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  Preface


   


  I wrote Cuckolded By My Black Boss almost two years ago. It’s among the first stories I’ve ever penned, and one whose premise I really enjoyed: What if your black boss came to stay with you for a week?


   


  I wanted to revisit that idea, and so I’ve decided to give it a little twist. Shared with my Boss starts off the same as that old short story, but quickly takes a different turn.


   


  One thing stays the same, however.


   


  The white wife still gets taken by her husband’s black boss!


   


  Happy reading,


   


  ~ Emilia.
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  More Wife Sharing Stories by Emilia Steele


  Chapter 1


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


  If only I knew how right she would be!


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


  Andre shrugged. “Nothing steady, no.”


   


  “So there is someone?”


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


  I shrugged. “Hey, she asked.”


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


  Mary nodded. “What gave it away?”


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


  “What do you want to know?”


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


  “Our lips are sealed,” Mary replied instantly.


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


  “Like swingers?” She said.


   


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


   


  Mary raised her eyebrows. “What?”


   


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


   


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


   


  Andre nodded. “Yes.”


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


  “Is that a challenge?”


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


  Andre’s dark eyes drank in my wife’s frame as she walked away, and I realized that letting this ebony stud into my home could very well change my marriage forever…


   


  * * *


  Chapter 2


   


  “Do you hear that?” Mary whispered excitingly. “I think he brought someone over!”


   


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


   


  “Shh! Listen!” She said.


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


  “Ohhh yeahhh!”


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


  “Oh yes, yes!”


   


  “Does Tom fuck you like this?”


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


  She was touching herself!


   


  “Honey?” I said, surprised.


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


  However, Andre was just getting started.


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


  Finally, I drifted off to a deep sleep, with the knowledge that my innocent wife had just masturbated to the sounds of my black boss having sex a few feet away from us tucked away in the back of my mind…


   


  * * *


  Chapter 3


   


  I awoke early the next morning feeling quite grumpy, not knowing that this was only the start of it all. I’d tossed and turned all night, images of Andre’s muscled, ebony body invading my every dream.


   


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


   


  And that’s when I saw her.


   


  Sasha.


   


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


   


  I gasped, and she turned around.


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


  “Yes,” I muttered.


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


  “So it WAS you!”


   


  Mary’s loud voice made me wince. She stormed into the kitchen, wearing naught but a bathrobe, and for a second I feared she’d caught me lusting for her nearly-naked friend… but to my surprise, Mary hugged her!


   


  “Ohmigod, I had no idea,” Mary said with a wide grin. “I thought your voice sounded familiar, but… you? And Andre? Wow!”


   


  “Yeah,” Sasha said with a guilty grin. The two girls joined me at the table, engrossed in their discussion.


   


  I swallowed the lump in my throat. I couldn’t believe Mary wasn’t alarmed that friend was in our kitchen, completely bottomless! Rather than cuss her out for flaunting her body in front of me, Mary wanted to know all about the arrangement she and Tom had with Andre.


   


  It seemed Andre’s words had aroused more than a cursory interest in cuckolding.


   


  I wanted nothing more than to get up from the table, but to my shame I was still bottomless — and my hard, pulsing member stood straight up, pressing against the bottom of the table. All I could think about was how Sasha’s juicy, naked, well-fucked pussy was resting on one of my chairs, while my wife quizzed her on her sex life, of all things.


   


  In less than a day Andre had already caused a greater shift in my wife’s demeanor than I had accomplished in the past five years.


   


  “You have to tell me everything,” Mary gushed. “Tom is cool with it?”


   


  Sasha nodded. “Believe it or not, it was my husbands idea!”


   


  “But Tom’s a police officer,” Mary said. “He’s so… manly!”


   


  “I know,” Sasha said proudly. “I didn’t believe it a first. Apparently, it’s a huge fantasy among guys. You don’t hear about it a lot in the media, but watching their wife with a big, hulking black guy gets a lot of guys going.”


   


  She quickly winked at me, the gesture making my cock pulse harder.


   


  “It took some convincing, but when I realized he was truly game, I dived in headfirst. No regrets.”


   


  “Wow,” Mary said. “How long have you two been doing this?”


   


  “For about three years, I think,” Sasha said. “And I’m never going back. Tom’s a fantastic fuck, don’t get me wrong, but he’s got nothing on Andre. The stamina of that man… my god.”


   


  “And Tom doesn’t mind that you’re here now? And that we know?” Mary continued, firing a barrage of questions. A whole new world opened up right in front of her, and I could tell she was eager to learn as much as possible from her open-minded friend. I shifted in my seat, my erection throbbing so hard it was uncomfortable.


   


  I wondered what Mary would do if I stood up and jacked myself off right on the fucking table. That wouldn’t be any more outlandish than the conversation they were having right in front of me!


   


  “He’s not too excited about it,” Sasha said, “but he doesn’t have a say in what I do. Andre called me last night, and I came over, simple as that. We have what is called a ‘female-led marriage’. In other words, I’m the boss. What I say goes. Tom asked me to take this role himself, by the way.”


