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  Taken in the Club


   


  “Are you sure you want to do this?” I asked my wife Heather.


  She flashed me a gorgeous smile. “I’m sure, baby. We came all this way.”


  “Okay,” I sighed. “Let’s do this.”


  I opened the door and let her in. The Queen of Diamonds. The world famous adult nightclub, praised by rappers around the world, and one of the highlights of the Atlanta nightlife. I had made an off-hand remark about it to my wife when we drove past it the other day, and to my surprise, she was very intrigued. She wanted to know all about it, every last sordid detail. I told her all I knew, but her curiosity was far from sated.


  She looked up information online and pointed out to me that every Friday night was ‘amateur’ night in the club.


  “Do you think I’m pretty enough to be a dancer?” She had asked me.


  What is a guy supposed to say to that? ‘No’ is of course not the right answer, but seeing my young bride climb a pole was not on top of my to-do list either. Either way, I relented and assured her she was sexual dynamite. Not only was she pretty enough, I assured her she would be the sexiest woman in the entire club. And it was true, too. Heather was gorgeous. She had that girl-next-door charm. She was beautiful, but also very approachable, with her light freckles and chestnut brown hair.


  We had a few glasses of wine that night when she dropped a bombshell on me.


  “I want to try-out at the Queen of Diamonds.”


  I nearly dropped my glass.


  “You’re kidding right?”


  “Hear me out, because I’ve been thinking this through all day. We’re only in Atlanta for the week. No one there will know us. We’re a thousand miles away from home. This is our one chance to act out, do something wild, you know?”


  I didn’t know, but I listened breathlessly as she tried to justify dancing at a strip club to me.


  “To be perfectly honest, being on stage has always been somewhat of a secret fantasy of mine,” she confided with a blush.


  I was floored. Heather was always the quiet one. She was a bit mousy and a total bookworm. She preferred staying in and spending a quiet night together to going out, which is why I loved her so much - I was not very outgoing myself. This is why her sudden interest in dancing came as a total surprise to me.


  “I took the liberty of calling them, and they said we could come in Friday afternoon and see what the club was like, get a little feel of the surroundings before heading up on stage…so…yeah. What do you think?”


  I was stunned. Not only did she have this ludicrous idea, but she had already acted on it as well? She sensed my trepidation, and flashed me another one of her bright smiles, trying to win me over.


  “The way I see it is… why not?”


  “Why not?!” I sputtered. “Because you’re my wife for chrissake! And you want to strip?! Are you out of your goddamned mind?!”


  For a second I lost my cool and I harshly voiced my concerns. Heather was undeterred and soothed me.


  “It’s not stripping baby, it’s just dancing. Like a go-go dancer, or a show girl. I’ve never been on stage, never been the focus of attention… just this once I’d like get up there…”


  She pouted, her voice laced with regret. I knew she was playing with my emotions, but I could never say no to that pretty little face.


  “Fine,” I sighed heavily. “If this is what you want, what you REALLY want… then I guess, for this ONE TIME… you could do this.”


  “Yes!” She screamed, giddy with excitement. Her sadness had disappeared instantly, replaced with a heavy enthusiasm.


  “Ohmigod I can’t wait, what should I wear?! I’m going to try on things right now!”


  She practically ran to the bedroom to try on various outfits. Meanwhile, my emotions were very mixed. I was glad to see her so happy and joyful, but on the other hand, I was very nervous about that coming Friday. Her happiness came at the cost of showing off her near-naked body to complete strangers. I never visited strip clubs, I wasn’t the type, but I knew damn well what kind of seedy things happened in there. I wondered if the Queen of Diamonds was as classy as it pretended to be, or if I was delivering my wife into the hands of a bunch of predators… only time would tell.


   


  ***


   


   


  That’s how we ended up in front of the gentleman’s club, Heather clutching a bag full of lingerie, while my heart was going a hundred miles a minute. I couldn’t believe she had talked me into this. What was I thinking?!


  I pushed the heavy door open, and I was greeted by a unbelievably tall bouncer. He was the size of a linebacker - big and black.


  “Can I help you?” He said, his voice low and coarse.


  “Yes, we’re here for the try-out?” I said demurely. It was extremely humiliating to tell this man I was delivering my wife to them, but there I was.


  The bouncer made a quick phone call before he let us in. We walked through a dark corridor to the main room. It was a round room, smaller than I expected, with a stage in the center of the room. Another tall black man was waiting for us.


  “Ah, you must be the Wilsons. Welcome! I am Desmond Rose, the… proprietor of this fine establishment.”


  Mr. Rose shook our hands, nearly crushing me with his strong grip. He was wearing a very expensive grey Italian suit, not to mention a bunch of flashy jewelry on his neck and wrists. He was clearly loaded - and not to be trifled with.


  “Pleasure to meet you, Mister Rose,” Heather said. She looked at him with a sense of wonder and admiration. I had the feeling a dream was coming true for her - I had just never imagined that dream would be stripping for a flashy gangster.


  “Welcome, welcome, darling. You are absolutely beautiful! You were made for this job, I’m telling you. I can’t wait.”


  Heather blushed as Mr. Rose heaped praise onto her. I thought his flattery was rather obvious, but Heather seemed to hang on his every word.


  “I hope so,” she said. “I’m a bit nervous, I’ve never danced before.”


  “Don’t worry about a thing,” Mr. Rose reassured her. “Bambi here will show you the ropes, get you settled, show you some moves. Bambi!”


  A short white girl - with round, full breasts that looked amazing on her small frame - walked up and introduced herself to us. She was friendly and pleasant, and made us both feel at ease. I had certain preconceived notions about strippers, but she didn’t fit any of them. Besides her large breasts, that is. She led Heather backstage, leaving my alone with Mr. Rose.


  He plied me with some free drinks as we made small-talk. I was slowly starting to get behind this whole idea. I had good feeling about Mr. Rose, and the drinks helped calm my nerves. Maybe this was not going to be so bad after all, I thought to myself. Until Heather walked up on the stage…


  “Ladies and gentlemen, it’s my pleasure to introduce you to todays fresh new talent: Peachessssssssssss!”


  The DJ used his best announcers voice to introduce my buxom wife, and then put some sexy and smooth pop-song on. Heather looked stunning as she strutted onto the stage in the center of the room. I had never seen her like this.


  Her brown hair had volume and cascaded down her shoulders. Her make-up was provocative but not slutty: Her full lips were a dark red and a dark, smoky eyeliner accentuated her sensuous eyes. She was fierce, yet sensual. Racy, yet graceful. She was perfect.


  A skin-tight black dress adorned her voluptuous figure, stopping just a few inches short of her ass. It accentuated every curve of her womanly body. Black stockings and a pair of heels topped her outfit of. This was not one the outfits we brought along - Bambi must have talked her into it.


   


   


  As soon as the DJ turned on the music, all the security personal in the building flooded to the main stage. It was only Mr. Rose and I earlier, but now, at least eight black bouncers had joined us, their hungry eyes scanning my wife’s frame. Heather pranced across the stage, searching for eye-contact with everyone, a huge smile on her face.


  It was clear to me she was having the time of her life. Still, I shifted uncomfortably in my seat. The dress was a little too revealing - from behind, the globes of her ass were nearly visible.


  Her body swayed to the rhythm, drawing all the eyes in the room to her lovely body. She seemed a bit nervous and apprehensive at first, but the cheers quickly changed that. I saw her confidence grow by the second as she realized the men wanted more.


  “Take it off!” One guy yelled.


  Heather winked at me as she reached behind and slowly but surely started to unzip her tight dress. My mouth got dry and I started to feel smaller and smaller. My lily white wife was undressing in front of nine huge black guys… how did I let her get into this situation? And more importantly, how did I get her out?


  My heart was pounding in my throat as she finished unzipping the dress. She held it on for a few seconds longer like a proper tease, before letting it drop to the floor, causing my stomach to explode with anxiety.


  Underneath the black dress she had been wearing a bright pink, partially see-through, lacy corset. An equally pink and equally see-through thong was the only thing covering her pussy. One small layer between her pussy and nine horny, black men. I could barely believe it.


  She put her hand in front of her mouth and made an exaggerated ‘oops’ face, like she didn’t mean to do that, but her eyes were lit up. She was loving every second of the attention she was getting.


  She turned around on those high heels of hers, exposing her white, round butt to the room. The thong barely covered anything - her ass was naked except for a small, pink piece of string. The crowd applauded and cheered, happy to see that married white ass of hers. She looked over her shoulder at the crowd, happy with her reaction, and hungry for more.


  She bent over forwards, showing her body off. This was going way past what I was comfortable with. Some light dancing, okay, but now she was practically naked on stage! And yet, this was only the beginning…


  To my great surprise, she hooked her fingers into the waistband of her thong.


  “Is this what you want?” She said as she waggled her round butt. She acted like she was about to pull it off, yet backed out at the final moment. She was a proper tease - it was like she had been on stage her entire life.


  “Do it! Do it! Do it!” The crowd chanted. I saw her cheeks were bright red at this point, burning bright with excitement. She was obviously very turned on and I feared she might give in to the pressure. And rightfully so.


  She bit her bottom lip as I saw the gears turning in her mind. I hoped she wouldn’t, that she resisted the temptation… but it was to no avail.


  “Just a quick glance,” she said, her voice thick with desire, as she bent over at the waist and briefly pulled the thong down, exposing her glistening pussy to nine total strangers.


  She pulled it back up right away, but that moment lasted forever in my mind. I saw it in slow-motion. The fabric being pulled down, the glistening, swollen, wet lips of her pussy coming into view… Her married pussy had now been seen by nine black guys.


  She turned back around, her head as red as a beat now.


  “I can’t believe I did that,” she giggled. Her fierce, sexy act disappeared, and now she was a giddy girl that just flashed the popular boys.


  “Look at me, I’m actually doing this, wow,” she continued rambling on. Her actions had surprised even herself.


  Mr. Rose gave her an applause, and the other men joined in.


  “Well done! Very well done, Heather!” he said.


  I was just glad the nightmare was over - but unbeknownst to me, it was only just beginning.


  “Come over here, please,” he said, and Heather climbed off the stage and waded through the crowd. I couldn’t see because of all the large bodies in front of me, but it sounded like the bouncers were all copping a feel of my wife as she walked past. She hadn’t put the black dress back on, so she was only wearing that extremely revealing corset. The thought made me nauseous.


  “You did excellent,” Mr. Rose told my wife as he pulled her onto his lap. She let out a yelp of surprise, but did not try to get up. His large, black hands held her thighs, his fingers strumming her naked flesh.


  “You will do well tonight. Now tell me, how do you feel about lap dances?”


  My wife blushed, making eye-contact with me. My mouth was dry. I wanted to step in, but could not find the words. I shook my head no.


  “I don’t know,” Heather said finally. “I’m not sure that’s a good idea… I don’t know if I’m comfortable… I mean, right here?”


  Luckily for me, my wife found the right words, yet I had not accounted for the persistence of Mr. Rose. He would not take no for answer.


  “You are right, this is a bit public, isn’t it? And with your husband right there, I’m sure it’s awkward for you. Let’s go to my office and I’ll show you what’s expected of the girls working for me.”


  He said those words without a moments hesitation, like it was the most normal thing in the world. He got up, held her hand and guided her backstage. The exchange only took a few seconds, and just like that, I was alone, while my wife was alone with this gangster, doing god knows what.


  The bouncers snickered at my predicament. I nursed my beer slowly, the minutes passing by. Five minutes. Ten minutes. What in the hell were they doing back there?


  “Don’t worry about it, Mr. Rose is just giving her a proper oral exam,” sneered the girl behind the bar at me as she handed me another drink.


  “Here, you’re going to need that.”


  I frowned at her. Surely she was pulling my leg. “Heather is not like that,” I said finally.


  The girl laughed right at my face. “Trust me, judging by what I just saw on stage, there’s no way she does not have Mr. Rose’s cock in her mouth right now.”


  “Back off, Cindy,” one of the bouncers intervened.


  “Just telling it like it is, care bear.”


  I was glad he spoke up, but judging from the pitiful look he gave me, she was telling the harsh truth. I couldn’t believe it. My prim and proper wife, exposing her glistening pussy on stage… and now she’s backstage somewhere, giving Mr. Rose a lapdance… and god knows what else!


  Finally, after a good thirty minutes, Heather returned. She had changed back into her regular clothes now, though I couldn’t help but notice her hair seemed a bit tussled and her lipstick was slightly smeared.


  Mr. Rose was following close behind her, one hand resting firmly on her ass as the other zipped up his jeans. What had just happened?


  “You’re absolutely perfect, Heather, I can’t wait to see how much the crowd loves you tonight!” He said to her as they walked up to me.


  “Thank you sir,” she replied. Tonight? She couldn’t be serious. This was the end of it as far as I was concerned.


  “Let’s go, honey,” she said to me, her eyes still twinkling with excitement.


   


  The moment we were back in our car she nearly attacked me, kissing me furiously.


  “I need you, now” she said, her voice raspy with desire. I couldn’t resist. I was also turned on, despite my jealousy, or maybe even because of it. We fucked right there in the car, parked in front of the club, like a pair of horny teenagers.


  “Did you see them looking?” My wife breathed into my ear as she rode me.


  “Did they all see my pussy?”


  “They did,” I said, causing her to moan. “Everyone saw your wet pussy, baby.”


  “Oh yes!” She moaned. “Yes, I want them to see baby! I want them all to see my wet pussy, my cunt! I want to spread it for them!”


  “Holy shit,” I groaned as my orgasm approached. She had never talked dirty to me before, and certainly not as dirty as this.


  “I’m going back tonight, baby,” she whispered into my ear. “I’m going back tonight and show everyone my wet, married pussy!”


  I came right there and then, blasting her pussy full of my cum. She kissed me on the lips, our tongues intertwining.


  I could no longer deny I didn’t enjoy her exhibitionism. My body had given me away. Although we didn’t talk about it, both of us knew the truth. We were coming back tonight.


   


  ***


   


  “Ladies and gentlemen, the moment you’ve all been waiting for: it’s amateur night! The Queen of Diamonds is proud to present this fresh, hot, and not to mention, MARRIED, amateur: Peachessssss! Give her a long and warm welcome!”


  The announcer pulled out all the stops in announcing my wife. The place was absolutely packed - I was sitting on a stool by the bar, but I had very little room. I couldn’t walk up to the stage even if I wanted to. As soon as the announcer mentioned ‘Peaches’ was married, there was a loud roar. These black guys loved them some white married women.


  I tried to blend in to the crowd, but it was hard, being the only white guy there. I hoped no one put two-and-two together and figured out that the white lady belonged to the white man… this was embarrassing enough already!


  Heather had taken the back entrance, and I had been at the bar, sipping on my beer for over an hour, biding my time. My lust had given way to anxiety once more, and I was eating myself up inside. How did I manage let Heather talk me back into this? We were out the door, out of their grasp, we could have went home and stayed there… but no. We made love - well, we fucked, actually. Hard and long. We were both insatiable. One of us only had to mention stripping and we were roaring to go. Our lust had blinded us, and so, we came back for more. And there I was.


  The cheer of the crowd pulled my attention back to the stage. A raven-haired woman strutted on stage, a devilish grin on her lips and a determined look in her eyes. I recognized my wife instantly. Once again my mouth went dry as I surveyed her outfit. This time she was dressed as a sexy teacher. She was wearing a tight, white top, bundled right under her breasts. They jiggled with every move she made, threatening to pop out. A short, black skirt was around her waist, with a split at the side, so ample amounts of her luscious thighs were visible.


  Long, black stockings and high heels finished the job. She looked absolutely stunning. I wasn’t the only one to think so - the entire crowd was going wild. The DJ played ‘Hot for Teacher’ - what else - and Heather started her routine.


  She swayed her body to the rhythm, running her hands up and down her curvaceous body, drawing all the eyes in the room to her sexy curves. This time she took her time - she didn’t strip naked right away. A few men were already throwing dollars at her, and a large, dark-skinned man beckoned for her to come closer so he could tip her.


  She walked over to him, looking down at him over the rim of her glasses.


  “You’ve got something for me, sweetie?” She said, her voice hoarse and husky.


  “You bet sugar, come closer,” the men insisted as he flashed a wad of bills. “Let me tuck it in that tight top of yours.”


  “Just this once,” she winked at him as she bent over at the waist, making her chest available to this man. All I could think of was the view behind her - the guys on the other end of the stage were no doubt getting a full view of her ass.


  The large man slipped the dollars into her top - along with both of his hands! He cupped both her breasts in his hands, squeezing them roughly. I could clearly see his fingers digging into her soft, succulent skin. I waited for the bouncers to interfere, but to my surprise, they did nothing! I always thought touching the girls was a big no-no, but not in this club apparently.


  Heather made no attempt to move away. In fact, she closed her eyes and bit her bottom lip as this stranger groped her breasts. I shifted uncomfortably in my seat as I saw him reach down and pinch her nipples. My wife’s breasts are very sensitive and that’s why I don’t play with them all that much - but this man was going to town on them, and she was doing nothing to stop him!


  Breathlessly I watched as he bragged to his friends about how soft this “white bitch’s tits” were. Heather let out a soft moan as she heard his rude words. If I didn’t know any better I would have thought she was getting off on the humiliation of being the white plaything for this rowdy group of black men.


  She returned to the center of the stage, but her demeanor had changed. Her cheeks were flushed bright red, and her breathing was heavy. I could tell the signs: She was getting hornier by the second, and edging closer and closer to losing her self-control once more. I watched her dance, rooted to the spot, helpless to stop her.


  Her top was the first thing to go. She practically ripped it off and flung it into the crowd. Her black bra soon followed, exposing her full, round breasts to the entire room. Her eyes were now glazed over, intoxicated with lust, as she paraded on stage. If only our friends and family back home could see her now. She was a pillar of our community, volunteering where ever she was needed, a proper and decent woman… and now, she was half-naked on stage in front of an entire crowd of strangers!


  Her skirt was next. She pulled it down, letting it drop to the floor. There she was, Heather, my lovely wife, on stage in nothing but stockings and a pair of see-through black panties. My cock strained against the fabric of my pants as I saw the many men wave their dollars at my wife. I knew what was to come.


  She dropped down to her knees and crawled on stage, waggling her panty-covered ass at the crowd. The lewd display was making the men go wild. She crawled right to the edge of the stage, so the men could slip their dollars into the waistband of her panties. As they did so, most of them copped a feel of her ass as well. She let it all happen.


  She closed her eyes, her mouth hanging wide open as all these strangers groped her body, one-after-another. When they realized she was down for everything, the men got bolder and bolder. A few copped her breasts, squeezing and pulling. I hoped the bouncers would interfere, but they did nothing of the sort.


  It got really obscene when she crawled past the brash dark-skinned man who was the first to grope her breasts.


  “Check this out,” he said to his mates as he pulled my wife’s ass closer to him. She yelped in surprise, but again, did nothing to stop him. She was on her hands and knees in front of him, her barely covered ass only inches away from his face.


  The men spanked her ass a few times, leaving a large, red hand-print on her round butt.


  “You like that, don’t you?” He asked her.


  Heather just hummed approvingly, her eyes closed once more as she let this brute have his way with her.


  He hooked his thumbs into the waistband of her underwear, and still, she did not move. He pulled her underwear down slowly, giving her ample opportunity to interfere, to crawl away, to slap his hand away… but all she did was bend over further, jutting her ass out more, making her body available to this brute. I watched, mesmerized by the sight of this dark-skinned taking control of my wife.


  He pulled her underwear all the way down to her knees. Her naked, juicy ass was right in front of him now. The other guys all crowded around him, murmuring to each other, all trying to catch a glimpse of my wife’s naked ass.


  “This is crazy!” The guy next to me said to his buddy. “I’ve never seen an amateur night like this. Look, that guy is spreading her ass!”


  The dark-skinned man grabbed both her ass cheeks in his hands and spread her butt-cheeks wide open, exposing her glistening wet pussy and puckered asshole to the crowd. Her pussy was slick with juices, glistening in the disco lights. His thumbs brushed against the lips of Heather’s pussy, and she quivered, a soft moan escaping her lips. She was puddy in his hands.


  “This ass is good enough to eat,” the man said proudly. He put his words into action when, to my dismay, he moved forward and buried his tongue right into my wife’s asshole! He held her ass in his hands as his tongue brushed against her sensitive backdoor, licking her most intimate places. The crowd cheered rowdily, egging the man on. From what I gathered, this was the first time an amateur let herself get rimmed onstage.


  At this point I was completely stunned and unable to move. I couldn’t look away as this stranger lapped away at my wife’s pussy and ass, coating his face in her juices. Heather moaned as this man assaulted her, doing nothing to stop him. In fact, when he pulled back for air, she pushed her ass back, eager for more! Not in a thousand years would I have imagined I would ever see my Heather getting her asshole tongued on stage by a black man.


  Right when I feared this was going to end up in a huge gangbang, the bouncers intervened. Bambi climbed up on stage and helped my wife get backstage. She had a dazed look on her face, like she had no idea what just happened. I even saw a slight frown when Bambi pulled her away, like she wasn’t done yet, and wanted more. Meanwhile the bouncers made sure no one touched her.


  “You’ve had your fun. If you want more, it’s going to cost you,” one of the bouncers muttered to the brash fellow.


  What in the hell was he talking about? This is where it ends I thought. Looking back, I was still incredibly naive. Mr. Rose had other plans with my wife, and those included making a lot of money off her willing, white pussy.


  I returned to downing more beers as I tried to make sense of it all. My wife had just let another man rim her - this was way, way beyond anything we had discussed. What surprised me most was how much she seemed to like it. We were going to have quite the talk back at our hotel…


  I texted her to tell me when she was done changing so I could meet her out back. I practiced the conversation in my mind as I waited for her to text me back. How would you even start such a conversation? “So, how about we talk about that guy that tongued your ass, baby…”


  I was so caught up my own mind I didn’t realize the minutes were ticking by. I glanced at my phone and realized that more than ten minutes had passed already, without a reply. I was starting to get anxious. It couldn’t take her more than a few minutes to get to her phone - we agreed she would text me right away.


  My heart started beating in my throat. Where the hell was she?! I scanned the room, looking for a glimpse of my wife. A new girl was on stage now, but I couldn’t care less. I noticed a back door on the other side of the room where patrons would slip through. A huge bouncer was guarding the door. When a scuffle broke out on the floor, I knew I had to take my chance. The bouncer left his post, and I slipped through the crowd. No one was paying any attention to me, and just like that I found myself backstage.


  I had to find my wife, and fast!


  Unfortunately, the back area was almost like maze. There were all these winding corridors, stairs going up and down. I had no clue where to start. I ran around, haphazardly opening doors left and right. What I saw shocked me.


  These were the ‘VIP’ rooms, the private, back rooms where patrons could receive private dancing. Only the girls were not doing a lot of dancing.


  They were getting fucked.


  I saw Bambi riding the biggest, blackest cock I had ever seen. She was bouncing on a black guy’s lap, his cock pounding her tiny white frame. For a second I forgot all about my wife as I stared at the wanton scene in front of me.


  The guy caught me staring and sneered at me. “Do you mind bro?!”


  Bambi saw me as well, and she screamed for help. Before I even shut the door, a bouncer grabbed me by the back of my neck.


  “What the hell do you think you’re doing?!” He yelled at me as he threw me against the wall.


  “I’m looking for my wife,” I wheezed.


  The bouncer grabbed my shirt and lifted me up again, as if I was as light as a feather.


  “Right, you’re that white guy,” he smirked. “Heather, wasn’t it? Lovely girl… nice ass, too,” he taunted me.


  “Come on, that’s not funny. Where the hell is she?!” I spat at him.


  “You want to see her? Fine, we’ll go see her.”


  He carried me down the hall, not letting go of me for even a second. As we traveled down the narrow halls, I heard moans coming from all sides. This wasn’t just a regular club - this was a brothel, and Mr. Rose was a pimp!


  At the end of the hallway there was an office. As we came close, I heard moans that were a little too familiar for my taste.


  “Oh god, oh yes, oh do it, oh fuck,” a female voice moaned.


  “There she is,” the bouncer growled at me. All the blood drained from my face.


  “It couldn’t be,” I said softly.


  “See for yourself,” the bouncer smirked as he opened the door for me.


   


  The wanton scene I saw there will be forever etched into my mind.


   


  Heather was bent over Mr. Rose’s mahogany desk, with only her black stockings still on. Her panties were dangling around her ankles. Mr. Rose was standing behind her, pounding his big black cock into her unprotected, white pussy! One of his hands pulled her hair, while the other smacked her round ass again and again, his firm, red hand-print imprinted on her ass.


  “You love my black cock, don’t you, bitch?” Mr. Rose grunted through his teeth.


  “Oh yes, oh god, oh! Fuck me!” Heather replied.


  I sank into a chair in the corner of the room, my world crumbling around me. I couldn’t stand up to the black stud. He was at least twice my size, and the bouncer was still there as well. All I could do was watch. Watch my wife get blacked.


  Mr. Rose turned his head and smirked at me. He wasn’t surprised to see me at all.


  “Just getting your wife worked in, getting her ready for tonight,” he said as he drove his thick cock into her. “I’m going to make a lot of money off of this married white pussy, aren’t I?”


  He pulled at her hair, making Heather turn her face around so she saw me.


  “Oh yes!” She moaned. “Fuck me, pimp me baby!”


  Her mouth was hanging open, and her eyes were glazed over. She was intoxicated with lust.


  “How…?” I stammered. “Why?”


  “I’m so horny, baby,” Heather moaned. “They all want me… they all want to fuck me… they’re all going to fuck me… isn’t what you want to see baby?”


  I couldn’t tear my eyes away from Mr. Rose’s engorged member plowing into my wife’s glistening wet cunt. He wasn’t even wearing protection.


  “Watch me baby… watch me get fucked!”


  Mr. Rose was grinning. “He’s going to watch you alright! And thank you for brining your wife to me,” Mr. Rose continued to torment me. “This is the best white pussy I’ve ever had!”


  They were right. I delivered my wife willingly into this pimp’s hands, offering her up to him. I shouldn’t be surprised he was going to pimp her out all night. The thought made me sick to my stomach. If only I had trusted my gut and held my ground…


  But I didn’t. And now, my wife was about to get a womb filled with black cum.


  “I’m about to blow, bitch,” Mr. Rose snarled.


  “YES!” Heather screamed. “Do it, fill me up! I want it! I want your cum! Use me!”


  Mr. Rose pounded her hard and fast, driving his thick cock deep into her unprotected pussy. Heather moaned in a way I had never heard before - an animalistic growl. The ebony stud was fucking her in a way I never could, satisfying her in a way I never could.


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


  He gave one final push before he unloaded his seed deep inside my wife’s fertile cunt. His body trembled as he fired rope after rope of pearly white cum inside of her, coating her inner walls with his seed. Heather moaned and writhed, climaxing from the feeling of his cum splattering her cervix.


  “I can feel it, I can feel it so good,” she sighed as Mr. Rose filled her. “It’s so much!”


  Mr. Rose pulled out, leaving her pussy gaping wide open. I saw the cum dribble out, running down her inner thighs. Her lips were red and swollen.


  “Clean her up for me,” Mr. Rose barked at me. “I can’t sell a sloppy pussy.”


  To this day I don’t know why I followed his command… but I did. I dropped to my knees, my face inching closer to my wife’s freshly fucked pussy. The smell was unbelievable - such a rich and flavorful scent. It was beyond erotic.


  I plunged my face into her cunt without abandon, licking and sucking, tonguing her freshly fucked hole. I didn’t care it was overflowing with Mr. Rose’s cum, and that I could taste his bitter spunk in my mouth. I didn’t care that the pimp and his bodyguard were laughing at me, surprised I’d follow his command without question. But I didn’t care.


  All I cared about was my wife and worshiping every inch of her body, including her swollen, gaping, freshly-fucked, cream-filled cunt.


  “Move over,” a low voice growled behind me. I looked up and a thick black cock nearly smacked me in the face. The bouncer had pulled out his black cock and he was about to take his turn.


  I had nowhere to go, so I turned around. I was sitting between my wife’s legs, facing the bouncer. My wife’s naked, dripping pussy was only inches from my face. The bouncer rubbed the purple head of his cock against my wife’s slick lips, her pussy parting once more, ready for more cock.


  I watched, stunned by the obscene scene right in front of me. I couldn’t have gotten a closer look at my wife being fucked - my face was almost in her pussy. I saw his cock slide into her pussy, finding the right spot and moving forward. I saw her pussy widen, welcoming his black pole.


  The bouncer slid in slowly, inch-by-inch. When he bottomed out inside my wife, his large balls brushed against my lips. I don’t know why, maybe it was instinct… but when it happened again, I flicked out my tongue, lapping at his swinging nutsack. His balls were salty, and smooth to the touch. I felt a need to worship his black cock, like I worshiped my wife’s pussy.


  “Alright!” The bouncer said. “Suck my balls while I fuck your wife!” he sneered at me.


  I should have been offended, but instead, I was filled with lust. I couldn’t believe I could ever do something as obscene and downright lewd as this, but there I was - tonguing a bouncers big black balls as he fucked my wife, giving her the second load of the night!


  My wife coaxed me on, enjoying the feeling of my lips brushing against her clit as she was fucked.


  “Do it baby, lick my clit, suck my pussy baby! Oh yeah, oh you’re such a good pussylicker!”


  The bouncer sped up his thrusts, his big balls now slapping against my face as I lapped at my wife’s cunt.


  A few seconds later, without as much as a hint, the bouncer blew his load inside my wife! I could feel his balls contract as he pumped her pussy full of his cum, giving her another full load.


  When he pulled out, a final shot hit me right in the face. My wife’s pussy was once again overflowing, leaking cum. I did my best to lick it all up, giving her creamy cunt a thorough licking.


  “Let’s sell this cunt,” Mr. Rose said as he pulled my wife away from me. She followed him willingly, not even bothering to pull up her panties. I was left in his office, a few strands of cum still on my cheek, gathering my breath. I couldn’t believe I got so carried away!


  I cleaned up the best and I could and waited in the office. A few minutes later, Mr. Rose returned.


  “Your wife is very popular,” he said to me. “The guys are lining up for her. Here, watch.”


  He hit a button and the side of the room lit up - the entire wall was just different TV screens displaying security footage. I hadn’t even noticed it.


  He had cameras in all the back rooms, so he could always see what was going on. He pointed me to the camera on the left.


  “There she is.”


  Heather was lying on her back, on a seedy couch. Between her legs was a big, burly black dude, pumping away her pussy. He lasted only a few minutes, before he was replaced by the next one.


  I watched in silence as my wife was fucked by one guy after another. None of the guys used protection, and her pussy quickly became a sloppy, cum-filled mess. The guys who were last in line had no intention of getting sloppy-seconds, and instead, opted for her cherry asshole. Heather was so dazzled by the marathon-fucking, she let them sink their big cocks right into her tight ass. She even sucked their cocks afterwards!


  I sat in that room for hours, watching my prim and proper wife getting fucked in every hole. The weird thing was: I wasn’t even mad. If anything, I wished I was in that room with her!


  Finally, at 6 am, the ordeal was over. Every patron in the club had blown their load inside my wife - some even twice - and the club was winding down. Mr. Rose handed me a thick wad of cash. I quickly flipped through it, and it seemed to be over $5k in cash. I realized this would make a great down payment on our dream-house.


  “Thank you for choosing the Queen of Diamonds,” he said with a smirk. “I hope you and Heather had fun… and remember, you’re always welcome here.”


  Still feeling somewhat dazed and confused I went to get Heather. She was passed out on the couch, after being gangbanged into a coma. She was covered in cum from head to toe, it was unbelievable. Her cum was dripping, goops of white cum oozing out. Her asshole was gaping open as well, the cum leaking out.


  I resisted the urge to eat her out - getting home was the top priority. I gently shook her until she woke up.


  “You can fuck my ass,” she said, half-asleep.


  “It’s me, baby. Let’s go home, okay?”


  She opened her eyes further, and she finally recognized me.


  “Daniel…” She whispered, before dozing back off.


  I couldn’t find her clothes so I carried her out the door still stark-naked, and drove her back to our hotel. Luckily there were no guests at the hotel - only a very surprised bellboy! He helped me carry my wife up the stairs. I was carrying her by the shoulders, while he carried her legs. This meant he was looking right at her cum-filled cunt. He tried to avert his gaze at first, but after a few minutes he gave up and just stared right at her pussy the whole time.


  Once we laid her down on the bed, the bellboy stood awkwardly by her side, his eyes traveling over her naked frame. I couldn’t deny what we had been doing - the boy was nineteen or so, still young, but old enough to know what cum is, especially if it’s dripping all over my wife’s body! I could tell he was mustering up the courage to ask me something, but he couldn’t find the words.


  He looked at me, a question burning in his eyes. I nodded. If everyone else had his fun, why not him?


  Without saying a word he unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock. He jacked off as he stared at my wife. With one hand he grabbed her right breast, squeezing it as he masturbated. It only took him a few strokes before he came. His first shot landed on her chest, but then he angled his cock towards my wife face, and he shot his load all over her sleeping face. The cheek on this guy!


  He zipped up, muttered a thank you without looking me in the eye and then scooted out the room as quickly as he could.


  When we were finally alone I stripped down and cuddled up next to my naked, cum-covered wife. As I drifted off into sleep, I knew one thing for sure… we were both addicted to cum now!
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  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!


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


  ***


   


  Taken by the Bikers


   


  “Are you sure you want go in there?” I asked my wife Emma. “I’m sure we can find some other place down the road.”


  She flashed me her gorgeous smile. “Of course, silly, it’s just a bar!”


  We were standing in front of a rough-looking biker bar aptly named Big Jim’s Roadhouse. I wanted go anywhere but inside, but Emma had already walked in. There were countless Harley’s parked outside the door, and the sounds of laughter greeted us. Through the stained windows we could see that the place was filled to the brim with bikers.


  We didn’t have a lot of choice - we were lost and running low on fuel, without a gas station in sight. It had been Emma’s idea to go on a road-trip straight through the U.S. We veered off the beaten path and now we were lost, our phones were dead and we were running low on gas.


  This biker bar was, realistically, our only option.


  Still, I’d rather not go in. I didn’t like bikers at all, with their loud bikes and tattooed bodies. I preferred the quiet suburbs to the open road. Emma was not like me - her father rode a Harley as well. She had grown up with motorcycles all around her, so she didn’t fear bikers like I did.


  “Underneath that rough exterior they’re just regular folks, like you and me,” she’d say whenever the topic came up. “All that posturing is just because they’re insecure,” she’d laugh. “Trust me, I’ve met plenty of bikers, and once you get to know them, they’re the sweetest guys you’ll ever meet.”


  That may be so, but I never planned on getting to know any of them in the first place - but none the less I was about to get a crash course in motorcycle gangs.


  “I have to go to the bathroom, you go and talk to the barkeep, alright?” Emma had said as she ventured inside, not even bothering to wait for my answer. I took a deep breath, collected all my courage and followed her in.


  The first thing I noticed was the smell. The putrid stench hit me in the face like a baseball bat. It was an awful mixture of sweat, stale beer and nicotine. Classic rock blasted from the jukebox, the music almost drowned out by the rowdy bikers. The blue haze from cigarette smoke clouded the room.


  When we walked in the bar fell silent for a moment as everyone turned to us. Emma was wearing a baby-blue sun dress, while I was in khaki's and a button-up shirt. We sure as hell weren’t dressed the part.


  Emma skipped towards the ladies room as I cautiously approached the bar. Everyone turned back in their seat, eager to ignore us. The barkeep did not even glance at me as he polished some glasses. I patiently awaited my turn - but when some other guys ordered their drinks and were served right away, I realized he was straight-up ignoring me.


  “Excuse me, we're looking for the nearest gas station,” I tried to say, but the barkeep didn't even look at me. He just kept on serving the other patrons whilst ignoring me. I'm usually a very patient man, but I was starting to lose my cool. I looked over to my shoulder to see what was keeping Emma so long when I saw her chatting to a few bikers.


  Three bikers had crowded around her as they talked to her. They were standing a bit too close for my liking, and it seemed like one of them had his hand around her waist! My blood ran cold as I saw Emma laugh at their jokes, flashing them her gorgeous smile. Did she even realize she was the only woman in this bar, and that her niceness could be construed as flirting?! She was always a bit too trusting and talkative for her own good. She never realized when men were flirting with her - she just thought everyone was very friendly.


  It's her best and worst quality at the same time. I loved how outgoing she was, and how easy it was for her to make friends - but at the same time, it could annoy me to no end.


  She was talking to a tall and rugged biker wearing a leather vest. He was objectively the most attractive guy in the room, with his nonchalant black hair and broad shoulders. Emma laughed and touched his chest as she did so, making my stomach churn. I knew I had to nip this in the bud as soon as possible.


  Taking a deep breath I strode over there, doing my best to seem confident, even though all these men were quite a bit taller than me. As I got close, I heard the last few tidbits of their conversation.


  “...we ended up all taking turns with her in their camper as her man slept outside, none the wiser,” the dark and mysterious stranger said with a sly grin.


  “You're so bad,” my wife said as she grinned at him, fluttering her eyelashes.


  I tried to stand next to Emma, but she was sandwiched between two tough bikers.


  “What are you talking about?”


  Emma looked at me, and a flash of regret seemed to flash across her face... but it disappeared as fast as it appeared. Maybe I had imagined it?


  “Hi honey, this is Hammer, and that's Dirtbag and Gunner. They were just telling me about the street race they were heading off to!”


  ‘Hammer’, the tall and attractive man, shook my hand, nearly crushing my hand with his vice-like grip. I tried to play it off like he didn't hurt me, but it was obvious he did.


  I wrinkled my nose. An illegal street race is the last thing I wanted to see at this point.


  “We should get going,” I said, trying to sound firm.


  Emma waved me away. “Non-sense! We just got here! This is why we came out here remember, to see something out of the ordinary. Have you ever seen a street race honey? Our friends are not going to believe this!”


  “They sure as hell won't”, Hammer grunted as he smacked my wife right on the ass. She yelped, her cheeks turning red as she swatted at his hand playfully, but she had a big grin on her face. It was clear she liked it.


  My mouth went dry as I stood there, flaccid, unable to stop this brute from groping my wife right in front of me. I was surrounded by tough and dangerous men on all sides. We made a huge mistake coming here.


  Hammer scraped his throat before assembling his crew.


  “Vipers, roll out!” He barked.


  All the bikers got up from their seats instantly and poured outside, climbing on their bikes and revving their engines, creating a wall of sound. The leader of the pack grabbed my wife's hand and led her outside. She followed him willingly, not even looking back to see my reaction. I was left frozen in place, not believing what had just happened. Suddenly I realized I was all alone in this bar, and with a car without any gas. If they were heading off, I'd be stranded here all alone while they did god knows what to my wife.


  I sprinted outside just to see Emma ride off on the back of Hammer's bike, her arms wrapped tightly around his waist. Her sun dress blew up as they drove off, exposing her white, round ass to all the bikers, causing them to cheer and roar with laughter. She was wearing a tiny red thong, so the cheeks of her ass were clearly visible.


  My own cheeks burned bright with humiliation as dozens of bikers saw my wife's ass. I ran up to 'Dirtbag', an overweight, bearded fellow, who was having trouble getting his motorcycle to start.


  “Please let met ride with you,” I asked him, but he paid me no mind, focusing his attention on his bike.


  “Come on man, let me on,” I pleaded.


  “Quit yer bitching,” he barked at me. He looked up at me and saw the discomfort written all over my face.


  “For godsakes, look at you, you sad piece of shit. Fine, hop on, but no holding on to me, you got that?!” He grunted, a threat clearly lingering beneath the surface.


  I thanked him profusely and hopped on back, holding on to the frame with all my strength. He got the motor to start, and we drove off, ten minuted behind the main group.


  My heart was pounding in my throat as we drove, and I held onto the frame for my dear life as Dirtbag sped down the winding country roads. I was wondering what Hammer was doing to my wife - why did she ditch me all of a sudden like that? I knew she was more adventurous than me and that she had a thing for bad boys - her ex-boyfriend had been a biker as well, but still... I didn’t see this coming.


  “Where are we going?” I asked Dirtbag.


  “You'll see,” was his cryptic response. We were driving down meandering roads, deep into the sticks. My anxiety was ramping up with every passing minute. Was Dirtbag even going in the right direction? Maybe he was driving me somewhere secluded where he could dump me, get me out of the picture... no one knew we were even here... we could vanish off the face of the earth and it would take ages for anyone to realize it...


  Right when I had convinced myself Dirtbag was going to kill me, we suddenly arrived at an abandoned airport. The other motorcycles were all there as well, all parked at the beginning of the strip. I breathed a sigh of relief, though I sure as hell wasn't safe yet. I hopped off the bike as soon as I could, marching towards the leather-clad group. I still had seen no sign of my wife anywhere. As I got close I could hear them cat-calling and hooting - not a great sign.


  The men had formed a circle, and I couldn't see what they had formed around. I tried to worm my way through the group, but there was no getting in - the men were way too strong for me.


  “Where's my wife?!” I shouted, my face burning bright red as I punched one of the men in the sides out of sheer frustration. He turned around, looking down at me, his eyes filled with disdain.


  “You want to see your bitch? She's right there,” he said as he grabbed me by the back of my neck. He lifted me from the ground effortlessly and threw me forwards. The group split open and I hit the asphalt with a big smack, knocking the wind out of me.


  I opened my eyes to see a pair of dainty feet standing right in front of me. The toes were painted a fiery red - the same color Emma loved. I looked up, my eyes traveling up the unclothed, feminine figure in front of me. Ankles led up to naked, unexposed, creamy thighs. A small, partially see-through, red thong was the only thing covering the pussy that was only inches from my face. The curves of her lips were clearly visible, the thin fabric clinging to her body.


  I looked up further and saw Emma's big brown eyes staring down at me, her eyes filled with desire. She had stripped down to her bra and thong, standing between two parked motorcycles, surrounded on all sides by rowdy bikers, leering at her nearly naked figure.


  “You’ve got to be careful honey, you tripped,” Emma said to me, her voice sweet and angelic. Did she not realize they did this to me?! Her eyes were glazed over with lust. It was as clear as day she loved the attention and danger she had gotten us into. She looked around the crowd, fully engrossed in the wanton game she was playing.


  I scrambled back to my feet, wiping my bloody nose with the back of my hand.


  “What are you doing?!” I stammered. “Have you lost your mind?!”


  “They asked me to be the flag girl,” she said, her voice a whisper, thick with passion. “We’re just having fun, baby,” she continued, ignoring my concerns.


  A strong hand pulled me back into the fold, away from my nearly naked wife.


  “Let's get this race started!” A low voice behind me yelled.


  I was pulled away as the men all took a few steps back. Hammer and another fellow I didn't know climbed on the two motorcycles, revving the engines. The bikers cheered them all on as Emma paraded in front of the two bikes, showing off her womanly curves. Her round, full breasts jiggled with every step, threatening to break free from their confinement.


  My mouth went dry as I watched how all of the bikers leered at her, watching her body like a hawk. I knew deep down in the pit of my stomach this was not going to end well for us.


  In lieu of a checkered flag, Emma decided to use her sun dress as a flag, playfully waving it around. “Are you rrrrrrrrrready?!” She yelled at the top of her lungs. “Go!”


  The bikes both left at the same time, tires screeching. Hammer grabbed Emma’s dress as he drove past her, yanking it out of her hands. It filled me with dread. There was no way we were ever getting that back. Emma just giggled like a schoolgirl, like these were just boys she was joshing around with, rather than a group of dangerous outlaws.


  This scene played out several times. There were ten or fifteen drag races, and Emma was the flag girl for every one of them, parading in front of all these men in just her undies. Hammer had hid her dress, so she had to use her hands to signal the start of the races. I actually feared she was going to take off her bra and use that as a flag, but luckily she didn’t take it that far.


  I wasn’t paying any attention to the races at all, I was just thinking about a way out. The bikers had driven us out to the middle of nowhere... we had to stay on their good side, and hope that they would take us back to the bar and the safety of our car. I’d just drive off as soon as possible, lack of gas be damned! We’d find some other bar down the road - Big Jim's Roadhouse couldn't possibly be the only place around.


  I was so lost in thought, I didn’t even realize Emma was no longer playing flag girl, and instead was sitting on Hammer’s lap. His arms were wrapped around her, his strong fingers digging into the naked skin of her sensitive thighs. The view made my blood run cold. He was whispering into her ear, his scruffy face buried in her neck. She had her eyes closed, a look of bliss on her face as she licked her lips. I had no idea what he was telling her, but he couldn’t be up to any good!


  I strode over to them, but the pair ignored me. I cleared my throat, and Emma lazily opened her eyes. She smiled up at me, though I felt like she was looking straight through me. Her mouth was hanging wide open, her breathing heavy. Her chest rose and down with every breath.


  “I think it’s time we went on our way,” I said as authoritatively as I could.


  Emma got up from Hammer’s lap and wrapped her arms around my neck. She looked me deep in the eyes, a fire burning in her bright, brown eyes. Before I could speak she kissed me on the lips, pushing her tongue into my mouth. I kissed her back, surprised by her sudden passion. She grabbed my cock through my pants, squeezing my throbbing erection.


  “Do you love me?” She whispered into my ear as she nibbled on my earlobe. She pushed her pussy against my leg, and I could feel the intense heat radiating off her body. She was on fire.


  “Of course,” I said breathlessly. She was rubbing my cock through my pants, and I was close to orgasm. The intense humiliation she had put me through had made my cock as hard as a rock - there was no denying it. I didn’t want to admit it to myself, but seeing all these burly men covet my wife... it made me anxious beyond belief, but it was also an immense turn-on. That is why I loved Emma so much - she always got me out of my comfort zone, pushing my buttons, and taking things beyond the limit.


  “Hammer wants to initiate me into their gang,” she whispered into my ear as her hand slipped into the front of my pants. She wrapped her fingers around my cock and squeezed it hard, causing an involuntary moan to escape my lips.


  “What does that entail?” I asked, my voice shaking with fear and excitement. I looked over her shoulder to Hammer - he was sitting lazily on his bike, staring at my wife’s round butt, a thick bulge clearly visible in his jeans. I realized Emma was grinding her barely-naked ass against that thick cock only moments before. That thought made my palms sweaty - but my cock throb even harder. Was Emma really asking for my permission to hand her over to a motorcycle gang?! It was ludicrous... and at the same time, strangely arousing...


  “You'll just have to find out,” my wife breathed into my neck as she softly bit me. I couldn't believe she was even considering something to lewd! I had no idea what Hammer had in store for her, but I could guess...


  I couldn’t believe her. She wanted to go with this, this… complete stranger? This tattooed, hard-bodied outlaw? Had she completely lost her mind?!


  I searched her eyes for answers, for some clue, but I found none. All I saw in her eyes was unbridled, uninhibited lust. Hammer had kindled an unquenchable fire inside of her.


  “Are you sure?” I stammered, searching for the right words. “We don’t have to.. We could..” My voice trailed off. I searched for the right words to sway her, to take her off this illicit path, but from the gleam in her brown eyes I could tell it was a senseless endeavor. She was under his spell, and she was going to surrender her body to him.


  She again pressed her lips against mine, her tongue darting into my mouth as she rubbed the growing bulge in my pants.


  “I want this baby,” she whispered into my neck. “I want to be initiated..”


  I could never say no to my Emma. I knew when we started dating she had an adventurous spirit, and the only way I could keep her was by letting her go sometimes. Maybe I had always known that a day like this could come, when her curiosity would got the best of her.. I just had no inkling it was going to be today!


  I glanced around the crowd and saw the men were all leering at my nearly naked wife, the hunger burning brightly in their dark eyes. What would they do to my wife, given the chance? I didn’t have to wait long to find out..


  “Alright lovebirds, time’s up,” Hammer yelled authoritatively. He grabbed Emma’s arm and yanked her away from me roughly, twisting her arm behind her back as he pulled her close. Emma squealed, but it was a sound of joy, not of fear.


  Hammer ran his hands up and down her body, staring me dead in the eyes as he roughly groped her firm, round ass. He was waiting for me to stop him, to put up a fight, but I just stood there. Limp. Flaccid. Unable to stop this biker from manhandling my woman. I knew when I was beaten, and I was outnumbered thirty to one.


  He grinned at me. He knew had me - he had us - right where he wanted us.


  “Time to ride, boys,” he shouted. “We’ve got ourselves a new initiate!” The men all headed back to their bikes, and a cacophony of sound enveloped the abandoned airport as thirty motorcycles rode off.


  Emma rode on the back of Hammer’s bike, still wearing nothing but her red lingerie. It was quite a sight.


  With a fearful lurch I realized I needed a ride back as well. I scanned the crowd for Dirtbag, panic settling in quick.


  Thankfully I spotted him after a fearful minute. Once again his bike refused to start. I again pleaded for him to take me along, and after promising I’d give him some money for gas he allowed to hop on.


  By the time we were finally underway the main group was already fifteen minutes away. My heart was going a million miles a minute - what where they doing to my wife? What did ‘initiate’ really mean, anyway? I heard stories, but… I didn’t want to think about anything too horrible, too obscene. They couldn’t really.. run a train on her, after all? That would be too much. That kinda thing only happened in movies, in stories, in backwater towns… with a sudden jolt of anxiety I realized we were in just that kind of backwater, run-down hick town that just might run a train on my prim and proper wife..


  I pleaded for Dirtbag to hurry up, but I was aghast to see him turn away from Big Jim’s Roadhouse and drive in the opposite direction.


  “What are you doing?!” I frantically yelled.


  “We’re going to get gas, remember,” he said with a smirk. He was playing me for a fool, getting me out of the way so my wife was at the mercy of the entire gang. And there was nothing I could do about it - except hop off a speeding motorcycle wearing khakis. Not an option.


  Dirtbag drove us to a gas station no more than ten minutes down the road. If only me and Emma had taken the right turn, if we had only been a little more patient, we would have ended up there as well. All of this could have been avoided… but it was too late for that now. Dirtbag took his sweet time filling up his bike before driving me back to Big Jim’s Roadhouse. By now Emma had been in there for half an hour, if not more, without me. My blood ran cold as I imagined what I’d find in there. Maybe, just maybe, she’d just get a tattoo or something… a little Viper on her shoulder. I could live with that.


  I hopped off Dirtbag’s bike and stormed into the biker bar. I expected to find it full of life - but it was completely deserted. Only the barkeep was there, dusting off some of his glasses.


  “Where is she?!” I barked frantically.


  He looked up, surprised to see me. When he recognized me I saw a glint of joy in his eyes - at my expense.


  “I don’t know what yer talking ‘bout,” he yapped.


  “My wife,” I yelled. “My wife! Where is she?”


  “I haven’t seen yer wife, sir,” he said with a shit-eating grin.


  I balled my fists in frustration. I wanted to pull this asshole over the bar and beat him to a bloody pulp for pulling my leg like this, but I knew I needed his help to find my Emma. I swallowed my pride and bit my tongue.


  “Have you seen a brown-haired woman with a group of bikers?”


  “Hm, now, I do remember a fine brunette… refresh my memory, what would she be wearing, this mystery girl?”


  He was milking this moment for all its worth, not content until I was completely humiliated.


  “Red lingerie,” I muttered, forcing the words out.


  “I’m sorry? I couldn’t hear ye.”


  “Red lingerie!” I yelled. “She was wearing red underwear, alright?!”


  “Hmmm,” the barkeep said as he twiddled his thumbs. “Can’t say I remember a brunette in red undies, no sir.”


  I threw my hands in the air out of desperation. Right when I was about to sink into a corner and wallow in my own misfortune, the barkeep spoke up… and only made things worse.


  “There was one other woman that came in here, ‘bout half an hour ago though,” he said slowly, knowing damn well the effects his words had on me.


  “She wasn’t wearing red though. No sir, that whore was as naked as the day she was born!”


  I could feel my heart sink into the pit of my stomach - a dark, black pit of anxiety and fear, growing larger with each passing second. It couldn’t be. My Emma, my love, my beautiful wife… naked, in a biker bar…


  “Where is she?!” I sputtered.


  “Oh, she’s in the basement, along with the other fella’s, getting worked over like a proper whore. But I don’t think-”


  I didn’t wait for him to finish. I ran towards the back, where I had seen a hatch that must lead to the basement. The barkeep tried to block my path but I pushed him aside, hopped up on adrenaline.


  I opened the hatch in the floor, and a winding, dark staircase greeted me… along with the disorderly, rowdy sounds of a gang initiation I was about to crash.


  Slowly, I descended down the dark staircase. My heart was beating in my throat as the boisterous sounds greeted me. Down the hall a small light escaped from a room, illuminating the dark and damp cellar. The air was moist and thick with anticipation. Sweat crept down my back as I walked down, each step giving off a loud creak, telegraphing my arrival… if anyone cared to listen.


  However, I was afraid no one was paying any attention to me at all, judging by the sounds that reached my ears. Besides the harsh sounds of men laughing and grunting, I heard the unmistakable sound of flesh slapping against flesh, and a rhythmic thumping.


  That sound made my stomach churn. I knew deep-down what I was going to find there, but I had to see. I simply had to. I couldn’t leave my Emma alone, after all.


  I crept closer and closer, and the sounds got more clear with every passing step.


  “Look at her, she’s taking it all!” A deep voice grunted.


  “I knew she was a proper whore the moment I laid eyes on her,” a different voice muttered in response.


  “Hurry up, it’s my turn,” yet another voice barked.


  I rested against the wall, right besides the door opening. I wanted to look, but I needed to gather my courage first. I was so close I could smell them. The stale odor of beer, mixed with sweat and leather. And, the unmistakable scent of sex.


  I now heard a female voice grunting in unison with the group of men, her frail voice nearly drowned out. Her voice sounded muffled, like she was being smothered by something large. I had heard that labored breathing before - I could recognize it everywhere.


  That was the sound of my wife, my lovely Emma, as she approached orgasm. She would bite down on her bottom lip and suck in air between her teeth right before her orgasm hit her. I loved that sound, it was our thing.


  And now I was hearing it, only she wasn’t with me. She was in the other room with god-knows how many outlaws.


  I balled my fists and turned the corner, ready to fight for my woman if need be. Nothing could have prepared me for what I found there. Nothing.


  It was worse than I had imagined it would be. I had thought there maybe would have been three, maybe four bikers, orderly taking their turn with my bride. Surely this was not what I was hoping to find, but, maybe we would have kept some semblance of self-respect.


  Instead, Emma looked like a total whore. She was drenched with cum from head to toe.


  Her red lingerie was gone, ripped from her body. She was stark naked, lying down on a dirty mattress in the center of the room. She was surrounded on all sides by men, as naked as she was. Their bodies were nearly entirely covered by tattoos.


  Emma was drenched in seed. Her make-up was smeared, big goblets of seed dripping down her cheeks and onto her chest. Her full, round breasts were red and bruised. What surprised me most was the big smile on her face as she looked down at the biker between her legs, her eyes fixed on the giant pole sliding into her. I had expected to find her crying, overwhelmed with regret and despair, but it couldn’t be further from the truth: She was loving every debased second of this gangbang.


  I was dumbfounded. I couldn’t move a single muscle in my body. I wanted to fight, to rescue her, but my body simply refused. I was too gobsmacked. Limply I stood there, watching Hammer slide the entire length of his massive cock into my wife’s well-fucked pussy. Her lips stretched to accommodate his size easily, revealing that he wasn’t the first biker-cock she had taken down there.


  Emma closed her eyes and let out a low, guttural moan, confirming once again that Hammer was giving her innumerable pleasure.


  I couldn’t look away. My eyes were glued to his thick pole, to the veins on his throbbing hard cock as it filled my wife in ways I never could, giving her wave after wave of pleasure.


  He pulled his cock out all the way, so only the big purple head remained inside of her wet cunt. He looked over his shoulder at me, a grin on his face as he suddenly slid forward - burying that large cock of his in my wife all the way to the hilt. I’ll never forget the sound she made: a moan of pure pleasure, animalistic and raw. It was a sound I had never heard before. I was faced with the realization I had never truly pleased my wife, I hadn’t fucked her the way these studs could. I couldn’t measure up - literally.


  “Move over whiteboy,” a deep voice said behind me.


  Before I had chance to react I was brushed aside by the biggest and blackest man I had ever seen. I nearly tripped as I stumbled to the side. I glanced up at the ebony rock that had just brushed me aside like I was as light as a feather.


  The ebony stud was almost 7 feet tall, and pure muscle. I had never seen a man so big and strong before. And, to make my day even worse, he was completely naked. His thick cock swung between his legs, the head almost reaching down to his knees.


  “Move,” he grunted to Hammer.


  Hammer quickly pulled out and moved away. I thought Hammer had been the leader of the pack, but it turned out this giant of a man was the real alpha male.


  Emma stared at the man’s oversized cock, her eyes as big as saucers. The black man grabbed her hands and wrapped them around his black pole. He was so thick her hands barely fit around his cock.


  “You’ve ever seen a cock this big?” He said to her. She shook her head no, the shock registering all over her face.


  The man reached down and violently squeezed her breasts, tugging at her nipples. Emma moaned lewdly in response like a bitch in heat.


  “Bitch, I asked you a question,” he barked.


  “No, I have not,” she said. “I’ve never seen a cock so big.”


  “Bigger than your husband?” He said, motioning to me.


  Emma turned and looked at me. She had been so absorbed by cock she had not seen me yet. At first she just looked surprised, like she didn’t expect me around, before her expression turned into a loving smile.


  “Much bigger,” she said finally, her eyes shifting back to the black man’s monstrous cock.


  “Do you want it inside of you?” The stranger continued.


  She nodded her head. “I do.”


  “Spread your legs, slut.”


  Without hesitation Emma pulled her knees up to her waist, holding them with her hands, so her well-fucked pussy was spread open for the black bull.


  I could see how her lips were red and swollen, eager for more cock.


  The man lined up the purple head of his cock with her wet cunt, sliding it up and down her folds, getting the head slick with juices.


  Emma moaned with each touch, the pleasure building up inside of her. Being taken so rough, being used as an sexual object for all these men was nothing short of a wish come true for my slutty wife - I had never known she had such a naughty, kinky streak.


  Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, the black man slid the head of his cock into my wife’s waiting pussy. She moaned and writhed as her pussy stretched to accommodate his large size. I thought there was no way her pussy could take such a large cock - but once again, I was wrong.


  The black stud took his time, letting her adjust, spreading the walls of her pussy with his thick girth, and slowly but surely, worked inch after inch of his big black cock into her.


  I was amazed to see he had slid into her entirely - that massive, black cock was now completely inside my wife!


  “Oh god,” Emma grunted, as she was overwhelmed by the large black cock filling her in ways she had never thought possible.


  The black man smiled from ear to ear, bearing his white teeth. He looked over his shoulder at me. I was still frozen in the same spot, unable to speak, unable to move away as this black stranger dominated my wife. When he saw I was not a threat, he turned his attention back to my wife. He leaned down real close, until his face was only inches from hers.


  “Are you property of Big Jim?” He grunted into her ear, right as he delivered a powerful thrust with his strong hips.


  “YES,” Emma screamed at the top of her lungs - making my blood run cold. Apparently this giant of a man was the Big Jim, of Big Jim’s Roadhouse, the very bar we were in.


  “Again!” He demanded as he pounded her with his massive cock.


  “I - oh! - am - ah! - your - ugh! - property!” Emma exclaimed, lost in the throes of passion.


  Big Jim wrapped one of his hands around her neck, holding her tightly and cutting off her air supply as he fucked her relentlessly. Emma moaned like a whore as this giant ravaged her body, taking her for his own, claiming my wife’s body.


  It was hard to believe how easily she gave herself to him, how quickly she surrendered her body - which belonged to me - to this rabble, these outlaws. I knew things were never going to stay the same again..


  “I’m about to blow inside ya, bitch,” Big Jim groaned as he slammed his cock all the way inside of her.


  I was horrified to see Emma wrap her legs around his waist and pull him in closer.


  “Do it,” she panted. “Cum inside me! Fill me up, Big Jim! Fuck me like I’ve never been fucked!”


  She needn’t tell him that twice. He held her down with his powerful arms as he pounded her relentlessly, slamming his body into hers with full force. His large frame dwarfed hers - his black skin contrasted with her pale, white beauty. I had never seen anything like it.


  “Here it comes!” He grunted. “Yes, yes, YES!”


  “Oh god, yes, do it, oh god!”


  “YES!”


  Big Jim gave one hard, final thrust before he unleashed a massive orgasm inside of my unprotected wife. He shot load after load of his virile, white seed into her fertile womb. His body trembled and his giant tennis-sized balls contracted as they fired wave after wave of cum into my young bride.


  I had been absentmindedly fondling my own, much smaller, cock through my jeans as I watched this brute fuck my wife blind. The image of him orgasming inside of her, the way she wrapped her legs around his waist and pulled him, coaxing every last drop of his cum out of him, sent me over the edge. I came on the spot, right there in my jeans, as this giant black stranger filled Emma to the brim with his cum.


  Big Jim pulled out, satisfied with using my wife’s body for his own pleasure. When he did, his cock left my wife’s cunt with a big plop. Cum started dripping out, running down her thighs and pooling between her legs. He must have shot a fire hose off inside of her - cum was positively running out of her.


  Emma looked down at the mess between her legs with wild, open eyes, as if she herself couldn’t believe the large load she had just received. To my shock she reached down, dipped her fingers in - and tasted it.


  “Get my tools,” Big Jim said with an authoritative grunt. Immediately some goons scrambled away. I was puzzled - they had done their worst, couldn’t they let us leave in peace? But the fun had only just started..


  A few seconds later, one of the goons handed Big Jim a metallic, gun-shaped object. It took a second for me to realize what it was, but then it clicked: it was a tattoo machine!


  Big Jim was standing there, naked, his body glistening with sweat, illuminating every muscle in his giant body, holding that tool in his hand.


  Emma looked up at him with a sense of adoration in her eyes, like this man was some kind of god. She bit her bottom lip as she stared at his massive cock, hanging limply between his legs. Even flaccid his cock was bigger than mine ever was! It was clear her hunger for cock hadn’t been stilled..


  “You’re property of Big Jim now,” the black man said to her - and me as well. “I’m going to give you the mark to prove it. Spread your legs.”


  Emma glanced at me, unsure. I shook my head no. Seeing my wife being fucked, filled with cum, and used like a common whore was bad enough - I didn’t want a tattoo to remind me of it the rest of my life!


  Emma turned her head back to Big Jim, and his massive cock… and she nodded her head, spreading her legs for him.


  “No!” I yelled, and I charged forwards, my vision turning red. I hadn’t even taken a single step before a blow to my stomach made me kneel over, and crumple into a heap on the floor. I looked up to see Hammer standing over me - naked still as well, my wife’s juices still glistening on his manhood. He shot me a threatening look, and I curled up, realizing my defeat. I was no match for these men.


  I heard the unmistakable, instantly recognizable sound of a tattoo needle being turned on. I will never forget that sound, the sound of my wife being marked for life.


  “This will sting a bit,” Big Jim chuckled as he lowered the needle. The next moment the silence was broken by my wife’s piercing scream as the needle broke her skin.


  I glanced up to see what was happening, but I couldn’t see past Big Jim’s lumbering frame. He was working somewhere between her legs.


  “Shut her up, will ya,” he grunted towards Hammer with a chuckle.


  “Sure thing,” Hammer said as he walked up to my wife. Without missing a beat he stuffed his dirty cock into her mouth, muffling her screams. To my surprise it even worked - her cheeks turned hollow as she sucked on the biker’s cock with all her strength, focusing her attention on the cock that, moments earlier, had been inside her cunt, rather than the needle painting her skin.


  This continued for ten or twenty minutes - I couldn’t keep track of time, I wasn’t in a right state of mind - until Big Jim shut the machine off.


  “There, thing of beauty, that is,” he laughed. He turned around to face me. “Want to admire my handy-work? You’re going to look at it for the rest of your life, might as well, huh, ya poor bastard.”


  He took a step to the side, and what I saw blew my mind.


  He had tattooed “BIG JIMS CUNT” right above her labia in big, Gothic, gang-style letters. Her pussy was forever ruined - every time I saw it, I would now be reminded of his giant black cock penetrating her tight, wet cunt.


  He saw the shock on my face, and laughed heartily.


  “Don’t be so worried, ya big stiff. You’ll learn to love it. Now, how about a big send-off?”


  All the men stepped forwards and formed a semi-circle around her, like they had rehearsed this countless times before. I was dragged forwards and forced to my knees, my face only a few inches away from my wife’s red and swollen pussy.


  “Watch this, bastard,” Big Jim told me as he gave a few tugs on his massive, black cock. As if on command, it suddenly exploded once more, shooting rope after rope of pearly white strands of cum. He shot his load right over the fresh tattoo, covering her wet labia with his seed. I was so close I could smell the pungent, bitter smell, and a few drops even splashed on me.


  One by one all the other men in the room followed his lead, jacking themselves off on my wife’s helpless body. They came on her pussy, on her tits, on her face - every inch of her body was drenched with cum. I was forced to watch every ejaculation, to watch every inch of skin being doused with seed, to see it roll of her tits and drop onto her stomach in big glops, to see the cum slide into her gaping open pussy, and pool inside of her cunt.


  Emma had her eyes closed, a blissful smile on her lips as she let the men cum on her, one after another. She was loving every second of this.


  When the last men had shot his load on her, the tattoo wasn’t even visible anymore. It was covered by load after load of cum. Right when I thought the ordeal was over, Big Jim grabbed me by the back of my neck.


  “Give your lovely wife a kiss, white boy.”


  He pushed my head forward, right into her sloppy, messy pussy. I tried to struggle, but it was no use - Big Jim was at least ten times as strong as I was. He pushed me in deep, burying my face in her wet cunt. As soon as my lips touched her wet pussy, a strange lust overtook me. This was still my wife, and I still loved her with all my heart - nothing had changed, as far as I was concerned. Not to mention this extreme humiliation had given me one of the strangest erections of my life. This caused me to go to town on her sloppy cunt: I licked and sucked with abandon, worshiping her used pussy, licking it all over and pushing my tongue as far into her as possible. Emma moaned, and grabbed the back of my head, pushing me in further.


  “That’s it baby,” she moaned. I was glad I could still pleasure her - I could never measure up to Big Jim.


  She smothered me with her cream-filled pussy as I licked her to orgasm. Her entire body trembled as she came, waves of pleasure extending from her core to every inch of her body.


  I stumbled backwards, gasping for air and wiping my mouth with the back of my hand. I looked around, and was surprised to see we were all alone in the dank basement. The men had ventured out as I was orally pleasuring my wife.


  Finally, Emma seemed to return back to earth, leaving the sexual high she had been on behind. She looked at me differently, a look of sorrow in her beautiful face.


  “I’m so sorry,” were the first words out of her mouth. I shut her up by kissing her deeply. She tried to push me away to finish apologizing.


  “I don’t know what happened, what came over me… one moment we were just talking, and then I was just dancing, and suddenly I was on my knees, and… I don’t know what to say…”


  “It’s okay,” I comforted her. “Let’s just get out of here.”


  I tried to find her clothes, but they were nowhere in sight. We had to leave the bar stark naked and dripping with cum.


  I helped her up the stairs - her knees were weak. Luckily the bar was empty, except for the smirking barkeep. Our car was right where we left it - and to my surprise, there was a can of gas standing next to it. The bikers where nowhere in sight, they had already ridden off.


  I filled up the tank and we drove away as fast as we could. Emma and I were silent for an hour as we drove, each of us processing the events in our own way.


  Emma was still naked, and she made no attempt to cover up. On the highway, a few trucks honked at her, glad to see her showing it all. Emma laughed, and I was happy to see her smile.


  “Look at me,” she said. “Naked on the highway, covered from head to toe in cum… do you think anyone will believe us back home?”


  “No, never,” I laughed. “Never!”


  I saw her hand had slid between her legs, and she was rubbing her slit up and down.


  “I can’t believe that really happened…”


  My own cock was achingly hard as I watched her re-live the events, the brazing horniness once again taking hold of her.


  She looked at me, a fire burning in her eyes. She spread her legs, and my eyes were drawn to her hot, tattooed cunt.


  “Do you want me to show off Big Jim’s Cunt?” She said, her voice low and animalistic.


  I grabbed her hand and put it on my crotch, to let her feel my hard erection. She didn’t need to be told twice.


  She pulled my cock out and got on her knees, taking my cock deep into her mouth. She wiggled her naked, wet cunt in front of the passenger door window - every one who drove by would see her spread out, naked, hot, wet, dirty, tattooed and cum covered cunt!


  I fucked her face hard as I saw a trucker pull up next to us. He honked appreciatively, and I saw him signal to me to pull over at the next stop - no doubt because he wanted to deposit a load inside my wife’s used cunt.


  “How about it, baby? Ready for a truck-stop gangbang?”


  The affirmative moan Emma made was enough to send me over the edge and fill her mouth with cum - and then signal back to the truck that we were game… this was turning out to be one hell of a vacation!
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  ‘The problem is women are usually scared off by the size of my ... member,’ Dwayne confessed.


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


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


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


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


  ‘Impossible,’ Amy reiterated.


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


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


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


  ‘Proceed,’ she told Dwayne.


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  ‘Well? Amy?’


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


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


  ‘Wow,’ I heard her whisper.


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


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


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


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


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