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  Taken on the Island


   


  “You ready to hit this mon? It’ll knock ya off ya ass,” the black lifeguard grinned at me with his heavy Jamaican accent as he passed me the thick blunt. I looked at the fat, marijuana-filled cigar I was holding. If only I had known at the time what was about to happen… would I have still taken that hit? If I hadn’t, I wouldn’t have passed out, and the two ebony lifeguards wouldn’t have had the chance to seduce my young bride right next to my unconscious body…


   


  “Go on, honey,” my wife Emily whispered softly. “Take a hit.”


  I looked at my young wife. She was a figure of beauty. Her shoulder-length blonde hair almost seemed to shimmer in the bright sun, and the blue sun-dress she was wearing fitted her many curves perfectly. She eyed the blunt intently, eager to feel the illicit rush of marijuana coursing through her body. This had been her idea, the whole thing.


  She always had a peculiar interest in Jamaica. She devoured books about its history and its people, so when we had to plan our honeymoon, it was an obvious choice. I had never planned on settling down before I was thirty, but when I met Emily two years ago, everything changed. She was funny, beautiful, intelligent, and had a wild sex drive that matched my own. She was perfect in every way, and I knew right from the first date she was the one. And here we were, two short years later, about to share some ‘ganja’ with two lifeguards at the beach in Jamaica in their quaint wooden beach bungalow.


  It was Emily who pushed me to find some weed. We had smoked together before once or twice, in the first year that we were dating, when we were still in college, but when I graduated and got a job at a bank, those days were over. I never had to take a drug test, but, I didn’t want to take any chances. I really had to buckle down and work my ass off to prove my worth to the company, working fifty, sixty hour weeks - and sometimes more - and that didn’t mesh at all with a stoner lifestyle.


  Emily teased me sometimes about being ‘mister serious’, but I knew she loved me as much as I loved her. She was a little wilder than me though, more of a risk-taker and a partier - and I guess I loved that about her as well. Our relationship was always lively, never a dull moment.


  So when she smelled the thick, heavy smell of marijuana as we were relaxing on the beach that fateful afternoon, she set into motions a series of events that would take as down a dark, lust-filled path.


  “You smell that?” She had asked me with a wicked grin.


  “Sure,” I had answered, glancing up from my mystery novel.


  “Want to do something bad?”


  I had seen from the playful glint in her blue eyes there was no changing her mind. When she comes up with a scheme, there’s no stopping her.


  “What did you have in mind?”


  “I want to get high!” She blurted out, her smile wide and infectious. “We’re here on the island, the weather is perfect… the only thing that could make our lives any better right now would be a nice joint, right? What other way would there be to celebrate our honeymoon on freaking Jamaica?”


  “I don’t know,” I said. I was buried deep into my novel, and to tell the truth, I was eager to finish it.


  “Come on!” She pouted. “You’ve been stuck nose deep in that novel all day, it’s our honeymoon baby! Let’s do something fun!”


  “Alright alright,” I caved. “We’ll do what you want to do.”


  “Yay!” She clapped in her hands gleefully. “Alright, first things first, you have to find us some pot.”


  I scrunched my nose at her. “And how do you think I’m supposed to do that? As far as I know, it’s still illegal here, you know. Why don’t you buy it?”


  “Because I’m a small white girl, that’s why,” she laughed. “Or do you want me go into some dark alley with two tall, black men… ?”


  “Perhaps not,” I said, the thought of my wife alone with two ebony studs giving me a strange thrill.


  “I’m sure Jamal could help us out.”


  Jamal was one of the many lifeguards at our resort. When we arrived earlier this week he went out of his way to give us a tour of the resort, answering all of Emily’s many questions. He also flirted gratuitously with my wife, a fact that wasn’t lost on me. The only thing he was wearing during the tour was a tiny pair of swimming trunks, his muscled black chest exposed and still dripping with water, glistening in the sun. When I saw his rippled muscles I had felt a pang of jealousy, but then again, being fit and in shape was part of his job. Still, it was hard to draw my eyes away from the thick, large bulge in his crotch, his cock obviously straining against the smooth fabric. I saw Emily steal a few glances as well, her breath quickening the longer she ogled the chiseled stud. She was wearing a small bikini, eager to soak up as much sun as she could, and as such, her pale, white body was on full display. Jamal’s eyes feasted upon her exposed flesh, and the bulge in his trunks grew larger and larger the longer the two talked, in the end threatening to break free and spill from its confinement.


  I watched from the sidelines, feeling ignored as these two chatted away, the sparks undeniably flying. Emily could be a real tease. I let her have her fun, because after all, I was going to reap all the benefits from her revved up sex-drive. I interjected myself into the conversation and thanked Jamal for his lengthy tour, and guided my wife back to our suite. She attacked me before I had even closed the door, ripping the clothes of my body as she devoured my cock. She was wild and passionate, begging for me to fuck her senseless. I was so turned on I barely lasted, cumming too quickly. She closed her eyes when I entered her, and I suspected she was fantasizing about that big black cock stretching her out… that thought alone sent me over the edge, and I came instantly, slamming my cock deep inside her as I blasted her full of cum. She held me and didn’t say a word, but I could tell from the faint smile on her lips she was secretly disappointed. She always wanted it harder, faster, rougher - and I couldn’t always deliver. Despite that fact, I still satisfied her sexually. Well, that’s what I thought…


  That session had set the tone for the rest of our honeymoon. Whenever we were alone she was all over me, her pussy always dripping wet, begging for me to fuck her hard. When we weren’t in our room we were at the beach, and she was stealing as many glances as she thought she could get away with. Every man here seemed to be big, buff, black and barely dressed.


  For this reason I wasn’t too eager to ask Jamal. He chatted with my wife every morning as I ate breakfast in the resorts restaurant when she came back from the bathroom. They thought they were being clever but I knew exactly what they were up to. I didn’t blame Emily - I would jump at the chance to flirt with a big-breasted exotic honey - but Jamal was obviously trying to bang my wife, and judging from how horny she was all the time, he was doing something right. I wasn’t about to make it easier for him.


  That being said I didn’t feel like I had any other options. I wasn’t about to ask some random guys for weed - that seemed like a quick fire way to get scammed, robbed, or worse. Jamal worked here, and he wasn’t a complete stranger. He was our best option.


  “Alright, I guess you’re right,” I sighed finally, having mulled these thoughts over. “I’ll go ask Jamal.”


  “Great!” Emily smiled at me. “He’s probably at the little lifeguard house over there,” she said, waving at the wooden bungalow.


  “What, you want me to go right now?”


  “No time like the present, right? Go on, shoo!”


  “Okay okay,” I protested slightly as I stood up from my relaxing, comfortable beach-side chair. As I trudged through the sand I could barely believe Emily had roped me into asking some lifeguard I talked to once or twice for drugs. The things I do for love… It must have been the heat, the unforgiving sun wearing down my defenses, because I never would have agreed to this back in the States. I took a deep breath and entered the bungalow, hoping that Jamal would be there.


  “Can I help ya?”


  A broad, dark-skinned man was looking at me somewhat suspiciously, raising his eyebrows. He was shorter than Jamal, broader too - built like a linebacker. He was sitting behind a desk, rolling what seemed to be a cigarette - or a joint, I quickly realized.


  “Hi, I’m, uhm, looking for Jamal?” I said, stumbling over my words.


  The man flashed me a bright smile, exposing his pearly whites.


  “Of course, sir. JAMAL!”


  Jamal came walking out the other room, his movements sluggish. His eyes were red, a lazy smile on his lips. He was obviously blazed.


  “Well, if it ain’t mista Smith. What up mon?”


  He gave me a handshake that I could only describe as puzzling.


  “Look, Jamal, we’re, well, uhm, we’re, looking for, you know… we thought maybe you could, uhm, help us,” I stammered. The other guy was eyeballing me, a wide grin on his thick lips, making me nervous. He lit up the joint he had rolled, the dank smell filling the room.


  “Ease up mon,” Jamal smiled at me. “How can I help ya?”


  I glanced at the big joint the other black man was now smoking. Jamal realized my intentions immediately.


  “Ya here for the ganja?”


  I nodded swiftly.


  “Emily and I were… wondering if you could help us?”


  Jamal’s eyes lit up, the stoned, glazed over look disappearing almost instantly.


  “Of course, of course I can help ya…”


  He exchanged a look with his friend before turning back to me. I felt like a decision had been made, but no words had been spoken. Jamal put his hand on my shoulder, talking softly into my ear.


  “Look, I can’t sell ya anything, I could lose ma job, ya see? But me and Denzel are more than willing to smoke you a ya misses out…”


  I nodded. I much rather preferred to share a joint with my wife in the comfort of our own room, rather than in this smoke-filled bungalow with two fit black guys… but I didn’t want go around asking strangers for weed either.


  I thanked Jamal for his offer and made my way back to the beach. Emily was waiting there for me, giddy with excitement.


  “Did you get any?” She blurted out the moment I was close. “Was he there?”


  “He was there,” I answered. “He wouldn’t sell me anything though.”


  “…but? I hear a but coming!”


  “But… he did offer to smoke with us,” I answered reluctantly.


  “Great!” My wife exclaimed. “Let’s do it!”


  “Are you sure?” I protested. “I mean, there’s another guy there as well… we don’t really know them…”


  I saw from the frown on my wife’s face my protests were useless. She had made her mind up that was going to toke up with these two lifeguards, and my choice was whether or not I was going to accompany her.


  “Live a little, Noah!” She snapped at me. “Step out your comfort zone for once. Nothing is going to happen, it’s just a little weed, and Jamal is a stand-up guy.” She stood up and started walking towards the wooden bungalow. “Are you coming or what?”


  Begrudgingly I followed in her footsteps, back to that little house, where our marriage would take a sharp turn. I don’t personally believe in premonitions or anything like that, but when I saw her disappear into the shadows as she stepped through the door, I got a funny feeling, like she was slipping through my fingers. If only I know how right I was…


   


  ***


   


  That’s the story of how I ended up with a thick, marijuana filled cigar between my fingertips, as my young bride egged me on to take a bit, juicy hit. Jamal warned me that it would ‘knock me off my ass’, so maybe I should have been more careful and taken only a little hit, and ease into it, not having smoked for years. That would have been the sensible thing to do. I, however, wasn’t being sensible.


  I saw the way Jamal and Denzel were looking at Emily, how their eyes wandered across her body, checking out every inch of her beautiful, white figure. The dress she was wearing had ridden up considerably, leaving her thighs exposed, her crotch almost visible. I recognized the lust in their eyes, and I knew these men were predators. If I wasn’t around, they’d be all over her in a heartbeat. I wanted to prove my worth, prove my manliness, show them I was as much an alpha dog as they were. I was going to take the biggest hit of my life.


  I raised the fat blunt to my lips and sucked on it as hard as I could, the thick, heavy smoke filling my lungs. Jamal and Denzel’s faces lit up, applauding me for my audacious hit. “Look at him go!” I heard one of them yell. “Whitey can smoke!”


  I held the moment in my lungs for a moment, savoring the feeling. The harsh, burning sensation in my throat was quickly replaced by a soothing calm, the marijuana findings it way into my system.


  For a brief moment, I felt almost proud of myself. I had done it. Emily was watching me open-mouthed, amazed that I would be so bold and risky. She smiled at me, her face filled with joy, a surprised laugh leaving her lips. I realized that this was why I loved her so much. She was always pushing me to new heights, making sure we both experienced life to the fullest. Without her, I’d be stuck in a cubicle all day.


  I exhaled, blowing the smoke out of my mouth into the room. I was surprised with how much smoke was in my lungs - it had truly been a monstrous hit. Suddenly, a coughing fit took me by surprise, causing the two black man to grin. I had taken on more than I could chew, and I coughed like a freshmen. I passed the blunt to my wife, who wasted no time in matching my hit. She sucked on the cigar, inhaling the sweet, illicit leaf.


  Jamal passed me a glass of water. “Ya’ll need this, trust me,” he said with a sly smile. I took a big gulp of the cold water. I felt queasy, the room spinning slightly around me.


  “Ya alright?” He asked, his face showing genuine concern.


  “I’m fine, I’m fine,” I said, but I was lying. The room was spinning, my mind was clouded, filled with a heavy, thick fog. Thoughts came and went, without structure or reason. I was higher than I had ever been, too high to function. I realized that I needed to get out of there, go back to our room, where we would be safe and alone.


  I tried to stand up, but the quick movement made me dizzy and I would have fallen over if it wasn’t for Jamal catching me.


  “Ease up, mista Smith. Ya need to lie down.”


  I let him push me back down on the couch. The couch was soft and comfortable. Why did I even want to leave?


  “Relax, don’t fight it… just relax,” he said. His voice was smooth and calming, and I realized he was right. There was nothing to worry about, I just needed to chill.


  I turned my head to see how Emily was doing. She had thrown her head back, her eyes closed as she exhaled the heavy, dark smoke. A naughty smile curved the edge of her lips. “That’s the stuff,” she said under her breath.


  From the corner of my eye I saw Denzel’s hand was resting on her knee. I was too out of it for this to alarm me, I didn’t even register. That’s the last thing I remember before I woke up. I closed my eyelids for just a second, and just like that, I was gone.


   


  ***


   


  “Ya like this big black dick?!”


  “Oh yes, you know I do!”


  “Ya love getting fucked in front of ya husband, don’t ya, slut?”


  “Uh-huh.”


  “Are ya my little white slut?!”


  “I am!”


  “Say it!”


  “I’m your white slut Jamal, I’ll do anything, just - OH! - just keep fucking me!”


   


  I awoke sometime later, not sure of where I was or what had happened. My head was thumping, a heavy head-ache dulling all my senses. My mouth was dry, my lips parched. Strange sounds filled my ears. I heard the heavy springs of a bed creaking over and over again. What was even stranger were the voices I heard.


   


  “Mmmmph”


  “This slut is the best cocksucker I’ve ever had, Jamal! Look at her deep throating all ten inches, I’ve never seen such a depraved white slut before! This ain’t the first time she’s deep throated a brother, that’s for sure!”


   


  I heard… moans. The familiar sound of flesh slapping against flesh, bodies getting mixed up with each other. Passionate, lust-filled moans. Carefully I opened one eye just a bit.


  A dark room greeted me. Slowly but surely, the gears in my mind started shifting once again and I started fitting together the puzzle that was in front of me. I recognized this room.


  It was a wooden bungalow, sparsely decorated. The curtains had been pulled shut, so it was dark and hazy inside. Smoke still lingered around the ceiling. I recognized the smell. Weed.


   


  “I knew from the moment I saw ya I was going to bend ya over and fuck that white ass of yours, slut. With or without ya husband watching, I saw from the look in your eyes you had the makings of a true slut. All it took was some time for ya to come crawling to me, begging for my big black cock!”


  “Mmmpmph!”


   


  I had been here before… this was where I had met the black lifeguard. J… Jaric.. Jamie? Something Ja… I had come here, because… I was looking for something.


  I scanned the room. I could barely make out the figure of a dark man in an adjacent room. I could hardly see him, the room was dark and filled with smoke, and I was not yet fully awake. From the looks of it he was naked. Strange. Gradually my view became clearer. He had the body of a Greek statue, every muscle in his body was perfectly defined. His body was moving rhythmically… thrusting rhythmically. Every time he moved, I heard a slap. The sound of flesh moving against flesh. A wet, lustful sound. He was breathing heavily, beads of sweat dripping down his chiseled form.


  Why was I here again? The poignant smell reminded me. Pot. That’s why I came here. I was looking to buy some pot from… Jamal. I recognized the nude black man now. It was Jamal, the lifeguard. I came here looking to buy pot from Jamal for… my wife. My wife. Oh god, my wife!


   


  “Ya want my cum deep inside you?”


  “OH GOD YES! Do it, please, please cum in me!”


  “Tell me how much you want it!”


  “I want it so bad, Jamal, I want your black cum inside my wet pussy so bad! I’m such a dirty, dirty little slut, letting you and Denzel fuck me, with Noah right there in the next room… I wanted to fuck you from the moment I saw you! I wanted to drop down to my knees and wrap my lips around the head of that thick black cock of yours right there on the beach, in front of my husband, and make him watch as I sucked you to completion, letting you shoot your cum into my mouth… I want it! I need it, Jamal! Fuck me, make me pregnant, put a black baby inside of me!”


   


  Oh god, my wife! My short-term memory kicked back in, and thoughts came flooding back to me. I was in Jamaica, on my honeymoon with Emily, my beautiful, loving, sweet young bride. She had asked me to find some pot, and we ended up in a bungalow smoking with two black lifeguards… this very bungalow.


  The moans and sounds I heard while I was still groggy were suddenly placed in a very different light. The truth hit me like a punch in the gut. I didn’t want to believe it. It couldn’t be! But that voice… that soft, feminine voice, begging for more… it was too familiar. It had to be Emily… but I could not, would not believe it!


  I focused my eyes back on the naked figure of Jamal. He was pumping his hips, slamming them into something. Now that I had fully regained consciousness. I saw that there was a bed in the other room. My view was partially blocked, so that I only saw Jamal. I strained my eyes, needing to see who it was he was fucking. I moved my head slightly to the left so I could see into the other room. What I saw made my blood ran cold.


  Jamal was slamming his black cock into a big, round, white ass. I didn’t want to believe that it was my Emily, my sweet bride, that he was feeding his black snake to, even though the truth was staring me in the face. I saw a blue dress laying on the floor. Emily’s dress. If that was not enough proof, the moans sealed the deal. It was unmistakably my wife whose voice I heard, even though she was making sounds I had never heard before. Her moans were deep and low, animalistic, filled with passion.


  I mustered up all my strength and lifted myself up from the couch, staggering forwards. The room started spinning immediately once again - I was far from sober. I hoped that this was just a bad trip, that maybe I was having some extreme nightmare, but I knew deep down that was a lie. I stumbled into the bedroom. I will never forget the sight I saw there.


  My wife was on all fours on the bed, completely naked. She was dripping with sweat, her entire body burning up with passion. Jamal was behind her, slamming his cock into her pussy over and over again, rough and hard. He smacked her ass every other thrust, the red hand print of his big hand clearly visible. Her round ass jiggled every time Jamal pounded into her. Denzel was standing on the other side of the bed, one hand holding my wife’s blonde hair tightly. He was moving his hips as well, forcing his cock deeper and deeper into Emily’s wanton mouth. Her eyes were closed, her eyebrows furrowed, a mixture of pain and pleasure on her pretty face. Denzel’s other hand was clutching her left breast, squeezing it roughly. Her tits shook wildly as she was fucked from both sides, completely filled up with big black cock.


  “Holy shit,” I gasped, drawing attention to myself. Jamal smiled smugly at me, not at all surprised I had walked in on him fucking my wife.


  “Hello mista Smith, we’re giving your wife some medicine as you can see,” he said cockily, not missing a single stroke.


  I felt sick once again, and nearly doubled over, dry heaving. Jamal pulled his cock out my wife’s pussy and walked over to me, grabbing my shoulder. He guided me to a chair in the corner of the room.


  “Sit down and watch,” he said soothingly. I looked up at him and just now realized how massive his cock truly was. It nearly reached his knees, and it was twice as thick as my own cock! It bobbed menacingly in front of me, like a predator stalking its prey. My eyes darted to my wife, who was still bobbing her head up and down Denzel’s giant prick, oblivious to the fact I just walked in. She was completely lost in her own world.


  Jamal took his position behind my wife, and it suddenly hit me he wasn’t wearing protection! Emily and I had planned to conceive a child on our honeymoon, and she had stopped taking the pill. We had planned it so this was her most fertile time - and now this black lifeguard was plowing her unprotected pussy! I watched open-mouthed as he rubbed the head of his cock against her red, swollen pussy. Her pussy was gaping slightly, stretched out by his monster cock. I wondered if I could every satisfy her again, but I realized the moment Jamal slipped the giant head of his cock into her pussy that I had never truly satisfied her before. His cock was much thicker than mine, and Emily’s pussy was stretched to its limits trying to accommodate his size. Judging from the wild, animalistic moans she was making, it was the best feeling she ever experienced.


  “Oh yessssss,” she moaned, her voice muffled by Denzel’s cock. Denzel pulled his cock out of her mouth and slapped it against her cheeks, giving her an opportunity to vocalize her needs. She opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue, eager to receive more cock, proving once more she was a more than willing participant in this illicit menage a trois.


  “Is what you want, slut?” Jamal barked at her. Emily moaned in agreement. “Yes, yes, yes! Fuck me Jamal, give me more of that big black cock of yours!”


  I couldn’t believe it. I was stunned, speechless, overwhelmed. I watched in silence, my mouth slightly open, as these two black Adonises showed me how you properly pleased a woman. They fucked her senseless, driving their large cocks into her, their strokes timed perfectly. Jamal fucked her from behind for over fifteen minutes before he and Denzel switched places. I normally lasted only a few minutes, these guys were outperforming me in every sense of the word. Denzel’s cock wasn’t as long as Jamal’s, but it was even thicker! I was afraid he’s split my wife in two with that monster!


  He lined the gigantic head of his thick black pole up with her pussy, that by now had become red and swollen after the enormous pounding it had already received. I was on the edge of my seat now, my eyes glued to the spectacle in front of me. A different person might have gone ballistic, but I was frozen in place, unable to stop watching. I didn’t know if it was the strong weed that had made me so complacent with watching my wife being bred by two black studs, or if it was just part of my character, but either way I didn’t lift a finger to stop them. I was watching them about to fire their loads deep into my wife’s unprotected pussy, and getting a weird enjoyment out of it as well. It was as if the world’s hottest porno was playing out right in front of me.


  Emily cried out as Denzel penetrated her, wailing in a way I had never heard before. Jamal muffled her cries by sliding his cock down her throat, holding her body down as he fucked her face relentlessly. Denzel’s cock slipped in, stretching her out. He inched his cock in slowly, letting her pussy adjust to his monstrous size, before giving it his all. He pounded the fuck out of my wife, whose face had gone red, her eyes rolling to the back of her head. These men were better than me in every way.


  Jamal caught me looking at him, and he smiled at me. For some strange reason I wasn’t even mad at him - he had a disarming charm. I couldn’t even stay mad at the guy while he had half of his thick, black cock lodged down my wife’s throat.


  “Don’t worry mon, it’s not her fault,” he said me.


  “What’s that?” I answered, finding my voice once again.


  “It’s the weed,” he answered me, nodding towards the couch where we first toked up. “Jamaican home-grown. We call it Chocolate Cream… because all white wives who get a whiff end up gettin’ some cream from a chocolate brother, y’know,” he said, laughing at his own joke. “Much more potent than any American strain… makes the ladies crazy with lust.”


  He pulled out his cock and pushed his big black balls into my wife’s face to prove his point. She nuzzled his sack, burying her face deep into his musky, sweaty ball sack. She opened her mouth and sucked one of his large nuts into her mouth, sucking on it wildly. This is something she had never, never done for me. I had begged and pleaded for her to give my balls a little side-action, but it was just something she never was really into. And now this black stud was shoving his cock and balls into her wanton mouth, and she was gobbling it up like she was born for this.


  That thought resonated with me. Born for this. From the way she was moving, the way her white body looked as it was pounded from both ends by two enormous big black cocks, I realized that this is what she was born to do. Emily was a sexual creature, one born to serve men bigger and better than me. She was made to be fucked, to be fucked by as many cocks at a time as possible. She was born to be bred like a black cock whore.


  “See… she loves the chocolate,” Jamal said matter-of-factly. And he was right. Whatever happened while I was passed out had transformed my wife into a wanton slut, eager for more cock. I wasn’t even mad. I could see she loved every second of it, savored every moment, every inch of strange cock filling her, and is seeing your wife pleasured not what every husband wants? That the person who you love the most in the whole world is having the best time of their life?


  “Ya want me to breed ya, whore?” Jamal asked my wife, his voice taking on a more commanding tone.


  “Uh-huh,” she moaned greedily.


  “Tell ya husband then,” he answered her as he grabbed the back of her neck and turned her face towards me.


  For the first time since I caught her fucking these two black guys, my wife and I made eye-contact. She looked at me perplexed, like I was a ghost, as if I was not supposed to be there. Her brow was furrowed as she stared at me, the cogs in her mind working overtime to figure out what was happening.


  “N… Noah…” She said after a minute, the word filled with bewilderment. All the while she was looking at me and thinking Denzel was still pounding into her from behind, causing her whole naked body to shake and jiggle. Her cheeks were flushed bright red, beads of sweat dripping down her forehead. The room was unbelievably warm, and the pungent smell of sex was all around us.


  I got off my chair and dropped to my knees in front of her, our faces only inches apart. I had to kiss her. I didn’t care that Jamal’s cock had been in her mouth only moments before. I planted my lips firmly on hers, my tongue sliding into her mouth. She moaned into my mouth, kissing me back, her tongue rubbing against mine. I tasted a strange, bitter sensation I had never tasted before - I realized that this was how a black cock tasted. It was a strong, hot taste. I grabbed the back of her neck, holding her tightly was we kissed passionately. I was now turned on beyond belief. Every time Denzel pounded into her, she moved forwards. We kissed every time.


  “How is he?” I asked between kisses.


  “SO GOOD,” she moaned into my mouth. “It’s so good baby! His cock is so - OH! - so fucking big honey! I’ve never been this full!”


  “Tell me more,” I whispered. “Tell me everything.” I wanted to know every last detail. How big was his cock? Did it stretch her pussy out?


  “I can’t… I can’t explain, baby, I just got so extremely turned on… I needed to have them, to taste them, to feel their cocks inside of me!”


  “Do you want his cum inside you?” I asked, my horniness rising. My cock was now straining against the fabric of my trunks, throbbing hard and heavy. I was about to orgasm without even touching myself, fanning the flames of her lust.


  She looked deeply into my eyes, searching for approval, and she must have liked what she saw.


  “I do,” she cooed, biting her bottom lip. “I want his cum inside me, baby. I want him to fill me up.”


  A moan escaped my lips, my orgasm only seconds away. I had never been this turned on in my life.


  “DO it Denzel!” She cried out loud. “Cum inside me! Cum inside my white, slutty pussy! Put a black baby inside of me!”


  “Aw yeah,” he moaned between strokes. “I’m going to breed ya, ya white whore!”


  “DO IT BABY! Fill me up!”


  Denzel grabbed her ass with his two hands and sped up his thrusting, slamming his wide cock into her like a jackhammer. I couldn’t last a second longer.


  I stood up and yanked down my trunks. My cock flopped out, hitting my wife in the cheek. While my cock was the hardest it had ever been, it was still dwarfed in size by the two big black cocks that were taking turns on my wife.


  Emily opened her mouth wide, grunting every time that large black cock slid into her unprotected pussy.


  “Do it baby,” she whispered to me. “Cover me with your cum!”


  Without touching myself, my cock fired its sticky white cum, hitting my wife in the cheek. Spurt after spurt of my pearly seed came out of me, covering her entire face. Several strands hit her cheek before she wrapped her full lips around the head of my exploding cock, taking the rest of it into her waiting mouth. I shot the biggest load of my life, my orgasm seemed to go on for ages.


  Denzel let out a thundering roar as he went even faster, slamming full force into my wife’s behind. “Here it comes! YES!” He roared as he gave one final slam into her. His body jerked and twitched as he fired his potent, virile load deep inside my wife’s unprotected pussy.


  His final slam caused my dick to slip out my wife’s mouth, cum running out her mouth, dribbling down her chin. “I can feel him!” she moaned loudly. “I can feel his cum filling me!”


  Denzel’s load coated my wife on the inside, blasting his seed into her pussy, her sweet, unprotected pussy. His seed was questing for her eggs, intent on putting a little black baby inside her white belly.


  Giving her ass a final slap, Denzel pulled out of my wife with an audible plop. Emily was left panting, her eyes closed in bliss as she mouthed ‘oh my god’ over and over again. She had just been filled by sticky white cum from both sides, her biggest fantasy come to life. I stumbled back to my chair, my knees weak.


  Jamal took his place behind my wife. “Ya ready for round two?” He said in his thick accent.


  Emily laughed and nodded, her eyes still closed.“Yes! Yes… give me more!”


  Jamal rubbed the head of his cock against her gaping pussy that was now dripping with white cum. I thought I had seen it all, but things were about to take an even more obscene turn.


  “Ya pussy all filled up,” he said under his breath. His thumb rubbed her sensitive asshole, causing her moan lewdly. “…but ya got another hole that I haven’t used.”


  After getting his cock nice and slick from the mixed juices leaking out of her pussy, Jamal pressed the head of his thick cock against her virgin asshole.


  “Do ya want me to fuck ya ass, white girl?”


  Emily looked shocked, a mixture of fright and anticipation on her pretty face. She hesitated for a moment before answering the ebony stud.


  “Y-yes,” she said, her voice faltering. “Fuck my ass.”


  I could scantly believe those words had just left her lips. She hadn’t let me use her ass, it was something she teased me with relentlessly. ‘Maybe when we’re married,’ she used to say. And now we were married, but it wasn’t me who was going to enjoy the exquisite pleasures of her tight, virgin asshole - it was a big black Jamaican lifeguard who was going to ravish her tight little hole with his giant cock, most likely ruining her for me forever.


  Jamal pushed forward, and after quite a bit of resistance, the head of his cock slipped into her tight hole, going where I had not.


  “Oh god,” Emily groaned, her voice filled with an intensity I had never heard before. “It’s so big…”


  Jamal slowly worked his cock into her ass, pushing his black meat into her, inch-by-inch. I watched, enraptured by the sheer lewdness and boldness of this stud, taking what he wanted, without any regards for my feelings. I was enraged, jealous, and turned-on beyond belief - all at the same time.


  Beads of sweat were trickling down his dark skin as he made love to my wife’s virgin asshole.


  “Ya got one tight little hole,” he muttered under his breath. “I’ve never fucked such a tight slut before!”


  “Uh-huh,” was my wife’s only reply. I studied her face, watching every little muscle in her pretty face twitch and move, tracking every subtle movement. Her mouth was open, in shock, but her lips were curved into a wicked smile. Her eyes rolled up. She was lost in ecstasy.