   


  If I hadn’t heard Sasha cream all over my boss’s big black dick with my own ears I’d never have believed it. Tom is such a loud-mouthed macho… who would have thought that at home he was well and truly whipped!


   


  “Tom won’t admit it, but I know he gets off on knowing that you know. If you want to have a bit of fun, you should whisper something about it to him at the next barbecue,” Sasha said with a grin. “He’ll be walking around with a stiffy for the rest of the night!”


   


  Mary hung on her friends every word. I could see the gears in her mind turning already. Sasha implanted some idea right in my wife’s brain that would be a struggle to get out. By inviting my boss into our home, she’d really unleashed an insatiable beast…


   


  “Told you,” Andre’s caramel voice said as he sauntered into the kitchen, a bath robe tied very loosely around his large, ebony frame. He wrapped his arm around Sasha’s shoulders, leaned down and kissed her right on the lips.


   


  His robe fell open, exposing his giant, black member to Mary and I. It bobbed up and down between his legs, swinging like a pendulum, our eyes inadvertently drawn to it. Even at half-mast he was twice my size and thrice my thickness.


   


  “Oh my god,” Mary gasped, her eyes as big as saucers. “Your cock is huge!”


   


  Andre tied his robe shut loosely, a cocky grin plastered on his face. “Sorry,” he said. Despite his token attempt to cover up, his big black shaft was still clearly visible. A throbbing vein ran up his length, all the way from the base to the glistening, purple head of his cock.


   


  Mary stared at it intensely, unconsciously licking her lips.


   


  “Do you believe me now?” Andre asked.


   


  Sasha hugged Andre’s side, sliding her hand up his thigh. “Can you blame me?” She said to my wife as Andre’s robe fell open once more. “Just look at this thing.”


   


  My mouth went dry as my wife’s friend wrapped her hand around Andre’s giant black cock right in front of us. Her fingers barely fit around his thick cock. She pumped the length a few times, and it swelled up right in front of our eyes.


   


  Mary’s mouth fell open in shock as Andre’s cock grew larger and larger, bobbing up and down in her friend’s hand with every beat of his heart. A drop of pre-cum formed on the head of his cock, and Sasha licked it off, running her tongue down his impressive length.


   


  “Have you ever seen a cock this big?” Sasha said.


   


  “No,” Mary replied instantly. “Never.”


   


  “Get your boss some coffee, Jim,” Andre told me as Sasha kissed his shaft. His hand slipped inside her shirt, kneading her breasts right in front of us.


   


  “Go on,” Mary told me. “Don’t be rude.”


   


  Has the world gone mad? I’m rude for not getting my boss coffee as my wife’s friend licks his cock right in my kitchen? At wit’s end I stood up, exposing my erect cock to all. It was hard and throbbing — and at least three times as small as Andre’s giant, rock-hard member.


   


  My wife yelped when she saw I was hard and naked, and I didn’t know whether to interpret the look in her eye as pity or jealousy. Did she covet my boss’s bigger member?


   


  “Why are you naked?” She stammered, her cheeks red. “And hard?”


   


  “It’s my own damn kitchen,” I said as I poured Andre a cup of coffee, my hands shaking from excitement.


   


  “Jim is like most other white guys,” Andre said as he rested one hand on the back of Sasha’s head and pumped his cock down her throat. “Watching a big black cock have his way with a white wife is his dream come true. Isn’t that right, Jimmie?”


   


  I stammered a response as I handed him his coffee, my tongue all tied up.


   


  “I’ve seen your download history at work,” he added with a wink, “so I know you don’t mind this.”


   


  He pulled his member out of Sasha’s mouth, his black shaft dripping with her saliva, and slapped the head of his throbbing member against her outstretched tongue. He placed one foot on a chair as he pushed her head down, and she sucked his immense black balls into her mouth with gusto, lathering them up with her tongue.


   


  I sat back down next to my wife, absolutely flabbergasted at the impromptu live-sex show my black boss was putting on in front of my wife. Mary was staring at her friend suckling on Andre’s tennis-ball-sized-balls, her mouth hanging open, her body rising up and down with every heavy breath.


   


  “Show them your tits,” Andre said, and Sasha removed her shirt right away, exposing her luscious, round orbs to us.


   


  “That’s more like it,” Andre grunted as he squeezed her melons roughly. “I love them big white titties.”


   


  “Where should I drop my load, Mary?” Andre asked. “In her mouth, her face, are all over her tits?”


   


  “Her tits,” Mary croaked. “Cover her tits.”


   


  My wife had always been a bit jealous of her friend’s large bosom, and she licked her lips as she watched Andre’s big black hand mauls Sasha’s tits. Her hand found its way into my crotch and she jacked me off under the table as she watched the wanton spectacle in front of us.


   


  “Good choice,” Andre said.


   


  Sasha grabbed the base of his thick, black shaft with both her hands and jacked him off, rubbing the big, purple head against her stiff nipples, spreading his pre-cum all over her chest.


   


  “Here it comes,” Andre grunted. “Oh fuck!”


   


  “Do it baby,” