’ll forgive him.”

      Rick stood rooted to the spot, his eyes growing wider and wider as he tried to make sense of what Alex was offering him. Not in a million years…

      An opulent, giant golden rock adorned Alex’s hand, glimmering in the light. The room was so quiet you could hear a pin drop as everyone watched the confrontation with bated breath.

      “Come on, peasant, I haven’t got all day,” Alex goaded Rick, waving his hand. “Never seen a ring before?”

      Rick clinched his fist. He’d suffered enough abuse as it was, and enough was enough. Hell would freeze over before he would kiss Alex’s ring.

      Jillian’s heart beat like a war drum as her eyes traveled from Alex to Rick and back again. Both men squared their shoulders, staring into each other’s eyes with pure, unadulterated loathing. Internally, she fumed with anger. Time and time again Rick promised he’d behave, yet there he was, making a fool out of both of them in front of her entire company. Rick just had throw a temper tantrum and refuse to play along, like a petulant child.

      That’s it, she thought. I’ll do it then.

      She bent down and kissed Alex’s ring.

      “There, my lord,” she said, hoping the stand-off was now over.

      The hate bubbling below the surface within Rick erupted like a volcano when he saw his wife kiss Alex’s ring. The smug smile on Alex’s mug turned that fiery volcano into a supernova.

      Rick’s vision turned red as he slugged Alex right in the face, sending his crown flowing through the air, the crowd gasping in unison. Jillian screamed, mortified, and Kurt and Clint tackled Rick viscously, smacking him against the cold, hard floor.

      When Rick regained his vision he was crumpled up on the floor, his body writhing in pain as the two iron-clad men held him down. Alex scrambled to his feet, wiping his bloody nose with the back of his hand.

      “Take that vermin to the dungeon,” he scowled, and Kurt and Clint dragged the struggling Rick away.

      The crowd, not knowing whether or not this was all part of the act, but thoroughly entertained none the less, applauded as Rick was forcibly escorted.

      “Let me go, assholes,” Rick cursed as he tried helplessly to break free. The two men were built like log-cabins, and they had a vice-like grip on Rick’s arms. The last thing the husband saw before he was dragged out was Jillian’s scowl. For the first time in his marriage, his wife’s expression scared Rick. She had never been so angry and disappointed before.

      The duo dragged Rick down the stairs, smacking his shins against the stones. “Watch it!” He swore. “Hey, the joke’s over! Let me go!”

      “The joke’s on you, mate,” Kurt snarled. “And it’s far from over.”

      The trio descended the long, winding stairs until they reached a dark and damp cellar, illuminated by a single burning torch.

      “Haha, very funny,” Rick said. “This castle’s got a fucking dungeon. Now let me go.”

      Kurt opened one of the cells and the two lumbering giants chucked him in there, smacking him against the cold, damp wall.

      “What the fuck,” Rick breathed full of fury as he climbed to his feet. Clint slammed the cell door in his face, turning the key. “Are you fucking kidding me?! You’re locking me in the dungeon?!”

      “You got that right, Sherlock,” the giant grinned. “That’s what happens when you mess with the king.”

      “I’ll sue you for unlawful imprisonment,” Rick spat.

      “You sure about that, genius?” Kurt answered with a shit-eating grin. “Do that and Alex will counter-sue you for assault. And he’s got a hall full of witnesses to back him up. The way I see it, this here is a citizens arrest, if anything.”

      The horrible truth dawned on Rick as he rested against the wall, sinking down to his knees.

      Fuck.

      I punched Alex in the face. In front of hundreds of people. If he presses charges I’ll lose my job.

      His anger slipped away, turning into regret and despair when he realized the gravity of the situation he had gotten himself into. “It was just a brawl,” he tried. “It didn’t mean anything. Come on guys, be reasonable.”

      “We’ll see about that,” Kurt answered. “I’ll let you mull things over for a while.”

      The two men left, taking the single torch with them.

      A complete and total darkness unlike anything Rick had ever experienced enveloped him. His stomach rumbled, painfully aware of the glutinous feast he was missing out on. As much as it pained him, he realized he had to stay on Alex’s good side. He held all the cards now. Losing his pride was still a hell of a lot better than losing his job, his house, and god forbid, his wife.

      Hopefully Alex would be in a better mood after he’d eaten.

      Rick cursed his temper as her rubbed his sore shoulders. I hope Jillian forgives me as well. Her angry grimace was still etched clearly into Rick’s mind. That might be long, long wait, though…
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      A light illuminated the stairwell, and Rick jumped up, hoping his prayers had finally been answered.

      Jillian turned the corner, a torch in one hand, a plate in the other, the sight warming his heart.

      “What am I glad to see you,” he gushed, relief washing over him. He had lost all track of time in the darkness — anywhere between thirty minutes and three hours had passed, but every cold minute was one too much.

      “Aw, look at you, all locked up like some bad boy,” Jill cooed.

      She was slightly slurring her words, her cheeks tinted rosy, a happy grin plastered on her face. If Rick didn’t know any better he’d say his wife was tipsy, yet he knew very well she rarely drank.

      “Here, I brought you something,” she said, handing him the plate.

      Rick gratefully accepted, quickly scarfing the meal down. The hunger had almost been as bad as the cold.

      “Open the door,” he said with his mouth full. “Let’s go home.”

      “I don’t have the key,” Jillian answered without any emotion. “Alex wouldn’t give it to me, so you’ll have to cool down a bit longer.”

      “What?! So you just came down to gawk at me, rub it in my face?” Rick said, his temper flaring up once more.

      “Hey, don’t start with me. I didn’t have to come bring you a meal,” Jillian answered fiercely. “Could have let you rot. I can’t believe you punched my boss Rick! What were you thinking?!”

      “Look, I’m sorry, okay? I’m sorry. Please. Just get me out of here. This is no longer funny.”

      Jill sighed, crossing her arms. “I’ll ask Alex, but don’t hold your breath. He’s pretty damn angry you embarrassed him like that. He rented this whole castle and you have to ruin the whole day for him.”

      Rick noticed something shiny and silver adorning his wife’s head. It couldn’t be…

      “What’s that?”

      “Oh this?” Jillian asked, giddy once more. “It’s my crown.”

      She took it off and admired it, her eyes lighting up.

      “Crown? So.. You.. But..” Rick stammered. Surely that didn’t mean that…

      “Alex asked me to be his queen,” Jill said. “He said a maiden as fair as I shouldn’t be alone.”

      “What?! You’re my queen! You’re my wife goddammit!” Rick snapped, grabbing the cold, metal bars, his knuckles white with rage as he squeezed them as hard as he could.

      “Maybe you should have thought of that before you assaulted my boss, Rick,” Jillian snapped. Her lips were pulled into a thin, red line, her face flashing with anger.

      Rick realized his wife’s ire was far, far from over, and that his stay in the cold, damp cell might be longer than he had anticipated.

      “When Alex asked me, I accepted, of course. At least there’s one man in my life who knows how to treat a woman. I should probably get back to him.”

      Jillian turned on her heels, and panic gripped Rick’s heart.

      “Please don’t go,” he said. “It’s so cold, please, honey, I’m sorry!”

      “Goodbye Rick,” his wife said stiffly.

      Jillian walked back upstairs,coating the room in pure blackness once more. Rick sank to his knees, hugging them for warmth. He had royally screwed the pooch. Not only was his wife still fuming with anger, but she was Alex’s pretend-betrothed as well now… and they took this role playing way too seriously here…

      Rick waited until some one came down to free him. After all, they couldn’t lock him up all night… right?
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        * * *

      

      “Wake up, faggot.”

      The door to the cell opened with a creak. Rick opened his eyes, his body curled into a ball in the corner of the room. He had spent the entire night shivering in his dark, cold cell.

      Alex stood in front of him, the plush mantle still adorning his frame.

      “Not feeling so cocky now, huh?”

      Rick was too defeated to argue. His back was killing him, the stone floor providing no comfort. His limbs ached, his stomach rumbled and his lips were so chapped he briefly thought about licking the damp, stone walls, just to get a drop.

      To add to his misery, he had no idea where his wife was.

      Alex threw a bundle of clothes at Rick.

      “Wear this,” he commanded, “and I’ll let you go.”

      Rick looked at the oddly colored garment in his hand. The wheels started turning and he suddenly realized what he was looking at: A jester’s costume.

      Alex sneered when Rick looked up at him. “Be my court jester, Rick.”

      The last bit of self-respected left in Rick bubbled up to the surface, and he spat on the floor in front of Alex.

      “Eat a dick,” he gurgled.

      “Alright,” Alex answered. “I’ll spend the rest of the day with my fiance Jillian, while you can rot in here some more.”

      He slammed the door cell shut. Rick veered up. “W-wait,” he protested. Anything but another day in here while his wife is fawning over that asshole. “I-I’ll do it!”

      Alex froze and turned. “You sure about that, Foreman? If I hear so much as a peep from you I’ll throw your ass back here, and I’ll re-consider that assault charge.”

      “I’ll behave,” Rick said. “I promise. Please just… let me out of here.”

      “Put on the costume then.”

      Rick stripped his dirty clothes off and slid into the ridiculous clown uniform.

      “Good?”

      “Hm. Now do a little dance for me.”

      Rick blinked. “Are-are you serious?”

      “Did I fucking stutter, bitch boy?” Alex jeeringly dangled the keys of the cell in front of Rick, threatening to throw them away.

      Rick sighed, slumping his shoulders. This is what rock bottom feels like. He did a little jig, hoping it would be enough.

      “Hm. That’s the sorriest excuse for a dance I’ve ever seen,” Alex said, “but it’ll have to do for now. Next time when I ask you something, you better muster up all the gusto you can,” he threatened as he unlocked the cellar door.

      Rick nodded vigorously. “Y-yes, yes, of course… sir.”

      Alex smiled victoriously. “That’s more like it.”
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            The Royal Wedding

          

        

      

    

    
      Rick stumbled outside, blinded by the bright morning light. Jillian was sitting on a table in the courtyard, eating her breakfast. Her eyes grew wide when she saw the state her husband was in.

      “Oh my god, what are you wearing?!” She asked. The multi-colored jester’s uniform was an affront to taste, and Rick’s sunk-in eyes and blank stare didn’t make the picture any more palatable.

      Rick was too hungry to muster up the energy to get mad at his wife, even though she abandoned him in a dark dungeon. He sat down next to her and grabbed her plate, scarfing down the food as fast as he could.

      Jill reached out and touched his hand. Her bright eyes were filled with concern.

      “Honey, are you… are you okay? Why are you wearing this?”

      Rick shook his head, the bells on his hat ringing, turning his sadness into a joke. “I was down there all night… I had to wear this to get out,” he admitted. Not like it could get any more humiliating than this, Rick thought.

      Jillian gasped, covering her mouth with her hand. “Seriously? I-I thought Alex let you out, and you slept in our room. I didn’t know!”

      Rick stopped mid-chew. “If you didn’t sleep in our room… then where did you sleep?”

      The young wife’s cheeks flushed bright red, her ears glowing. “Well, I slept in the, uhm, royal quarters.”

      A lump formed in Rick’s throat. “The king’s quarters, you mean.”

      “Well, uh-uhm, yes,” she admitted sheepishly. “Though nothing happened.”

      Rick looked down at his plate, unable to face his wife. While he was locked up, shivering in the cold, his wife was cozying up in a warm bed with her boss. Who knows what really happened there..

      “I swear, Rick,” she said, grabbing his hand, though Rick jerked away instantly. “I just wanted to see the royal suite, and, well, I was still mad at you, so yeah, I ended up sleeping there… and nothing more.”

      Jill sighed, running her hand through her hair. “Let’s go home.”

      “You can’t leave,” a voice behind Rick said.

      Alex joined them, and Rick tensed up immediately, like an anxious dog.

      “Tonight there’s the Grand Finale of the weekend! You both just have to be there!”

      Although Alex appeared to be in a jovial mood, Rick heard the threat lingering beneath the surface loud and clear.

      “Alex!” Jill yelled. “ You! How could you keep my husband locked up all night?! You told me you let him go!”

      Alexander shrugged, resting his hands on Rick’s shoulders. “It must’ve slipped my mind, after all, I was rather… pre-occupied last night.”

      Rick winced, both at Alex’s touch and his cruel words. “It’s okay,” Rick said, lying through his teeth. All he had to do was suffer through one more day, and it would all be over…

      Or so he thought.
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        * * *

      

      Rick spent the afternoon acting as Alex’s court jester and servant, bringing him food and telling him lame jokes. It was humiliating, but a small price to pay to avoid losing his job.

      That night, the main hall served the biggest feast Rick had ever seen. There were overstuffed plates of food, belly dancers, fire-breathers, live music, and a never ending supply of ale. Rick had to sit on a small table behind the King’s grand table, so he didn’t get to enjoy any of the shows, but at least this night, he had food. Jillian was seated right next to Alex, and they seemed to have the time of their lives, drinking and chatting and laughing.

      The hours passed slowly, and Rick kept glancing at the clock. The night’s almost over, he thought. Just one more hour and I’ll never have to see that asshole again…

      Alex rose to his feet, clinking his heavy golden ring against his goblet. The crowd shushed, awaiting his speech.

      “Ladies and gentleman, thank you all for gracing me with your presence,” Alex said. “I’d like to take this moment to thank everyone for their commitment to this company the past year, and I hope we can make the next year as successful as this one! Now, I’d like to end this evening with a surprise.”

      Alex snapped his fingers, and at that moment, the live band started playing a wedding theme. The front door of the main hall burst open, and a dozen girls wearing white, frilly dresses skipped in, throwing handfuls of flowers into the air.

      “What’s this?” Jill said, turning to Alex.

      Alex grabbed the wife’s hand and kissed the back of it. “It’s our wedding ceremony,” he said smugly, pulling out a bridal veil from under the table and placing it on her head. “It’s time to turn this princess into a queen.”

      Jill clasped her hands in front of her mouth in surprise, while Rick was besides himself in anger. Was he fucking serious?! He took a step forward, but a strong arm on his shoulder pulled him back.

      It was Kurt.

      “Behave,” he grunted. “Or else…”

      Fuck. Rick couldn’t very well let this pass… but anything he did now would only make matters worse for him. He sat down on his tiny stool, defeated, stewing in anger.

      A minister walked in and took his place in front of the royal table, asking the couple to step forward. The crowd cheered and clapped, enjoying the festivities.

      Of course they’re happy, Rick thought glumly. It’s not their wife getting married…

      “Do you, Jillian, accept Alex as your husband for the rest of the night?”

      “I do,” Jill said sheepishly.

      “And do you, Alex, take Jillian, as your queen for the rest of the night?”

      “I damn sure do,” he said.

      “Then I now pronounce your King & Queen. You may kiss the bride!”

      To Rick’s shock, Alex lifted Jill’s veil, grabbed the back of her neck and planted a firm kiss directly on her lips. In her surprise, Jillian didn’t immediately pull away, as the crowd erupted in thunderous applause.

      With anger rising inside of him Rick flared up out of his seat, but he was once again forcibly pushed back by Kurt.

      “I said watch it, bitch,” he grunted. “Don’t make me say it again.”

      Alex led Jillian to the dancefloor, where they danced in front of everyone. Rick had never felt so defeated and emasculated in his life as he watched his wife’s boss lead her across the room, their bodies swaying rhythmically to the music, dressed to the nines while he was in a stupid jester costume.

      Just one more hour and we can go home…

      Unfortunately for Rick, the party was far from over, and one hour turned into two, as the drinks kept flowing and the party got rowdier and rowdier, as company parties tend to do. Jillian had seemingly forgotten all about her actual husband as she danced with her colleagues.

      It was only a small taste of things to come…
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      Rick sat by the bar, gloomily downing his drink as he watched Jillian rub her ass against Alex on the dancefloor. She was obviously still mad at him for making such a scene yesterday, and doing her absolute best to rub her husband’s nose in it. Normally she wasn’t such a drinker, but tonight she was cutting loose.

      Rick felt quite sorry for himself. Perhaps he did have a temper, but did he really deserve all this?

      If only he knew that this was just the beginning…

      As the hour grew later, most of the guests cleared out, leaving Alex, Jillian, and a dozen male colleagues. Jill was the absolute center of attention, surrounded by men on all sides as she danced and flirted, brushing her body against them, her cheeks tinted rosy.

      Rick watched, the dark pit in his stomach growing by the second. Something seemed off… a voice in the back of his mind told him that he had he had to get his wife out of there as soon as possible, before this whole thing escalated.

      Too late.

      “Reckon it’s time for the bedding ceremony,” Rick heard a low voice grunt besides him.

      “Damn right. Let’s do it.”

      The two men left the bar, and Rick recognized Kurt and Clint instantly. He had no idea what that meant, but his gut told him it wasn’t good.

      The broad duo started chanting “Bedding! Bedding!” and the other men quickly joined their cry, grabbing Jillian and hoisting her up on their shoulders. They carried her out of the main hall and up the winding staircase.

      Rick’s mouth turned as dry as an ash tray. He stumbled off his stool, his legs heavy with drink, and tried to keep up with the group. Jillian was gliding on top of their many hands, their grubby paws running freely across her body, groping her firm bosom and round, curvy bottom. Jill laughed and hollered, enjoying the attention, and the happy sounds made Rick’s knees buckle.

      What in the blazes was going on?!

      He tried to muscle his way into the group, but he was instantly brushed aside. Every man worked for Alex’s private security-firm, and they were all ex-military. This meant they were as broad as a door and as strong as an ox.

      The men carried his wife into the royal chambers. When Rick tried to follow them in, Alex shoved him aside at the entrance. “Private function,” he snarled. “Personal only.” He slammed the door shut in Rick’s face.

      Rick pounded his balled fists against the heavy wooden door with all his might, but to no avail. He heard his wife laugh and the men roar, and his mind worked overtime as he imagined what was going on inside. He sank down against the wall, holding his head in his hands, forced to listen…

      When suddenly the door opened, as one of the men went to use the restroom, leaving the door ajar. Seizing this opportunity, Rick slipped in unnoticed. What he saw next made his blood run cold.

      The men had all formed a circle in the chamber, standing shoulder-to-shoulder, shielding most of the action form Rick’s view. He could see only glimpses and glances, and when he tried to look over someone’s shoulder, they forcibly elbowed him back.

      Jillian was in the middle of the circle, and the men pushed her from side to the other. Whenever she got close hands pawed at her, squeezing and groping her, ripping her clothes. As the fabric tore, her white flesh underneath became visible to all. Despite this, Jill seemed to be having the time of her life.

      With horror Rick realized the men would not relent until they stripped her naked.

      He recognized Kurt, who grabbed a firm hold of Jill’s ragged and torn dress, and with one fell tug, he ripped the garment from her body, leaving her standing in the circle wearing naught but her underwear.

      To Rick’s shock, his wife was still laughing. She swatted at the hands groping her body, but she made no effort actually stop them or leave the room. Was she enjoying the attention of her well-built colleagues?

      Internally Rick seethed with rage as seeing his wife manhandled. A little bit of bawdy fun was perhaps excusable, but there was a line, and it was about to be crossed.

      “Stop it,” he shouted as loud as he could, but his voice was drowned out by the bouldering laughter of the muscled men.

      “We’re just getting started,” the man next to Rick snarled.

      “But that’s my wife!” He responded with growing desperation.

      The man laughed right in his face. “Oh wait, you’re serious? Allow me to laugh even harder! You didn’t get the memo, champ? Your wife is our end-of-year bonus.”

      Rick’s stomach fluttered, his palms slicked with sweat. This couldn’t be right. This had to be some kind of nightmare. Any moment now he’d wake up, safe and sound in his own bed, probably with a fever of some kind.

      He walked around the circle, trying to get a better view of the action. The men now crowded around Jillian a lot closer, and he could barely see a damn thing. There was a small surge in the group, and for a split second the group parted, providing Rick with an excellent view of the action, making his heart stand still for a second.

      Jillian was stripped completely naked, her body covered by countless hands roaming every inch of her exposed flesh. Her tits, her ass, her pussy — there were hands all over them, fingers probing her holes, even some slipping into her mouth, which she licked, willingly and wanton. Her eyes were shut with a look of delirium etched on her gorgeous face.

      Rick could barely believe his eyes.

      “What the fuck,” he muttered under his breath.

      “I know, right?” The man next to Rick said. “I’ve been looking forward to this all year.”

      “What do you mean?” Rick asked with a trembling voice.

      “What, you didn’t know? Jill is the company whore.”

      The ground seemed be swept away from underneath Rick, the men’s deep voice ringing in his ears as he talked on, unaware that he was describing Rick’s wife, and in the process, derailing his marriage.

      “I heard from the other guys that they have a party like this every year. Normally Alex keeps Jill to himself, though he’s been known to share her with some clients to sweeten the negotiations, you know how it goes. Best thing is, she’s married! Can you believe that? Poor schmuck… Hey, are you alright man? You seem a little pale.”

      All the color drained from Rick’s face, the contents of his stomach climbing his esophagus. This couldn’t be… but his eyes did not deceive them. Many hands roamed his wife’s willing body, and she surrendered herself to the crowd.

      All the late nights at the office, the dinners, the weekend trips… it all flashed back in an instant. Was his proper wife getting fucked on every one of those nights? Why did she insist I come this year… did she think it wouldn’t happen with me here… or did she want me to see her for what she really was?

      The crowd parted, and Rick saw Alex step forward, completely naked, his large, thick cock bobbing between his legs. Jillian obediently dropped to her knees, as if she’s done this countless times before, and without a moments hesitation wrapped her hot red lips around the big, bulbous head of his cock.

      Alexander held the back of Jillian’s head, forcing his entire cock down the obedient wife’s throat. The other men followed his lead and all stripped down, and seconds later, Jill was surrounded by thick, throbbing cock on all sides.

      It was the lewdest thing Rick had ever seen — a dozen cocks all pointed at his wife’s face, as her eyes went from one cock to the other, lighting up with joy like a kid in a candy store. Her hands reached out and grabbed the first cocks she could, jerking them off as she bobbed down on Alex’s cock.

      “Fuck, this is more like it,” the man next to Rick said as she pulled out his own dick, jerking it absentmindedly as he waited his turn. “You don’t want a go?”

      “I-I’ll wait,” Rick stammered.

      “You want sloppy seconds, huh? Kinky,” the man grinned.

      The men slapped their cocks against Jillian’s cheeks and forehead, burying her in a sea of cocks, and smearing their pre-cum all over her face. She pulled away from Alex’s member, gasping for breath, and instantly another cock was forced down her throat. She was passed around like this, everyone getting a turn to shove his cock in the slutty wife’s mouth. Her face quickly turned into a slobbering mess of saliva and pre-cum, her mouth dribbling juices down over her chest.

      A quick-shooter couldn’t hold out any longer and fired his thick, pearly load right over Jill’s forehead, much to the pleasure of the crowd. “Rookie! Amateur! Fuck, you got it on my hand!” The group laughed.

      Jill quickly turned her head towards the cumming cock, catching the last few blasts in her open mouth, swallowing it all like a true cumslut.

      Rick watched in amazement as his bride was used like a cumdumpster in front of his eyes. His feelings of rage and jealousy were now accompanied by arousal and lust, with the latter winning out.

      “Get her on the bed,” Alex grunted.

      Rick stood rooted the spot as his wife was lifted up and placed on her hands and knees on the king-sized be. The group split into two lines: One in the front, and one in the back. No one paid any mind to Rick, least of all Jillian.

      The husband counted at least twelve cocks in total, every one of them lining up at one of her holes — and without protection.

      Holy shit.
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      Alex was first in line. He lined up the purple head of his cock with Jillian’s tight pussy. He rubbed the head against her wet folds. “She’s nice and wet,” he said, as he pushed the head in. Jill moaned loudly, but the sound was quickly muffled by a cock entering her mouth.

      Alex slapped his secretary’s ass as he pounded his large cock into her. It was only at that point that he noticed Rick standing idly to the side, watching helplessly as his wife’s entire company ran a train on her. He tilted his chin towards the cuckolded husband as he pressed the tip of his thumb into his wife’s puckered asshole.

      “Enjoying the show, Rick?” He taunted, slapping her ass for good measure.

      Rick didn’t respond — he stood rooted to the spot, a strange transformation taking place. His anger and jealousy was replaced by an incredible, insatiable lust. The knowledge that his proper, innocent wife was actually a gangbang-loving whore who fucked her boss’s clients turned him beyond belief. The more Alex rubbed his face in it, the hornier he got.

      Her boss pounded into her, her breasts jiggling with every thrust from his powerful hips. He fucked her harder than Rick would have ever dared to, but his wife seemed to enjoy every second of it. Is this why she strayed? Did I never satisfy her?

      There was no love here — Alex used Jillian’s body like a cumdumpster, jack-hammering his cock into her, eager to be the first of the night to cum inside her cunt. When his orgasm approached, he grabbed a fistful of the wife’s hair, yanking her head up, the cock in her mouth falling out.

      He tilted her head towards Rick, who rubbed his erection, still dressed in that god-awful jester costume. “Look at your husband,” he grunted. “Look at him while I fill you! Oh fuck!”

      The exact moment that the realization that her husband was watching everything dawned on Jillian was also the same moment Alex came inside of her. He fired rope after rope of his sticky, white seed directly into her unprotected cunt, and a tremor of pleasure ran through her body with every burst of semen.

      “Oh god,” she grunted, and her orgasm approached in waves, radiating outward from her swollen clit to every fiber in her being. Her eyes locked with her husband as she came, moaning and writhing on her boss’s cock like a wanton whore.

      The young wife craved humiliation, a deep secret she’d kept from her straight-laced husband for years, and it had gnawed on her all this time. Alex had seen-through her right away, pulling her across his lap, yanking up her skirt and spanking her bare-bottom when she came in for an interview at his firm.

      She came back for more, not fully understanding why. Jill tried to resist, but she was drawn back to Alex, who delighted in humiliating her and her husband. He forbade her from wearing panties at work, and when he saw how truly submissive Jillian was, he pushed it further and further.

      Every time she ever called her husband from work, she was sitting in Alex’s office, stroking his hard, engorged cock, alternating stroking and sucking it while her unknowing husband blabbed on. Alex loved having his secretary call her husband to come pick her up, and then look at him waiting in his car through the blinds while he fucked her bareback. Jill had dribbled her boss’s cum onto her husband’s car seats multiple times.

      Alex quickly stared sharing her. First with clients, and then with his employees. It was a company-wide secret that Jill was her boss’s personal whore, and Alex used this fact to motivate his employees. Whoever worked the most hours that week got a blowjob during the Friday afternoon drinks.

      Jillian got more reckless, wanting her husband to know this side of her, but he was either oblivious or in denial. No matter how many times she’d kiss him with another man’s cum on her breath, or let him eat her out after Alex’s deposited his load inside of her only half an hour before — he never said a thing.

      That’s why she brought him along on this trip. The wanton wife couldn’t keep her needs bottled up any longer. She needed for her husband to know all sides of her. It was up to Rick to accept or reject this… but she couldn’t deny the hunger any longer.

      Alex pulled out, his massive cock quickly replaced by Kurt’s. Cum dribbled down her thighs, but her co-workers didn’t care that their boss’s cum coated their cocks as they fucked Jill. On the other side, Clint grabbed a handful of Jill’s hair and pushed his throbbing member into her open-mouthed.

      Rick watched his proper wife being spit-roasted by the two giant bullies, their cocks thrusting in and out of her in unison. Jillian was more than a willing participant — she reveled in the attention, moaning and grunting, writing her small frame, thrusting back at them, hungry and eager to get as much unprotected cock inside of her as possible.

      Her bright eyes were locked on tightly to Rick’s as she pushed her hips down on Kurt’s massive cock, the tip of her tongue swirling around Clint’s veiny member, communicating silently with her husband. This is who I am. I love this. Do you love me?

      Rick found himself nodding, stroking his painful erection. Yes. Yes. I love you. I love it.

      The two giant meatheads came inside the wife at the same time, filling her with semen on both ends, grunting as they defiled Rick’s bride. Both of them snarled at him as they wiped their cocks, still dripping juices, on his wife’s body. Within seconds their cocks were replaced with another pair, an unrelenting sea of cock baring down on the wanton wife.

      Alex sauntered over towards Rick, completely naked, his big dick swinging between his legs.

      “I figured you’d come to watch,” he said.

      Rick grunted a reply, his eyes glued to his wife. The guy fucking her mouth pulled out and blasted his cum all over her face, coating her cheeks with his thick seed.

      “She’s a proper slut, isn’t she? Fucking craves cum. Knew right from the day I hired her I’d turn her into a cumloving whore… and I’m always right.”

      Rick couldn’t help but glance at Alex’s naked cock, glistening with his wife’s juices. It had just been inside his wife, the entire thing, every last inch of it.

      “Want to taste your wife on my cock?”

      Rick looked up in shock, his eyes large. “N-n-no,” he stammered.

      “You were staring at it so much,” Alex said as he grabbed the massive base, pumping his cock a few times, a drop of cum forming on the big, purple head. “You know, you have the same look your wife had when I pulled out my cock in front of her. As a matter of fact, we could use an extra cocksucker at the firm. I know some guys who are into that kinda stuff.”

      Rick’s mouth was dry, pure panic pounding in his veins. Me? A cocksucker? Never! Well… n-no… right?…

      Alex grabbed Rick’s hand and placed it on his big, veiny member. In a reflex, Rick’s hand circled the giant rod, feeling the weight in his hands. It was a completely different sensation to holding his own member, for it was about three times as heavy.

      Without thinking about it his hand moved up and down, pumping it a few times, completely lost in a haze as he jerked his wife’s boss off. To his surprise his entire body burned up, and if he was completely honest with himself, he wanted to kneel down, open up wide, and wrap his lips right around that big, purple, co—

      “That’s it,” Alex grunted. “You give a better handjob than your wife, you know that? I knew you were just as much a slut as she is. Put a giant cock in front of you and you do exactly what you’re told. Speaking of which, I’m about ready for round two with your wifey.”

      Alex’s coarse words broke the spell, and Rick pulled his hand away quickly, as if the big cock burned him. “N-no,” he said. “I’m not…”

      His voice trailed off, distracted by Alex’s grin. “You know it’s true,” he said, “but we’ll continue your lessons later. I have a tight little ass to fuck.”

      Alex walked off, leaving Rick utterly confused and strangely aroused. What just happened?

      The stud cut in line, taking his place behind the well-fucked wife. Rick had by now lost counts of how many men had cum inside his wife, and she showed the part: Cum dribbled down every inch of her body. Her ass, her thighs, her legs, her back, her face, cheeks, her chest, her hair — there were fat, white globs of sticky, white cum everywhere.

      Alex grabbed her red ass, spreading her cheeks for Rick’s benefit. “Look at that sloppy cunt,” he said. “Won’t feel a damn thing.” Having said that, he lined the purple head of his cock with Jill’s puckered asshole. “Luckily, there is one more hole for us to use, isn’t that right?”

      Jill moaned loudly as he pressed his cock against her ass. Rick stood rooted to the spot, not believing what he was seeing. Surely his wife couldn’t take that giant cock inside of her ass?

      “That’s right,” Alex said, reading the cuckolded husband’s mind. “Your wife is mine, all of it. Pussy mouth and ass.” To illustrate his point he pushed forward, and the slick head of his cock slipped into the wife’s tight ass. She screamed out in pain, cum dribbling down her cheeks and into her mouth as she did so.

      Her boss pushed inch-after-inch of his massive cock into her tight behind, spreading her hole wide-open, until every last inch of his monster cock was buried snugly in her ass. He reached around and rubbed her clit with his hand, and to Rick’s surprise, his wife had a full-body orgasm after only two strokes of his thumb, her entire body trembling, a lewd, loud moan leaving her mouth.

      There was no denying it. Alex had full control of Jillian’s body. Rick had never manged to make his wife orgasm like it, and certainly not after only a light touch… and never with his cock in her ass, either.

      “Tell your husband what you want,” Alex barked, grabbing a fistful of her hair.

      By now, everyone in the room was clued in on Rick’s presence and significance, and the men snickered among themselves as they watched their boss utterly humiliate the husband. Their muffled laughs weren’t lost on Rick, and his cock throbbed, the situation only turning him on more.

      “Your cum,” Jillian moaned, sounding ragged and out-of-breath. “In my ass!”

      Alex jack-hammered the poor wife’s ass, his cock splitting her open. “Get ready,” he grunted under his breath, working up a sweat. “I’m about to blow!”

      Jillian reached her hand back and held Alex’s big swinging balls in the palm of her hand, coaxing his cum out of his balls. “Do it,” she breathed. “Fill me Alex! Fill me up!”

      With one hard, final push Alex bottomed out inside of Jill and blasted her ass full of cum, his balls pumping a giant load of semen right into her, coating her inner walls with his white, thick seed. When he pulled out her ass gaped open, wide and used, cum dripping out her forbidden hole.

      Rick found himself stepping forward, the sight of his wife’s spread ass driving him wild. He had to get a closer look. Silently, he kneeled down behind his wife, his face hovering inches from her well-fucked, cum-filled holes.

      “How do I look?” Jill asked, watching her husband over her shoulder.

      Rick lacked the words to describe it. Her normally picture-perfect pussy was all red and swollen, her lips hanging open, a steady trickle of cum dripping out of her and unto the bed. Her asshole looked even worse for wear, still gaping open so wide that Rick could slide his cock into her without ever touching the walls.

      “Breathtaking,” the husband whispered.

      Jill pushed her hips back, and Rick didn’t move — and so her cum-filled ass was pushed right into his face, filling his nose and his mouth with the potent aroma, the addictive taste of his wife’s well-fucked pussy and ass. A crazed lust overtook him, and he pushed his tongue as far into her ass as it would go, fucking her holes with his face, licking and tasting and sucking on it all as much as he could.

      The crowd watched Rick tongue his wife’s sloppy holes with bemusement, murmuring to themselves. “Look at that fag go!” “What a cumslut, damn,” “Alex sure knows how to pick ‘em,” “Hey Clint, he’s probably guzzling up your cum right now!”

      “Keep going,” Jill moaned, writhing her body on her husband’s face. “Oh fuck baby, lick my ass, eat it, eat my fucking ass, baby! Oh fuck I’m cumming, I’m gonna, I’m gonna cum all on your face, oh-oh-oh!”

      Rick grabbed her hips tightly, not letting go off his bucking wife as he worked his tongue. She reached back and grabbed a fistful of his hair, pushing his face into her behind so hard he struggled to breathe.

      “Oh YES!” She screamed as she came, pure pleasure coursing through her every vein.

      With his wife’s taste still on his breath, Rick undid his clumsy costume, whipped out his member and with one thrust slid it into his wife’s gaping asshole. It was so well lubricated that all he felt was Alex’s cum clinging to him, and the sensations proved so intense he came within a handful of strokes, adding his load, cumming in his own wife’s ass for the first time.

      He didn’t even get a chance to enjoy his intense orgasm, for Clint grabbed him by the shoulders and unceremoniously shoved him to the side “My turn,” he growled as he pushed the head of his fat cock into Jill’s asshole — causing her to scream out.

      Rick was keenly aware of the fact that when he entered his wife, she barely reacted. He realized the night was far, far from over — now every man was going to use her ass…
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        Working late again! Xxx!

      

        

      

      Rick stared at his wife’s text message, blood instantly rushing towards his cock. He knew exactly what that meant.

      ‘Working late’ was codeword for ‘Alex is sharing me’. With his employees, clients, neighbors… anyone that Alex fancied that day. It had been the codeword for years, but Rick had never been clued in on it’s actual meaning.

      Rick paced his living room, the gnawing feeling in his stomach keeping him moving. It had been six weeks since the fair and the shocking revelations, and coming to terms with the truth hadn’t been easy for either of them… but they had made it work. There was some yelling, some tears… but most of all, a whole lot of earth-shattering sex as Jillian recounted every single encounter she’d had, and there were plenty.

      She’d gone right back to work that come Monday, despite her husband’s protest, and had come home with a pussy full of cum. Unable to resist the temptation, Rick ate her out, eating the creampie again…

      Which is why he was waiting up now. He had no idea when she was going to get home — could be 10 pm, could be 4 am — but there was no doubt he’d have a warm and creamy pie to devour before they’d go to bed… just like every night.
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            7. Taken at the Housewarming Party
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            Introduction

          

        

      

    

    
      Our new neighbor is her old boyfriend, and he takes her in front of the whole party!

      Peter and Julie have invited all their friends and neighbors to their housewarming party, but the couple is in for the surprise of a lifetime when they realize that their new neighbor is Julie's studly ex-boyfriend from her college days! Their relationship had been based on animalistic passion and the assertive jock is intent on reclaiming his lost prize..

      Julie is helpless to resist his lustful advances, and the young wife is seduced right in front of the whole party. Peter can only watch as his wife succumbs to pleasure, and to make matters worse, his guests all want their share of the fun...

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Taken at the Housewarming Party

          

          A Wife Sharing Story

        

      

    

    
      “What about my husband?” Julie gasped.

      Craig’s hands roamed her body, ignoring her pleas as he sunk his fingers into her soft skin. Julie moaned involuntarily — but did not lift a finger to stop her assailant.

      “We really shouldn’t be doing this,” she breathed heavily as she spread her legs, providing him with better access to her body.

      I never would have believed it, had I not seen it with my own two eyes. My prim and proper wife, Julie, letting another man grope her! I watched breathlessly as our new neighbor manhandled my wife like she was a cheap whore, while all our neighbors and friends were only a few feet away..
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        * * *

      

      “Have you seen Julie?”

      Kyle’s face became as red as a beet. “I-I haven’t,” he stammered, avoiding my gaze. I was starting to get flustered — this was the third person in a row who didn’t give me a straight answer when I asked them about my wife’s whereabouts. Annoyed, I went back to the kitchen to check on the drinks.

      Julie and I were throwing a housewarming party for our new neighbors and friend, but she had been missing in action for most of the party. It started after Craig — one of our new neighbors, and as it turned out, one of her ex-boyfriends from her college days — jovially pushed her into our pool. Her pristine white bikini became see-through in an instant, and her landing strip and perky tits were on full display for the entire party. All our neighbors, and all our mutual friends, had seen her partly naked.

      To my surprise, Julie wasn’t even mad. I expected her to be furious, but instead, she had an intense laughing fit. She pulled Craig into the water with her, and the two wrestled in the pool for a few minutes before Julie went inside to get changed. Craig followed her to apologize to her, and it’s been nearly twenty minutes since I’d seen either of them.

      A part of me wished she had gotten mad instead and stormed off instantly — all the time she had spent laughing and wrestling with Craig had given our neighbors ample time to study every inch of her exposed flesh!

      I had checked the bedrooms, but they weren’t there. I asked a few guests, but they all turned red and changed the subject as quickly as possible. I had a sinking feeling there was some joke being played that I wasn’t in on, and I didn’t like that feeling.

      I checked the kitchen and discovered we had nearly run out of beer. Fortunately, there was more in the shed out back. I headed there, and I found my wife.. But it was nothing like I expected.

      “Stop,” I heard a familiar voice giggle as I approached the shed. “I’m serious, we can’t!” The voice said no, but her inflection said yes.

      My curiosity was piqued. Instead of opening the door normally — which might have changed everything — I opted to peek in through a small crack. What I saw made me freeze dead in my tracks.

      Craig had cornered my wife, and his hands were roaming her body. His large, calloused hands were running up and down her thighs, roughly squeezing her exposed, pale flesh. Julie was telling him to stop, and tried to push him away - but even from my vantage point I could clearly see she was only making a token effort — no doubt to save some of her dignity — but it was as clear as day to me she didn’t mind the attention Craig was giving her.

      “I’m serious,” she laughed. “What if my husband walks in?”

      Julie glanced towards the door, and I froze as our eyes locked in place. Our eyes held each other for only a second… Until she looked away, and made another feeble attempt of pushing Craig away. He grabbed her wrists and held them above her head with one hand — leaving the other hand free to roam her vulnerable, nearly naked body. He pulled her bikini top to the side, exposing her large orbs. Her pierced nipples were perky and hard, and he flicked his thumb against them. Julie’s entire body shivered in pleasure, and a moan escaped from her lips.

      I was flabbergasted. Had she seen me or not? I was certain I had seen that flicker of recognition… But perhaps I had been mistaken. Craig’s hand snaked down her flat tummy, grazing the top of her bikini bottom. Surely he couldn’t try to sneak his hand into my wife’s bottoms, not while a party was happening only a few feet away, with her husband close by, no less… Or could he?

      To my dismay Julie spread her legs further, providing him with easier access. My cheeks burned a fiery red as his fingers moved ever lower, now gently caressing the top her pubic mound. Beads of sweat were dropping down my forehead. I had to intervene — right now, before they crossed that line from friendly hanky-panky to full blown infidelity. I grabbed the handle of the door, the iron scorchingly hot from the blazing sun, when one of our guests called my name.

      “Peter! Peter! There you are!”

      Crud! The elderly man next door, Jeb, was quickly approaching me. No doubt he wanted to talk to me about fly-fishing. All he ever talked about was fly-fishing. I had to make a split-second decision: Was I going to open that door irregardless of Jeb, catch my wife in the act, and in the process, expose her infidelity to the entire neighborhood? Or was I going to back off, saving face, but letting Craig have his way with my wife?

      I chose the lesser of two evils, and reluctantly let go off the handle. The shame and humiliation would be too much to bear.

      “Ah, Peter, good to see you! I just got this new fishing rod, it’s a real beauty! You’ve got to come check it out!”

      “Maybe later, Jeb,” I politely replied as I led him back to the party. I tried to brush him off, but he was relentless and kept blabbing on about the intricate differences between cold-water and warm-water fishing. I listened politely, waiting for a way out, but he kept yapping on for ten minutes straight.

      To my relief I saw Craig re-join the party from the corner of my eyes. I was glad I had been spared the humiliation of them getting caught together. I kept an eye out for my wife — she was going to get a stern talking to!

      Unfortunately, there was still no sign of my wife. While Jeb kept hammering on about all the different kinds of bass he had caught over the years, I saw Craig whisper something into Jack — another one of our neighbors — ear. He caught me looking, and gave me a smile and a nod. I nodded back, my whole body burning with curiosity. Where in the blazes was Julie?

      I finally managed to brush Jeb off — I really had to go find my wife now — and turned around to march back to the shed when I bumped right into Craig’s broad chest, nearly spilling his drink.

      “Sorry!”

      “Don’t worry about it, it was my fault. So, how do you like the neighborhood so far, man? It’s nice to see Julie again, it’s been ages!” Craig said, his eyes twinkling knowingly.

      I bet it was real nice, bastard.

      “Uh, yeah, great,” I stammered. I tried to cut the conversation short, but he kept roping me back in with new questions. While I answered him, I noticed Jack had slipped away from the party. Where had he gone to? And I still had seen no sign of my wife..

      Finally, after twenty minutes of constant questioning, Craig was satisfied. Every where I looked people were snickering, giving me pitying looks. Something was going on, right under my nose! I marched straight to the shed, trying to ignore all the chuckles and sneers. I pulled the door open.. And I found an empty shed. Where did she..?

      I carried the remaining beer from the shed to the kitchen, and I found my wife standing there like nothing had happened, talking to Kyle and Jeb.

      “Hi honey,” she said, smiling ear-to-ear. She had thrown on one of my old shirts, and to my horror it was clear she wasn’t wearing a bra underneath. Her hard nipples were poking through the fabric, clearly visible for anyone to gawk at. The shirt came all the way down passed her hips, making it appear she was fully naked underneath. I hoped to God she was still wearing some bottoms! Kyle and Jeb’s eyes were glued to her chest.

      “Hello,” I sputtered.

      She walked up to me and kissed me on the cheek. “Could you be a dear and go to Craig’s house to pick up some more booze? We’ve nearly run out.”

      “Why me?” I said. “Can’t Craig go?!”

      “He’s our guest, honey,” she said softly. “Please don’t make a scene.”

      Me? Make a scene?! It was her who.. !

      I sighed deeply. “Fine, I guess.” I asked Craig for his key and he gave me some quick instructions where I could find his stash. I headed there, grabbed two cases of beer, and headed back to my house. I was gone for fifteen minutes, tops, but when I came back,everything would be different.

      The first thing I noticed when I pulled back into my own driveway was that most guests had left. Only a few cars remained, while the road was packed when I drove off. What could have happened to cause this? Right when I pulled up I saw Julie’s friend Amber drive away, shaking her head. What was going on?

      I ventured inside, carrying the two cases. What I saw when I walked into the kitchen made me drop the cases right on the ground.

      Julie was standing in our backyard, holding her shirt up high, exposing her naked breasts for everyone in attendance! Craig was standing next to her, his hands on her breasts, examining them and squeezing them, as he talked to the men. He was acting like a salesman, showing off the goods as it were. All the women had left - only three other remained at this point: Jack, Kyle and Jeb.

      “Go ahead, take a feel,” Craig said to Kyle, one of my buddies from back in the day. He hesitantly took a step forward before latching his grubby hands onto my wife’s breasts. Julie laughed as my old friend squeezed her full breasts.

      “Wow, Kyle, I never knew you were so into my tits,” she chuckled. “If I had known I’d given you a feel years ago,” she winked.

      What in the blazes was going on?!

      I cleared my throat, and everyone turned to me in unison. Kyle quickly took a step back, guilt written all over his face.

      “What the fuck?”

      “Hi Peter, I see you found my beer,” Craig said, causing the crowd to chuckle.

      “What the fuck?” I repeated.

      “I was just showing off your wife’s piercings,” Craig continued, motioning towards her pierced nipples. “Did she ever tell you the story of how she got those?”

      I slowly shook my head, bewildered about my wife’s lewd behavior. Her nipple piercings had always been a sore subject for me. I liked my women vanilla — no tattoos, no piercings — but Julie’s nipples were very much pierced. She had brushed it off as a ‘wild college experience’, and I hadn’t really inquired. I didn’t want to imagine some overweight, disheveled piercer’s grubby hands all over my wife’s luscious breasts.

      “Tell him, Julie.”

      My wife slowly looked up to face me, and to my shock, I saw her eyes were burning with unbridled lust. “Craig made me get them,” she said, the words rolling off her tongue.

      Craig touched one of the steely knobs, and Julie’s entire body shivered. She closed her eyes, biting down on her bottom lip.

      “And then what did I make you do?”

      Julie opened her eyes as wide as she possibly could, the corners of her mouth curling up in a naughty grin. “I can’t say.. I’m a wife now!”

      Craig pinched her nipple, causing Julie to moan wantonly.

      “You may be Peter’s wife now, but you’ve always been my slut,” Craig shouted as he tweaked her sensitive nipples. I was gobsmacked - how did this stud have so much control over my usually stubborn wife? The thee other guys were watching our interaction with bated breath.

      Julie threw her head back, moaning with pleasure as Craig tortured her poor, sensitive nipples. I had always known she liked it fairly rough, but this was something else entirely.

      “I’ll tell him, I’ll tell him everything,” she pleaded, her voice raspy. “Please.”

      “Go ahead,” Craig said.

      Julie once again locked eyes with me, the passion burning ever brighter. She scraped her throat before blowing my mind.

      “Craig made me show my tits off.. to everyone who wanted to look. I flashed the football team. I flashed the basketball team. I flashed at concerts. I flashed at bars. I even flashed my teachers.”

      She started talking faster and faster as she unburdened herself. I could tell this had been weighing on her mind for ages, and now she was spilling all of the beans.

      “It didn’t stop there. I also let everyone touch them, and play with them. I love getting my nipples pulled and played with. Every night we’d find some new guy to play with my tits. We did this all four years straight. By the end, I’m positive every single guy on campus had seen and played with my tits… including the teachers, and even the janitors.”

      I was flabbergasted. My wife, my Julie, my precious, pristine, prim and proper wifey… had been some bar-flashing slut? While she was telling me this, Craig’s strong hands were roaming her body. One was kneading her panty-covered ass, while the other was tugging and pulling at her nipples. Julie had slid her hand inside Craig’s shorts, rubbing the massive bulge as she divulged her sexual escapades to me - and some of our neighbors and closest friends.

      “And… it didn’t stop there,” she continued as her hands massaged the enormous tent Craig was pitching. “Craig initiated me into the wonderful word of blow jobs. I practiced every day - I was intent on becoming the world’s best cocksucker. I’d start every morning on my knees, coaxing every last drop of cum out of his massive balls. One time, his roommate’s dad walked in on us one morning as he came to drop something off… right as he opened the door, Craig was blowing his load all over my pretty little face. The man was frozen in place, he probably hadn’t seen something so hot and naughty in years. I crawled over to him, pulled out his cock and sucked him off, right there and then. He didn’t even know my name, but I swallowed his cum all the same.”

      This reveal made the crowd of guys gasp with excitement. I was stunned - and strangely, turned on. My dick strained against my shorts as my wife revealed one sexual escapade after another. Craig ripped down her panties, and exposed her naked, pretty pussy to the group of men. He plunged two of his fingers into her honey pot, and they slid into the hilt right away. She was dripping wet, wetter than I had ever seen her. Craig’s fingers were slick with her juices. She pulled down Craig’s boxers, his massive cock springing free. It was at least eight inches long, and thick as well. My wife wrapped both her hands around his massive pole, jerking him off as he fingered her in front of a crowd.

      “Once I had gotten a taste of cum, I was insatiable. I need more. I craved more. Every night I’d blow some random guy behind the bar, or in the bathroom. I didn’t even care who or where, all I cared about was getting my daily intake of delicious male seed. I blew my way through college, sucking off all my teachers, too,” my wife rambled on, her eyes shut tight as Craig fingerblasted her soppy, wet cunt. “I started getting into trouble. I got fired at the bar I worked for blowing the customers. I even tried to placate my manager by offering to tongue his balls every night, but he had a wife, and she had gotten wind of my exploits… like everyone did. But despite sucking off so many wonderful cocks, I never found one so better than Craig’s.”

      She dropped to her knees and grabbed Craig’s thick, pulsating cock and placed it on her head. It covered most of her face - it was that thick and long. She lapped at the big pole, licking up and down his length.

      “It’s so big, and strong, and thick,” she said between licks. Her hands cupped his massive, tennis-sized balls, kneading them gently. “There’s so much delicious cum inside here… I could never get enough.”

      She licked down, all the way to his balls. She nuzzled his giant ball sack, taking one of his testicles into her mouth and sucking on it loudly. “Mmm,” she moaned as she willingly worshiped our neighbors balls. Craig ran his hands through her hair, holding her in place. “That’s a good slut,” he grunted.

      My dick was now leaking pre-cum as I watched my wife adore her ex-boyfriends cock and balls. He was twice the size of me - in all departments. I could never measure up. I noticed my friends and neighbors - Kyle, Jeb, Jack - were watching intently as well. Jack had even pulled out his own cock, shamelessly jerking off as he watched my wife blow our neighbor.

      “Then why did you marry me?” I fumbled, trying to take back some measure of control.

      Julie let go out of the big ball inside of her mouth with an audible plop. She smiled at me, saliva dripping down the corner of her mouth.

      “I had to get away from it all… I realized one morning that Craig would give me all the cock that I needed, but I need more. A job, love, a steady relationship… and I found all of that with you, baby,” she said. “I love you.”

      I was moved for a second - until Craig grabbed the back of her head and pushed his thick, purple head between her lips. Sweet moment ruined. He held her hair tightly as he face-fucked her, forcing his entire cock down her throat.

      “One morning she was just gone,” Craig grunted, “and I’ve been looking for this hot little bitch ever since. Imagine my surprise when I show up here today and found this little whore parading around in that tiny white bikini, practically begging for my cock… so that’s what I gave her!”

      “I know you saw us,” Julie mumbled between Craig’s strokes. She pulled his cock out of her mouth, long strands of saliva, mixed with pre-cum, dripping down her cheeks and onto her tits. “I saw you watching us in the shed… I was just going to let him feel me up a bit, but when I knew you knew and you didn’t stop us… I let him have me. I couldn’t resist. I let him slide this big fucking pole right into me.”

      Craig pushed forwards again, his cock slipping back into her mouth. “I made this hot little bitch squeal in front of all your friends, mate. It was an open secret. Everyone heard. Everyone knows.”

      I stumbled backwards, gripping the kitchen counter for support. How could this… ? If I had only opened the door and chastised the pair, I would have saved myself from all this embarrassment. My life was ruined. Everyone knew what a pathetic cuckold I was.

      Craig further illustrated this point by relentlessly face-fucking my wife while he vigorously slapped her bouncing breasts. “Full disclosure: I gave Jack sloppy seconds, too.”

      I wheeled around to my other neighbor, who was watching the spectacle with his engorged cock in his hand, clearly awaiting his turn.

      “Is this true?” I murmured.

      He shot me a cheeky grin. “Sure did, man. I didn’t believe Craig at first - who fucks someones wife at their own housewarming party, right? - but I went to check in the shed to make sure… and found your wife regaining her breath with her legs spread and cum leaking out. I just walked up, pulled my cock out and slid in all the way inside of her. She just wrapped her legs around my waist, pulling me in deeper while she clamored for her second fill of the day.”

      Not in a million years would I have believed this story if I couldn’t hear Julie gag on Craig’s huge cock at the same time.

      “You can hate me if you want, it sure as hell is your right, but if you were me, you’d have done the same thing, man,” Jack said unapologetically. “She’s a proper whore, bred for fucking. If I hadn’t done it, someone else would. I’m fairly sure some one else did, in fact. The news spread like wildfire, of course. It’s not every day a new neighbor lets everyone run a train on her. Why did you think the women started leaving in droves?”

      He was right, and I knew it. The constant snickering, the pitying glances. I had been well aware something had been up, but I had no clue it went as far as it did.

      Julie laid down on her back, spreading her legs as wide as she could. I could clearly see drops of cum still leaking out of her gaping pussy. She was still dripping with semen. Craig took his place between her legs, rubbing the head of his cock against her wet slit.

      “Oh yes,” my wife moaned wantonly. “Fuck me, Craig!”

      “Have you missed my big dick?” Craig grunted as he pushed forwards.

      “Yes! Oh my God, yes!” My wife moaned as he slowly slid into her. “Fuck! I’ve missed your cock so much, baby!”

      Craig started pounding her pussy for all it was worth right in my backyard, with my elderly neighbor Jeb, my best friend Kyle and my other neighbor Jack casually watching them. I was utterly defeated, there was no point in keeping up pretenses any longer. I grabbed a few beers and joined my mates in my backyard, giving them a cold one to drink while we all ‘enjoyed’ the show.

      Kyle laid his hand on my shoulder. “Tough one, buddy,” he said as Craig’s thick cock split my wife’s pussy open only a few feet away. I shrugged - I hadn’t forgotten how that same Kyle was slobbering over her breasts when I walked in!

      “It’s not your fault,” Jeb joined in. “Look at the young lass… she is obviously crazy about this gentleman. Some people just have the right tools for the job, life is not fair that way.”

      I knew they were trying to make me feel better, but I wished they’d just shut up. Trying to rationalize why my wife was really a cock-hungry whore wasn’t making me feel any better. Even if it wasn’t my fault she craved cum, I had still failed in stilling that hunger.

      “Can you blame her?” Jeb continued. “Just look at his cock, my lord. Never in my years have I seen such a thick, powerful tool. She’s never going to be the same again, that’s for sure. Her pussy is going to be ruined. Ha, only monster cocks for her from now on!”

      “We get it, Jeb,” I sneered. “Shut up.”

      “I don’t think you do, young ‘un. Look at that bliss on her face - that is a woman changed. I have the experience to know!”

      I tried to ignore the senior’s needling, but I was afraid he could be right. Julie looked like she was in seventh heaven. She had pulled her knees up to her chest and Craig was jack-hammering her, pounding all eight inches of this fat cock into her, over and over again. Her tits jiggled lewdly as her ex gave her everything she had missed all those years.

      “Yes, yes, oh fuck, fuck me Craig, fill me up, use that slutty pussy! Use that fucking pussy!”

      Craig grabbed her throat with one hand, choking her air supply as he banged my wife. The other hand roamed her body, slapping her tits, pulling her nipples, smacking her ass. He was claiming her body, using her for his pleasure. She was his fuck toy, his own personal slave to use as he pleased.

      In comparison our sex life was incredibly tame. I didn’t last more than a few minutes inside of my wife, and our sex was infrequent to say the least. With the added stress of moving, I couldn’t even remember the last time we had sex. I thought Julie didn’t mind, that she wasn’t a very sexual person - how wrong I was!

      Craig was reaping the rewards of years of pent up lust as he ravaged her body. He slipped his fingers into her mouth, and she sucked on them greedily, taking them as deep as she could. Jack took that as his cue to join the fun: He stepped forward, kicking off his shorts in the process. He knelt down by her head and offered his thick cock up to her hungry mouth. He wasn’t as long as Craig, but what he missed in length he more than made up for with intense girth — his cock was as thick as a soda can!

      Julie opened her mouth as far as she could and wrapped her red hot lips around Jack’s thick pole. My young wife was now being used from both sides by two our new neighbors — what a way to be welcomed into the neighborhood.. Julie’s racy moans were bouncing off the walls and drifting into the night’s sky. Everyone in the neighborhood could hear her. Even the people who weren’t at our party would know.

      “Wow, look at her go,” Kyle said to himself. He pulled out his phone and started recording her being sandwiched. He ignored me as he walked up real close, zooming in as much as possible in order to capture every minute detail of Jack’s throbbing cock as it entered my wife’s waiting mouth. I noticed he was rubbing himself off in his shorts as he captured my wife’s most lewd, wanton moments on camera.

      Even Jeb, the senior next door, got in on the action. He pulled out his own impressive dick — despite his age, his cock was as big and strong as they come. “I haven’t seen a slut who loves dick that much since the sixties,” he mumbled.

      Craig was the first one to pop. “I’m going to fill you right up, slut,” he grunted through his gritted teeth as he pounded my wife in front of me. “Do it, yes, do it!” She pleaded. He pulled his cock out all the way, until only the head remained inside of Julie, before he slammed down with all his power. Julie’s eyes rolled to the back of her head as he pounded her cervix, getting every last inch of that fat cock of him inside her unprotected pussy.

      “Here it comes! Yes, yes, take it, take it all!”

      Craig gave one hard, final push before he exploded inside my wife. His hips buckled as he unloaded his potent seed into her fertile womb. He fired load after load, shooting every last drop of his semen into her. His white, sticky cum pooled up inside of her, his sperm no doubt questing for her eggs at that very moment.

      “Holy shit, holy shit,” Julie mumbled over and over again as her body trembled in the aftershock of Craig’s powerful orgasm. Her ex pulled out, and semen dripped out of her used and swollen pussy. Spurred on by this erotic sight, Jack fired his own thick load straight into my wife’s waiting mouth.

      Without warning he unloaded on her face, covering her visage with thick ropes of cum. She stuck out her tongue, trying to catch as much of his sweet seed in her mouth as she could — but Jack doused her in cum, the lewd load landing all over the place. Her cheeks, her nose, her chest, her lips, they were all covered with a thick, white load.

      Julie, my beautiful wife, smiled at me, her smile extending from ear-to-ear. I had never seen something so sweet and sexy. I could still see that sweet, loving girl I had fallen in love with… my feelings undeterred by the loads of cum that were on her face and inside of her used cunt. She scooped up the gooey white stuff with her fingers and licked the seed off.

      It was too much to handle for Kyle and Jeb. Kyle rushed forward, yanking down his shorts and presenting my wife with his stiffy. He gave it a single tug before he came, shooting his load onto her chest. Julie squealed as Kyle came on her round tits.

      “Kyle!” She peeped.

      “Sorry!” He said, his face burning bright red with excitement. “I just had to!”

      Jeb didn’t want to be left out of the fun and he stripped down and walked up to my wife, proudly presenting his large member to her. She looked at me, shrugged, and took his cock between her lips, as if to say “What’s another cock, right?”

      The senior hummed approvingly as Julie bobbed up and down his old pole. I was shocked, to say the least. That she got seduced by her powerfucking ex-boyfriend, that was one thing… but casually blowing a man older than her father? Wow!

      “That’s it girl, here it comes! Mmhm, yes!”

      Jeb did a little shimmer as he came inside my wife’s mouth. She held her mouth open wide so I could clearly see his white load on her tongue, the creamy substance filling her mouth. She swallowed his entire load.

      I was left flabbergasted as Kyle, Jeb, Craig and Jack all left. They all said their goodbyes to me like it had been a regular party. “Until next time,” Craig said with a wink as he closed the door behind him. Meanwhile Julie was still playing with cum, rubbing the sweet cream into her skin.

      “Did you enjoy the show, baby?” She asked me playfully when she caught me staring.

      “I-I don’t even,” I stammered, sitting down on one of the lounge-chairs. “I don’t even.”

      She stood up and walked towards me, swaying her hips with every step. She grabbed the back of my head and pushed it against her naked tummy. I wrapped my arms around her, cupping her naked ass with my two hands. The strong aroma of her juices filled my nostrils.

      “I’ve been a bad girl,” She said as she ran her fingers through my hair. “Do you still love your bad girl?”

      “Uh-huh,” I moaned as I buried my face in her soft body. Despite everything I still loved Julie more than anything. She pushed my head down, until I was looking right at her swollen, used cunt. Her lips were a fiery red, still glistening with a mixture of juices.

      “Kiss me baby,” Julie breathed. “Kiss my used pussy.”

      I buried my face in her used cunt. I licked and lapped, pushing my tongue as far into her as I could go. She smothered me with her sloppy pussy, making me lick and kiss every inch of sex. I didn’t know what came over me — I had never thought I could do something so dirty and depraved and love every second of it.

      She had an explosive orgasm right there, with my mouth on her pussy. Her knees were weak and she fell on top of me, and we cuddled like that for half an hour, kissing and touching every inch of each other.

      “I never knew you were such a horny little fox,” I whispered.

      She grinned. “You promise you still love me?”

      “I promise,” I said. “For ever and ever.”

      “I can’t promise I’ll be able to resist Craig,” she said apologetically. “He has some kind of hold over me… I can’t help it.”

      “Don’t worry, it’s okay. As long as your heart belongs to me.”

      “It does!”

      “Then we have nothing to worry about.”

      Her face turned a bright shade of pink. “About that, I just realized… I’m at the most fertile moment of my cycle…” She glanced down at her fertile womb — the same one Craig had just completely filled with his potent baby-making seed.

      Oh crud!
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      It started as a routine stop.. and it ended with me being taken by the whole Police force!

      Jessica has been looking forward to this day for years: Announcing her candidacy for the city council. However, her big day turns into a nightmare when she gets pulled over on the drive home by a studly cop. She celebrated a tad too much, and a DUI would be career-killer. Her campaign would be over before it even truly began..

      She has to risk everything to get out of this situation, going as far as to proposition the handsome, rugged police officer. She gets off scot-free.. until DeMarcus King, the strict, muscular Chief of Police gets wind of the situation. He has a devious plan in mind: Having Jessica perform at the annual police gala. All of the police officers will take Jessica, one after another, without protection, until she's had her fill..

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Taken by the Cops

          

          My Wildest Fantasy

        

      

    

    
      “Who’s next?” I said with a naughty grin. The cops didn’t need to be told twice. They descended upon me like a pack of hungry wolves. One cock pushed itself into my wet pussy, while another member was slid into my mouth. My hands also found themselves a hard, throbbing cock to hold as I was eagerly fucked from both sides.

      I was in a state of bliss as I had four hard cocks to play with, each one of them begging to fuck me and drench me in cum. I lost all track of time as I was gangbanged by one cock after another. Every minute a new cock erupted on or inside of me. My pussy, my mouth, my tits, my stomach, my legs, my face - every inch of me was covered in cum, every last inch of me had a man’s hard, sweaty, throbbing cock pressed against it. I loved every moment of it. I was a total wanton whore, craving for every pulsating member, hungrily sucking on every cock that I could.

      Who’d have thought that me getting pulled over would end up with me here, taking the entire police force, hard and without protection? It all started only a week ago..
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        * * *

      

      What was supposed to be one of the best nights of my life turned into a nightmare the moment I saw the cop car in my rear view mirror. I had just announced my candidacy for the local city council, and I had drunk quite a few glasses of wine to celebrate this momentous occasion with my team. I tried to remain in-control, but I got caught up in the great atmosphere and had just a little bit too much to drink. I still got into my car, as my house was only a fifteen minute drive away. What were the odds, right?

      The cop signaled me for to pull over, and I knew my candidacy, everything I had worked so hard for the last few years, was over before it ever even truly began. A DUI was a career-killer, especially for a young woman such as myself. This town was conservative, there were almost no women in local politics. I could never live this down. I could already imagine all the attack-adds my opponents would run - they’d drive me into the ground. I had to find some way out of this mess. I had to.

      I pulled over to the side of the road, and the police officer did the same. He slowly got out of his car and he leisurely strolled over to the side of my vehicle. I watched his every movement through my mirrors, my heart going a mile a minute. He was tall and broad-shouldered, with a strong jawline. I quickly checked my make-up, I needed all my charm to pull this off. The officer tapped on my window, and I quickly rolled it down.

      “What seems to be the problem, officer?” I said, flashing him my brightest smile.

      “Miss Hope. Congratulations on your candidacy, by the way.”

      “Thank you, officer.” He knew who I was. I didn’t yet know if this was good or bad. I looked up at police officer, drinking in the sight. He had short dark-blond hair, tussled nonchalantly. He was attractive and relatively young - I’d estimate he was in his late twenties. If I wasn’t so worried about the impending DUI he could slap me with, I might have even enjoyed this exchange. It’s not every day a girl has the chance to let a strong and forceful police officer set her straight…

      “You were speeding, did you know that?”

      “I did not, sir. I’ll be more careful in the future.”

      “Where were you heading?”

      “Home.”

      “Is that alcohol I smell on your breath, Miss Hope?”

      Crap. This wasn’t going as planned. My thoughts were racing: Should I lie? Should I confess, and plead for forgiveness? I had no clue.

      “Miss Hope? I’m waiting for an answer.”

      “I… had one glass of wine after work, yes. That’s not a problem, right?” The officer of the law sighed as I put on my best puppy dog face. I pouted my lips, hoping with a fiery passion he’d let me go.

      “Hold on, I’m going to get the breathalyzer.”

      “Is that really necessary?” I interrupted him before he could wander off.

      “I’m afraid so. Standard procedure.” He turned to walk away, and instinctively I reached out and placed my hand on his hips. He stopped dead in his tracks and gave me a quizzical look. I bit my bottom lip as I looked up at the strapping man. I could barely believe I was about to actually do this, but it was a necessary evil in order to save my career.

      “I’m sure we can come to some kind of… arrangement, officer.” The words left my lips smoothly, like I had practiced them my whole life. The cat was out of the bag now - I had propositioned an officer. If the DUI wasn’t bad enough, this was even worse. If it didn’t work… I’d be in more trouble than I cared to think about.

      He looked back at me in silence, his eyes widening slightly from surprise, before a smirk adorned his lips. My hand was still on his hips, and I slowly moved them towards his center, inch-by-inch… He did nothing to stop me. I swallowed, my mouth dry. This was it. It was really happening. My hand grazed his crotch, and I felt an unmistakable bulge in his pants. I rubbed it, giving it a slight squeeze.

      His grin grew larger. My confidence grew with every passing second as I realized he was game. My charm hadn’t left me, and in a strange way it was nice to know I still had it. My fingers found the zipper on his uniform, and I slowly pulled it down. I reached my hand into his pants and felt his large, throbbing cock bulge against his boxers. A soft moan, barely audible, escaped my lips the moment I felt his pulsing erection. I hadn’t been with a man for months, and the naughty, wicked nature of my actions was getting me all fired up.

      I grew hornier and wetter with every passing moment. The cop still hadn’t vocalized his consent, but the nature of our deal was clear. The fear that had overcome me from the moment he pulled me over slowly evaporated, and was replaced by lust. This beautiful, broad-chested uniformed stud was throbbing hard for me. My hand slid into his boxers, feeling his naked skin for the first time. It was smooth and hot to the touch, and my reaching fingers grasped his thick manhood. I had to see it. I pulled his large cock out of his pants, gasping audibly when I saw how large it was. It was over eight inches long easily, and very thick as well.

      “You like it?” The police officer asked me.

      I nodded breathlessly as his thick cock throbbed a few mere inches from my waiting mouth. He places his hand on my head and guided me forwards. I slid forward, and the head of his cock brushed against my full lips. My tongue flicked out and licked the purple head, tasting another man’s cock for the first time in months.

      That thought gave me a pang of shame and humiliation - I was about to suck off a police officer to get out of a ticket! What had gotten into me? But all those lingering doubts and the shame melted away when the cop nudged me forward and his cock slid between my lips. I felt his hot, throbbing cock slide into my mouth, and I was overtaken with lust.

      I bobbed my head up and down his thick pole, doing my best to pleasure him. My left hand jerked the base of his cock up and down, while my right hand slid between my legs. My pussy was burning up, and I was turned on beyond belief. I never thought I could be thisnaughty.

      “Oh yeah, that’s it, suck that cock slut,” the officer moaned as I sucked him off. I was shocked at first - did he just call me a slut? - but once again, my lust won it from my common sense. That’s exactly what you are, my inner slut told me. Look at you, worshiping this uniformed strangers cock. If anyone drove by at this moment, they’d think you were a complete and total slut, that cop’s cock halfway down your throat. You love it, don’t you, slut?

      I did. I bobbed up and down fast, taking more and more of his long cock into my mouth and down my throat. His fingers intertwined with my hair and he held my head in place as he moved his hips forward, fucking my face. He was rough, and I nearly gagged when he tried to force all eight inches down my throat.

      “That’s it, take it all, slut!” He bellowed. His other hand pulled the top of my dress down, my breasts spilling out. He roughly pulled my bra to the side, my naked tits falling out. He grabbed my nipple forcefully, tweaking it between his fingers. I moaned, the pain mixing with the intense pleasure. A part of me wished he wouldn’t just settle for a blowjob, but that he wanted more. That he would drag me out of the car, make me get on my hands and knees and forcefully fuck my unprotected pussy right there and then, on the side of the road, in public, in full sight of anyone who would just happen to drive by at the right time.

      These thoughts were swimming in my mind, making me hotter and hotter, until I felt my orgasm quickly approaching. My hand was working overtime rubbing my sensitive clit, and the feeling of intense pleasure was building up in my core. Right as the waves of ecstasy where about to come crashing down upon me, I felt the officers cock grow harder in my mouth. This could only mean one thing: He was about to blow his load.

      “Oh yes,” the cop grunted through his teeth. “I’m about to cum.”

      I moaned in anticipation, eagerly awaiting my naughty, sticky prize.

      “Here it comes! You want it in your mouth or on your face?!”

      “In my mouth!” I squealed. “Give it to me, give me your cum,” I cooed, right on the verge of cumming myself.

      “Yes, yes, YES!” The cop groaned loudly as he fired his load deep inside my mouth. He shoved his cock forwards into the back of my throat, the spurts of his sticky white cum hitting the insides of my throat. I nearly gagged as he fired rope after rope of his pearly seed into my mouth, savoring the sharp taste. The cumshot he delivered me sent me over my edge, and my whole body trembled as the pleasure in my core exploded, sending shock waves throughout my entire body, all the way from the tip of my toes to the top of my scalp. His cock slipped out of my mouth as I cried out in pleasure, but his thick manhood was not done firing quite yet - a wayward shot hit me in the nose, and another salvo doused my cheek in his seed.

      I licked my lips, tasting this uniformed strangers cum. I glanced at myself in my mirror, and I was struck by how absolutely devious and hot I looked with this man’s cum dribbling down my cheeks. The officer quickly stuffed his oversized cock back into his jeans and zipped up. He no doubt became aware we were standing next to a public road, and this would not reflect well on him either.

      “Don’t let me catch you again, Miss Hope,” he said without missing a beat, like he didn’t just fire his load on my face. “Drive safely.” He walked backed to his car, got in, and drove off, leaving me all alone on the side of the road. The entire encounter had only lasted a handful of minutes, and now, I wondered if it had really happened or if it was all just a figment of my imagination. A glance into the rear view mirror confirmed what I knew: There were very real strands of cum still on my cheek.

      Oh Jessica, what have you gotten yourself into?

      I cleaned up as best I could using a few tissues, and then I resumed the drive home. I took a long shower, the events playing out in my mind over and over again. I felt ashamed and guilty. I had never, never done anything like this at all. It wasn’t in my character. At least, that’s what I thought, but a part of me liked it. Loved it. The more I thought about it, the hotter I became, and ended up giving myself another orgasm using the shower head as I thought back on the feeling of that thick, hard cock in my mouth…
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        * * *

      

      When I woke up the following morning, the world seemed different. The bright sun casted a new light on the world, and I was eager and ready to leave the indiscretions of last night behind me. That had been a different Jessica, a very tipsy, horny, reckless Jessica. She had wrestled control away from me for only a few minutes, but it was all in the past now. The DUI had been averted, and I could continue with my campaign. I’d make sure that devious, slutty side of me would be kept locked up.

      This is what I told myself during my entire morning routine, and after hearing it for a hundred times over, I had started to believe it as well. Unfortunately, life was about to throw me a curve ball in the form of DeMarcus King, Chief of Police. He was rigorous and authoritarian in his leadership of the local police force, and he was a force to be reckoned with in our community. Part of the platform I was campaigning on was curtailing the excessive and lavish spending of the police department, and this stance was about to bite me in the ass… quite literally.

      I was just done getting dressed when there was a heavy knock on the door, startling me. I had a busy day up ahead - I was supposed to meet all the local press. After hemming and hawing I finally settled on a jet black business suit with a skirt. I also put on black stockings, as I was still feeling a tad bit racy. I hoped this mixture of professionalism and feminine sensuality would send the right message.

      I opened the door and found the large frame of DeMarcus King standing on my doorstep. He was a giant among men, easily a foot and a half taller than me. He was without a doubt the last person I wanted to find on my doorstep, as he never was a bearer of good news.

      “Miss Hope,” he said calmly with his deep, baritone voice. “I’m glad I caught you. Mind if I step in?”

      “Mr. King. Is it important? I have a busy day up ahead,” I said impatiently.

      “Yes, it is very important,” he said, brushing me to the side as he stepped into my home, not even waiting for me to answer. He walked into my living room, sitting down on my couch. My couch looked almost comically small compared to this beastly man. He was wearing his navy blue police uniform, the color almost matching his dark, ebony complexion. The fabric struggled to contain his bulging muscles. He removed his hat, nonchalantly throwing it on my coffee table.

      “Why are you here, in my home?” I asked him again as I put on my earrings. “As I said, I have a busy day up ahead. I’m supposed to meet the newspaper in thirty minutes. If this is policy related, meet me at my office next time.”

      I wanted this oaf to leave me alone, and I felt a bit threatened by having him in my living room. DeMarcus King let me berate him for a few minutes, all the time smiling calmly at me. When I was done he reached into his inner pocket and pulled out a DVD.

      “You have a DVD-player, don’t you, Miss Hope?”

      “Of course I do,” I snapped at him.

      “You are going to want to see this.”

      I snatched the disk from his hand and begrudgingly fired up my DVD player. I had no clue what was so important that the Chief of Police would bother me over, I figured it was just some propaganda for the police force, trying to butter me up so I won’t crack down on him if I make it to office, or some political bullshit like that… the obvious truth was staring me in the face the whole time, but I was so blinded by my own political aspirations I didn’t even see it until it hit me square in the face.

      “Sit down,” he said, patting the small space left on the couch next to him. “Trust me.”

      I did, trying to move to the side so my body wasn’t touching his, but with his large frame, that was impossible. He jerked the remote out of my hand and hit play. A grainy picture came into view. We were looking at a dark and winding road, only illuminated by two headlights. I recognized this as the dash-camera view of a police car.

      “Recognize anything?” DeMarcus said with a wry grin.

      I studied the gritty images intensely. What was this bully getting at? Suddenly I saw a very familiar vehicle come into view, and with the suddenness of a punch in the gut I realized what I was looking at.

      This was last night.

      That vehicle was my own.

      The dash-camera in the cop’s car videotaped the whole thing.

      And now DeMarcus King had proof of me committing a felony in his possession.

      “Turn it off,” I said sharply. “Turn it OFF!” I wrestled for the remote, but the Chief held me off easily, harshly laughing at me.

      “We haven’t even gotten to the good part yet. Don’t you want to see how you look?”

      I punched his shoulder with all the might I could muster, but he didn’t even flinch. It was like punching a brick wall. I glanced back at the screen and saw the cop had now pulled me over and he was walking towards my car. In less than a minute I would pull out his cock and suck him off on the side of the road. The picture was grainy, but it was obviously my car on the screen. Denial was useless by this point.

      Tears welled up in my eyes as I stared at the image. This was it. My career, my candidacy… all were over. DeMarcus came by to rub it in no doubt. He fast-forwarded to scene to the action. Helplessly I watched myself fish into the officers pants and pull out his oversized erection, and wrap my lips around it. There was no ambiguity - it was me on the screen. It was me who eagerly bobbed my head up and down on that large, thick cock, eager to suck down his cum like a wanton whore.

      “Stop it, stop it, please stop,” I pleaded, my voice trailing off. Tears were streaming down my face, ruining my make-up.

      “Imagine my surprise when officer Fort came in last night and bragged he had a bit of a run-in with the prominent Miss Hope…”

      I covered my face with his hands, hating myself for being so vulnerable in front of this brute of a man.

      “I didn’t believe him at first, you pride yourself as being a ‘pillar of the community’, isn’t that right? Surely the esteemed and celebrated future council woman Miss Hope wouldn’t stoop so low as offering sexual favors to get out of a ticket… or would she?”

      I tried to ignore his badgering, but his words stung and rung true. I had strayed, I had betrayed everything I stood for.

      “But there you are,” he continued, unfettered. “His cock halfway down your throat as you practically worship his manhood. I never knew you were such a slut, Jess.”

      The truthful nature of his spiteful words wounded me.

      “You’re not the first woman to blow a cop, believe me, but rarely have I ever seen such… enthusiasm, and unbridled joy. Passion. You have a passion for sucking cock, Miss Hope. Just look at you go.”

      He placed his hand on my knee, causing me to flinch. I looked at the screen through the gaps between my fingers, and saw the officer cover my face with his cum. To my shame, it was obvious I enjoyed it. DeMarcus held my knee tightly, his fingers digging into my skin.

      “Why are you here?” I stammered, my voice faltering. “Did you just come to humiliate me?!”

      “Oh no, Jessica,” he said as he slid his hand up my thigh. “I came to do much more than that.”

      I tried to push his hand away, but he had an ironclad grip on me. His fingers dug deep into my soft skin, and his hand shifted up higher and higher, brushing up my skirt. I closed my legs shut tight, but this didn’t deter him. “Let me go you asshole!” I screamed as I clawed at him, but he just grinned. His hand slid into my crotch, and he gripped my womanhood in his strong grasp. Involuntarily, a moan escaped my lips.

      “I can leave right now, if you want me to,” he said coolly. “I’ll be on my way, and I will be out of your life… but that video will be leaked to the press. Not doing so would be a crime, as I’d be suppressing evidence of a felony. “I’m willing to help you out, but you’re going to have to make it worth my while.”

      Two fingers stroked my silk panties as he whispered these last few words into my ear. As much as I hated to admit it, his touch was pleasant. My body enjoyed it, even if my mind resisted being taken advantage of. I had made a complete hash of things, and now, the Chief had me right where he wanted me.

      “What do you want me to do?” I said finally. I had resigned my fate over to DeMarcus. I knew there was no other way. I spread my legs slightly, giving him easier access to my womanhood. I had whored myself out last night, and it seemed my whoring days were not quite over yet. My slutty side was once again taking control, saving my ass once again.

      “Is it me you want?”

      The ebony stud grinned at me, bearing his white teeth. “I’m glad you’ve come to your senses, Mrs. Hope. I am sure you are aware of the police gala taking place this coming weekend?”

      I nodded as he stroked my outer lips, his fingers pressing into the thin fabric separating my most intimate places from his roaming hands. “I do.”

      Calling the annual police’s debauchery a gala was the overstatement of the year as far as I was concerned. It was nothing more than the entire police department getting drunk on the taxpayers dime - and every year there were countless rumors that strippers were common place at these events. The squandering of public funds was exactly what I was opposed to.

      “I think you would make a fine table dancer, wouldn’t you agree?”

      “You got to be kidding me,” I fumed.

      DeMarcus roughly pulled my silk panties to the side, exposing my naked, glistering pussy. His fingers rubbed my wet folds, prompting a sharp gasp. “Can you imagine yourself up on stage, in front of all those men, their eyes glued to your body, scanning every inch of your exposed flesh…”

      He whispered into my ear, his hot breath tickling my neck. I closed my eyes, trying not to listen, but his words cut through me like a knife through butter. My inner slut had been awoken, and doing something as naughty and forbidden as stripping for a room full of horny men sounded like an excellent use of my time. It’ll be a one time thing…

      His finger slid into my soaked pussy with ease. The prospect of completely surrendering myself to this man, this alpha male, appealed to an animalistic side of me. He had taken complete control of me from the moment he walked in, and a part of me adored it. His thumb flicked against my engorged clit as he fingered my dripping wet pussy. I lunged at his crotch, my hand moving on its own, wanting to wrap its fingers around his big, black, cock. The moment I felt his impressive hardness, a sexual current ran through my body - all the way from the top of my head to the tip of my toes. My toes curled up as the Chief rapidly fingered me to a mind-blowing orgasm.

      “Oh god,” I groaned, biting on my bottom lip.

      “You feel that?” DeMarcus grunted in my ear. I could feel his hard, black cock throbbing right through the fabric of his uniform.

      I nodded, my eyes rolling to the back of my head. He was so rough, so possessive of my body - and I loved it.

      “I’m going to take my time and slide very inch of my big cock into you,” he whispered. “I’m going to fill that tiny, white pussy of yours with my big black cock, and turn you into my willing slut.” His dirty talk only fanned my fire, the pleasure building up inside my core like a supernova about to explode.

      “You’re my dirty slut now, aren’t you? Aren’t you?!” He wrapped his hand around my throat, choking off my air supply as his other hand furiously brought me to orgasm.

      “I’m your slut,” I gasped, my voice wheezing. My orgasm was only a fraction of a second away. “I’m your SLUT!” My entire body trembled as my orgasm washed over me. My clit exploded, sending wave after wave of ecstasy to every inch of my frame. I bathed in the pleasure, letting it fill me up completely, surrendering myself completely. I was lost in a sea of bliss.

      When I opened my eyes, I was greeted with a throbbing, black cock hanging inches from my face. DeMarcus was towering over me, his navy uniform still adorning his massive frame, his black cock hanging out of his pants.

      “Open up, miss Hope,” he said smoothly.

      Still flabbergasted, I opened my mouth, sticking my tongue out. The aftershocks of my orgasm were still wreaking havoc on my body, sending shivers up my spine. He slid the head of his big, black cock into my mouth - and I welcomed his engorged dick into my waiting mouth. I wrapped my red lips around the purple head, my tongue brushing against his sensitive skin. He placed his hand on my head and held me in place as he forced his member into my mouth.

      I struggled to fit his cock into my mouth - he was so thick and wide, it almost didn’t fit. I closed my eyes and let him use my mouth for his pleasure, surrendering myself to this brute. All doubts and worries left me as I succumbed to pleasure, as I allowed myself to submit fully to this alpha male. Without as much as warning, the Chief unloaded inside my mouth. He shot his load down my throat. I tried to swallow as much as I could, but I could not keep up. He fired rope after rope of his sweet cum into my mouth, and a few drops slipped out and dribbled down the corners of my mouth. I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand as he grinned down at me.

      “You look great with a black cock in your mouth, miss Hope,” he said smugly as he zipped up. “I’m looking forward the gala.”

      As the pleasure subsided, I realized the gravity of the situation once again. He had me in my pocket now - and the worst was yet to come. “Get out, I’m going to be late,” I ordered, finding my voice again.

      “I’ll text you about Saturday.. Enjoy your day.”

      DeMarcus left me to clean up. I texted the local press I was running late, as I hastily tried to fix my hair and make-up. Luckily the Chief hadn’t ruined my clothes - I had to swallow his entire load to make sure, but I’m glad I pulled it off. I pushed the thoughts about the coming weekend out of my mind - I didn’t have time to worry about that now.
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        * * *

      

      As much as I tried to ignore it, there was no pushing the thoughts of the coming weekend out of my mind. It consumed me. All day, all night, my mind was the Chief of Police. What did he have planned for me?I thought about running away, or going to the press, but deep-down, I knew I wasn’t going anywhere. The thought of stripping in front of a room full of men was too hot. It was my deepest fantasy to be used indiscriminately by a group of men - and that dream was coming to life.

      That’s why that Saturday I was sitting at home, waiting patiently next to my cell phone for a text from DeMarcus as I nursed a white wine. I nearly jumped out of my skin when the phone suddenly vibrated. The Chief of Police texted me an address - a nightclub on the outskirts of town. Like in a trance, I got in my car and drove there. My body was moving on its own accord. I was still filled with doubt and fear, but before I knew it, I was knocking on the backdoor, as instructed.

      “Welcome,” Chief King said as he let me in. I nodded anxiously, my whole body trembling with anticipation now. He guided me to a dressing room, and handed me a bag of clothes. “This is your outfit. They’ll announce you in ten minutes, and then you walk out the stage through that door.”

      “And what then?” I said, my voice shaking.

      DeMarcus’s dark face slid into an ear-to-ear smile. “Then you work your magic.”

      I looked into the bag - and my breath faltered. There must have been some kind of mistake - the piece of cloth in there was tiny. “You can’t be serious,” I protested. “I can’t wear this!”

      I pulled the clothes out of the bag - it was a baby blue micro-bikini. There was only a small piece of fabric that would cover my womanhood, and the top would only cover nothing but my nipples. I might as well walk out there butt-naked.

      DeMarcus was unfazed. “You’ll wear it, and you’ll like it,” he ordered me. He walked away, leaving me to get dressed.

      I stared at the tiny minuscule piece of fabric. I was shocked I was even considering this.. I heard the rowdy sounds of a party in full swing through the door leading to the stage. Rather than scare me, the turbulent sounds turned me on. You’re going to wear this, my slutty side told me, and a room full of men is going to watch you dance. They’re going to watch every inch of your exposed body, they’ll drink in your flesh, your body.. Your fuckmeat.

      I put the bikini on. The thing was so small that I could feel all the straps digging into my skin. My breasts were spilling out the small top, and I knew my butt was on total display - only the thinnest of straps was saving what was left of my dignity. I felt totally objectified - and I was, once again, extremely turned on. My hard nipples were poking through the thin fabric. Not in a thousand years would I have thought I’d go through with this.. But there I was, anxiously waiting for the announcer to usher me in.

      “Gentleman, the moment you’ve all been waiting for has arrived. I’m pleased to introduce you to STELLA!”

      Taking a deep breath I opened the door and strutted out on the stage. I was almost blinded by the bright lights as I did my best to strut confidently out there. The room fell quiet instantly as dozens of eyes scanned my body, drinking in the sights. I scanned the room quickly. The whole police force was here - too much to count, but at least fifty guys, if not more. All eyes were on me. I heard a murmur go through the crowd, and I hoped that they hadn’t recognized me, though I know it would be only a matter of time before they’d realize who I was.

      The DJ played a grimy rap song, and I swayed my body to the rhythm. My anxiety left my body as my lust took over. I paraded in front of all these men, and reflected in the bright lights I could see the lust burning in their eyes, the wanton desire for my exposed flesh. I teased the crowd as best as I could, dancing sensually for them, running my hands up and down my body, accentuating every curve in my body. It worked like a charm, and I was starting to get lost in the music.

      “Come here, girl,” a guy on the front row yelled to me as I walked past him. I stopped in front of him, looking at him over my shoulder.

      “What is it, soldier?”

      He reached into his wallet and pulled out a wad of bills.“Let me tip you!”

      I inched closer to him, jutting out my butt at him playfully so he could slide the dollars into the thin strap. He ran his hand up my naked thigh as he slid the dollars, one-by-one, under the thin strap. His touch sent an erotic current through my body - it made me clit throb with desire and my nipples perk up. I wanted more.

      I remained frozen in place as his hands roamed my body, exploring every inch of my exposed body. Once he noticed I wasn’t doing a thing to stop him, he got bolder and bolder. He cupped my ass in his two hands, squeezing my buns roughly. His strong fingers dig into my soft skin, and a soft moan escaped my lips.

      The more his hands caressed my body, the more I ached for his touch. His fingers brushed against the thin strap covering my womanhood - and again, I did not move. I had my eyes closed as I breathed heavily. My chest rose up and down with every breath I took, as my cheeks burned bright red from shame - and excitement.

      In the distance I could hear the men mutter approvingly as they watched the cop touch me, play with me, use my body for his pleasure. This is only the first of fifty. That lewd thought flashed across my mind, and involuntary I moaned. The cop pulled the thin thong to the side, exposing my glistening wet slit to the room. I bent over forwards, displaying my dripping wet pussy to a room full of strangers. His fingers brushed against my wet folds, probing my wetness, and I did nothing but moan like a bitch in heat as I let the studly cop feel me up.

      I felt another pair of hands grab my waist and pull me closer to the edge of the stage. I tiptoed closer to the edge, and I felt a multitude of hands descend upon my body. They were everywhere - running up and down my thighs, rubbing my ankles, massaging my feet, squeezing my ass, fingering my wet slit, caressing my stomach.

      I was pulled deeper and deeper into the fold, the crowd of men swallowing me whole. I held my eyes shut tight as I let the mob grope me. I was carried off the stage, and I floated through a sea of inquisitive hands. My top was pulled to the side, and hands roamed my flesh. They roughly squeezed my breasts, pulling my nipples. I moaned, partly in pain, partly in pleasure, as I was devoured by the gang of cops.

      My legs were spread wide as several hands fondled my inner thighs, their fingers finding their ways into my wetness. I was so wet they slid in easily. It was completely intoxicating - I was lost in ecstasy, in a sea of lust, as every last inch of my body was explored by a mass of men.

      It stopped as quickly as it started. The hands moved away, all at the same time. I opened my eyes, and noticed the bikini had been ripped off - I was lying on my back on a table, completely naked, my legs spread wide, my sex on full display.

      Standing between my legs was DeMarcus King. He was as naked as I was, his muscled, black frame glistening in the pulsating light of the nightclub. My eyes were drawn to the massive member swinging between his legs.

      He grabbed my knees, pushing them up to my chest, making my pussy completely available to him. I was under his spell, and at that moment, I wanted nothing more than to let all the men use my body freely.

      The head of his cock brushed against my wet folds, and I moaned like a bitch in heat, causing the Chief to grin.

      “You ready for this?”

      I nodded, biting my bottom lip. I had never been more ready for anything in my life. He thrust his hips forward, and with one smooth motion he penetrated me, his impressive girth spreading my pussy open.

      “Oh god,” I groaned loudly. “You’re too big!”

      He slid into me, inch-after-inch, until his entire large cock was buried completely inside of me. I had never felt so full, so completely satisfied in my life.

      He pulled all the way out before slamming back into me, pounding every last inch of his big black cock into my sopping wet pussy. I moaned with every thrust, his cock filling me, stretching me, every movement bringing me closer to orgasm.

      I stared wide-eyed at the room of men around us, who were watching DeMarcus’s every move. Their eyes were glued to our bodies. They watched my boobs jiggle every time the Chief entered me, they watched me wrap my legs around his waist and pull him in deeper, they saw the lust burning in my eyes.

      I was going to take every last one of them.

      The Chief pounded me rhythmically, our bodies becoming one. Pleasure built up inside of me, and within minutes, my clit exploded in pleasure. Wave after wave of pure bliss filled every inch of my being. My toes curled as I wrapped my legs as tightly around DeMarcus as I could go, pulling him in as far as humanly possible. The Chief nailed me hard, slamming into me with his full force. I felt his cock swell up inside of me, and I knew he was close.

      “Cum inside me,” I moaned, fully intoxicated, my sex screaming for more. He bit down on my collar bone, his teeth sinking into my skin as he exploded inside of me. He fired rope after rope of his fertile, sweet, sticky, white cum into my fertile womb. He coated my inner walls with his seed. I had never been so filled before - he came a gallon, his orgasm seemed to last forever.

      He roared as he pulled out out of me. I could feel the wetness drip down my legs, sliding down my inner thighs. Never in my life had I been so wet, so slick with juices.

      I glanced around the room, all fifty guys looking back at me, lust burning in their eyes. I opened my legs further - inviting them in.

      “Who’s next?” I said with a naughty grin. The mob didn’t need to be told twice. They descended upon me like a pack of hungry wolves. One cock pushed itself into my wet pussy, while another member was slid into my mouth. My hands also found themselves a hard, throbbing cock to hold as I was eagerly fucked from both sides.

      I was in a state of bliss as I had four hard cocks to play with, each one of them begging to fuck me and drench me in cum. I lost all track of time as I was gangbanged by one cock after another. Every minute a new cock erupted on or inside of me. My pussy, my mouth, my tits, my stomach, my legs, my face - every inch of me was covered in cum, every last inch of me had a man’s hard, sweaty, throbbing cock pressed against it. I loved every moment of it. I was a total wanton whore, craving for every pulsating member, hungrily sucking on every cock that I could.

      DeMarcus had kindled a fire in my loins that needed fifty hard-bodied cops to extinguish.. This was beginning of a new life, that was for sure. The gangbang winded down after every man in attendance had drenched me with their seed - twice.

      I was so exhausted from the marathon fucking, I passed out almost instantly the moment the last cock left me. I woke up back home, in my own bed, right as DeMarcus turned off my bedroom light.

      “Sleep well, Jess. I’ve left the only copy of the tape on your dresser - you’ve earned it.”

      I murmured a thank you and fell into a deep, satisfied sleep. If only he knew.. The Chief set out to punish me, but in the end, he gave me the greatest gift I could have wished for..
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        * * *

      

      “Congratulations on making councilwoman, miss Hope. I hope you’ll repay the force for its trust in you,” DeMarcus King said as he shut the door to my new office. He closed the blinds and strode over to me.

      After a long, hard-fought election, I had won! In the end, it was the support of the police force that gave me the final push to clinch the win. My opponents were baffled by the U-turn the Chief took - he used to be my staunchest critic - but I was over the moon, of course.

      “You know I’ll do anything for my boys in blue,” I whispered, my voice thick with desire, as I patted the Chief’s thick bulge. The Chief and I had come to a mutually beneficial arrangement. He, and his entire force, kept me company, all day and night, whenever I pleased.. And in return, I’d turn a blind eye to a party once in a while - within reason.

      I slowly unzipped his pants, my mouth salivating at the thought of what was to come..
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        * * *

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Afterword

          

        

      

    

    
      I hope you enjoyed this bundle! I’ve got loads more stories — just check my author page on Amazon! You can see it right here: amazon.com/author/emiliasteele

      

      If you want to be kept up to date with my newest releases, please sign up for my newsletter! You’ll get an exclusive free story, and I’ll drop you a line when I launch a new book. All you got to do is sign up here:

      http://eepurl.com/Sxflv

      Thank you so much,

      Emilia.
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