  Jamal had now forced his cock all the way inside of her ass, all the way to the hilt. It must have been an indescribable feeling - sliding that ten inch long, thick, fat, black cock all the way into a willing white housewives tight virgin asshole while her husband watched dumbfounded. Jamal pulled out slightly, before thrusting forward, fucking her ass. Every time he did this, Emily moaned lewdly.


  “I’m going to cum in ya ass, white girl,” Jamal groaned, his breathing heavy.


  Emily licked her lips, mouthing ‘oh yes’ to me.


  “That’s what ya want?”


  “Yes,” she replied, her voice soft.


  “Louder!” Jamal slapped her ass to prove his point.


  “YES!” Emily screamed at the top of her lungs. “FILL MY ASS!”


  Satisfied with her obscene answer, Jamal pulled his cock out all the way, until only the tip of his head remained in her asshole. Then, as if he was in full control of his orgasm, he slid forward, bottoming out, before holding her ass tightly with his two hands as he filled her asshole with his cum.


  “Oh god, oh yes, oh I can feel it, I can feel every, every shot, I can feel you so good,” my wife moaned deliriously, a look of sheer pleasure plastered permanently on her face. Jamal held her tightly, his black fingers digging into her soft, white skin, as he shot his cum deep inside her. Now she had been completely and thoroughly used a cum dumpster whore - I had cum on her face, Denzel had filled her pussy, and now Jamal had fired his load deep inside her once-virgin asshole.


  He held her like that for a solid minute, his balls twitching and moving, firing rope after rope of his pearly white cum deep inside her. I watched in awe at this demonstration of how to properly fuck a slut - because that is what my Emily was. Jamal and Denzel hadn’t changed her - they had merely awoken her true potential as a true cumslut. I knew this deep down.


  After giving it his all, Jamal pulled his cock out of her ass, his meat leaving her with an audible plop. His cum started gushing out her gaping asshole, dribbling down her inner thighs. Emily let out a big, joyful sigh when he did. Her eyes were closed, a big smile fixed on her face. Jamal walked around the bed and held his big cock in front of her face.


  “Open up, slut,” he said commandingly.


  Emily didn’t hesitate for even a second. She opened her mouth wide, her eyes smiling, happy to receive this prize. Jamal slid his cock into her mouth - the cock that, only moments ago, had filled her tight ass with cum. My loving wife sucked on his black pole feverishly, trying to coax every last drop of cum there was out of him. Jamal stroked her blonde hair with affection, obviously satisfied he had transformed this monogamous housewife into his cock-sucking whore, on her honeymoon, no less.


  I watched flabbergasted. Jamal had such a control over her, it was astonishing to see. I would have never, never in my life imagined that my wife would do something so filthy, so downright naughty and obscene as sucking my cock after I fucked her ass - but she sucked on Jamal’s black cock like she was lost in the desert and his cock was the only source of water for miles around. She worshiped it.


  “Welcome to Jamaica,” Jamal grinned at me, his cock brushing against my wife’s full lips. “I hope ya enjoy your stay,” he added with a wink.


   


  ***


   


  When Jamal was satisfied, he left us alone. Denzel had left earlier, satisfied with busting his nut inside my wife’s fertile cunt. Emily was all tuckered out, drained of all her energy by the hour long fuck-a-thon she endured. She closed her eyes and fell asleep seemingly instantly.


  I found her blue dress on the floor and tried to dress her the best I could - it’s not easy dressing a nearly unconscious body, I can tell you that much. Her panties were no-where to be found. Maybe Jamal had taken them as his prize?


  Cum was still leaking out of her every orifice, dribbling down her thighs. The smell as intoxicating. I lifted her up and carried her back to our room. It was dark outside - the sun had set hours ago. The wind blew her dress up, exposing her naked bottom-half to anyone caring to look. The beach near the resort was filled with other couples relaxing, enjoying the smooth summer night. I got a few funny looks, but I tried to avoid any eye contact.


  When I reached the resort, the bellboy smiled knowingly at me. Had Jamal told him? I thought to myself. Maybe the whole staff knew my wife was a whore, and it was open season now… every single attractive, dark-skinned person at the resort would try to get into her soaked panties now… the thought alone made me mad with lust.


  The man escorted me back to our room, glancing back at my wife’s crotch every few seconds. I tried to cover up her pussy the best I could, but I couldn’t do it without dropping her - my hands were full. He helped me open the door to our room. I thanked him and laid my wife down on our bed.


  The black man waited patiently by the door, his face beaming with hope.


  “Anything else, sir?” He asked, his eyes feasting on my wife’s body. I realized just what lurid thoughts he had in mind. I gave him a $10 tip and sent him on his way. Maybe another time…


  As I looked down at my wife’s well-used, thoroughly-fucked body I realized one thing: Today wouldn’t be the last time we’d smoke some of that potent, Jamaican herb! This was the start of a whole new life for us, and I had every intention of finding out what other depraved and sinful acts my loving cumslut of a wife had in store for me…


   


   


   


   


   


  ***


   


  Taken at the Fertility Clinic


   


  Barbados Fertility Clinic. Impregnated in Paradise.


   


  “This must be the place,” my wife Nicole said as we stood in front of the clinic. I grabbed her hand gave it a soft squeeze.


  “You’re ready?”


  “I am if you are.”


  I took a deep breath, letting the tropical breeze cool my jumpy nerves. “Let’s go.”


  We had been trying to conceive for over five years, but nothing had worked. We had tried every trick in the book, up to IVF-treatments and everything. Nothing seemed to stick. Right when we were about to give up hope, Nicole’s friend Amanda got pregnant.


  She had been trying for a baby for a few years with her husband Jeff as well. Nicole and Amanda had grown close these past years, supporting each other through the tough times. Amanda pointed us to the Barbados Fertility Clinic, and told us it was a godsend. It had done the trick for her, and she was 5 months pregnant with a healthy baby boy.


  I tried to look up all the information I could, but the Clinic was off the beaten path. However, Nicole had an unwavering faith in Amanda. “If it was good enough for her, it’s good enough for us,” she said. We were pretty desperate to be honest. After some deliberating back and forth, Nicole called the number Amanda gave her, and we scheduled an appointment as soon as possible.


  So there we were, on the beautiful tropical isle of Barbados, hoping that this clinic would finally get Nicole knocked up. And knock her up, they would…


   


  ***


   


  “Ah, you must be mister and misses Miller! Pleased to meet you!”


  We were greeted at the front desk by a jovial black fellow named Omar. He was wearing blue scrubs, which he filled up nicely. The blue fabric was struggling under the pressure of his thick, muscled biceps. He shook our hands, nearly crushing my hand with his vice-like grip.


  “We’ve been expecting you. Let me introduce you to your doctor.”


  He guided us down the hall to a large office. Sitting behind a stately, mahogany desk was our doctor: A fit, tall, black man.


  I was surprised at first: All the gynecologists and fertility specialists we had visited so far had all been women. He was also quite a bit younger than most doctors we had seen: I estimated he was around 35 or so, and in excellent shape as well.


  “Nice to meet you, I am your doctor, Dwayne Smith,” he said. “I’m glad you came to us. You’re in good hands. Let me explain how we do things here. Are you familiar with our guarantee?”


  Nicole nodded firmly. “Yes. 100% guaranteed pregnant, money-back guarantee? Is that what you meant?”


  “Exactly,” Dr. Smith smiled at my wife. “We have so much faith in our procedures we are willing to back it up with a money-back guarantee. Too many fertility clinics are just after vulnerable people’s money. Not us. I promise you, Miss Smith, after today, you will be pregnant.”


  Nicole smiled at me, her face beaming with joy. “I hope so doctor,” she said. “That’s all we want.”


  He explained to us how they worked, but honestly, I found it hard to keep track of his words. He used a lot of medical and technical terms I was only vaguely familiar with. It didn’t matter how or what they did: the only important thing to us was getting Nicole pregnant and extending our little family.


  Dr. Smith gave us some paperwork to sign when he was done with his speech. “Just a precaution, I’m sure you’re familiar with documents like these.”


  I briefly leafed through the stack of paper, but it was more legal mumbo-jumbo. I signed it without giving it another thought. Dr. Smith was very charismatic, he oozed confidence from every pore. We felt totally at ease, and I was sure he could help us. He had done the same for Amanda, after all.


  “Excellent. Let’s get started right away. Nicole, if you would follow me to the examination room?”


  “Wait, what about me?” I said, grabbing my wife’s arm. “We’re a team.”


  Nicole made me promise before hand I’d stay close to her at all times. She got a bit nervous and shy around strangers, especially the kind that would examine her vagina.


  Dr. Smith looked down at me, a frown on his face. For a second I felt like a schoolboy being scolded by the headmaster, and I regretted speaking up.


  “Mister Miller, as I have just explained, it is standard procedure here at the clinic that the examination is done in private.” He stressed the last word, letting a brief silence envelop the room.


  “I understand you want to support your wife, but we have a certain protocol we have to follow. I am sure you understand. This is for the best. We have a guarantee, remember?”


  Nicole grabbed my hand, giving it a loving squeeze.


  “It’s okay honey,” she whispered. “I trust him. I can do this, don’t worry.”


  “Well, alright…” I said, surrendering my wife to the charismatic black doctor. He lead her out the room, leaving me alone in his office.


  As soon as they left, Omar popped his head in.


  “Hey Chris, follow me!”


  I followed the jovial man down the hall, curious what he had in store for me.


  “Where are we going?” I asked.


  “You’ll see. Most husbands like to watch, I pegged you as the type as well.”


  I thought that was a strange choice of words, but I shrugged it off. We were in another country after all, and these people were more informal in their communication.


  He led me to a small room with a large mirror.


  “This is it? You wanted to show me a mirror?”


  “Patience, man. Check this out!”


  He hit a button bellow the mirror, and the glass became transparent, giving way to a large examination room.


  “It’s one way glass!” He smiled at me. “This way you can watch the whole thing. Don’t tell Dr. Smith though, he doesn’t like voyeurs.”


  He made a ‘zip-it’ gesture, and I nodded politely.


  “Sure thing,” I said. An examination room with a peeping-mirror? This was a strange place for sure, but I still trusted the good doctor.


  At that moment, Dr. Smith led my wife into the examination room. She looked at us - or right through us, to be more precise.


  “Don’t worry, they can’t see us,” Omar said. “It’s a mirror for them.”


  Dr. Smith handed Nicole her gown and told her to change behind the curtain in the corner of the room. She stepped behind the curtain - but from our point of view we could still see her perfectly. I realized this was completely intentional.


  I figured Omar would give me my privacy, but he stayed where he was, his eyes glued to my wife’s body.


  Nicole pulled the summer-dress she was wearing over her head, exposing the matching baby-blue underwear she was wearing. She then unclasped her bra, letting her full, round breasts fall free.


  “Nice tits,” Omar said under his breath. Did I just hear that right?


  She then pulled her panties down, unknowingly showing off her freshly shaved pussy for this complete stranger next to me. She had shaved this morning: She had a fear of gynecologists ‘judging’ her, so she always made sure her pussy was in tip-top shape before one of these visits.


  I just now realized Dr. Smith would be getting quite a treat, having to inspect her primmed pussy. It was quite an erotic thought actually. He was definitely attractive, and the white coat made him seem very powerful.


  Nicole put on the hospital gown Dr. Smith had provided her, but it barely fitted her. It was short and very slim. It barely went over her butt, and from the sides her perky breasts were clearly visible. She might have well just been totally naked!


  I saw her struggle with the gown for a few seconds, trying to adjust it in front of the mirror, and in the process, flashing me and Omar her breasts several times. Eventually she gave up, turned around and walked over to the examination table. The gown didn’t close all the way from the back, and her ass was completely visible to us.


  I glanced at Omar and saw he had a big smile on his face. The situation started making me uncomfortable, but I wasn’t sure what, if anything, I could do about it. I wanted to tell him to leave, but then again, I wasn’t even supposed to be here according to him.


  “Nice wife,” he said. “You’re going to enjoy this.”


  “Uhm, thanks?” I said. Why would I enjoy a gynecological examination?


   


  Dr. Smith patted the bed where he wanted Nicole to sit. She lied down, putting her feet up in the stirrups, but kept her knees close together. She avoided making eye-contact with the doctor, her cheeks flush with embarrassment. She was far from relaxed.


  “Scoot down further and relax,” Dr. Smith said, his voice low and commanding.


  I was surprised we could hear them so clearly. Omar noticed my confusion, and pointed to a speaker next to the window.


  “Microphones,” he said. “We can hear them… they can’t hear us.”


  This clinic was getting stranger by the minute.


  “Okay,” Nicole answered softly, sliding her butt further down. “This is the first time I’ve had a male doctor,” she added.


  Still not satisfied, Dr. Smith held her knees and opened them gently but firmly.


  “Don’t worry, I’m a professional,” Dr. Smith assured her as he spread her legs. He looked down, and a smile spread across his face.


  I had enjoyed the same view many times, so I knew exactly what he was seeing. Nicole had the most beautiful, perfect little pussy I had ever seen. Her ‘porno-pussy’ she liked to call it. It was gorgeous enough for sure. She had slim pussy lips that accentuated her cunt perfectly. It was the most appetizing sight imaginable. Whenever I saw her naked, I wanted to do nothing more than sink my tongue into that hot little hole.


  And now, Dr. Smith, who had only met my wife a short half hour ago, was treated to the same amazing sight.


  “Very nice,” he joked, causing Nicole to grin. “I see you’ve trimmed.”


  He ran his finger across her outer lips, causing my wife to jump a little from his sudden touch.


  “I try to keep it… manageable,” Nicole said. Her face was now flushed bright red, but slowly she was getting more comfortable with this black man between her legs. He was, after all, a doctor.


  “I’m sure you’ve seen plenty of pussies,” Nicole quipped.


  Dr. Smith smiled back at her. “That I have, but none as appetizing as yours, Nicole.”


  I frowned. Did he just tell my wife she had the most appetizing pussy he had seen? That did not seem appropriate, at all. Nicole, however, seemed to beam with joy from his off-hand comment.


  “You’re just saying that.”


  “Maybe,” Dr. Smith winked as he grabbed a jar of cream.


  “I’m going to apply the cream now,” he said to her. “Just lie back and relax, and let the cream work its magic.”


  “Okay,” she said. She laid down, closing her eyes, a faint smile on her lips. If I didn’t know any better I would have thought she was flirting with this doctor, and was secretly enjoying exposing herself!


  Dr. Smith dipped two fingers into the jar, until they were covered with a thick, white cream. He applied his fingers directly to her pussy, smearing the cream all over her most sensitive area.


  I was shocked to see he wasn’t using medical gloves! He was just rubbing her naked pussy with his bare fingers, massaging the cream into her skin.


   


  Either Nicole didn’t realize it or didn’t care, because she laid her head down and smiled calmly, letting Dr. Smith work his magic. I watched, open mouthed, not believing what I was seeing. I understood that the procedure might differ a bit from country to country, but this was unheard of.


  Dr. Smith had a look of intense concentration on his face as he lathered up my wife’s pussy. He smeared a ton of the white, gooey cream on her lips, rubbing it all around. Nicole just smiled, a blissful look on her face.


  “What’s he doing?” I finally asked Omar, my breath faltering. “Is this normal?”


  “Oh yes,” he said, his gaze still fixed on my wife. “It’s the ‘secret ingredient’, if you will.”


  “But what is it? What does it do?”


  “It’s a special home-brew, courtesy of Dr. Smith. It stimulates the female reproductive organs, making them more receptacle to sperm. It’s an invaluable part of the procedure.”


  He said this all matter-of-factly, but I couldn’t suppress the feeling he was playing me for a fool.


  “What do you mean exactly?” I pressed. “What does it stimulate?”


  “Just watch,” he cut me off. “Look at her pussy.”


  I turned back to my wife, and I was shocked to see the doctor was now sliding his large index finger into my wife’s sopping wet pussy! He slid it in all the way to the knuckle, before pulling it back out, and then sliding it back in again. That bastard was finger-fucking my wife!


  “The fuck!” I yelled.


  “The cream has to applied internally as well,” Omar said like it was no big deal.


  Nicole’s breathing got heavy, her entire chest rising and falling with each deep breath she took. Her face and chest were flushed bright red, her nipples rock hard. Her eyes were clenched shut and her mouth was hanging halfway open, a look I knew all too well… she was on the verge of orgasm!


  “It’s okay to enjoy the procedure,” Dr. Smith said confidently. “Don’t fight it, let it go,” he said, his voice soft but firm.


  Nicole let out a loud, low moan.


  “Ohhhhhhh!”


  “That’s it, let it go,” Dr. Smith went on as his finger kept working into her wet, red cunt. Her pussy lips had grown considerably, they were now all puffy and swollen. She was dripping as well - I could clearly see her juices overflowing on the doctor’s hands. She was sopping wet!


  He slid his middle finger into her as well. Two of his fingers were sliding into her, rubbing her G-spot, as his thumb rubbed her swollen clit. This was the strangest examination I had ever seen, that’s for sure!


  Omar noticed how I was watching dumbfounded, my mouth hanging open.


  “Don’t worry, this is totally normal,” he said. “An orgasm is an important part of reproducing. It helps her relax, and makes sure the treatment is successful.”


  I wasn’t totally convinced, but not like I was in any position to put an end to it.


  “Oh god, oh god, oh yes,” Nicole was now moaning over and over again. Her voice was rising, and her toes were curling. She was getting close.


  “Do it, Nicole. Let go, cum for me!” Dr. Smith said, his voice suddenly forceful and commanding.


  “YES!” She screamed. “OH GOD IT’S SO GOOD, I’M CUMMING!”


  Her entire body trembled as an incredible orgasm rocked her whole frame. Dr. Smith didn’t miss a beat, he kept fingering her, his digits expertly manipulating her most sensitive parts. She let out a howl of pleasure as her hands reached for the doctors wrist. She was overcome with pleasure, it was almost too much to take.


   


  “She’s ready for the treatment now,” Omar said.


  “Okay,” I said, still not believing what had just happened. “Where can I donate my sperm?”


  Omar looked at me warily.


  “That won’t be necessary,” he said candidly.


  I stared at him. What now?


  “What do you mean?”


  “You know our guarantee: 100% pregnant or your money back. Why would we do the same thing you’ve been doing for the past five years? Your sperm can’t do the trick, little man. We have our own way.”


  He nodded towards the black doctor. I followed his gaze, feeling like I just walked into the Twilight Zone. What kind of hacks were these guys?


  Dr. Smith was standing in front of my wife, his hands unclasping his belt. His pants dropped to the floor, revealing an enormous bulge in his boxers.


  Nicole was transfixed on his crotch, staring at it, her mouth hanging open. Her face was still flushed, and she had an intense, crazed look in her eye I had never seen before.


  I watched with bated breath as Dr. Smith pulled his boxers down with one tug. His big black cock sprang out, hitting her inner thigh. Nicole let out a low moan, her body shivering with anticipation. She spread her legs a bit further, opening her pussy for this doctor and his massive black cock.


  I couldn’t believe it.


  This was my wife, my bride, the woman I loved, the woman I wanted to raise a family with… and here I was, watching her spread her legs willingly for a massive black cock, with the intention of letting the doctor fill her fertile womb with his virile cum. The special cream the doctor used must have sent her libido into overdrive, because I had never seen her more horny.


  “Wha,” I said. I couldn’t even form a full sentence at this point.


  “It’s all in the contract,” Omar continued. “I’m surprised you didn’t read the fine print. It clearly states that the ethnicity of the baby can’t be guaranteed. You two want a baby… and this way, you’re getting one.”


  “I don’t…” Words failed me. I was dazed. Had Amanda did the same thing? Did that bitch set me up to be cuckolded by this black stud?!


  Omar slapped me on the back. “Just watch, man. She’s primed for insemination!”


  His voice was jolly and cheerful. It was obvious he was getting enjoyment out of explaining to me how my wife was going to have a, a… black baby.


  “She’s ready for penetration. Check out the intense look on her face, she wants it so bad!”


  I couldn’t look away. I was horrified, but I had to watch.


  Dr. Smith grabbed the thick base of his large cock and lined up the big, purple head with my wife’s wet cunt. He rubbed it against her clit, lubing his manhood with her slick juices.


  “Oh yesssss,” Nicole hissed the moment his cock touched her. She was extremely into this, her gaze fixed on the black pole between her legs.


  “Spread your legs further,” Dr. Smith said.


  Nicole obeyed instantly. She pulled her knees up to her chest, making her pussy completely available to the large, black man between her legs.


  Dr. Smith was grinning, pleased he had this wanton white housewife exactly where he wanted her: Naked and begging for his cum.


  He lined his cock up with her pussy and gave a small, slight thrust. The head of his cock slid into her, spreading her open, filling her up. He was much thicker than me, and bigger as well.


  After he was done with her, there was no way I could ever please her, I realized with horror. His cock was so big, he could totally destroy her petite pussy.


  The head of his cock glided into her easily - she was that wet. He gave her a moment to adjust to his large size before he entered her further. He grabbed her thighs with his strong, black hands, the color contrasting erotically.


  His fingers sunk into her soft flesh as he held her tightly, preparing her for full penetration. This wasn’t going to be a medical insemination - he had every intention of fucking her, pounding into her, filling her up to the brim with potent, ebony cum.


  Nicole was captivated by the ebony stud. She looked at him with a look of sheer adoration in her eyes, biting her bottom lip. It was obvious Dr. Smith had intoxicated her with lust.


  “Are you ready for your baby?” He said.


  “Uh-huh,” my wife nodded vigorously. “Do it. Do it, doctor! Knock me up!”


  “Is that what you want?” The doctor teased her. Nicole nodded, but that wasn’t good enough for him.


  “Tell me what you want.”


  “I want your cum!” She screamed. “I want you to put a black baby inside of me!”


  Pleased with her answer, Dr. Smith pushed forwards, his large black cock penetrating her small, white cunt.


  “Oh goddddddd,” Nicole groaned, her eyes rolling to the back of her head. “It’s so big, doctor!”


  “Damn straight,” he muttered under his breath. “I’m going to knock you up, bitch. I’m going to fill you up to the brim with seed, give you the baby that you want!”


  He slid into her, inch-by-inch, letting her pussy adjust to his enormous cock, until he was in all the way to the hilt, all the while spouting dirty, filthy words into my wife’s ear.


  He pulled back out until only the tip remained, before he slammed into her, his entire cock forcing its way back into her slutty cunt.


  She screamed out in pleasure as she was filled in a way she had never been before.


  I kept watching, entranced by the filthy, wanton scene. I realized my cock was hard as a rock. I couldn’t believe I was getting off on watching my wife get impregnated…


  Dr. Smith pounded her pussy, fucking her hard and rough. He tore the gown off her body, his black hands groping her full, round, white breasts, squeezing them roughly. Nicole was going wild, thrashing her head from side-to-side as she received the roughest, wildest, hardest pounding of her lifetime.


  “Are you ready for my cum?” Dr. Smith snarled.


  “YES!” Nicole screamed at the top of her lungs. Everyone in the clinic must have heard her.


  “Beg for my cum!”


  “Please, fill me up, doctor! Fill me with your cum! Knock me up! Put a baby inside of me!”


  The doctor had a huge grin on his face as he nailed my wife, his black cock splitting her white cunt open.


  “After I’m done, you know what’s going to happen?!”


  Nicole shook her head, her eyes mesmerized by the sight of the huge black pole entering her.


  “Three more black guys will come in here and blow their loads inside of you!” The doctor grunted.


  Nicole’s eyes became as wide as saucers.


  “For real?” She asked, her voice filled with anticipation. It was clear she was far from satisfied.


  “For real!” The doctor answered as he slammed into her. “We’re going to fill you with so much cum, you’re be leaving with triplets! You’ll be overflowing!


  “Oh yes, oh god, do it, fill me up doctor, I need more, I want more, I’m your black cum slut,” Nicole droned on, completely lost in lust.


  I realized this was only the beginning of a wild, wild ride for the two of us. I turned to ask Omar if the doctor had been for real, but he had left already, locking the door behind him. I turned back to the window and saw him entering the examination room, together with two other well-built black guys.


  “She’s ready for more,” the doctor grunted at his colleagues as he bottomed out inside of my wife. “Aren’t you?”


  Nicole’s eyes shifted around the room, going from one black stud to the next. She was like a kid in a candy store. The men were getting undressed, stripping off all their clothing.


  “Oh god,” was all Nicole could muster.


  Omar was the first to strip naked. He stood next to her face, his big black cock only inches away from her mouth. He looked at the mirror at me, giving me a small nod. That bastard looked straight at me as my wife opened her mouth for his cock.


  He moved his hips forwards, his cock sliding into her mouth. He grabbed the back of her neck, holding her in place, as he fucked her mouth. He was really pounding into her, forcing his entire cock down her throat. She struggled to take it all, but from the animalistic sounds she was producing, she was loving every second of it.


  “I’m about to blow,” the doctor grunted. “Here it comes bitch!”


  Nicole grunted in pleasure, her voice muffled by Omar’s cock. Dr. Smith gave her a few hard, final thrusts before grabbing her tits roughly as he slid in all the way to the hilt, unloading his massive, fertile load deep inside her.


  His balls twitched as they fired rope after rope of his pearly white cum into my wife’s fertile cunt. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him in closer, draining him of every last drop.


  My wife just got inseminated by Dr. Smith. Those words kept ringing in my head. I just knew she was pregnant, I couldn’t explain it. He knocked her up, and put a little black baby inside her womb.


  I realized I was supposed to be angry, but actually, I felt jubilant. We were finally going to have the family we always wanted!


  Absentmindedly I pulled out my own cock and started masturbating. If Nicole was having the time of her life, why wouldn’t I, right? Don’t get me wrong, I was still deeply conflicted, but the damage had been done already.


  Dr. Smith let out a final groan as he pulled out of my wife. Immediately cum started dripping out of her, gliding down her inner thighs.


  “Oh no!” Nicole said as she raised her legs up high in the air. She grabbed her knees and laid back down, so that all the cum would pool inside of her, assuring she would get pregnant.


  The doctor gave her ass a slap as he climbed off of her, clearing the way for his colleagues. Omar was first. He pulled his cock out of her mouth and took his place between her legs.


  He didn’t have to take his time - Nicole’s cunt was wet and sloppy, well-lubricated by the ebony sperm already inside of her. Omar entered her and slid in all the way in one fell thrust.


  He grabbed her waist as he started pounding into her, fucking her with all his strength. Nicole seemed to be in seventh heaven as she was bred by the second black man of the day.


  The other two black guys stood next to her, both of them slapping their big black cocks against her naked chest. She grabbed their two cocks with her hands, jerking them off, rubbing the heads against her nipples.


  I had never seen her so happy, so completely fulfilled as she was at that point: One load of cum already in her pussy, the second one on the way, as she rubbed two large, black cocks against her sensitive nipples.


  Dr. Smith sat in a chair in the corner, regaining his breath and watching the show. Omar was the next to fire his load deep inside my wife. He let out a thundering yell as he slammed into her overflowing cunt, unloading his potent cum inside her pussy, coating her inner walls with more and more seed.


  Nicole was positively beaming, the lust had bewitched her. She begged for more, telling Omar to fill her up, to give her more seed, to put a little baby inside of her.


  I couldn’t take it anymore. I gave my throbbing cock one hard stroke, and instantly I shot a load against the wall. Seeing my wife get impregnated right in front of me was the most erotic sight I could imagine.


  Right after Omar had finished, Dr. Smith stood up and told the other two men to take their turns.


  “I’m going to check on Mr. Miller,” he said to them as he put his pants back on.


  Omar looked at me and nodded towards the exit, motioning for me to get out. I didn’t want to - I wanted to stay and watch these other two ebony studs take their turns with my wife, but for some reason I felt compelled to obey his order. I quickly zipped up, left the room and headed for the doctors office.


  He walked in a minute later. His manner was cool and collected. If I didn’t know he just blasted my wife full of his ebony seed, I would never have guessed it.


  “How did it go?” I asked him.


  “Excellent, most excellent,” he said with a smile. “Nicole is healthy young woman, I don’t foresee any issues.”


  “Where is she now?”


  “Oh, she’s getting ready. She’ll be here shortly. In the meantime, can I offer you a drink?”


  He made Omar bring me a coffee as we chatted about sports. I could barely follow the conversation - I kept thinking about my wife, who was only a room away, on her back, as she got pounded by two strangers!


  After a good twenty minutes had passed Nicole finally walked in. She was waggling slightly. Her hair was tussled, and her lipstick was smeared.


  I stood up and hugged her right way, planting a kiss on her lips. She tried to avoid it, but I pressed my mouth against hers. I wanted to fuck her, to claim her right there and then, and it took all my willpower to resist that urge.


  “How did it go?”


  “Great,” she beamed back at me. Her skin seemed to be glowing, she was very relaxed.


  Dr. Smith stood up and shook both our hands.


  “It was a pleasure meeting you both. I’m positive the treatment was a success, but if it turns out you’re not, then you can return anytime and we’ll repeat the procedure - for free.”


  Nicole’s eyes twinkled when the doctor said those words. A repeat performance - I could see she wanted that!


   


  ***


   


  The ‘treatment’, as the doctor called it, was a resounding success. Nicole was pregnant! We never explicitly discussed the fact she was carrying a black baby in her belly, but I think she knew I knew.


  I don’t know if it was because of the pregnancy hormones or if the breeding gangbang had kickstarted her libido, but she was insatiable! We had sex every day, and almost every time she’d close her eyes and mutter under her breath. I never quite got what she was saying, but it sounded like ‘oh doctor’ to me! I came immediately when ever I heard that, all the images coming back to me.


  Amanda had a healthy, and not to mention very black, baby boy. Jeff was a proud father, and he didn’t seem to mind or care. I didn’t talk about it with him, but I could see from the glint in his eyes he knew I had let my wife get bred by a black bull as well.


  “Barbados is a lovely place, isn’t it?” Amanda told my wife when we went to see her after the delivery. “It’s so beautiful, we should go back there once you’ve had your baby! All six of us!”


  “That’s a great idea!” Nicole said.


  Going back to the island with fresh two moms, I knew what that meant… Dr. Smith would be giving a repeat performance! Jeff nodded at me, and I knew exactly what he meant. Our wifes were now addicted to black cum… all we could do was love and support them, and raise their babies as our own.


  I couldn’t wait.


   


   


  ***


   


  Taken by the Best Men


   


  “But… my husband’s right there,” Emma giggled.


  “Don’t worry about him darling,” my commanding officer, Antoine Williams, answered. His hand was resting on her face, his thumb brushing against her full, red lips. His dark, ebony skin contrasted erotically with the pale, white flesh of my young bride. His other hand was on her back, unzipping her pristine white wedding dress.


  Emma let the dress slide off her shoulders and pool around her ankles. She didn’t seem to mind. The act revealed the provocative white lingerie she was wearing underneath - a corset, making her large breasts appear even fuller, and matching white stockings, suspenders, and last but not least, a silky white pair of underwear.


  His hand slid down her back, brushing against her soft skin, before he gripped her ass forcefully, causing a soft moan to escape her lips.


  She smiled up at him - and at the four other guys in my unit, who had crowded around her. Ryan, Tyler, Austin, Hunter. Men who I had served with for the past year, men who I had grown to call friends, had asked to be my best men at my wedding… Men who were now surrounding my blushing bride as she tentatively rubbed their growing bulges. They were about to unbuckle their pants, eager so use her, to spoil her innocence, to take her on her wedding night, to take what is rightfully mine. And that all right in front of me…


   


  If I wasn’t watching it with my own two eyes I would have never believed it.


   


  It was the night of our wedding. The night I had been looking forward to for so many months while on deployment. I had shared my excitement often - and looking back, perhaps foolishly - with the very men who were about to take my bride in front of me. I was lying on the bed in which I imagined I would have consummated our marriage, but I was unable to move.


  I had drunk too much too quickly after the wedding. My best men kept toasting, kept bringing me more drinks, telling me how lucky I was - and I kept drinking and drinking. I felt fantastic, blissful. I overstepped my boundaries, and suddenly, I was very ill. I threw up, and they carried me to the honeymoon suite. They joked that they would have to step in, do my ‘husbandly duty’ instead of me.


  I thought it was just that - a joke at my expense. But now I was watching my wife of only a few hours reach into Antoine’s waistband, looking at the thick bulge with eyes as big as saucers. I was watching through the slits of my eyes, conscious - but barely so. I wanted to scream, to yell, to attack them, but my body refused. I couldn’t even lift a single finger. I was paralyzed, unable to move, unable to look away, unable to prevent my five best men from all fucking my wife.


   


  ***


   


  This scene had been at least a year in the making.


  I was 18 at the time, having just graduated, and dating my sweetheart, Emma. We were madly in love, and wanted to do nothing more than get hitched right away - but things weren’t that simple, they never were. I had spent all my time gaming rather than studying, and this showed in my grades. Emma, on the other hand, was much brighter than me, and she got a scholarship for Georgia State. I wasn’t so lucky.


  If I wanted to hang on to a total babe such as Emma, I knew I needed to step up my game. She was the single best thing that ever happened to me, and I never understood why she fell for me, when she could have had every single guy she ever wanted. She had a perfect hourglass figure, with long, shapely legs that seemed to go on forever, a flat tummy and a thin waist, and gorgeous, full breasts to top it all off. She was a thing of beauty - and she was hit on constantly, wherever we went. I was jealous of all the attention she got, but she always assured me I had nothing to worry about - I was all she needed. I, in comparison, was tall and skinny, nowhere near as attractive as my bride to be, a fact I was well aware of.


  I was deathly afraid of Emma finding someone else while in college. Someone more athletic, more intelligent, and more attractive than me. I went with her to visit the Georgia State campus, and all I saw were broad-shouldered guys everywhere. I had never felt so out of place and so insecure. All the colleges I had applied to had denied me, and at the time I was working at a pizza place, making a meager $9 an hour. If I didn’t turn my life around, she would bail on me - why would she want to marry some minimum wage loser?


  That was the mindset I was in when I saw the advertisement for the navy, the advertisement that set me on the path to meeting Antoine, Ryan, Tyler, Austin and Hunter. The advertisement that made me join the navy, serve on a submarine, ask my fellow crew members to be my best men, and finally, caused me to watch helplessly as every single one of them fucked my young bride, without protection, on the night of our wedding.


  At the time it seemed like such a good idea. I’d join the navy and go through training, making me stronger, more athletic, and as such, more attractive. I wouldn’t feel like such a scrawny loser anymore. Afterwards the navy would pay for my college degree, so I could work on my future as well. I hadn’t factored in actually getting deployed and having to spends months on end on the sea - as you can tell, I wasn’t the brightest and I didn’t fully think everything through. Perhaps that’s what landed me in this predicament in the first place.


  Emma supported my decision. I could tell she was glad I was moving forward with my life, and what girl doesn’t love a man in uniform? I clearly remember the way she looked at me when I first wore that thing - the lust in her eyes… she was insatiable that night.


  I was accepted into the navy and started training right away. I had to spend 9 weeks up in Michigan for my basic training. It was difficult to go without Emma that long, but it was all for the greater good. I thought that was bad, but the worst was still to come. I had been assigned to a submarine, and I would have to spend the next 9 months in a small, cramped space, under water, without a woman in sight.


  It was one of the toughest periods of my life. I felt completely alone. I wasn’t really cut out a life in the armed forces, found it difficult to adept. The thought of Emma is what kept me going. I proposed to her the day before I shipped out, and she said yes!


  We e-mailed each other every day. Luckily technology made this possible. The sub would surface each day, and we’d receive all the e-mails stored up in a server. I was told by the other crew members this was a relatively new development - a few years ago, going on deployment meant zero contact. Thank heavens that wasn’t the case now, I don’t know how I would have survived without Emma getting me through it.


  During those long months I became good friends with other members of the crew. Ryan and Tyler were rookies, just like me, so we had a lot in common. In turn, they knew Austin and Hunter, who had been in the navy for a few years and knew the ropes. Last but not least, there was Antoine Williams.


  Antoine was our commanding officer, a giant of a man. He was as black as the night, and so large I was surprised he could maneuver through the tiny, cramped submarine without getting stuck or bumping his head every few seconds. He was a foot taller than me, with arms like tree-trunks and the grip of a vice.


  He intimated me. He was very demanding, pushing his crew as far as they would go. He yelled at me at more than one occasion as I was prone to slip-ups, humiliating me in front of the whole crew. I didn’t want him at my wedding, but Emma insisted he’d come, and what’s worse, that I would ask him to be one of my best men. I caved… and I regret it. He orchestrated my demise, working my fiance for months to get her on her knees in front of him. It all started with an innocent e-mail.


  As I said, Emma and I exchanged e-mails almost every day. Seeing as I was in the armed forces and all, every e-mail we’d receive would be printed out and scanned appropriateness by our superior officers, in my case, Antoine.


  At first I kept the e-mails PG, but it only took a few weeks before lust reared its demanding head. I hadn’t jacked off in a month - there was simply no time and space to do so in the packed submarine. I suspected some guys jacked off in the showers, but I hadn’t worked up the guts - there was very little privacy here, even in the showers.


  High on lust, I wrote Emma a saucy e-mail, asking if she was being a good girl and what she had been fantasizing about. I hadn’t informed her that our communication wasn’t secure. It hadn’t crossed my mind, and I thought she knew, but a las, she did not. That mistake is what put this twisted tale into motion.


  The following morning, there was a mail-call.


  “We’ve got mail, people,” Antoine bouldered in his low, baritone voice as he entered our sleeping quarters.


  We all scampered to our positions, standing at attention, each of us awaiting our turn as our officer called our named, one-by-one.


  “Ryan, you’ve got a message from your nanna,” Antoine said with a smirk. “Tyler, your mom says hi, here you go. Austin, your father sent you a message.”


  I waited impatiently, eager to hear my name. I had dreamed about Emma all night, the curves of her ass, her soft skin… I had been having sex dreams about her for a whole week now. I didn’t know how much more I could take: I had to blow this load, sooner or later!


  Finally, Antoine stopped in front of me.


  “Matthew,” he said, pausing for a moment to grab everyone’s attention. “I have to say, you’re a lucky man.”


  “Sir, what do you mean?” I asked.


  Antoine held up a picture in his left hand, showing it to everyone but me.


  “This here is the lovely lady Matthew is going to marry in a few months time,” he said, a huge smirk on his face.


  “Holy shit,” Ryan gasped next to me.


  Austin reached out and snagged the picture from Antoine’s hand, who did nothing to stop him.


  “Let me see,” Austin huffed. “God damn, look at that!” He muttered out loud. The other crew members gathered around him, each one trying to get a glimpse.


  The blood had drained from my face as this happened right in front of me. I had never been good at standing up for myself, and certainly not against a man as intimidating and powerful as Mr. Williams.


  He cleared his throat to read Emma’s message out loud. My humiliation was far from over.


  “Let me share some of the more saucy details with you fellows,” he said, causing my mates to cheer. One slapped me on the back as he said ‘this was going to be good’. I had no idea who even said that, I was frozen in place, unable to move.


  “I dream about your hard cock every night, Matthew. I can’t wait till you get back and I can feel you inside of me. I often think about that one time at the party at Lisa’s place, do you remember? We were in the coat room and those guys walked in on us, and you didn’t stop for even a second… I’m getting hot just writing this e-mail! I sent you a picture to help you get through the tough times, tell me if you like them because there’s more where that came from… Love, Emma!”


  All my mates busted out in roaring laughter, enjoying my humiliation. They crowded around Austin, trying to snatch the photograph from his hands.


  “Fine catch you’ve got there,” Antoine said to me with a wink. He grabbed my shoulder, his strong fingers gripping me tightly. He leaned in close, his voice dropping so that only I could hear him “I was just messing with you, seaman. It’s all in good fun. You’re the only one of these men with such a fine babe lined up, the guys deserved a little jolly. You understand, don’t you?”


  I nodded swiftly, praying this moment would pass and I’d my picture back. It was being passed around now, and I still had not seen it yet!


  “I knew you were a good sport,” he said, causing me to swell with pride in a strange way. Maybe this wasn’t completely degrading… maybe I was just taking one for the team?


  “You’ve had your fun, seamen. Give Matthew back what belongs to him,” Antoine said, addressing the other men.


  Everyone stopped fidgeting and stood back at attention. The room was silent.


  “Who has the picture?”


  No one moved an inch. My heart sank - I was never getting the picture, the naughty photo my fiance made just for me, back. I realized that right away.


  “Come on men, you’ve had your fun. Don’t make me strip-search this bunk!”


  I scanned everyone, checking to see who had a guilty face, but it was useless. Every single one of them had a face as guilty as sin!


  Antoine sighed. “You all disappoint me men. I figured this would happen… so I printed seamen Matthew here a spare.”


  The commanding officer reached into the inner pocket of his suit and pulled out another printed photograph. He handed it to me, urging me to take good care of it if I wanted to keep it. I can’t believe my commander had another picture of my wife on him! What if the original wasn’t stolen, would he have kept it?


  I glanced down at the picture in my hand, and my breath faltered. What I saw there was one of the most erotic, most sexiest thing I had ever seen. It was my fiance, Emma, but not in a way I had ever seen her before. She had always been a bit timid, held back. She was not the adventurous type. The time we got walked in at Lisa’s party, which she mentioned in her letter, was really the only time we ever did something ‘wild’. Our sex life had been rather vanilla. Of course I had tried to take everything to the next step, but I didn’t want to overstep her boundaries.


  But this photo was something else. She was lying on her bed, in her dorm room, on her hands and knees, her ass facing the camera. The only thing she was wearing was a tiny, tiny white thong. It was so small, it just barely covered the lips of her pussy. Her puckered asshole was nearly visible.


  My cock hardened instantly was I took in the round globed of her soft, white ass. With horror I realized all the men I served with, every one I had to face on a daily basis, had just seen this picture, including my commander. They all knew what my fiance looked like underneath her clothes. The thought made me queasy, the humiliation making my cheeks burn right red. I was horrified.


  Antoine left the room, leaving us to our duties. Everyone looked at me sheepishly, grinning apologetically. After taking another hard, good luck, I hid the photo in my locker. I had to find out who else had that picture, I needed it back. And I needed to tell Emma that our communication wasn’t safe!


  Austin came up to me, later that day. “Sorry I snatched that photo,” he told me. “I was just curious, I didn’t mean anything by it. You’re a lucky man, Matthew.”


  “Yeah, thanks,” I said. Sure… Lucky. That’s what I was.


  I sent a long letter to Emma the next chance I got, thanking her for the photo but warning her it wasn’t safe. I also mustered up all of my courage and asked Antoine to be a little more mindful of my privacy. He had just smirked at me and said ‘sure thing’. I wasn’t completely satisfied with his nonchalant answer, as he was my boss and all, and I expected better of a superior officer.


  Still, he seemed to stay true to his word: he didn’t read any of my letters out loud anymore, nor did he hand out any photos. I got a reply from Emma only a few days later. I had been waiting for it impatiently, my stomach in knots. I hoped she wasn’t furious that her intimate photo was now being passed around an entire submarine filled to the brim with horny men. Every time I thought about how many loads must have been spilled fantasizing about her luscious ass I felt downright sick. She had always been the shy type, and I could see this causing her some major grief. I considered not telling her, but I couldn’t risk her sending even naughtier photos and then having those leak as well.


  Her message shocked me.


   


  “Hi :)


   


  OMG I can’t believe you!!!!!! You’re telling me EVERYONE saw it?!?! Why didn’t you tell me it wasn’t a private!! You yourself started talking dirty!!! Holy shit Matthew… I don’t know if I should be mad or horny right now, lol! A whole crew, all thinking about me… if only I was there, we could give them something to look at ;) I remember how good you all looked on the day you left, lol ;)


   


  Your officer, Antoine, sent me a message as well, warning me about the pic. You didn’t say your officer was a big black guy! Anyway, I’m not mad, but I miss you! I sent you another pic… do you think you can keep this one to yourself? ;) Antoine promised me he’d wouldn’t share!

  

  Xxx, Emma.”


   


  I was flabbergasted. She liked it? She liked it! “If only I was there,” she had wrote. What did that even mean? And, worst of all, Antoine had been messaging her behind my back?! What the fuck?!


  Stapled to the printed out e-mail was the picture. This one had also been taken in her dorm room. She was sitting on her bed, wearing nothing but a small pink thong and a white shirt. She was facing the camera, a sexy pout on her full lips. The shirt was knotted around her waist, showing of her slim waist and flat tummy. It was clear she wasn’t wearing a bra - her full, round breasts were nearly spilling out of her small, white shirt. Her nipples were hard, clearly visible.


  Antoine had seen this image. And Emma, my loving fiance, had taken this picture, knowing fully my ‘big black boss’ was going to see it as well. I couldn’t wrap my head around it. Did she have some exhibitionist streak I was unaware of, or had college turned her into a wild, wild girl all of a sudden?


  It didn’t sit right with me at all. I quickly stashed the picture into my pants before someone had a chance to ogle it. I wasn’t taking any chances. I knew I had to face Antoine, but I didn’t want to do it in front of the whole crew. This was humiliating enough as it was already.


  I waited until I knew he was alone and in his quarters. I gathered up all my courage and knocked on his door.


  “Just a second… Come in. Ah, Matthew. What can I do for you?”


  I walked into his private quarters. It looked like he was just zipping up his pants, but I could have been mistaken.


  “Sir, I… had a question regarding the latest… message from my fiance,” I said, struggling to find the right words. He raises his eyebrows at me.


  “And what is that? Speak plainly, we’re alone.”


  “Well, uhm, in the message she said you contacted her, and… well…”


  He looked at me dead-on, his stare burning into my soul. I lost track of my words, distracted by his dark, commanding eyes.


  “And what about it?” He gruffed.


  My cheeks were burning, the feeling of intense shame piling up in my stomach. “I was just wondering why…” I said, my voice barely a whisper.


  “If you must know, I let it come to her attention that the e-mail she sent wasn’t private, and that the messages had to be checked as a precautionary measure. An important piece of information you did not tell her, and because of your mistake, naked pictures of her are floating around the entire submarine.”


  “But… it was you who leaked those photos,” I tried to say, but the words came out so soft I didn’t even hear myself. Antoine continued on, undeterred.


  “We did exchange pleasantries and I let her know you were making progress, and might even make a competent crew member one day. In fact, I was sending her a message right when you walked in.”


  My stomach was in knots. My commanding officer, my boss was talking to my fiance like I was some incompetent child, and there was absolutely nothing I could do about it. Even if I told her to stop, he would read all her replies and he’d know right away, and he could make my life miserable. There was nothing I could do.


  “She’s a fine young woman, Matthew. I can’t wait to meet her. She invited me to your wedding, I’m sure you don’t mind?”


  What?! If getting humiliated and commanded by this brute wasn’t enough, now he was going to attend my wedding as well? This was just getting worse and worse…


  “Of course not,” I stammered, barely getting the words across my lips.


  “Excellent,” he said, a smirk on his lips. “Now, back to your post.”


  “Sir yes sir.”


  I left defeated. I wanted to confront him, to tell him to back off, but that’s not how the conversation played out. He was messaging her, having a private conversation with my fiance about me. And what’s worse, she invited him to our wedding! I slept uneasy that night, Antoine showing up in my dreams over and over again.


  Weeks passed without any incidents. I still received daily messages from Emma, but she never alluded to talking to Antoine. I didn’t mention it either, eager to let it slide into memory. Maybe she had only been curious. She still sent me a photograph every week or two, but luckily for me, she kept them modest. I didn’t want Antoine to see what kind of beauty my fiance was, so I asked her to please keep her clothes on in the future.


  She whined a bit, letting me know between the lines that it turned her on knowing the men lusted after her, but it was not something I was prepared to deal with. Maybe it’s cool knowing that guys want to fuck your wife if you are banging her every night, but I can assure you, it’s not that great when you’re locked up in a steely box tens of feet under water for 9 months straight.


  I did notice a slight change in the crew’s attitude towards me. Everybody just used to ignore me, but now, conversations always fell silent the moment I walked by. It had been like this since Antoine let that picture of Emma get stolen. I figured that was still what it was all about, but as I was about to find out, it was much, much worse.


  It was on a Sunday that I found out what was going on right under my nose. I was awaiting my turn in the shower. The guy who was underneath it was taking his sweet time.


  “Come on,” I yelled. “Hurry the fuck up.”


  “I’m almost done,” he said, his breathing deep. Oh great, that asshole was jerking it, right where I was about to stand. Just perfect.


  A few grunts and a heavy sigh later, he opened the curtains for me.


  “All yours mate,” he said, a smile on his face. I had seen this guy before, but I didn’t know his name.


  He was completely naked, his now limp dick swinging freely between his legs. In his left hand he was clutching a few laminated photographs.


  “You want these?” He asked me.


  “What are they?”


  “A bunch of hot pics. Some one got them laminated so you can take them under the shower. Here, check these out!”


  He handed me the pictures. There were a handful of them.


  The first photograph was of a fair-skinned woman, sitting on a bed in what seemed to be a campus dorm. Her ass was facing towards the camera, a pink thong pulled halfway down, her private parts just barely covered.


  “Pretty hot huh?” The guy told me. “It’s get a lot better, trust me! Turn it around!”


  I flipped the picture. On the back was the second photograph. It was the same woman, but now the thong had been pulled down all the way, hanging around her ankles. One of her hands was gripping the cheeks of her ass forcefully, her fingers digging into her soft skin. Her beautiful pink pussy was fully on display, her wetness clearly visible.


  My cock got as hard as rock as I flipped through the photographs. I hadn’t seen a woman naked in months - I didn’t have any nudie mags, and the rest of the guys didn’t share with me. Every picture got more and more explicit, until she was lying on her back, her legs spread wide open, two fingers rubbing her wet, pink slit. Who ever this was absolutely loved showing off.


  In all the photographs her face was cut out. A sexy, teasing smirk, and the back of her blonde hair was all that was visible.


  “Where did you get this?” I asked the guy.


  “You mean you haven’t seen this before?” He said surprised. “These have been floating around here for weeks now. I’ve heard it’s actually some guy’s fiance! Can you believe that? Apparently some of the officers have been sexting his girl behind his back, and they’ve been showing them around… I don’t believe that though. Either way they’re still hot pics, right? - Whoa, are you okay man? You look pale as shit!”


  All the blood had drained from my face. My hands started trembling, and I nearly dropped the photographs. Suddenly it all made sense. That dorm room. The pink sheets on the bed, the teddy bear in the corner. The teddy bear I won for Emma on the fair the week before I left shore.


  The blonde hair, the familiar smirk. I was so focused on the ass and titties I didn’t notice the clues that were staring me right in the face. It could all have been a coincidence - but I knew it wasn’t. That was too unlikely.


  That was Emma. My fiance. Her naked pictures were being passed around, and every guy in the entire submarine knew it. This guy was probably the only guy in the whole sub I didn’t know by name, and that’s why he didn’t know it was my fiance he was showing off to me. That’s why the conversation fell silent everywhere I went - they were probably talking about how bad they felt for me. Or what a loser I was.


  I leaned back against the wall, my world caving in. How could she do this to me?


  “You okay?” The guy asked me again. I waved him way, told him to fuck off. He tried to grab the pictures, but I pushed him forcefully against the wall. I stepped into the shower and closed the curtain, hoping he’d leave me alone.


  “Hey, those are mine, asshole!” He yelled. “I’ll be back for them later.”


  I looked at the pictures, over and over again, burning them into my mind. I had never seen her like this. When we were dating, she was always… I wouldn’t call her a prude, but she was conservative, for sure. Lights off and everything. She opened up after a while, but she was never kinky.


  So why was she suddenly taking pictures of her wide-open slit and sending them to… to… Antoine. It had to be him. It could only be him. He even told me he was talking to her to my face!


  He must have seduced her. Or threatened her? Maybe he told her he would dishonorably discharge me if she didn’t do what he said… but why was she smiling in every picture then? It didn’t make sense. Rage built up inside of me, my hands forming fists. I was going to kill that smug fucking asshole!


  I stormed out of the shower and quickly threw some clothes on. I marched right to his office, fully intent on punching him in the face, even though he was almost twice as big as me. I didn’t care it would get me fired (or worse), I was blinded by rage. Every step I took, her pictures flashed before my eyes. Every time I saw another crew member look at me, and saw pity in their eyes, my anger grew. Had that guy seen Emma’s tits? Did that guy see her beautiful trimmed pussy?


  I swung open the door to his quarters - but it was empty. No solace for me. I kicked his desk angrily, and the computer screen on his desk flickered on. His e-mail program was open. I looked at the screen and an unopened e-mail grabbed my immediate attention.


  “Thanks for the toy ;)” was the subject of the mail. The sender? Emma.


  I closed the door behind me and with a heavy heart opened the email. I was in no way prepared for what I was about to see.


   


  “Your toy arrived this morning… it’s so big!! I played with it right away… and took the pictures you wanted ;). XXX - Emma.”


   


  Attached to the message were several jpgs. I ran my hand through my hair, my rage being quickly replaced by a mixture of jealousy, sadness, curiosity, and lust. The pictures I had seen were filthy hot. Did I really want to find out what’s in those? Curiosity got the best of me. I had to know. I opened the first photo, and instantly my knees were weak.


  There was Emma - smiling broadly at the camera, her face clearly visible. She was sitting at her desk, topless. This picture must have been taken by a webcam.


  Resting between her full, round breasts was the biggest and blackest cock I had ever seen. It was a dildo, one of those life-like fake cocks you could buy. She pushed her breasts together with her arms so it engulfed the big black cock.


  My breathing became heavy as I quickly opened the next photo. In this one, she opened her mouth wide, her tongue stretched out, the tip of her tongue just barely touching the slit on the purple head of the black cock. I suddenly realized my own cock was throbbing hard and leaking pre-cum. I had been so engulfed by my rage and jealousy I hadn’t noticed I was turned on beyond belief as well.


  I hadn’t masturbated all this months, and that pent up lust was now taking its toll on me. I reached into my pants and touched my cock - the waves of pleasures almost overwhelmed me. All this time that I have been on this submarine, alone, Emma had been taking filthy, dirty naked pictures for my commanding officer, who had shared them with everyone! The humiliation was staggering, and in a strange way, incredibly erotic!


  I never thought I was turned on by humiliation, but I eagerly opened the next picture, my other hand wrapping around my throbbing cock. In this photo she eagerly wrapped her full lips around the head of the big black cock, her eyes smiling at the camera. She knew exactly what she was doing - a black cock whore in training. She bobbed her head up and down the thick shaft, taking it as far down her throat as possible.


  In the last photograph she had her mouth open wide, pushing her tits together with her hands. The title of the picture was ‘Cover me with your cum!’


  I busted my load right there and then, soiling my pants. She was begging for Antoine’s black cock, wanting to feel his thick seed dripping all over her face, the heavy spurts filling her mouth. The thought of her sucking him off behind my back sent me over the edge, and I experienced the biggest, and to my shame, best orgasm of my life. All the pent up lust, the anger, the jealousy, it all left me in heavy white globs.


  When I got back to my senses, I realized I was browsing the personal e-mail of a commanding officer. A major violation if there ever was one! I scrambled out of Antoine’s chair, ready to leave… but I had a change of heart. This may be the last time I ever got to snoop through Antoine’s messages. I had to know.


  Luckily I knew my way around a computer. I did a quick search for Emma’s and my own name, and printed out all the messages. This way I had a copy of Antoine’s and Emma’s entire correspondence.


  Those few minutes that the printer was working overtime to print out all the e-mails was one of the most intense, stressful moments of my life. I waited, my heart pounding in my throat, as the printer spit out one e-mail after the other. There were dozens!


  A few times I got close to getting caught. I heard footsteps outside, getting closer. This was the end, I was almost sure of it, but whoever it was walked right on by.


  Finally, after a good ten minutes, the printer was done. I grabbed the heavy stack of paper and hid it under my clothes. Luckily there was no one outside who saw me come out of there. I hid the papers in my locker, waiting for a good moment that I could read them in private.


  I got very little sleep that week. Every night I stayed up and read through Emma’s and Antoine’s emails. There were so many of them I couldn’t get through them in one sitting!


  I found out that this little affair had been going on for quite a while. Antoine had indeed sent her a message letting her know that her initial photograph of her ass had been by him, but that smug asshole also told her that I had been the one who had showed it around to everyone!


  That bastard had put the thought into her head that I secretly enjoyed showing her off. She seemed horrified and embarrassed at first, but Antoine, across several weeks, wore her down. He told her how she was a hit among the crew. Everyone thought she was the hottest, sexiest thing alive, and would sacrifice their left nut for more photos of her. The flattery worked, and she slowly got around to the idea of sharing some pictures with the crew.


  “Matthew loves it,” Antoine had told her. “He can’t stop talking about it. He hangs up all the pics you send him on his bedpost, so everyone can see. He’s real proud of you.”


  She believed every second of it. And why wouldn’t she? As I browsed through the messages, I realized he had been manipulating our private correspondence as well. I had never received a lot of the photographs she had sent to me, and he removed and added a few words here or there so neither of us ever caught on what was really happening. He had orchestrated it perfectly.


  “Your pics are a hit! Here’s how much I like it,” a message from Antoine read. Attached the message was a picture of Antoine in only his boxers. His large manhood was pressing against the fabric, stretching it. The outline of his massive black cock was clearly visible. I was shocked - I knew black guys were big, but this was insane. The outline was almost twice as big as my cock!


  Emma’s reply said it all: “Wow.”


  After convincing my fiance that I liked showing her off, and talking her into sending me more provocative photos, he had started sending her naked pictures of himself. He was playing the long game, and to my horror, it seemed to be working perfectly.


  That was what the toy was all about. Antoine had ordered it for her online, telling her she could ‘practice for the real thing’. Emma had humored him, and taken the requested photos.


  My emotions were all over the place. I didn’t know if I was mad at Emma or not - or even, if I had a right to be mad. Antoine had played us both: If anyone was in the wrong, he was. Emma was just doing what she thought made me happy.


  Of course, that was not taking into accounts the pictures she took for him alone, in which she serviced a big, black dildo… but… I rationalized that as well. Antoine was objectively attractive, and Emma must be crazy horny as well after the long months without any sex. If a little bit of sexting was the worst offense… that wasn’t so bad. Right?


  As I tried to figure out what my step was going to be I started having crazy sex dreams about Emma at night. I imagined I was working hard, when the same guy from the shower would come running up to me. ‘You have to check it out, they’re all gangbanging her in the mess hall!’ He would cry. I’d follow him and find Emma in the mess hall, completely naked, as everyone on the submarine stood around her in a giant circle, their cocks in hand. One by one they’d all step up and shoot their load in her mouth. Every time I tried to get close I would be pushed to the back. I would have to go last.


  The first time I had that dream I woke up horrified, drenched in cold sweat. The dream returned, and after a few nights, I started looking forward to it. It was just a harmless dream, after all.


  After I accepted that, the dreams started changing, but one fact stayed the same: My fiance served on the submarine as our own personal certified cumslut. It would be her duty to drain all the balls. She would spend every day on her back, taking one cock after another, and it was my job to watch. Slowly but surely, I was becoming a voyeur.


  Meanwhile, I hadn’t figured out a way to deal with the situation. All day long I thought about every single option, but at the end of the day, I came out blank. Antoine had me cornered.


  If I let Emma knew that I knew, she’d be greatly upset - and it wasn’t really her fault, so it would be unfair of me to spring it on her right now, when I wasn’t around to talk it out.


  I could face Antoine, but he was still my commanding officer. My life was in his hands. I had nothing to gain from doing that. I could go over his head, but who were they going to believe, me or him? Besides, the thought was almost too humiliating to bear.


  I settled, after a long bout of soul-searching, on the only viable option. To do nothing. The end of our deployment was in sight - only four short weeks left. Four weeks of knowing my future wife’s body was being used as a cumrag by a whole platoon of men, four weeks of knowing she was probably fucking herself with a big black dildo as she teased my boss…


  But it was only four weeks. After that, I was done. I wouldn’t have to face Antoine ever again, I could explain and reconnect with Emma, and hopefully, move on.


  So that’s what I did. I kept my head down and worked hard. My mind was still thinking about her every second of every day, though. I started getting a strange enjoyment out of it - the looks my colleagues and fellow servicemen gave me. I had to wonder. Did I just caught them talking about her? Did they all really covet my girl?


