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  Preface


   


  This is a hot little story about a cheating wife — and the husband who loves her. If that’s your jam, read on.


   


  Have fun,


   


  ~ Emilia.
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  Chapter 1


   


  “You what?”


   


  I stare at my wife’s face in amazement. I simply can’t believe what I’m hearing.


   


  “I’m hired!” Josie yelps out in excitement. “I’m going to the camp!”


   


  She bounces on her feet, giddy as a teenager, her hands balled to tight fists. She does an impromptu dance, punching the air, the widest smile I’ve ever seen glued to her face.


   


  I swallow the lump in my throat, my hands feeling extra clammy all of a sudden. I hoped this would happen, but I never actually expected…


   


  “That’s great,” I stammer, making my way over to my comfortable leather chair.


   


  I need to sit down – and quick.


   


  Josie hums to herself, singing a tune as she continues making dinner, while I rub my eyelids. When I open my eyes again, the chiseled face of Marcus Jones is staring at me from the newspaper cover.


   


  Marcus fucking Jones.


   


  Star quarterback of the Springwood Cowboys, our hometown, and one of my personal heroes. He’s got the body of a god, and the skills to back it up. He’s big, buff, and not to mention, very black. This year he did the unthinkable – he brought the Super Bowl back to our city. Our sleepy town is suddenly in the nation’s spotlight.


   


  Now it’s the off-season, and the Cowboys are setting up a training camp to unwind, teambuild, and keep in shape.


   


  And my young wife just got hired on as one of their physical therapists.


   


  “Dinner’s ready!” Josie sings, and I rise from my seat with a huff.


   


  It was me who pushed Josie to get her degree. She was bored staying at home, and even though we didn’t need the extra cash, I figured it wouldn’t hurt. Furthermore, it was me who showed her the ad for the summer camp. I suggested it.


   


  However, now that I’m faced with the reality that she’s going to rub her dainty, white hands all over Marcus Jones’s muscled, ebony body, I’m starting to have second thoughts.


   


  Among other thoughts that I’m having.


   


  Mainly those of hers folded in half as Marcus Jones pummels her, his thick, black cock splitting my wife in two, using her like one of his countess groupies.


  



  


  Jones is as famed for his life off the pitch as on it. He goes through women like I go through bottles of scotch – fast. He’ll no doubt try to put the moves on Josie, and I’m not sure she’ll be able to resist him. Hell, I don’t even know if I could – he’s been voted Sexiest Man Alive three times in a row already. Secretly, I’ve fantasized for years about bumping into him with my wife on the streets, and him inviting us out to dinner, and… well, you catch my drift.


   


  But that’s all it is. Or was. A fantasy. Now, I’m not so sure anymore.


   


  “Are you alright?” Josie asks. “Did you even listen to a word I just said?”


   


  I look up from my plate of spaghetti. I’d been absentmindedly picking at my meatballs while I imagined my wife’s wanton screams as the star-player gave her what I couldn’t – a marathon pounding with a cock larger than life.


   


  “Sorry,” I say. “Work-stuff. What were you saying?”


   


  Josie frowns for a second before going back to her story. “As I was saying, I’m leaving next week, so you’re going to have to feed the cats. And—”


   


  “Can I come visit?” I interrupt.


   


  My wife looks up, her eyebrows furrowed. She looks so cute when I ruffle her feathers like this.


   


  “What do you mean?”


   


  “Can I come visit you at the training camp? You know I’m a total Cowboys fan.”


   


  Josie hesitates for a second. “I don’t know…” she starts.


   


  “Oh come on,” I say. “You’re my wife! Of course I can. You’ll be there for two whole weeks!”


   


  “I’m sure there are protocols for these sort of things,” my wife says. “I don’t want to get in trouble on my first real job.”


   


  It’s you getting into trouble that worries me.


   


  “Of course you won’t get into trouble,” I answer. “When did I ever do something like that?”


   


  “I’ll do my best,” she says with a smile. “Like I was saying…”


   


  She goes back to talking about the job, and she’s so excited that she doesn’t stop talking until her food is cold. I nod and hum at all the right moments, but truth be told, I’m barely listening to a word she’s saying.


   


  All I can think about is Marcus Jones’s naked, muscled body, all oiled up. I don’t even have to imagine what it looks like – I’ve seen the ad for his brand-new line of underwear. They’re sprawled on billboards all over the country: Jones with his hands behind his back, displaying his oiled, dark-skinned body, wearing nothing but white briefs.


   


  His eyebrows are raised suggestively, while his massive bulge struggles to break free from the thin fabric.


   


  No photo editing at all his marketing team repeated in every talk show, meaning the quarterback is gifted with more than just his skills.


   


  He also has a big black cock.


   


  “So what are you going to do exactly? Massage the players?” I ask.


   


  “Of course,” Josie mumbles, stuffing a meatball into her mouth. “That’s my job.”


   


  I realize I don’t have a clue what a physical therapist really does. I really ought to take more of an interest in my wife’s job! I know she helps people get better, but I have no idea how clothed her patients usually are.


   


  And these aren’t a bunch of senior citizens. They are highly trained professionals, who have an entire team of health-care professionals looking after them 24/7. They probably don’t need Josie to explain how their joints work. It’s more than likely they just want a nice rub-down after practice.


   


  My Josie can do the best rubdowns. She’s got hands as soft as silk, and I’m sure the players can’t get enough of her.


   


  “Every player?” I ask, trying to keep my voice from shaking.


   


  “Yeah, of course. Why?”


   


  “No reason,” I ask, my heart thumping a little bit louder.


   


  “Is this about Marcus Jones?” Josie asks.


   


  She’s onto me.


   


  “No,” I mumble, looking down at my plate.


   


  Am I that obvious? Can she see right-through me? I mean, she is my wife, but I hoped I could keep a secret of two from her…


   


  “It’s okay,” she says. “I know how much of a fan you are. If you want, I can do it, you know.”


   


  I lick my chapped lips. What is she getting at?


   


  “Do what?”


   


  “Ask him for his autograph,” she says. “Why are you acting so weird today?”


   


  I sigh a breath of relief. Yes, honey, that’s what I wanted. His autograph.


   


  Totally not his big black cock inside of you.


   


  “That would be nice,” I answer.


   


  Josie looks at me quizzically, her blues eyes filled with doubt.


   


  “What’s going on with you?”


   


  “Nothing,” I lie. “Just busy at work. The Snyder-case is driving me crazy, and Fred’s still sick, so I have a double load. You know how it goes.”


   


  She nods, satisfied with my answer. After a few years of marriage I know a few words of lingo is all I need for her eyes to glass over. Bless her heart. The intricacies of legal proceedings is enough to put anyone to sleep, so I don’t blame her. My work is boring as shit. Pays the bills, though.


   


  I clean the table and pop open a bottle of good wine, handing my wife her glass as she sits down on our couch.


   


  “To you,” I say as we clink our glasses together. “I’m proud of you, honey. Working for the Cowboys! I can’t wait to tell the boys.”


   


  “Aw, thank you sweetie,” she says as she sips the sweet, alcoholic drink. “I’m just an assistant therapist though, I’m not part of the Cowboys staff or anything.”


   


  “Yet,” I saw as I place her feet in my lap, pressing my thumbs into her soles. She’s wearing a yellow sundress, her beautiful, long legs on display. “When they see how great you are, they’ll offer you a permanent spot, I guarantee it.”


   


  “Are you crazy? They only hire the best. The cream of the crop. It takes years to even get a foot in the door. I’m surprised I even got this job.”


   


  I rub her feet, and I feel the stress leaving my wife’s body. This as much for her benefit as it is mine – I know damn well what kind of moods this puts her in.


   


  “Nonsense,” I say. “They hired you cause your resume is amazing. You graduated top of your class, didn’t you?”


   


  “Uh-huh,” she hums, her head lolling back, her eyes closed, a satisfied smile on her face.


   


  “Besides, it’s not just about your experience. Two-thirds of getting a job is being well-liked, and I’m certain they’ll love you – players and coaches alike.”


   


  Her lips curl upward into a smile, a soft moan leaving her lips as I hit just the right spot.


   


  “Are you sure?”


   


  “Positive,” I say, my hands sliding up her ankles.


   


  She slightly spreads her legs, providing me with better access. I see right up her dress, providing me a clear view of her silk black panties.


   


  Jackpot.


   


  “Once they’ve felt your hands on them, they’ll never want anything else,” I whisper, my hands traveling up slowly.


   


  “I am pretty good,” she says softly, as if she’s admitting a secret.


   


  “You’re the best,” I say. I drop down to me knees in front of the sofa, kissing the insides of her ankles, slowly making my way up. Her hands finds my hair, pulling me close as she scoots down. Seconds later I bury my face between her legs, kissing her panties, teasing my wife relentlessly.


   


  “Are you looking forward to seeing all those naked, broad-shouldered men on your massage table?” I ask, planting a big, wet kiss, right on top of her pubic mound.


   


  Her eyes fly open in shock, a sexy smile on her lips as I pull the top of her panties down, brushing my lips against her slick, wet cunt.


   


  “It’s okay, you can admit it,” I say, my tongue sneaking out and flicking across her swollen clit. “I know you want to.”


   


  “Maybe,” she says, a crooked smirk on her face.


   


  I pull her panties all the way down, flinging them across the room. Her pussy is glistening with her juices, and I push her knees up to her chest, making her entire body available to me.


   


  I love eating my wife out. Her pussy is the sweetest, juiciest thing I’ve ever tasted.


   


  I start with slow, teasing strokes of my tongue, across the entire length of her seam. Soon she’s writhing in ecstasy, trying to guide me to her thumping clit, right where I want her.


   


  If she wants to come, she’ll have to work for it.


   


  “Tell me,” I breathe. “Tell me what you want to do.”


   


  Her eyes fly open again, but this times, I see they’re clouded over with pure, unadulterated lust.


   


  “What do you mean?” She moans, bucking her hips up.


   


  “You know what I mean,” I say, my tongue flicking against her clit once, prompting a wanton moan. “I know you want Marcus Jones. You’ve seen the ads, you know he’s got the goods.”


   


  Her smile widens, her breathing heavy and deep and my tongue works her clit. She nods, egging me on.


   


  “Next week you’ll have your hands all over him, and I mean all over every inch of that perfect, black body of his…”


   


  “Oh god,” Josie moans, pushing her hips up, her fingers intertwined with my hair.


   


  I slide one finger into her cunt, and it goes in smooth. I hook it up, brushing it against her G-spot as I tongue her clit. This move always brings her to a screaming orgasm, though I’ve never felt her so wet before.


   


  “Tell me what you want,” I growl, my finger pounding her wet cunt, my tongue flicking against her thumping nub. At this point, she’ll admit to anything.


   


  “I want him,” she groans, her hand pushing me down, suffocating me with her juicy pussy. “I want to touch every inch of that black body of his, I want to feel his muscles, I want to feel his strength, I want to see what’s in those shorts of his,” she moans.


   


  I tongue my wife like a man possessed, bringing her ever higher, my own cock so hard it strains against the fabric of my jeans. I never want her to stop talking.


   


  “You want his big black cock?” I growl, my voice muffled.


   


  “Yes,” she breathes, her chest rising with every breath. Her eyes are shut tight, a beautiful frown on her face. “Yes! I want him to pin my hands above my head and make me his, make me worship that beautiful, big black cock of his, I want him to use me like one of his toys, I want to taste every last inch of him!”


   


  “He’ll try to fuck you,” I moan, now fucking her pussy with two fingers. “He’ll try to fuck you, and you’ll let him, won’t you?”


   


  “YES!” She screams. “I’LL LET HIM FUCK ME!”


   


  Her entire body trembles and her thighs squeeze my head so hard I see stars for a second, my mouth still glued to her pussy, my tongue licking her swollen clit as she comes harder than I’ve ever seen her come. Her hands try to push me away from her sensitive spot, but I keep on licking, sending her over the edge once more.


   


  She grunts, her words reduced to gibberish, her cheeks now flushed bright-red. I let go, satisfied with the results. I stand up, unbuckle my pants and yank then down, exposing my brimming hard cock to my wife.


   


  She smiles at me through half-opened eyes, leans forward, and takes me into her mouth. Her tongue whirls around the head of my cock, and I’m so turned on that my orgasm is only moments away.


   


  “Do you think Jones’s cock is bigger than mine?” I blurt out.


   


  I surprise myself with that question. It was burning in the back of my mind, but I never thought I could articulate it. It slipped out, my subconscious taking over for a second.


   


  Josie grins at me, looking sluttier than I’ve ever seen her before, one hand inside her dress, rubbing her own nipple, the other wrapped around the base of my cock.


   


  “Yes,” she says. “Much bigger.”


   


  I come.


   


  I come like a goddamned fountain, drenching my wife’s face with my cum. Her mouth is open wide, trying to get as much of my hot load into her mouth as possible, but a few thick, juicy strands hit her cheeks, leaving her face dripping with my cum.


   


  “Oh my god,” Josie gasps after she swallows my load. She licks the tip of my cock clean, making my knees buckle.


   


  I sit down next to her, planting my bare-naked ass on the couch, wrapping my hands around her shoulder. She cuddles up against me, smiling coyly up at me, thick strands of my hot load still dribbling down her cheeks.


   


  I kiss her, crushing her lips with mine. I don’t care I can taste myself on her – I want her to know I love her to pieces. She kisses me back, pushing her tongue into my mouth, and I moan in response.


   


  “Where did that come from?” She asks finally. “Not that I’m complaining.”


   


  “I thought you deserved something nice,” I say.


   


  “No ulterior motives, huh?”


   


  “Never,” I smirk.


   


  She grabs my now flaccid cock, wiggling it between her fingers.


   


  “Don’t worry, this one is more than enough for me.”


   


  “Why settle?” I ask, the words once again flopping out of me.


  Josie smiles at me, her eyes twinkling naughtily. She kisses the top of my head as she gets up to use the rest-room, and I pull my pants back on. Playtime is over.


   


  However, the seed I’ve planted in her mind lives on, and it’ll grow bigger and bigger…


   


  …much like a certain quarterback’s irresistible big black cock.


   


  * * *


  Chapter 2


   


  “How’s it going?”


   


  “Great,” my wife giggles. She slurs her words, and I haven’t heard her this giddy since we started dating. In the background I hear music, and people cheering. It sounds more like a teenager-summer camp than a professional sport-team training’s camp.


   


  “Are you drunk?” I ask over the phone. I sound more accusatory than I’d like.


   


  “A little bit,” she admits. “Are you mad?”


   


  “No,” I answer quickly, the knot in my stomach tightening. It’s been one week since the camp started, meaning she only has one week left, but it’s been excruciating for me. I miss her more than I thought possible, and the thought of her running her skilled hands all over those athletic bodies keeps me up at night.


   


  At times I think I’m ludicrous: The Cowboys are a professional sport team. They have a code of ethics. The players wouldn’t risk a fine or expulsion for sexually harassing a therapist. They’d lost their million-dollar contracts in the blink of an eye. That sort of thing is heavily frowned upon nowadays – the last thing the Cowboys want is a legal battle that drags on for months and ruins their good names.


   


  Other times, usually late at night when I try to call or text my wife and she doesn’t answer, I’m certain my Josie is fucking every single guy in the entire camp. I imagine the ‘training camp’ is a simple excuse for a two-week long gangbang with my wife as the main course. Those football players probably go through women like a lion through gazelles. They have money, status, power, and dynamite looks. Groupies must be lined up around the block, but my wife, their married masseuse, is forbidden fruit.


   


  All the more tempting.


   


  I hover between these two extremes, never finding an accurate balance. I’ve tried to talk to my wife countless times, but she never answers. Too busy. I understand.


   


  “You sound mad,” she says. I clearly hear she’s annoyed with me. I don’t want to be the stuck-up husband who is keeping her from having fun, but right now, I feel like I’m fulfilling that role perfectly.


   


  In the background I hear a man’s deep voice chanting something. It sounds like Marcus Jones saying ‘chug, chug, chug’, but I can’t hear it that well over the crappy phone line.


   


  “I’m not, baby,” I say sincerely. “I just miss you.”


   


  “Aw. I miss you too, sweetie.”


   


  “It sounds like you’re having a party?”


   


  “Yeah. Hold on.”


   


  I hear my wife giggling, repeatedly telling a man she’s on the phone. It sounds like he’s asking her to come dance, but she says no. Her voice lack conviction. I think I hear her say ‘in a moment’.


   


  The man sounds like Marcus Jones – I can recognize his smooth, dark voice in my sleep – but maybe I’m just imagining it. My hand creeps down my stomach, squeezing the big bulge that has formed in my boxers. I’m sitting on our bed, wearing nothing but my underwear teasing myself as I wait for my wife to come back to the phone.


   


  I’ve had some big plans for my week alone – remodel one of the rooms upstairs, maybe go golfing, go for a drive down the coast – but instead I’ve spent the entire week behind my computer, masturbating as I read the chatter on the Cowboys internet message boards.


   


  I’ve read every rumor about Marcus Jones, and they’ve only fueled my wicked desire. He’s even more of a player than I imagined he was, according to the rumors. Some say he’s even sleeping with the coach’s wife, and that the coach is in on it. If that’s true, then I wouldn’t be surprised if the entire camp if a free-for-all-fuck-fest.


   


  I squeeze the head of my cock as I imagine the male voice on the other end of the line is rubbing his hands all over my wife. I can’t really explain it, but this fantasy has taken a hold of me. I can’t think about anything else than watching her get pleasured, watching her give in to her every carnal desire.


   


  I hang on, desperate for any hint that my fantasies have a grain of truth to them, but I don’t hear a thing.


   


  “I’m back!” My wife says, the sudden sound making my heart jump. “Yes, we’re halfway through the week, so the coach gave everyone some time to kick back. As you can hear, they’re taking full advantage of it.”


   


  “That’s cool,” I say, trying to hide the jealousy in my voice. “I tried to call you yesterday—”


   


  “I know, honey, I’m sorry I didn’t call you earlier, but the coach keeps me on a tight leash.”


   


  Figuratively, I hope.


   


  “There’s so many players here, so you can imagine how busy we are.”


   


  I can indeed.


   


  “Are you having a good time, though?”


   


  “Uh-huh! They’re all super nice guys, actually. I thought they’d all be macho, but they’re sweethearts really.”


   


  “Anyone tried to put a move on you?”


   


  I hold my breath, anxiously awaiting her answer. I hoped my tone of voice was playful, and not as desperate as I really am.


   


  “Of course, you know me,” she laughs. “They can’t keep their hands off of me.”


   


  “That’s my girl.”


   


  “Want to know if I met Marcus Jones?”


   


  I swallow the lump in my throat, blood rushing to my cock. “Sure,” I answer, hoping my voice doesn’t crack.


   


  “I met him – and how. He’s every bit as cocky as he appears on TV. In fact, he walked into the massage room buck naked, his big cock swinging every which way.”


   


  His big cock. My own member pulses with energy, and I have to bite my lip to keep from moaning. Fuck, why does this make me so fucking hot and bothered?


   


  “Really?”


   


  “Yeah,” she says, her voice filled with glee. “I guess he wanted to make me nervous or something. His big stick doesn’t impress me though.”


   


  I can’t help but notice she called it big again.


   


  “What did you do? Call the coach?” I ask.


   


  “I thought about it, but then I figured he’d won, you know? He was trying to rile me up, and if I showed he got to me, he’d have his fun. So no, I didn’t say a word about it. I just ignored it.”


   


  “Really?” I ask, my heart picking up pace.


   


  My wife massaged Marcus Jones, the nearly seven feet tall, onyx-skinned, big-mouthed, big-dicked, playboy quarterback while he was butt-naked?! I can barely contain my excitement.


   


  “Yep. Do you like that?” She asks, teasing me, her voice dropping to a whisper. “Do you like hearing how your wife rubbed his black ass down?”


   


  My voice breaks as I mumble a response, my cock throbbing in my hands. I have to squeeze the base hard to keep from cumming on the spot.


   


  “Haha, don’t worry baby, I’m just teasing you,” she says. “I put a towel over his waist and gave him the same deep-tissue massage I do everyone.”


   


  “Just a towel?”


   


  “Yeah. It stood upright like the Eiffel tower though, but I didn’t peek. Okay, that’s a lie,” she laughs. “He kept flexing it, making the towel slip off, so I had to keep putting it back, and I couldn’t help but see. You don’t mind, do you baby?”


   


  “Of course not,” I say. “It’s just work. How…”


   


  “How did it look?”


   


  “Yeah,” I breathe. “How did it look?”


   


  “Big,” she says. “Like, real big. Almost twice as big as, well, yours.”


   


  I bit my bottom lip to keep from moaning. “Was it thick too?” I groan.


   


  “Oh, very! I don’t think I could wrap my hand around it.”


   


  “Did you try?”


   


  My wife laughs on the other side of the phone. “Do you hope I did?”


   


  That’s the million dollar question, isn’t it? Two weeks ago I would have said ‘never’, but right now, I’m not so sure anymore.


   


  “Did you?” I say, avoiding the question all together.


   


  “No,” she says, and I sigh deeply, a mixture of relief and regret. “Of course not. Are you… are you jerking off, baby?”


   


  Busted. “Maybe.”


   


  “It’s okay,” she says, her voice a whisper once again. “It’s cute if you are. I’d love if you spent the whole week jerking off while you think about me. It’s sweet.”


   


  “Well, that’s exactly what I did,” I admit. “I can’t think of anything else than you rubbing down those athletes… is that weird?”


   


  “I think it’s sweet,” she says. “And hot.” Her voice takes on a different tone. Direct. Aroused. “Do you want me to wrap my hands around Jones’s big cock? I’ll have to use both of them, cause one just won’t do. I still have another week… say the word, honey. I might have to use my mouth too, just to get him off. I don’t know if my lips can wrap around the big, purple head of his black cock, but I can certainly try. Are you jerking off baby? Tell me you’re jerking off while you imagine me fucking a black guy.”


   


  My hand is a blur as I work my cock, pure lust coursing through my veins, my cock harder than ever before. “I am,” I breathe, my voice low and heavy with arousal. “I’ve imagined you sucking and fucking a black cock all week.”


   


  “You don’t have to imagine it anymore,” she breathes. “I’m going to do it.”


  I come like a goddamned fountain all over myself, coating my chest in my own juices. My hot load dribbles all over me, and I groan and shudder as I come.


   


  “Was that good for you?” My wife asks.


   


  “You have no idea,” I say, my chest heaving with every breath.


   


  “I think I do,” she laughs. “You know I was just riling you up, right?”


   


  “No,” I say. “I’m not so sure anymore. I think you’re naughtier than you let on.” Despite the fact that I just came, I’m still hard, and still aroused.


   


  “Perhaps,” she says. “Perhaps… say the word, baby…”


   


  Her voice trails off, the question lingering in the air. If I want to make this fantasy a reality, all I have to do is say yes. However, I don’t think I can stand another week of waiting at home, imagining the slutty things my wife is getting up to.


   


  No, I want to see what’s happening with my own two eyes.


   


  “I’m coming over,” I say.


   


  “How? Why?” She asks, surprised.


   


  “I want to see you. I want to talk to you. Face-to-face.”


   


  “I wasn’t really planning on doing anything, sweetie,” she says. “This is just a game.”


   


  Not for me.


   


  “The camp is locked down, there’s security everywhere. I’d love to see you, sweetie, but you can’t.”


   


  “I’ll talk myself in, don’t you worry,” I say.


   


  I’m a lawyer. Bullshitting is my specialty.


   


  “Please don’t, baby,” she says. “I’ll talk to the coach, see if I can pull some strings, okay?”


   


  Josie’s phone is snatched from her hands, and a moment later, I hear the familiar voice of Marcus Jones. “Hey man, why are you holding up our Josie? She’s missing all the fun.”


   


  “My bad, Mr. Jones,” I say. I don’t know why, but I instantly take a subservient tone. He just oozes confidence from every pore, and even his voice commands respect.


   


  “Don’t let it happen again,” he says, and I can picture his cocky smirk perfectly. In the background I hear Josie asking for her phone back, but it sounds like Jones is keeping her at arm’s length. “I’m taking her now, you can get your wife back when we’re done with her.”


   


  I swallow the lump in my throat. A second later he hangs up the phone.


   


  I quickly text Josie, telling her to have fun, my other hand slowly massaging my semi-hard cock


   


  I’m going over there, and seeing what they’re up to with my own two eyes.


   


  * * *


  Chapter 3


   


  “Sir, this is private property. I’m going to have to ask you to leave.”


   


  I can see the camp in the distance, but a meathead blocks my way. He’s got big shades on, and a crisp suit. I’ve dealt with thugs like this before. They think their stupid ear-piece means they’re a hot-shot. Bullies is what they are.


   


  And they’re sensitive to authority.


   


  “Don’t you know who I am?” I say. “I’m Michael Dorner!” I quickly flash my work-ID.


   


  “I’ve never heard of you,” he says, his face unmoving like granite.


   


  “I’m a personal guest of coach Swain.”


   


  No response.


   


  Josie asked coach Swain if I could come over, and he only agreed if I gave him some free legal advice. I’d rather not, as I’m busy enough as it is, but it’s a small price to pay.


   


  “I don’t think the coach is going to be too happy when he hears you’ve held me up at the gate, mister… Samson, is it?” I threaten, reading is name-tag.


   


  I can see the wheels turning in the bully’s big, egg-shaped head.


   


  He finally reaches for his walky-talky, and after a short conversation, he waves me on.


   


  “Sorry, mister Dorner,” he says. “Carry on.”


   


  “Thank you,” I say.


   


  I drive onto the terrain and park my car. Outside I see a group of players being drilled – they run past me in formation, singing in unison. I stop and stare. Fuck me, they’re all built like a brick shithouse – they’re taller and broader than me.


   


  I recognize every single one of them. I’ve cheered for these players for years, and now they’re so close I could touch them.


   


  Touch them. That’s exactly what my wife has done.


   


  I grab my briefcase from my car, trying to look like I belong. I hope no one stops me. I’d like to snoop around a bit – I don’t want to spend my entire visit in the coach’s office, bent over a pile of paperwork.


   


  I head into the main building, and a few moments later I’m standing in front of Josie’s office. I glance over my shoulder, and there’s no one around. I slowly push the door open, peeping through the crack in the door.


  Laying upon my wife’s massage table is the amazing form of Marcus Jones – in all his glory.


   


  His black skin glistens with oil. His eyes are closed, a wide smile on his thick lips as my wife’s hand rub and down his chiseled pecs, but that’s not what captures my eye.


   


  His black member is standing straight up, throbbing and all, and there’s not a towel in sight to cover it. I squint my eyes to see if it’s covered in oil as well, but I can’t tell.


   


  It’s every bit as impressive as my wife had told me. It’s at least ten inches, and thicker than a can of coke. How he manages to tuck it into those tight pants he wears on the field is beyond me – I’m sure it’s big enough to be classified as a weapon!


   


  My heart beats like a drum, and I’m sure both of them can hear it, yet thankfully, neither of them bat an eye. My wife’s eyes are fixed on his muscles, watching her fingers move. I stare at her, and notice her eyes flicker up every few seconds. It’s barely a glance, but I can tell what she’s looking at.


   


  Marcus Jones’s fat cock.


   


  He flexes his cock, making his black member wave.


   


  My wife moves to his side, her hands sliding down his chest, towards his stomach. She’s practiced massaging on me before, but I don’t think they’re ever been this sensual. I wonder if this is as much for his pleasure, as it is for hers!


   


  Her fingers creep closer and closer to his waist, his entire ebony body glistening with oil. I see my wife lick her lips, her eyes focused the giant black pole in front of her, mesmerized by the sheer presence of his big black cock.


   


  Has she held it before? Has she put it in her mouth?


   


  Has she dragged her tongue down, all the way from the bulbous, purple head, all the way down to his massive, black balls?


   


  She is rubbing his inner thighs now, Jones’s thick cock bobbing up and down with every movement of my wife’s hands, as she stares wide-eyed at his cock.


   


  I’ve never seen her look at me with such adoration.


   


  Just as she bends over at the waist, bringing her mouth ever closer, her tongue wetting her lips… a giant hand lands on my shoulder, making my knees buckle.


   


  “Dorner, isn’t it?” A gruff voice says behind me. “Dick Swain, call me Coach,” the round, beer-bellied coach of the Cowboys says. “Couldn’t find my office?”


   


  “Y-yeah,” I stammer, my face burning like a tomato.


   


  The coach raises his eyebrow, looking at me funny. “Are you alright? You look stressed. What were you looking at?”


   


  “N-nothing,” I say, pushing the door behind me shut with my leg. “Let’s go to your office.”


   


  The coach smiles at me. “Lets.”


   


  The fat man leads me to his office, while a veritable mountain of paperwork is waiting for me. My heart sinks into my stomach when he tells me about his problems.


   


  “I’m in a bit of a bind,” he says as he sits down across from me, his leather chair squeaking under his weight. “Legal troubles. A man like me gets a lot of offers from players, agent’s… player’s wives… fans… you name it. I’ve done some deals, but now it seems the IRS has taken some issues with my accounting.”


   


  I swallow the lump in my throat. I thought the man just wanted some advice, but this is way above my pay grade.


   


  “Don’t you have an accountant?” I ask.


   


  “I did, but unfortunately, the son bitch fled to the Bahamas.”


   


  “F-fled?”


   


  “Like a bird, yep. Coward. So if you could take a look, that’d be swell. Of course, this is all strictly confidential.”


   


  Just reading all this material would take me all day, let alone familiarizing myself with the different rules and regulations that may apply.


   


  “I don’t think I can be of much help,” I start to say, but coach cuts me off.


   


  “Nonsense. Your wife spoke very highly of you. I’m going to leave you to it. To protect my privacy, I am going to lock the door behind you. You understand, don’t you?”


   


  Panic grips my insides. He’s locking me in his office unless I do his dirty accounting?! I’ll never see Josie then.


   


  Before I can rise from my seat, Coach is already up and away, surprisingly quick for his large frame.


   


  “Good luck,” he says with a shit-eating grin as he locks the door behind him.


   


  Just like that, I’m all alone with a mountain of paper-work, while my wife is still alone with Marcus Jones… and from the way she looked at him, there’s no doubt in my mind that her lips aren’t wrapped around that thick, black cock of his…


   


  My cock springs to attention at the thought, but I push those desires away.


   


  The only way I’m getting out of here is if I do the work.


   


  Let’s get started…


   


  * * *


   


   


  The door opens with a squeak, and to my delight, Josie slides into the office. I’ve been hunched over all the papers for hours, while loud music has been playing down the hall, the incessant, thumping bass giving me a splitting headache. What’s worse is that there’s nothing to drink in here, and I’m sweating my balls off.


   


  “Hey baby! There you are.”


   


  I look up in surprise, and my wife’s skimpy outfit makes my eyebrows raise. She changed her professional work-attire for a tight, form-fitting red dress that hugs all her curves. It’s even open at the sides, providing me with a spectacular view of her side-breasts.


   


  “Your dress,” I say stupidly.


   


  “Do you like it?” Josie asks as she spins in front of me. I can see that it’s so short that, from the back, her ass is nearly visible. “The players got it for me.”


   


  “Th-the players?”


   


  “Yes, as a present for me, for all the hard work I’ve done.”


   


  I’m sure they are hard right now…


   


  I don’t even know what to say to that, so I don’t say anything at all. All I can do is stare, as I realize every single men in this training camp has seen my wife wearing a sluttier dress than I ever have.


   


  I rise from my seat and kiss her on the lips, my cock as hard as a fucking rock. She kisses me back, her mouth tasting of alcohol and… something else I can’t quite place.


   


  My hands grope at her back, sliding up the back of her dress. I nearly moan into my wife’s mouth when I feel she’s not even wearing panties, but the tiniest thong I’d ever felt. I didn’t even know she owned thongs… or was this another gift?


   


  Are other men buying my wife underwear?


   


  “Slow down, tiger,” Josie laughs, slightly slurring her words. “We’ve got all night for that.”


   


  “I want to join the party,” I say. “Let’s go.”


   


  She bites her bottom lip, shifting her weight from one leg to the other.


  “Are you done here?”


   


  “No,” I say. “Does that matter?”


   


  “I’m sorry but… Coach was really clear that he needs you to take a look at his things. I don’t want to upset him.”


   


  “Fuck Coach!” I say. “I haven’t seen you in two weeks!”


   


  “That’s my boss,” Josie says, “and if he likes me, I might get a job on the team. That’s my dream job, baby. Please don’t ruin this for me?”


   


  I sigh, rubbing my temples. I’m the one ruining her job, while she’s walking around half-naked and drinking with an entire football team that haven’t been laid in two weeks, which for those players, might as well be a lifetime?


   


  “Fine,” I sigh. “I don’t want to be the bad guy. I want this to work out for you, but your boss can’t just lock me up here while you’re partying out there.”


   


  “Thank you baby, you’re the best,” she says as she leans in and kisses me. “I’ll ask Coach when you can go, okay?”


   


  I can’t believe my wife is going to ask her boss for permission to let me out of his office. When did I suddenly lose all the power in my relationship?


   


  “Okay,” I say. “See you soon.”


   


  “See you a moment, baby,” my wife says as she slips out the door again, locking it behind her.


   


  I sit back down, waiting.


   


  And waiting.


   


  * * *


  Chapter 4


   


  “Ah shit, this isn’t the bathroom, my bad,” a large, square-jawed jock says as he opens the door. He stumbles on, as drunk as a skunk, leaving the door wide open.


   


  I’ve been stuck in the Coach’s office for hours, without any sign of my wife. I could hear the cheering and laughing travelling down the hall, driving me mad. What the fuck was so funny? What the hell are they doing? And where’s my Josie?


   


  I wander outside, into the main room, where all the music is coming from. The dining area has been turned into a make-shift dance club, with speakers, multi-colored lights, and even a DJ booth and a smoke machine. I stick out like a sore thumb amongst all the broad-shouldered football players, but no one seems to notice.


   


  They’re all too drunk to care. I didn’t think professional football players drank, but I was dead wrong. There’s an open bar, and to my shock, the girls serving the drinks are topless.


   


  What the hell kinda party is this? They have strippers serving drinks?


   


  The pit in my stomach grows.


   


  Where’s Josie?


   


  Under any other circumstance, I’d be thrilled to be at a party with the Cowboys. These guys are my heroes. However, right now, I just want to know where my wife is.


   


  One of the bar-maids walks towards me, carrying a large tray filled with cocktails, and I’m shocked to see she’s only wearing tiny denim hot-pants. As she walks past a few jocks one of them smacks her right on the ass, and she doesn’t even flinch. In fact, she smiles!


   


  “Cocktail, sir?” She asks me. “You look like you could use a drink.”


   


  I have to strain my neck to stop myself from ogling her full, naked breasts. I accept the drink and knock it back.


   


  “Go ahead, look,” she smiles at me. “That’s what they are there for.”


   


  I swallow the lump in my throat. This is some fucking party.


   


  “Have you seen a woman in red?” I ask. “Short dress.”


   


  “Of course,” the woman pipes up. “Josie!”


   


  “That’s right!” What did my wife to already make a name for herself so that this go-go maid knows who she is?! “Do you know where she is?”


   


  “No, sorry,” the girl says. “I haven’t seen her in a while.”


   


  “You talkin’ bout Joy Toy?”


   


  One of the meatheads who heard our conversation is staring at me, his eyes glazed over.


   


  Joy Toy? What the hell kind of name is that?


   


  “I’m talking about Josie,” I say. “Blonde hair, red dress.”


   


  “That’s what I said. Joy Toy.”


   


  The man looks at me like I’m the dumbest guy he’s ever seen.


   


  “Saw her leave with some of the gang. Probably in the locker room or something. They’ll be busy for a while,” he says with a smirk. “Why, looking for your turn? Get in line, brother.”


   


  My insides grow cold as the man’s meanings become clear to me. I don’t want to believe what I’m hearing, but all the signs point to…to…


   


  “The gang?” I ask.


   


  “Yeah, the gang,” the man says, rolling his eyes. “You know, all the black players. Stick together, them folks.”


   


  No… it can’t be…


   


  “Who are you, anyway?”


   


  I stumble away, dazed, confused. This can’t be right. My wife can’t be some kind of… team whore. What did the man call her?


   


  Joy Toy?


   


  Does that mean she’s a …toy… to be used by whoever wants her?


   


  I run outside, my heart pounding in my chest, my cock pressing against the fabric of my jeans as I desperately look for signs pointing me to the locker room.


   


  It’s not hard to find. All I have to do is follow the sounds.


   


  What I find there blows my mind.


   


  






  Chapter 5


   


  “That’s it, suck that black cock, you fucking white whore!”


   


  “Mmppfhfh!”


   


  “You love that big black dick, don’t you?”


   


  “Mmuh-huh!”


   


  “Fuck, that’s it, lick my balls too. Fuck. You’re one good little ball-sucker, you know that? I’m going to tell Coach to hire you on so you can lick my balls before every match. How’s that for a good luck charm?”


   


  The guys surrounding Marcus Jones and my wife all laugh as they gaze upon my wife’s naked body, their black cocks in their hands, no doubt waiting their turn, as my wife enthusiastically tongues the black superstar’s massive black balls.


   


  I’m standing on an empty crate outside the locker room, peeking through the top window, witnessing my wife being a slave for black cock.


   


  I can barely believe what my eyes are telling me, but there’s no denying the truth.


   


  My wife has got her mouth full of two giant black balls while her hands work the ten-inch long shaft that’s resting on top of her head.


   


  “Fuck, you’ve got a real talent, you know that?” Jones says. “I mean, I’m good at what I do, but you, you’ve got some real talent,” he jokes. “We should take this show on the road.”


   


  All my wife can do is moan as the ebony’s quarterback cock and balls smother her face. He enjoys rubbing his member all over my wife, spreading his pre-cum on her cheeks, her forehead, her chin, everywhere.


   


  “Tell me you love black cock,” he says, lifting his cock up.


   


  My wife looks up at his immense member with a look of adoration I have never seen before.


   


  “I love black cock,” she says. I can hear the conviction in her voice.


   


  She’s addicted.


   


  “Are you our toy?”


   


  My Josie looks around, staring hungrily at the dozen black cock that surround her on all sides.


   


  “I’m your toy,” she says with a wide smile. She leans back, resting on her arms, showing off her full, naked tits to all the men. “My body is yours.”


  “Let’s team her,” Marcus says. He’s obviously the leader of the pack – all the guys seem to wait for his command. On his signal, all the guys step forward until she’s absolutely surrounded by broad-shoulder, black bodies on all sides.


   


  From my vantage point, I have a clear view of what they’re all doing, and it’s so strange I don’t even know how to describe it.


   


  The black men are all slapping their hard, throbbing cocks against my wife’s body. There’s six guys crowding around her face, slapping their dicks against her outstretched tongue, her cheeks, her forehead, her hair – everywhere. She’s covered in pre-cum and her own saliva as the men cock-slap her, the wet sounds bouncing off the tiled walls of the locker room.


   


  The six other guys are slapping her breasts, her stomach, her thighs. She’s got twelve hard, black cocks resting on her body, and I’ve never seen her happier.


   


  She’s constantly laughing, her mouth going from one cock to the next, her hands doing the same, as she loses herself in a sea of cocks.


   


  I can’t believe it.


   


  My wife is a slut. She’s a toy for these men, she’s Marcus Jones’s to use as he wishes.


   


  And he’s sharing her with all his friends.


   


  My biggest fantasy is coming true, right in front of my eyes.


   


  They lay her down on a bench, her legs up high in the air. Her entire body is already covered with juices – precum, saliva, god knows what else. Marcus steps forward, his big, black hands grabbing my wife’s white thighs.


   


  “I’m first,” he says as he rubs the head of his cock against the entrance of my wife’s pussy. Every time he flicks his head against her clit, she moans, like a wanton little whore.


   


  My pre-cum is leaking through my jeans, I’m that fucking horny, as I watch her give in to her every desire.


   


  Marcus pushes forward, and I watch in amazement as my wife’s pussy spreads open, swallowing the purple head of his big black dick.


   


  “Oh fuck,” she cries out. “You’re so b—big, Marcus,” she stammers.


   


  The black superstar keeps pushing forward, and inch-by-inch his monster meat disappears into my wife’s wet cunt. He starts building a rhythm, thrusting into her, and soon the sound of his big balls slapping against my wife’s ass reverberate off the tiled walls of the locker room.


   


  All the men around her stroke their hard cocks as they await their turn. From their casual attitude to the gangbang, I gather this isn’t the first time they all had their turn my wife.


   


  Every time I spoke to her on the phone… had she already been fucked by the entire team? And when she kissed me this afternoon, was that cum I tasted on her breath? Did Coach know? Did he lock me up in his office so he could fuck my wife behind my back?


   


  I can’t stop myself any longer. I unzip my pants and pull out my member, stroking myself as I watch my wife being blacked. I never dared to admit to my wife, but humiliation is a powerful aphrodisiac to me.


   


  My wife being the sex toy of my favorite football team, the athletes I’ve cheered for using my wife as a cumdumpster… that’s my dream come true.


   


  “Ahhhh!”


   


  “That’s it, spread those legs, slut!”


   


  “Oh god, oh, oh oh!”


   


  “Show me what you really need!”


   


  My wife’s cunt is stretched open by Marcus Johnson. His thick, wide cock is opening her up, and I wonder if her pussy will ever feel the same again. Will she only want black cock from now on?


   


  “Want to take a closer look?”


   


  I nearly jump out of my own skin, my knees buckling when I feel a strange hand on my shoulder. I turn around and see Coach is standing there, looking at me. His eyes flicker across my small cock, and a smile adorns his lip.


   


  “Figures,” he says. “Come.”


   


  He pushes me into the locker room, and the black players all part in front of me. I knee down in front of my wife, my mouth hanging open, the wanton display in front of me burned straight into my mind.


   


  Right in front of me, inches from my face, is my wife stretched-open cunt. Marcus Johnson is holding her waist and he’s bouncing her up and down his lap like a toy, lifting her effortlessly.


   


  His cock is even bigger up close. I can see the veins run up his immense length, I can smell the potent aroma of his balls and my wife’s juices as she fucks the black superstar right in front of me.


   


  “Take a good look,” Coach says. “This is what your wife needs.”


   


  I look up and see the man is right. My wife’s eyes are closed, a look of pure bliss on her face as she’s stretched beyond her limit. I could never fuck her like this, I could never give her this kind of pleasure. I don’t have the tools.


   


  Marcus Johnson does. And so do the rest of the team.


   


  “Open your eyes, slut.”


   


  My wife’s eyes fly open, and she stares right at me. Her red lips curl up into a wanton smile, her tongue wetting her lips.


   


  “Hey baby,” she moans.


   


  “H-hey,” I stammer.


   


  “What do you have to say to your husband?” Coach says.


   


  “I love black cock,” Josie replies without a moment’s hesitation.


   


  “O-okay,” I say, my heart going a million miles a minute.


   


  “Is that okay?”


   


  I nod. “Y-yes.”


   


  The men around me burst out into laughter.


   


  “Told you,” Coach says with a shit-eating grin on his face. “I knew your husband was okay with this the first time I saw a picture of him. He’s a born wife-sharer. Aren’t you?”


   


  My mouth is dry, my heart going a million miles a minute. Everyone was staring at me, and it turned me on something fierce. “Yes,” I say. “He’s right.”


   


  “Good,” Coach says as he takes a puff on his cigar. “Good.”


   


  “I’m about to blow,” Johnson grunts through his clenched teeth.


   


  “Do it,” Coach says. “Fill that slut up!”


   


  “Yes,” my wife moans, her voice getting higher and higher. “Yes, yes, YES!”


   


  Johnson’s cock hardens in front of me, the veins on his cock bulging, energy pulsing through him. A second later he releases an animalistic groan, and his balls jump as his cock pulses, his potent cum flooding my wife’s fertile womb.


   


  I watch from up close as another man fills my wife with his hot load for the first time – but it wouldn’t be the last.


   


  Johnson lifts my wife from his lap, and cum dribbles down her thighs, her cunt red and stretched wide.


   


  I subconsciously lick my lips, wondering what a freshly fucked pussy would taste like.


   


  “Who’s next?” Johnson asks as he lays my wife down on her back on the bench. A second later, the pack of black men descend upon her.


   


  One guy pushes hic throbbing hard cock into her wet, sloppy cunt with one push, obviously not caring about the hot, sloppy seconds he’s getting. Another black man pushes his cock into my wife’s mouth, while the others stroke themselves, waiting their turn.


   


  Now that Johnson had his fun, it’s a free-for-all.


   


  I watch with bated breath as one after another the black men cum inside my wife. In less than thirty minutes the twelve men all cum inside her – in her pussy and in her mouth, or on her face.


   


  The gangbang winds down when all men had their turn, wiping their cocks clean on her body. There’s not a single part of her body that’s not covered in male juices at the end of it.


   


  “What do you think?” Coach says. He’s been puffing his cigar the entire time, keeping one eye on me the entire time. “You’re not going to cause a problem, are you?”


   


  Without saying a word, I shake my head.


   


  No.


   


  I’d been dreaming about this for years.


   


  Slowly I rise to my feet, drinking in the sight of my cum-covered, well-fucked wife. Her eyes are closed, her smile hidden behind big droplets of cum. She’s never looked happier.


   


  “Let’s take her to my office and talk about this,” Coach says. “I have an offer to make.”


   


  My wife’s dress is ruined, so I wrap a towel around my wife’s waist and carry her to Coach’s office.


   


  “You can lay her down on the couch,” he says. “Sit.”


   


  I follow his command. He hands me a glass of scotch as he takes his seat.


   


  “You’re a real trooper, Michael. I’d like to make you an offer. As you can imagine, my players are hounded by gold diggers.”


   


  I nod. The professional athletes can drown in pussy if they wanted to, they have everything: Money, Power, Status.


   


  “All that female attention distracts them from their jobs, and I want my boys focused. Sharp. Their eyes on the ball. I think Josie can help with that. Do you get what I’m saying?”


   


  I frown my eyebrows. “Not really?”


   


  “I want to offer Josie a permanent position, here with the Cowboys. Officially she’ll be a physical therapist, but her actual job will be of surrogate-wife.”


   


  My mouth goes dry. My wife, a surrogate for a whole football team?


   


  “She’s made for the job. I’ve seen a lot of sluts in my years, but no one can take a dick like your Josie, Michael. She’s got enthusiasm, she’s got spirit, and she’s got a cunt to die for.”


   


  “W-what would that position entail?” I ask.


   


  I can’t believe I’m seriously considering his offer – but I am.


   


  “Simple. Her job is to make sure all my player’s balls are as dry as can be. She’ll be at every practice, making sure everyone is relaxed before and after, and of course, she’ll be in use on gamedays. It goes without saying she’ll travel with the team as well.”


   


  I stare dumbfounded at Coach, while he digs up a piece of paper and hands it to me.


   


  “All you have to do is sign here.”


   


  My eyes grow wide when I see the salary. With that kind of money, we’ll be able to pay-off our mortgage – in a year!


   


  “I-is that correct?” I stammer.


   


  “That? Of course,” he says, leaning back. “We take good care of our people here at the Cowboys.”


   


  I don’t even think twice. I grab a pen and sign the paper before I can change my mind.


   


  “Good,” Coach says. “Very good.”


   


  He takes the contract and files it in his cabinet before he walks over to my sleeping wife. He pulls the towel away, exposing her round, naked ass to us both. He grabs a handful, his grubby fingers squeezing her soft flesh.


   


  He spreads her cheeks, showing off her cunt and asshole. Her used and abused pussy is still leaking cum. Coach plows two finger into my wife’s hole, and I watch in amazement as he uses her body like a total object.


   


  “Cunt is too loose,” he says as he takes his two fingers out and pushes them right into her asshole. My wife groans as her boss penetrates her, but doesn’t protest. A second later he unbuckles his jeans and takes out his cock.


  It looks like a can of beer – short but wide. He lines it up with my wife’s ass and pushes it in. My wife awakes with a moan, and although she screams, she doesn’t protest or try to move away.


   


  Instead, she sit perfectly still as Coach fucks her ass with his impossibly girthy cock.


   


  “Holy shit,” I gasp to myself. I can see that the man is right. She’s made to be used like this.


   


  “Fuck, this bitch’s got one tight ass,” Coach grunts. “I’m already about to blow!”


   


  A grunt later and he empties his hot load in my wife’s asshole, pumping it full of his cum. He pulls out and grabs her by the neck, holding his dirty cock in front of her mouth. To my surprise, my wife obediently opens her mouth and wraps her hot, red lips around her boss’s cock, sucking him clean.


   


  He pulls his pants back up and leaves the office without giving me another glance.


   


  Finally, I’m alone with my wife. I pull out my own cock and push it into her asshole – her forbidden hole – for the first time in my life. Her asshole is gaping wide open, and all I feel is her boss’s cum.


   


  It gets to me, and I cum instantly, adding my load to Coach’s. With my knees weak I stumble backwards, and I see Josie is already sleeping again. The barrage of cocks she’s had inside her have taken their toll.


   


  She’ll take many, many more this season…


   


  * * *


  Epilogue


   


  I pace through my living room.


   


  Josie is travelling with the team once again, and even though this is the tenth time she’s done that this season, I’m still not used to it. My stomach is in knots, my palms sweaty, and my mind is only focused on one thing.


   


  What is my wife doing right now?


   


  The guys on the team are kind enough to take plenty of pictures for me. I’ve seen my Josie in every position imaginable. Spread eagle, covered in cum from head to toe, or double penetrated, to a whole fist inside of her – I’ve seen it all.


   


  My phone vibrates – it’s a text from Marcus Johnson himself. With my hands shaking I open it.


   


  Shared her with the Patriots tonight. Thought you’d appreciate it.


   


  Attached is a photo of my wife. She’s on her hands and knees, facing away from the camera, naked except for a hood pulled over her face. “Cowboy whore” and “Free use” are written on her ass cheeks with a red sharpie. All around her are the Northern Patriots, grinning at the camera, their thumbs up and their cocks out.


   


  They are our team biggest rivals, and I personally can’t stand the sight of them.


   


  And now, judging from my wife’s well-fucked cunt and asshole, they’ve all been inside of her.


   


  With my cheeks burning I fumble with my pants, and a second later I cum all over myself.


   


  My wife is a total whore – and I love it.


   


  * * *


  Afterword


   


  Thank you for reading!


   


  If you want to continue reading, I’ve included an extra short story that starts on the next page. This time it is Taken by the Neighbors.


   


  The rest of my books can be found at amazon.com/author/emiliasteele.


   


  If you want to reach me directly, feel free to drop me a line at emiliasteele@gmail.com.


   


  All my books launch at $0.99. If you don’t want to miss this deal, sign up for my newsletter! I’ll drop you a line whenever I launch a new book, and that’s it. You’ll also get an exclusive free short story, so what are you waiting for?


   


  ***


   


  Taken by the Neighbors


   


  * * *


   


  “Welcome to the neighborhood, Peter! Would you like to join us at the lake tonight?”


   


  Standing in front of me was my next-door neighbor, Brad. Six-and-a-half-feet of pure ebony muscle. He was ex-military, and I glad to have this big pack of muscles as my neighbor - maybe a would-be thief would now think twice about hitting our neighborhood after seeing him around. However, I was about to find out that having a strong stud next-door does have it downsides, especially when it comes to fidelity..


   


  “It would be a great way to get to know your neighbors,” Brad continued.


   


  “Of course!” I said. I couldn’t very well turn down a neighbors offer of a party the first time I met him. Better a good neighbor than a distant friend, as the saying goes.


   


  “Will your wife be there as well?” He continued.


   


  “Yes, of course,” I said.


   


  “Excellent. I’ll pick you up at five. We’re going with a few vans so we need less designated drivers,” he explained.


   


  “Smart thinking. See you at five!”


   


  I told my wife Jane, who was upstairs unpacking all her clothes, that she better find her bathing suit because we were invited to our first official neighborhood cook-out! She scrunched her nose at me at first - I knew she preferred to stay inside and finish unpacking, rather than mingle with a bunch of strangers. However, when I told her it was our next-door neighbor who invited us I could see her interest being piqued. She had seen him before, shirtless and mowing the lawn, when we first came by to look at the house when it was still for sale.


   


  “I was afraid this would happen when we moved to the suburbs,” Jane said. “I don’t want to get roped into all kinds of ‘fun’ neighborly activities - I’m not some old bat!”


   


  “You’re anything but, you’re my foxy little housewife,” I teased her.


   


  Jane and I had just been married for six months, and this morning we had moved into our first ‘real’ house - the kind with stairs, and a kitchen! We had spent the last two years living in a small, cramped apartment in the city. It was a great place, location wise, and we had some great memories there - but it was time to move on to something bigger and better.


   


  We were both kind of apprehensive about moving to the suburbs. We didn’t want to become one of those boring couples who never went out and slowly withered away. Jane had a real ‘lust for life’, as she called it. Over a period of six months I had worn her down, promising over and over again that moving to a bigger house meant only that we would have a bigger house, with more room, a better kitchen, and a brand-new bathroom. We would still remain the same fun couple, and our love-life wouldn’t change a bit.


   


  I was about to find out how wrong I was. Jane was going to stay adventurous - that was for sure - but our love-life was going to change very quickly, very fast…


   


  “What about this one?” Jane asked me as she fished a baby-blue bikini out of one of the boxes.


   


  “Hm, I don’t know. Why don’t you try it on?” I countered. This was a white lie of course - I knew damn well how sexy she looked in that tiny blue bikini, I just wanted to watch her undress and slide that small bottom across her round, white thighs and try to wrestle her large, curvy white ass into the small piece of fabric.


   


  Jane gave me a cheeky smile and did just that - unbuckling her jeans and letting them drop to the floor. To my surprise she was wearing a black, lacy, see-through thong underneath. That meant she was in the mood. I had figured that, with the moving and all, we’d both be too tired for any play - oh how wrong I was.


   


  Jane made eye-contact with me as she slid her black undies down, revealing her perfectly shaved snatch to me.


   


  “You like?” She asked when she saw me staring. I nodded, a satisfied smile plastered on my face. She sauntered up to me and grabbed my left hand, pressing it closely against her freshly shaved mound.


   


  “Feel how smooth I am?” She whispered into my ear.


   


  I nodded, my fingers brushing against her soft folds. She was already dripping wet.


  Was this because she was thinking of me, or our neighbor Brad, I suddenly thought. Not that it mattered to me, I would be the only one to enjoy these fruit, I thought. If only I knew what we were about to walk into…


   


  Jane slid her hand into my jeans, grabbing my hard cock.


   


  “If you feel like it, you can join me in the lake tonight… no one will have to know what we’re doing,” she breathed into my ear.


   


  “Right in front of the new neighbors?” I asked, surprised at her lewd behavior - but the sudden jolt of my cock revealed my true feelings.


   


  “Why not?” Jane continued, stroking my erection up and down. She kisses me on my neck before turning away with a naughty smile.


   


  Jane decided that her baby-blue bikini would do just fine. I was surprised to say the least - it left most of her body uncovered, leaving very little to the imagination. I knew she loved showing off on vacation, but these people were our new neighbors - we would have to live next to them for years to come. Jane wasn’t deterred for even a second. She wanted to show them what she had, what they were all missing out on.


   


  I couldn’t protest of course. When your bride wants to show off her bikini body, you say please and thank you. I was glad to see the move hadn’t dampened her feisty spirit for even a second. I just hoped Brad, the six-and-half-foot tall pure-bunk-of-muscle next-door wouldn’t get any wrong ideas or worse, some wandering hands under the water. At the time I had no clue how prophetical my thought was going to be.


   


  Five a clock rolled around, and Brad knocked on on our door loudly. Jane opened it, wearing that tiny, body-hugging bikini, a see-through cloth wrapped around her shoulders to keep her somewhat warm.


   


  “Goddamn,” was Brad’s first word when he drank in the sight of my nearly naked bride.


   


  “Hello neighbor”, Jane teased him, doing a little twirl to show off her figure to him. Brad stared open mouthed at her, his jaw hanging wide-open.


   


  “Is that all you have to say?” Jane continued ribbing him. Brad was not one to be outdone, and quickly found his tongue.


   


  “You look good enough to eat, girl,” Brad said with a wide grin. “If I were ten years younger..”


   


  “Then what? You think I’m too much to handle now, hm?”


   


  Brad laughed loudly, enjoying my wife’s cheek. “Don’t tempt me girl, or unless you want to experience all ten inches,” he winked.


   


  “Hey, that’s my wife you’re talking about,” I chipped in from the living room.


   


  We all had a good laugh as we walked out, though I felt like Jane’s flirting was putting it on a little bit thick, to say the least. Still, a friendly neighbor was a good thing, I kept telling myself. I was yet to find out how friendly my neighbors were going to be with my bride.,


   


  There were two vans waiting outside, each one packed with people from our block. We made some quick introductions as we drove to the lake.


   


  After a fifteen minute drive, we arrived at a beautiful secluded lake. One of the many benefits of living in the suburbs: Nature was only a ten minute drive away,and not an hour-long drive away, like living down-town was.


   


  There were twelve of us: six couples. Brad had brought his wife Penny, a white, buxom brunette. Then there were Cindy & James, Leroy & Kim, Clyde & Linda and Sarah and Mark.


   


  It was a warm and smooth summer afternoon, so everyone was wearing their bathing gear. I was the only one without washboard abs - a fact that made me slightly uncomfortable. Leroy turned out to be an ex-army buddy of Brad, and the five guys all hit the gym three times a week together. I spent most of my days working or fishing: Fitness really wasn’t my thing.


   


  Luckily, Jane provided a nice counter-balance. She looked smoking hot, and she was definitely the most fuckable of the six women. She was the only one rocking a bikini - the other women were wearing bathing suits. Of course, Jane was at least a decade younger than all of them. I thought I detected a few jealous glances from the other wives, but maybe I was just imagining things.


   


  James asked me to help him with the barbecue, and I wasn’t about to turn him down. As we slaved over the fire, Brad showed Jane how to properly shot-gun a can of beer. It was quite simple: You shook the beer, made a small cut at the bottom with a pocket knife, then put your mouth over the cut and opened the beer. The contents would explode right in your mouth and, if you couldn’t swallow fast enough, all over your face. Jane could swallow like a champ, but an entire beer was a bit too much for her: the first time she tried it she couldn’t swallow it all, and her mouth overflowed with beer. The drink dripped down her chin, onto her chest. The beer clung to her frame, soaking her top, making her nipples hard and erect.


   


  They nearly poked through the thin fabric. I couldn’t keep my eyes way from her, my eyes bulging from their sockets.


   


  I saw the other wives shoot her dirty looks - she had no clue how sexy she looked, her perky nipples clearly visible, her top wet and nearly see-through. The men, however, loved it.


   


  She was a quick learner though. After that first fiasco Brad offered her two more, and the third time she managed to swallow it all and not miss a single drop.


   


  “Impressive!” Brad yelled, and the men all applauded her. I was looking on with mixed feelings - I was glad she was mingling and having a good time, but I wasn’t sure how to call to her attention she was showing more than she might want to without making a scene.


   


  “Woo hoo!” Jane yelled, her cheeks flushed bright red. She was obviously inebriated - she hadn’t eaten yet, and now she had shotgunned three whole cans of beer! Couple that with her small frame, and you could see the trouble brewing.. However, I wasn’t so attentive.


   


  “Look at me, I’m all sticky,” she complained, slurring her words a bit. “Lets hit the water!”


  She raced to the waterline, and all the men watched her go. Her round, supple ass jiggled lewdly with each step, barely contained by the small bikini-bottom. My erection pressed uncomfortably against my shorts. I quickly adjusted myself before anyone saw - but no one was paying attention to me, all eyes were on my young wife. I glanced at Brad’s package - and to my shock he was pitching a massive tent. His cock nearly went down to his knees, he was that large. I quickly turned my attention back to the barbecuer, before my mind ran wild.


   


  “Anyone else want to join?” Brad asked the group as he followed my wife into the lake.


   


  “Right there with ya,” Leroy answered as he followed suit. It was a peculiar sight to see my white wife being followed by two black studs.


   


  I heard the three of them play in the water as they splashed around, but I tried to ignore them the best I could, focusing my attention on flipping burgers.


   


  “They seem to be having fun,” James commented. I glanced over my shoulder to see Jane hoisted up on Brad’s shoulders as Leroy tried to tackle the two of them.


   


  “Sure do,” I said, trying not to sound too jealous. I was just worried about a wardrobe malfunction - it doesn’t take much for a titty to pop out, and I didn’t want Jane to embarrass herself, or me for that matter.


   


  Looking back, maybe a quick flash wouldn’t have been so bad… because what happened went way beyond playful joshing.


   


  It was Jane who started it.


   


  Me and James had gotten the BBQ going, and the delicious smell of burgers washed over the lake.


   


  “Mmmm, that sure does smell good,” Brad yelled as he made his way onshore.


   


  However, Jane wasn’t done playing quite yet.


   


  “Where do you think you’re going?!” She yelled as she came running up to him. She grabbed his ankle like a child, trying to drag him back into the water.


   


  “I’mma eat, that’s what,” Brad laughed as he tried to get rid of the small white girl holding him back.


   


  “Like hell you are!” Jane laughed and with one smooth motion she grabbed his shorts by the sides and yanked them down in one go, leaving Brad standing butt-naked on the shoreline.


   


  His massive cock caught my eye - there was no way it couldn’t. It was hanging limply, dangling between his legs like a thick, black, manly pendulum. Even flaccid his cock was larger than mine ever got. He made no attempt to cover up quickly, content with each of us getting an eyeful of what he was packing.


   


  A few of the wives gasped in shock, but Brad’s wife didn’t seem to mind at all. She smiled knowingly at the group, like she had just won a prize. And with her husband packing that kind of heat, I guess she did.


   


  Now it was Brad’s turn to retaliate. He kicked his trunks off and made his way back in the water - completely naked, the water dripping from his muscled body.


   


  Seeing that huge, naked, black frame coming for my wife made me feel funny inside. My stomach was filled with butterflies, my palms were sweaty - and my cock was achingly hard.


   


  I hoped no one noticed me being uncomfortable - but it was hard to hide.


   


  “You sure you don’t want to stop them?” James said to me in front of the whole group.


   


  I waved it away, trying to play it cool.


   


  “They’re just joshin’,” I said, trying to make eye-contact with Brad’s wife to see if she was on the same page. Rather than nod, she just gave me a mysterious smile, like she knew something I did not. It did nothing to cool my anxiety - but it did make my cock dribble with pre-cum.


   


  “Okay man, it’s your wife, I’m just…”


   


  James’ words trailed off as he looked at the lake. I followed his line of sight and what I saw did nothing to cool my nerves.


   


  Brad and Leroy had teamed up on my wife. As she was trying to run from Brad, Leroy had sneaked up behind her. He now had his arms wrapped tightly around her small, white frame, his arms pushing against her bosom.


   


  She was struggling, but it was no use - Leroy was way too strong for her. She was grinning and laughing as well, so it was clear she didn’t truly mind. Brad was now coming closer and closer, like a predator stalking its prey.


   


  It was an extremely erotic sight - my lily-white wife, sandwiched between two hulking black frames.


   


  Jane was kicking her legs towards Brad, splashing him with water, but he was undeterred. He grabbed her ankles with his strong hands, and moved closer and closer, until his naked body was pressing right against hers.


   


  I shifted once more in my seat, my cock as hard as a rock, as we all watched the scene playing out in front of us in silence. I could feel the stares of my neighbors on me, waiting for me to intervene, but I was rooted to the spot. I was waiting for Brad’s next move, eager to see how Jane would react. Looking back, this was the defining moment - I could have put a stop to it, and maybe our marriage wouldn’t have taken such a strange turn… but I did no such thing. I watched.


   


  I watched with bated breath as Brad’s hands roamed my wife’s body. I could see them slide underwater, and I had no idea what he was doing - but I could imagine perfectly what it was.


   


  “You like pantsing me, huh?” Brad laughed, his voice carrying over from the lake. “Let’s see how much you like it now!”


   


  He reached down under water, and Jane seemed to twist and struggle for a few seconds…


   


  “Surely he couldn’t,” James said, but before he even finished his sentence, Brad held up Jane’s bikini-bottoms triumphantly.


   


  “He did!” James laughed. The entire group laughed at my wife being pantsed right back, and I chuckled along.


   


  I expected Brad to swim away, to maybe let her skinny dip for a bit before returning her bottoms, but instead, their bodies stayed meshed together. His black frame was pressing right against hers - and I realized that underwater, they were both completely naked. Their bodies could be touching, his massive cock brushing against her naked, wet folds, right in front of me… and all of our neighbors. Jane was tipsy, she had no idea what kind of scene she was making… or maybe she did and she just didn’t care.


   


  Leroy, not wanting to feel left out, ripped my wife’s top off, exposing her full, round breasts to everyone as well. Jane shrieked and tried to cover up her tits, but her wide smile betrayed her true feelings. Leroy and Brad both swam away in opposite direction, leaving her naked in the water.


   


  “Come on guys, give it back!” She protested weakly, but Brad and Leroy were no way done yet… they weren’t going to stop until they had their way with my willing white wife.


   


  Jane had to pick what she wanted back first: Her top or her bottom. She chose the bottom, and swam towards Brad, who was holding the tiny blue bottoms up high in the air. Her naked breasts were clearly visible to the entire group as she swam, and everyones attention was fixed on her.


   


  I enjoyed a good joke like everyone else, but I had to admit I was getting more and more uncomfortable. I tried to turn my attention back to the group, and hoped that they would stop staring at my wife as well - but of course, I was wrong. The only person was looking at me was Brad’s wife, Penny. She squeezed my knee and gave me a sympathetic smile.


   


  “Wow, he’s not giving up without a fight,” James said as he watched my wife’s naked body like a hawk. I sighed and turned around once again, wondering what Jane was up to now.


   


  She had finally managed to catch Brad, but he was not surrendering her bikini bottom. He was holding it up high in the air, daring my wife to reach for it.


   


  She jumped up several times, trying to yank it from his hands, but every time she did Brad raised it just a bit higher, just enough that she would miss.. And by doing so, was giving everyone a free show of my wife’s bouncing breasts! Her round, full tits were jiggling lewdly with every jump she took, droplets of water dripping off her curves.


   


  James hit me in the shoulder and congratulated me on my wife’s perky bosom - I just grinned like a dumbass, as I couldn’t tear my eyes away from Jane.


   


  She was edging closer and closer to Brad, until their bodies were clearly touching under water.


   


  “Don’t make me climb you,” I heard her laugh as she wrapped her legs around Brad’s waist.


  Brad was smiling broadly as he put one hand on her lower back, sliding it under water.


  “What is he doing?” James asked.


   


  “I think he’s going to help lift her so she can grab her clothes,” I said, annoyed by James’ relentless commenting on my wife’s embarrassing escapades.


   


  “Doesn’t look like it though,” James continued. “See, he is lifting her up, but he’s also moving her down again… it’s almost like…”


   


  James voice trailed off. From the corner of my eye I saw his wife Cindy had kicked his shin - was he about to point something out to me that I had missed?


   


  I looked at her Cindy, and to my surprise I saw she was breathing heavily, her cheeks flushed. What was going on?


   


  I turned back to Jane again, hoping to see her put her clothes back on, but no. She was still trying to climb Brad’s impressive frame… or was she…?


   


  The longer I stared at the movements the pair was making, the stranger they became. Jane said she was trying to climb Brad, but it looked like she had her legs wrapped around his waist.. And Brad had both of his hands on her lower back now, lifting her up, and then down again, up, and down… from the looks of it, it was almost like he was cupping her firm, round ass in both his hands, and she was riding him…


   


  I suddenly realized Brad wasn’t even holding her bottoms anymore - I was so distracted by the naked pair I hadn’t even noticed. But if he wasn’t holding it, where was it? And why was Jane still climbing his lap?


   


  The entire campsite fell silent as we stared at the couple. The rhythmic splashes they were making filled the evenings sky. I noticed no one was making eye contact with me now, as if they pitied me, or felt sorry for me.


   


  I didn’t understand - until I heard the moans, and the grunts. It was Jane who first broke the silence.


   


  “Oh god,” she groaned loudly, her voice carried over the still waters. “You’re so big, so strong.”


   


  Brad grunted in response, his voice labored, like he was doing a heavy workout.


   


  “Mm, oh yes,” Jane responded.


   


  Suddenly it all made sense. I didn’t know why I hadn’t seen it earlier - maybe I didn’t want to see it? Maybe I was in denial? - but I couldn’t deny it any longer. Brad, my ex-military, broad shouldered, dark-skinned neighbor was fucking my wife bareback in the lake in front of our other neighbors, on our first day here!


   


  Penny’s hand slid up my knee, jolting me right back to reality. All the blood had drained from my face now, my body trembling with anxiety. She leaned in and kissed my neck, whispering soft words into my ear.


   


  “Brad has this effect on women, don’t worry about it,” she said as her hand dipped into my shorts. My cock was hard as a rock and leaking pre-cum, the humiliation making me extremely horny.


   


  “Mm, seems like you don’t mind,” she said as her fingers wrapped around my cock. This wasn’t true, I did mind quite a bit, but the sheer lewdness of the situation was kicking my libido into overdrive.


   


  “Let me take care of this,” she whispered as she started jacking me off, her hands moving up and down rhythmically.


   


  Meanwhile, Brad and Jane were foregoing any sense of modest. They were fucking passionately now, and they didn’t care who saw or knew.


   


  Brad was walking towards the shore, my wife wrapped around his waist, his thick cock fitted snugly inside her wet cunt. He laid her down in the shallow water on her back, and for the first time, my wife had a good look at the monster cock that had already been inside of her.


   


  “Wow, it’s so big!” She said, loud enough for us all to hear. She pulled her knees up to her chest, spreading her tiny white cunt for this black brute.


   


  “Fuck me Brad!” She said.


   


  I couldn’t believe the filth that was coming out of my wife’s mouth. She had only known this man for less than a day, and there she was: Spreading her legs out here in public like a common whore.


   


  Brad grabbed the base of his thick cock and rubbed the purple head against her wet slit, teasing her cunt for a minute for sliding it in.


   


  Leroy had been watching from the sidelines, content with watching Brad seclude my wife from a distance, but now that she was game, he was ready to take part of the action.


   


  Brad dug his black fingers into my wife’s white thighs as he pounded her cunt, slamming his thick cock into her pussy with reckless abandon. She moaned like a whore, in a way I had never heard her moan before. It was clear to me Brad was fucking her in a way she had never been fucked before.


   


  Leroy walked up to my wife and kneeled next to her face, laying his thick cock right on there. Jane didn’t miss a beat and licked at the black pole in front of her, eager to wrap her lips around that big, black cock.


   


  To my surprise, Kim, Leroy’s wife, encouraged his lewd behavior.


   


  “Yes Leroy, fuck that sluts mouth! Make her beg for that big black cock! I knew that slut loved black from the moment I saw that bitch!”


   


  I was shocked at her filthy words - but I was the only one. Everyone else started taking their clothes off, ready to join the orgy. I realized this had been their plan all long - to gangbang my wife. What a way to welcome someone to the neighborhood!


   


  My dick grew harder as I realized that not only Brad and Leroy were about to fuck my wife, but James, and Clyde, and Mark as well! All five of them were going to take their turn with my wife. Before me she had only been with one other guy - now, she was going to have sex with five other guys IN A ROW!


   


  “They’re all going to fuck her,” Penny whispered into my ear. “Your wife is Brad’s now. I suggest you get used to it. Once your wife has felt his black cock inside of her, there’s no quenching that thirst!”


   


  I looked Penny in the eye, hoping that she was joking, but her stare was dead-serious. Rather than bring me back to reality, it made my cock even harder, and I was about to blow.


   


  She saw the shock registering on my face, and she pulled her bathing suit to the side, exposing her round, luscious breasts to me. She lowered my head and ordered me to suck on her large nipples, which I did. I sucked on them long and hard as she tugged on my cock.


   


  “It’s your wife’s fault, really,” She whispered, continuing my humiliation. “If she hadn’t paraded around in that sorry excuse of a bikini like a common whore we wouldn’t have had to put her back in her place, where she belonged. Look at her now, see how happy she is, being fucked like a proper slut!”


   


  I did what I was told and turned my attention back to Jane. What I saw was so dirty, so naughty I came right there on the spot.


   


  Jane was still lying on her back as Brad pounded his black cock into her relentlessly. His black cock was slick with her juices, splitting her open easily. Leroy and James were kneeling besides her, and she jacking both of them off, alternating which cock she had in her mouth.


   


  Clyde and Mark looked on close by, as their wives Linda and Sarah sucked their cocks.


   


  I had never seen anything like it.


   


  “I’m about to cum!” Mark said, and like clockwork, James and Leroy moved to the side to make way for him. He pulled his cock out of his wife’s mouth, took two steps, kneeled down, and blasted his load right down my wife’s throat! She gulped it down as best as she could, but a few drops spilled over and ran down her chin. Then, without missing a beat, Mark moved away and James and Leroy took their places, shoving their cocks back into my wife’s mouth!


   


  I was shocked by the casual way Jane had just taken a load of cum down her throat!


   


  “See, your wife is a cumslut,” Penny said as she worked my cock with both of her hands now. “That’s the first of many loads she’ll swallow tonight!”


   


  I couldn’t hold out any longer. I came on the spot, cum spewing forth from my throbbing, hot cock. Penny bent over and wrapped her hot lips around the head of my cock, taking my load into her mouth and swallowing it all.


   


  As she sucked me off and swallowed my cum, James fired his own load right on Jane’s face. Without warning he shot his thick load all over her, coating her with his cum. She had her mouth open, trying to catch his load in her mouth, but he got it all over: Her cheeks, her tits, it was everywhere. It was extremely erotic. To my surprise, my cock was still hard, despite the heavenly orgasm.


   


  “Mmm, you’re ready for some more?” Penny cooed as he stroked my cock. She stood up, bent over forwards and pulled her bathing suit to the side, exposing her beautiful slit to me.


  “Fuck me.”


   


  Normally I would have been amazed by another womans pussy right in front of me - something I hadn’t seen in years - but now I could barely pay attention, as I was busy watching my wife.


   


  I stood up and slid my cock into Penny’s cunt in one go - she was hot and wet. I pounded her from behind as I watched the men continue to ravage my wife.


   


  They had now switched positions: Jane was on her hands and knees as Brad and Leroy fucked her from both sides. To see my beautiful, white wife, being fucked by both sides by these two hulking black studs… it was almost indescribable.


   


  “I’m going to blow,” Brad grunted between strokes. Jane moaned, the sounds stifled by the large black cock in her mouth.


   


  I suddenly remembered Jane wasn’t on the pill - we wanted to start a family in our big new house, and she had stopped taking the pills a few week earlier. She could have been right in her fertile period for all I knew!


   


  “She might get pregnant!” I blurted out.


   


  “Mm, would you like that?” Penny said. “Can you imagine, a little black baby in your wife’s tummy? Imagine what everyone would think!”


   


  “Oh god,” I groaned, but my cock became harder and harder the more Penny talked about it.


   


  “Come inside me, Peter! Cum inside me as Brad breeds your slutwife!”


   


  I saw Brad give a few final hard thrusts before he unleashed an incredible orgasm right in my wife’s fertile womb. He slammed into her one last time and then his balls exploded, shooting wave after wave of his virile seed right into her womb, coating her on the inside with his potent seed.


   


  It sent me over the edge - I had my second orgasm of the night, coming in Brad’s wife at the exact moment he came in mine.


   


  The huge load of cum triggered Jane’s orgasm as well. She moaned and writhed, her body trembling with pleasure as she came from the penetration alone.


   


  I stumbled backwards into a chair, exhausted and spent, but the same could not be said for the group of guys. Brad pulled out, his massive, black cock slick with juices. He was replaced by Leroy, who had no qualms about sinking his dick into my wife’s sloppy, messy pussy.


   


  One after another, the men took their turns fucking my wife, each one of them coming inside of her. I tried to make a move on their wives, but besides Penny’s pity-fuck they weren’t interested in me.


   


  The sun had long gone down when they were all done. Jane was a mess: She was absolutely drenched with cum. Most of it washed off in the lake, but the scent of seed stuck to her. Her bikini had gone missing, so she had to get in the van stark naked.


   


  I was asked to drive back, and I said yes. It would give me something to take my mind off the impromptu gangbang that had just taken place. However, this turned out to be a mistake.


   


  We hadn’t even left the lake before I heard all too familiar sucking sounds coming from the back of the van. In my hurry to leave I hadn’t noticed all the men had gotten into my van - with my still naked wife! - and all the other women were in another van.


   


  I looked in the rear view mirror and saw Jane was sitting in the middle, between Brad and Leroy. She was stroking both of their cocks, first sucking on Brad’s cock, and then moving to Leroy’s.


   


  “Oh come on,” I pleaded. “Haven’t you guys had enough?”


   


  “Keep your eyes on the road, whitey,” Brad said aggressively.


   


  I drove back, trying to keep my eyes on the road but the sound of my wife blowing my neighbor in the backseat made it hard to focus.


   


  I’m glad it was only a short drive, and fifteen minutes later we were parked in front of our home.


   


  I got out, but Jane took another five minutes as Brad hadn’t cum in her mouth yet. I realized what Penny had said was true: My wife was now addicted to this man, and there seemed to be little I could do about it.


   


  Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, but was actually only a few minutes, Brad unloaded his thick load into my wife’s mouth and gave her permission to leave the van.


   


  She got out the back, still completely naked, her hair and make-up an absolute mess. She smiled at me, her eyes still burning with passion as she casually sauntered into our home. I was glad there were no neighbors out to see, though I figured my humiliation at the hand of the couple next door was far from over.


   


  Brad shook my hand, wishing me a good night.


   


  “Thank you for being such a good sport, I’ll see you tomorrow,” he said with a wink.


   


  When I walked inside Jane was already soaking in the tub.


   


  “What the hell, baby?!” Were my first words.


   


  She smiled up at me.


   


  “That was CRAZY!” She finally said. “I can’t believe it happened…”


   


  “Damn right it was crazy! How could you?”


   


  “What do you mean?” She said, looking at me quizzically. “Didn’t you fuck Penny?”


   


  “Well, yeah,” I stammered. “But this is about you!”


   


  “Why?” She said defensively. “You were there, you were there the entire time! You can’t put this all on me!”


   


  I was surprised how quickly Jane turned it around and made me the bad-guy, while it was her who got fucked by five other guys - bareback!


   


  “I don’t want to fight, baby, I need to rest,” she said, smiling weakly at me. I knew she was right - I couldn’t stay mad at her, and I had been there… we did need to have a serious talk though.


   


  “Okay honey,” I said, giving her a kiss on her forehead. “We’ll talk later.”


   


  I went downstairs to drink and watch TV, and when my show was over, Jane was already fast asleep.


   


  The next morning I was drinking coffee at my kitchen table, thinking of what to say to Jane when she got out of the shower. I still loved her, but there were some boundaries that were crossed that really needed to be addressed. I was awoken from my pondering my a knock on the door.


   


  The hulking figure of Brad was waiting for me on the other side of the door.


   


  “Howdy neighbor,” he said jovially. “I’m here to pick up Jane.”


   


  “Look,” I said. “Last night was crazy, and I’m not pointing fingers or anything, but it was a one time thing, alright? Let’s just.. Try to move on.”


   


  “What are you talking about?” Brad said. “I’m taking Jane out for the day, she didn’t tell you? I’m going to buy her a new wardrobe, something that fits a little better with what I have in store for her.”


   


  “Now you listen here, she’s my wife damn it!” I protested, but I was cut short by Jane.


  “Oh you’re already here,” she said.


   


  I turned on the spot to find Jane standing behind me, wearing an extremely low-cut black dress.


   


  “What are you..” I stammered, lost for words.


   


  “Excellent,” Brad said. “Lift it up.”


   


  “Do I have to?” Jane protested weakly, but Brad insisted. She lifted up the hem of the black dress - and I was shocked to see she wasn’t wearing any panties! Her naked pussy was right there, and if she bent over or sat down, everyone would get a clear view of her naked cunt.


   


  “Good girl,” Brad said. “Let’s go shopping.”


   


  Jane kissed me on the cheek and smiled apologetically at me. “I’ll be back home for dinner, okay sweetie?”


   


  I was left frozen in place was Brad walked my wife to his car, his strong, black hand resting firmly on her ass. Penny was right, my wife was now a slut for black cock.. I couldn’t wait to see what Brad had in store for her!


   


  * * *


  Did you love My Wife & The Team? Then you should check out My Wife, His Toy!


  [image:  ]


   


  “She's your wife... but she's my toy.”


   


  Donald wants nothing more than to start a family with his hot young wife Mary, but when a test reveals he's infertile, his world comes crumbling down. Luckily, his fertile best friend Tony can solve all his problems - by knocking up his wife.


   


  Tony has lusted after Mary for years, but out of respect for his best friend, he has never made a move on her. But when Donald offers his wife to him, he can't resist turning the prim and proper housewife into his personal toy...


   


  Excerpt


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


  Ask Tony to impregnate Mary.


   


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


   


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


   


  “What is it baby?”


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


  “We can get Tony to knock you up.”


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


  Jesus Christ.


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


  “I think you should give him a call.”


   


   


  Continue reading!


  More Wife Sharing Stories by Emilia Steele


   


  Watching my Wife Novellas



  My Wife, His Toy
Jamaica Mistaka
Hot Tub Hot Wife
My Wife & The Bully
The Auction
The Sauna Swap
The Roommate
The Best Man


   


  Watching my Wife Short Stories


   


  The Cabin
The Fantasy Fair
The Audition
Hotel Hotwife
Shared With My Boss
The Neighbor
The Pool Party
The Cruise
The Summer Job

  
 Taken in the Tub
Taken in the Sauna
Taken in the Stripclub
Taken by the Team
Taken at the Pool Party
Taken at the Resort
Taken at the Office Party
Taken at the Beach
Taken by the Billionaires
Taken at the Xmas Party
Taken while Camping
Taken at the Costume Party
Taken in the Cabin
Taken on the Island
Taken at the Fertility Clinic
Taken by the Best Men
Taken in the Club
Taken by the Bikers
Taken by the Neighbors
Taken at the Reunion
Taken by my Roommates
Taken at the Housewarming Party


   


  Cuckold Short Stories


   


  Cuckolded by my Black Boss, Part 1
Cuckolded by my Black Boss, Part 2


  Cuckolded by a Colleague


  Cuckolded by the Black Billionaire
Cuckolded by my Black Neighbor
Cuckolded by her Personal Trainer


   


  My Wildest Fantasy - Gangbang Short Stories


   


  Taken by the Cops
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