  I resisted the urge to snoop through Antoine’s files. I wanted to, believe me, but the risk was too great. I counted down the days, hanging out Ryan, Tyler, Austin and Hunter as much as I could. They were a good bunch. I asked them all to be my best men, and they all said yes, of course.


  I secretly wondered if they had seen the photos as well. When Emma would be walking down the isle, would they be thinking about her hot, shaved little pussy? When they saw her pristine, white dress, would they be thinking about her full, round breasts? Those thoughts kept coming to me, day in, day out. I resisted them at first, but eventually, I let them free. They were just thoughts, after all. Fantasies.


   


  ***


   


  Finally, after those four weeks, that seemed to go on and on and on, we were done! We all flew home together, and Antoine was on our plane as well. I was itching with excitement the entire plane-ride.


  Emma was waiting for me at the gate - she looked as beautiful as ever. Her hair had grown a bit longer, but besides that, she was still the bubbly cute curvy blonde I had fallen in love with. We flew into each others arms, and kissed passionately. She had to slow me down - I would have eaten her out right there in front of everyone, I was roaring to go!


  “Slow down cowboy,” she laughed. “I take it you missed me.”


  “You have no idea,” I growled. “No idea.”


  “Excuse me, you must be Emma?” A low voice said behind me. I could recognize that voice everywhere - it haunted me.


  “I am Antoine Williams. Nice to finally meet you,” he said, grabbing her hand and giving it a kiss. She blushed - in fact, she turned straight red.


  “Hello,” she said demurely. I had never seen her become so shy. Both of them pretended to meet for the first time, not knowing that I knew everything. I never didn’t wanted to see Antoine again, but here he was, meddling with my affairs once again.


  “Do you mind?” I said, losing my cool. Antoine was still holding onto my fiance’s hand. Her hand looked small and dainty compared to his huge, black fists.


  “Is that how you talk to your commanding officer?” He said, a threat lingering beneath the surface.


  “We’re no longer on active duty,” I countered, my voice rising in anger.


  “Now now boys, don’t argue,” Emma chimed in. Her face was glowing - if I didn’t know any better I would have said she loved the idea of two men fighting for her affection. A fight I would lose.


  “I’d like you to meet some of my friends,” I said, tearing her away from Antoine’s demanding gaze and towards my buddies. “This is Ryan, Tyler, Austin, and that’s Hunter. I’ve asked them to be my best men,” I informed her.


  They all exchanges pleasantries while I watched them like a hawk, looking for a glint of recognition, or shame, in their eyes. Either they were as clean as whistle or excellent poker players, because they were totally relaxed. Part of me was let down - I yearned to see the lust burning in their eyes, coveting what was mine. The deployment had changed me. After getting humiliated for so long, I now yearned for it.


  We all ate dinner together that night, all six of us, as we all reminisced on our deployment. I noticed Emma dressed slightly different than she used to. No major changes, just a few small things I noticed. She showed off a bit more cleavage, her skirts were a tad shorter. Nothing scandalous, but enough to whet the appetite. I caught Austin and Hunter stealing a few glances, much to my delight. I was rock-hard thinking about it.


  I wasn’t sure how to breach the topic of Antoine with Emma - or even if I ought to. She was so happy to see me, I didn’t want to spoil it. I didn’t want our first night together to end in a fight. So, I didn’t tell her.


  That first night was almost magical. We made love all night. I lost count of my orgasms after the third one. The guys were crashing on the couches downstairs - I had rented a house, because Emma’s dorm wasn’t made to house 5 guys - and I’m sure they heard every thing. Emma was much more vocal than she used to be, she was begging for it, yelling at me to fuck her harder and harder.


  That day turned into the next, and then the next, and suddenly, almost two weeks had already passed and the notion of Antoine hadn’t come up at all. It started to fade into memory. Digging those painful memories back up seemed like a bad idea. I decided to drop the whole thing. We were together now, it was old news.


  That is, until she dropped a bombshell on me, the night before our wedding. She informed me she asked Antoine to be my best men as well! “He’s a guest at our wedding, it would be weird if the other guys were your best men and he wasn’t, you know? He’s the commanding officer after all,” she had told me.


  I was flabbergasted. Our wedding, our most special day, the moment we would reaffirm our love for each other in front of both our families, and she wanted him there as my best man? No, she demanded he would be there?! To say I was shocked would be an understatement. I was floored, but, I didn’t have the energy to fight her on this. It was already decided. I didn’t want to raise a stink, I wanted the day go perfectly smooth.


  That’s how Antoine came to be my fifth best men. I’ll save you all the boring details of our wedding day - it was a beautiful, perfect day. Honestly it was like a blur to me. The ceremony, and then the dinner, the party. It all happened so fast.


  I kept being congratulated by relatives, who all wanted to toast with me. Plus Ryan and Tyler kept a steady supply of drinks coming my way as well. I was feeling no pain and kept drinking, one glass after another, until suddenly the world started spinning.


  I got up to dance but nearly fell over. Antoine grabbed me just in time, before I fell flat on my face.


  “Hold on there, boy,” he whispered. “Seems you’ve been hitting the sauce a little too hard. Let’s get you up to your room, shall we.”


  Ryan and Tyler helped Antoine with carrying me up to the honeymoon suite. I tried to protest, to resist, but it was useless. I was too far gone. I couldn’t even keep the world from spinning, let alone escape the grip from these strong men.


  They dumped me on the bed unceremoniously.


  “There. Now, let’s see how your wifey is doing. If you’re not feeling up to it, we’ll make sure your marriage gets consumated,” Antoine said with a sly grin. Ryan and Tyler just smirked.


  I closed my eyes for only a second, and everything went dark.


   


  ***


   


  “How is he?”


  “He’s fine, don’t worry. He just had a bit too much to drink, that’s all. He’s out cold.”


  “Are you sure?”


  “We’re sure, baby. Don’t worry.”


   


  I was swimming in darkness. My head was throbbing, a sharp, deep pain, right by my temple. I tried to open my eyes, but the light was too bright.


   


  “But… my husband is right there.”


  “Don’t worry about him, darling.”


   


  Those voices… they were familiar. Was I back on the submarine?! No… I didn’t hear the constant, distant hum, and the bed wasn’t rocking either. I opened my eyes just a tiny bit.


   


  I saw Emma. My wife. My darling, loving, beautiful wife. She was still wearing her pristine white dress.


  Standing next to her in his dark blue navy uniform was Antoine. Him. His dark skin contrasted erotically with the white dress of my bride. He reached out and touched her face, his thumb brushing against her lip. She closed her eyes, her lips forming a wide smile. He slipped his finger into her mouth and she seemed to suck on it willingly.


  Why was she… why was this happening?


  Antoine’s other hand was resting on her back, undoing her zipper. Emma shimmered her shoulders and the dress slid off, pooling around her ankles, revealing her magnificent lingerie.


  She was wearing a white corset that accentuated her full breasts, white stockings and suspenders, and a silky white pair of underwear to top it all off. She looked divine.


  Antoine pulled her close, his hand slipping down her lower back. She purred lovingly as she snuggled up close to him, pressing her barely clad body against his large frame. He cupped her white, round ass, eliciting a squeal of joy from my fresh bride.


  I opened my eyes further, taking in the whole scene. Now I saw they weren’t alone, not by a long shot. All my best men were in the room as well, watching them. Ryan, Tyler, Austin and Hunter. My mates, my fellow servicemen, guys I had grown close to the past nine months. They were watching my wife parade in her underwear as they lazily rubbed the growing bulges in their pants.


  I swallowed, a lump forming in my dry throat. This couldn’t really be happening.


  Antoine touched my wife’s chin, pointing her face up at him. She opened her eyes, looking up at him with a look of absolute adoration. He planted his full lips against hers, and she kissed him back. Her arms wrapped around, drawing him in closer, as they shared a passionate, illicit kiss. Their tongues wrapped around each other. Antoine smacked her round booty, the slap echoing off the walls.


  Antoine ended the kiss abruptly, leaving my young wife panting for more. Her breathing was heavy, her cheeks flushed bright red.


  “Walk around for me,” Antoine said with his low, commanding voice.


  Emma smiled mischievously. “I shouldn’t… I wouldn’t be a proper thing to do,” she said with a cheeky smile. “I mean, you’re all my husbands friends…”


  “Friends who have all seen you naked,” Hunter chimed in. “We’ve all seen the many, many photos… you’re a dirty girl and you know it.”


  I could see Emma’s chest was flushed bright red as well. I knew what this meant - she was extremely horny. She sauntered towards Hunter, wiggling her ass with every step. All the eyes in the room were on her, a fact she was keenly aware of.


  “You say it like it’s a bad thing, Hunter,” she cooed. She stood in front of him, running her hands up her body, accentuating her many curves. “You didn’t seem to mind when I flash you every morning when I get out of the shower…”


  She turned around and pressed her round butt against his crotch, grinding against his hard erection. Hunter grabbed her ass with two hands, his fingers digging into her skin. He pressed back against her.


  “Oh, you are happy to see me, aren’t you?” Emma laughed.


  I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. Emma was flashing my friends every morning? How could this be… what had happened to her, to us? I knew she had become more adventurous, I knew about the photos, but… I had hoped that, now that I had returned, we could go back to normal. That I could provide her all the excitement that she needed.


  I now realized the folly of my ways. Emma was adventurous - more adventurous than me. She wanted excitement, and not the kind I could deliver. Maybe I was right for her in another period in her life, but right now, she craved the attention of men.


  Attention she was getting by the boat load.


  She walked through the room, standing on front of all my best men. Everyone of them got the opportunity to let their hands wander across her body, feel her soft skin, her exposed flesh. She was getting hotter and hotter, and I knew she was about to lose control.


  I tried to get up, to stop them, to let them know I was watching, but I couldn’t. I tried with all my might, but I was paralyzed. My body was still asleep, I couldn’t move anything but my eyes.


   


  The only thing I could do was watch.


   


  Satisfied with her obedience, Antoine commanded her to come back to him. She did so willingly, looking up at him with big, puppy-dog like eyes.


  “What’s your next command, sir?” She said with a sultry whisper, making me sick to my stomach. My commander had my wife wrapped around his little finger. She was more obedient than I was, and I just spent 9 months under his rule!


  “Drop to your knees… that’s an order,” Antoine said, sporting a sly grin.


  Emma did just that, sinking to her knees. The other guys gasped collectively - the lingerie had been a tease, but now, things were getting real. No one as much as glimpsed to see if I was awake or not. I might have well not been there at all, as far as they were concerned.


  “Undress me,” Antoine said commandingly. Emma went to work, removing his pants. After she unbuckled his pants, they dropped straight to the floor. A huge bulge revealed itself, Antoine’s boxers-short stretched to the max.


  “It’s so big,” Emma said, her voice barely a whisper. “I’ve dreamed of this,” she said to no one in particular.


  “I know you have,” my commander said confidently. “I only had to take one look at your hubby in the shower to know what you needed, girl.”


  The guys chuckled at his humiliating remark. Emma just smiled coyly at him.


  “You’re so bad,” she said, but there was no anger in her voice. This was the woman who, only a few hours earlier, had sworn eternal love and devotion to me… and now she was about to fellate my boss! In front of my friends! And all she could say when he humiliated me was… you’re so bad. My mind was boggling.


  “It’s true though,” Antoine continued. “Tell me you don’t want this.”


  He tugged his boxers down with one hard tug, his big black cock springing out of its confinement, brushing against Emma’s lips in the process. She jumped backward, startled by the big black cock swinging only inches from her face.


  “Oh god,” she said, the moment she laid eyes on it. “I can’t even… it’s SO big!”


  My best men snorted with laughter as Antoine’s point was proven. Emma was positively mesmerized by his huge, thick black cock. She looked at it with adoration, haven fallen silent.


  “You want this, don’t you?”


  Emma nodded, her eyes as big as saucers.


  “Tell me you want this. Tell me, so all the guys can hear what a true white slut sounds like.”


  Emma looked around the room, suddenly aware of her compromised position. There she was, on her knees, in her pristine white lingerie, kneeling in front of this huge black man, his cock bobbing up and down only inches from her mouth, throbbing, so close she only had to open her mouth and move just an inch to feel that strong, big cock inside of her mouth, to feel it slide it between her full lips, her newly-wed lips and suck ever so gently… it was all she wanted to do. It was what she had been looking forward to from the moment Antoine had shown her what she had been missing.


  Her cheeks were red, a guilty smile on her lips. It was too late to back out now.


  “I want your cock, Antoine,” she said, her confidence coming back to her the moment those illicit words left her lips. It felt naughty to say it out loud. It felt right. She said it again.


  “I want your big black cock. I want your big black cock in my mouth. I want to suck on it. I want to suck on your fucking big black cock, Antoine!”


  Every time Emma said those words her confidence grew, as did Antoine’s smirk. He had her exactly where he wanted her. It had been a long way coming, but all that work was finally paying off. And the boys were there to see him at work as well. It hadn’t been part of his plan, but it was working perfectly.


  Emma reached out and wrapped her hand around the base of Antoine’s cock. Her fingers could barely wrap around his immense girth - his cock was simply immense. It throbbed and pulsated in her hands, an immense heat radiating from his meat.


  “Open up wide, bitch,” Antoine snapped. “You’re about to get what you want.”


  That word sent a shiver through Emma’s spine. Bitch. She had never let Matthew talk to her like that. She was a feminist after all. But it was different with Antoine. He was so strong, so manly, so masculine. She would let him do whatever he wanted to her body. The fact that she had just gotten married didn’t stop that, in fact, it made her forbidden lust only more alluring. Bitch. That is what she was. Antoine’s little white bitch, eager to get fucked.


  “Yes sir,” she said demurely as she opened her mouth wide.


  Antoine grasped the base of his cock and laid his cock on her face. He loved doing this - using white, married women. He would rub his cock all over their faces, and force his big black balls into their mouths. It was degrading, and that is exactly what drove women so wild. He did the exact same thing to Emma.


  He rubbed the head of big, black cock on her face. She tried to lick it, to let it slide into her wet mouth, but Antoine made sure she didn’t succeed. Instead, he grabbed her hair and pushed his balls into her face. Emma sucked on of them into her mouth, suckling gently on his sensitive flesh. Antoine moaned approvingly.


  “That’s it, suck those big balls, bitch. Show them what a true whore you are.”


  Emma sucked obediently, her tongue lapping at his nuts, getting them nice and shiny. She would suck harder and harder every time, until Antoine was moaning loudly.


  “Damn, that’s it girl! You’re a bonafide cocksucker, goddamn!”


  Emma felt a strange sense of pride at his coarse words. She enjoyed being his true whore, more than she could have ever imagined.


  “Goddamn, look at her go,” Ryan said to Tyler as they watched Emma worship Antoine’s cock and balls.


  “I hope I’m next,” Austin said with a wink.


  Those words sent a divine spark straight to Emma’s clit. You’re going to suck all their cocks, aren’t you, you dirty little whore, her inner slut told her. And she knew that voice was telling the truth. She was going to suck them all off, one-by-one, and feel their cum sliding down her throat…


  Antoine slapped his cock against her cheeks a few times for good measure, before sliding the large, purple head of his cock into Emma’s waiting mouth. She sucked on it eagerly, her full lips forming an O around the head as she suckled on his black cock. Antoine held her hair tightly as he guided her up and down his pole, showing her exactly the way he wanted it.


  He kept pushing her head further down, forcing inch after inch of his big black cock down her throat. Emma struggled to take it all - she could fit my cock in her mouth without even trying - but she didn’t relent. I could see tears forming in her eyes as she struggled to breathe, but she didn’t give up, not for once second.


  “Yes, take it! Take it all, slut! Damn, I’ve never had a white bitch take it all before!”


  Antoine gave a final push of his hips to force the final inch in her mouth, holding her head tightly in place in his strong grasp. Emma had his entire cock in her mouth and throat, her lips nearly touching his pelvis.


  He let her go and she fell backwards, gasping for air.


  “Holy ship,” she gasped, wiping the saliva off her mouth with the back of her hands. “I thought you were going to choke me with that thing!”


  “You’d like that, wouldn’t you?” Antoine smirked.


  Emma just flashed him a naughty smile as her left hand slid between her legs. She pulled the silk panties to the side, exposing her dripping wet slit the room. Her fingers rubbed her wet folds, one finger sliding into her wet cunt.


  “I’m so wet for you,” she told Antoine. “I need that cock inside of me. Now.”


  “Ask and you shall receive. Get your white ass on the couch.”


  Emma hopped up and laid down on her back on the leather couch, pulling her knees all the way up to her chest. Her pretty little pussy was on full display. Antoine stood between her legs, and the other guys crowded around her, eager to see that big black cock slide into her white cunt. By now they had all pulled their cocks out, rubbing themselves off lazily, waiting their turn. Antoine was the leader of the pack.


  “God, look at all those cocks,” Emma said as her eyes drifted from one cock to the next. “Are they all for me?”


  “You betcha,” Austin said as offered his cock to my wife.


  She didn’t need to be told twice - she wrapped her hand around it, jerking it a few times. Austin immediately let out a moan of relief. He had been craving my wife’s touch all evening. His reaction pleased my young bride, and she reached out and jacked off Hunter as well.


  Antoine ripped her white panties off with one fell swoop.


  “Now, let’s get down to business,” he said with his low, sultry voice.


  I was still watching through the slits of my eyes, unable to move. Only my cock stirred, a fierce desire burning in my loins. I was mad - furious even - but I was also turned on beyond belief. To see Emma, the love of my life, with two cocks in her hand and one big black one between her legs… it was an amazing sight. One that I had never even dared to imagine.


  “Do it,” Emma said. “Fuck me Antoine. Make me pregnant!”


  Holy shit. If this wasn’t strange enough, now she wanted a baby? That was just cold. My body shivered, but my eyes were glued to Antoine’s cock. It was only inches away from my wife’s unprotected pussy, throbbing, waiting… like a predator stalking its prey.


  “Are you my white bitch?”


  “Yes!” Emma snapped. She was besides herself now - she needed to be filled and fucked, to be punished for being such a whore.


  “Say it.”


  “I’m your bitch.”


  “Louder!”


  “I’M YOUR BITCH!”


  “Damn right,” Antoine said. He grabbed the base of his cock and slapped the head against my wife’s wet pussy. I’ll never forget the sounds of those wet slaps, the sound of his thick meat slapping against her sopping wet pussy. I knew she was willing, but the wetness of her cunt reinforced that beyond any shade of doubt.


  “Don’t tease me,” my wife moaned, her body writhing. “Give it to me.”


  Antoine’s cock slipped into her. I knew because Emma let out an incredibly erotic moan. The sound was animalistic, filled with passion. It was something I am ashamed to say I had never heard before.


  “OhhhhhhhOHHHHHH GOD,” she screamed, biting down hard on her bottom lip.


  “That’s it baby,” Antoine muttered under his breath as his cock sunk deeper into my wife. “Take it all!”


  Slowly, Antoine split my wife open. His black cock stretched out her freshly married cunt. He let her adjust to his size before moving on, inch-after-inch, slowly getting deeper until he had his entire cock in my woman.


  “It’s so big,” she pleaded, her eyes firmly shut. “I can’t take it!”


  “Oh yes you can,” Antoine grunted as he held by her waist and pushed the final two inches of his thick manhood into her. He then pulled out before slamming back in again, pounding his huge black cock into my wife’s tiny pussy.


  Emma moaned loudly as Antoine fucked her, her screams filling the entire room. She furiously jacked off Hunter and Austin as pleasure flowed through her body.


  Feeling left out, Tyler took a step forward, and without any prompting he slid his cock into my wife’s open mouth. He held her hair as he fucked her mouth roughly. The situation was quickly deteriorating into an all out gangbang.


  “Suck my cock, bitch,” Tyler muttered under his breath. It surprised me - out of all the guys, I would never have pegged Tyler as the one to be so forward and aggressive. He was always a laid-back, introvert dude. I guess I had been deceived.


  Emma moaned approvingly as Tyler forced his cock into her hungry mouth.


  “Oh god yes! I’ve been waiting to bust my load in that cock hungry mouth of yours from the day I saw that big fat white ass of yours!”


  “Uh-huh,” was all Emma could mutter.


  “You’re even more of a slut than I ever would have thought, sucking my cock on your wedding night! I’m about to come inside that pretty little mouth of yours, slut! Are you going to swallow me seed?!”


  “UH-HUH,” Emma groaned, her sounds muffled by Tyler’s prick fucking her face.


  “Here it comes! Yes, yes, ohhhhhhhhhhhhh!”


  Tyler grunted as he filled my wifes mouth with his pearly white cum. His first few shots were down her throat, but his cock slipped out of her mouth, and the last few spurts of gooey white cum hit her on face, dousing her face in cum.


  Emma swallowed like a proper whore, licking her lips to devour as much cum as she could. I had never seen her so wanton before.


  Not to be outdone by their younger colleague, Austin and Hunter both took his place and tried to force their cocks into my wifes mouth. Neither was willing to relent, and she ended up with two cocks in her mouth at the same time! The guys didn’t seem to mind, and Emma struggled to fit both of their big pricks in her mouth.


  Meanwhile, Antoine was still nailing my wife as hard as he could. With every thrust of his hips my young bride’s body jiggled, as he unrelentingly pounded her pussy. I feared that she would never feel my cock again, because the ebony stud seemed intent on destroying her freshly wed cunt.


  Hunter was the next to pop. He didn’t even try to fit his cock into my wife’s mouth - he just shot his load over her face, covering her with his pearly white seed. Austin was quick to follow, though he buried his cock deep inside my wife’s mouth, firing off his jizz in her thirsty mouth. She swallowed his cum.


  This left Ryan. He stood in front of my wife, taking a moment to capture the image with his mind’s eye. There was Emma, my wife, my bride, the woman he’d only had seen naked images off for months on end… and there she was, on the night of her wedding, with Antoine’s cock deep inside of her cunt, her body moving and jiggling with each thrust of Antoine’s hips, her face and chest completely doused with cum.


  Her mouth was open and waiting - she was ready for more.


  Ryan sank his cock into her mouth, and she greedily gulped it down. He reached into her corset and pulled her full tits free, pinching her nipples roughly as he fucked her face. He had never received such an expert blowjob as by my fresh bride. Within seconds he felt the cum in his balls bubbling, eager to spew out.


  “Oh yes, oh god,” he groaned as he fired off his load after only a minute! My wife sucked and sucked, not letting him go, making sure every last drop of his white cum would find its way into her mouth.


  Turned on by the debauchery, Antoine felt his own orgasm building as well. He had held off until the guys had their fun - this was going well, even better than he had ever dared to dream. Not only had he claimed Emma, but all of Matthew’s best men had just shot their load over his bride’s face! The cum was dribbling down her cheeks, and a little dribbled onto her chest every time Antoine drove his cock into her wet pussy.


  “I’m about to blow,” he grunted.


  “Do it!” Emma responded right away, wrapping her legs around Antoine’s waist, pulling him in closer.


  “Fill me baby, fill me with your delicious cum! I want to feel it all inside of me! Do it!”


  Antoine pulled out so that only the tip of his cock remained inside my wife before pounding back into her, driving Emma up the wall.


  “Here it comes!” He shouted. “I’m going to fill your white belly!”


  “YES!” Emma screamed.


  “AHHHH!!!!”


  Antoine let out a primal, animalistic scream as he exploded deep inside my wife. Rope after rope of pearly white cum flooded her cunt, creaming her from the inside. He pumped her fertile womb full with his potent and virile ebony seed, his cum no doubt questing for her eggs.


  “I can feel it all,” Emma panted. “I can feel your cum, it’s still, it’s still going!”


  The black stud dropped load after pearly load inside Emma’s wanton cunt. He had saved up his load for a while - he had saved it for her cunt, intent on breeding the white cunt, and he had done just that.


  Antoine pulled out, and cum started dribbling out Emma’s well-used cunt. She closed her legs, eager to keep as much inside her as possible.


  “Oh god, you guys,” she said, giggling. “Look at me! I’m leaking cum everywhere!”


  “And you’re not done yet,” Antoine grunted. “Open your mouth and clean my cock!”


  My stomach lurched once more. Breathlessly I had watched my mates cover my wife’s face. I had seen Antoine fill her cunt, stretch it beyond his limits, truly claim her as his own. I was in turmoil, lust and anger battling for dominance in my mind, neither side giving in. But the idea that Emma would lick and suck Antoine’s cock clean after he just unloaded in her cream-filled cunt… that was too much to bear, even for me.


  I looked away, shutting my eyes tight. This couldn’t be real. It simply couldn’t. The wet, familiar sounds of Emma’s mouth slowly faded away as darkness took me once more…


   


  ***


   


  I awoke with a start. Where was I?


  My head was pounding, and my mouth was as dry as sandpaper. A thick, dry feeling inhabited my skull. The worst hangover of my life.


  It came back to me. My wedding. I was still in that same bed.


  Emma was lying next to me, snuggled comfortably under the covers. Her beautiful blonde hair framed her face as she slept, an angelic smile on her lips. The love of my life.


  I got out of bed and hopped under the shower, hoping some water would cool my splitting headache. As the water calmed my senses, memories started coming back to me. Memories of my nightmare. I had dreamt Antoine fucked my bride, and my friends all covered her with cum, from head to toe… she had been a mess, a well-fucked cumslut. Standing in the bright light of the bathroom, I realized what a fool I had been. It was just a nightmare, nothing more. I shouldn’t let night terrors rile me up so much.


  My feelings were reinforced when I saw how cute Emma was while she slept. That blonde angel could never cheat on me.


  But still… I still had a nagging suspicion. A small part of me still wasn’t satisfied.


  Pull back the covers, it told me.


  Do it. If she’s so innocent, then what will it matter?


  I tried to ignore it. To give into that impulse would mean that I seriously considered it hadn’t been a dream, and that was a thought too absurd to even entertain.


   


  Yet, it persisted. Do it. Do it.


   


  I did it.


   


  I pulled back the covers to see what was underneath.


  Emma was naked - except for her white stockings. Well, they used to be white. Now, they were matted and coated with cum. Her pussy was still red and swollen, cum leaking from her pussy lips. The smell was so strong it nearly overpowered me. I staggered backwards, almost loosing my footing.


  Emma woke up.


  “Hey silly, whatcha doing?”


  I looked at her, my eyes wide, shock registering on my face.


  Emma glanced down at her cum-filled pussy.


  “Wow, I’m still leaking,” she said. “You really filled me up good, baby!”


  Her face was beaming. I studied her features, but there was not a single hint of doubt or shame. Either she had forgotten everything that happened… or she was a stone cold liar. Either way, I felt the unstoppable urge to add my load to the dirty, sloppy mess in her creamy cunt!


  That was only the start of our crazy, sex-filled marriage… it wouldn’t be the last time I had sloppy seconds, I can tell you that much. But that’s a story for another time….
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  Excerpt


   


  ‘The problem is women are usually scared off by the size of my ... member,’ Dwayne confessed.


  ‘WHAT?!’ Amy yelled out. We both laughed at her response, while Dwayne faked an apology.


  ‘You asked! So I answered,’ he said.


  ‘Oh yeah right!’ Amy retorted. ‘All guys are always bragging, I don’t believe a word of it!’


  ‘It’s true though!’ Dwayne insisted. ‘I’ve never gotten it to fit inside a girl completely. They struggle taking the tip, let alone the whole length ...’


  ‘Impossible,’ Amy reiterated.


  Dwayne gave me an apologetic look, before answering. ‘Look, if you don’t believe me, I can prove it right now ... ’


  Amy raised her eyebrows, and made eye contact with me. I gave her a small nod. I was probably as curious as she was by this point.


  She raised the glass to her lips, letting the champagne swirl around in her mouth before swallowing it all. She kept silent for a moment, letting us both wait. The air was thick with sexual tension.


  ‘Proceed,’ she told Dwayne.


  He hoisted himself up on the edge of the hot tub. A large bulge was already visible in his lime green swimming trunks. He hooked his thumbs into the waistband. Amy was staring intently at his bulge. I saw her bite her bottom lip softly as he pulled his trunks down a small bit, exposing a small bit of flesh.


  ‘You don’t mind?’ Dwayne asked me before going further.


  ‘Hey, you’re trying to prove your point, so by all means, prove it,’ I told him.


  ‘Alright,’ he said, ‘I certainly will.’


  He tugged his trunks down, bit by bit, savoring each moment. Slowly, inch by inch of his flesh become visible.


  Amy gasped audibly when the base of his member came into view. It was as black as the night and as thick as a beer can! I myself was surprised, I had never seen anything like it.


  Dwayne smiled as his trunks slid down lower. It was already half-way down his thighs, but the head of his dick was still nowhere in sight.


  I looked at Amy, and I saw her eyes were as wide as saucers. Her mouth was half-open, her cheeks flushed bright red. Her breathing was heavy, and her foot was pressing into my erection hard.


  ‘Do you want to see more? Or do you believe me now?’ Dwayne asked her.


  Amy did not hear him. She was mesmerized by his huge member.


  ‘Well? Amy?’


  Hearing her own name broke her out of her trance. She made eye contact with the both of us, a dazed look on her face. Without saying another word, she reached out for Dwayne and gave his trunks the final tug needed for his manhood to spring free.


  It sprung out with great force, as the material had been struggling to contain his large member. In the process the head of his cock slapped against Amy’s hand. She pulled it back swiftly, as if the hot flesh gave her a burn.


  ‘Wow,’ I heard her whisper.


  Dwayne gently rubbed the top of his cock. It was indeed the biggest cock I had ever seen in my life. It was jet-black, easily over ten inches, and thicker than my wrist. It bobbed up and down menacingly, like a predator eying its prey.


  He extended his hand towards my wife. She tentatively accepted it, their fingers intertwining. He slowly brought her hand closer and closer to his manhood. If I wanted to stop them, now was the time for action.


  But I remained frozen, my breath held, watching this spectacle unfold.


  The palm of her hand now rested on his shaft. Her fingers reached around, trying to grasp the entire length of his cock. It was too big and she had to use both hands to get a good grip.


  ‘That’s it. Now stroke it up and down,’ Dwayne said with an authoritative tone.
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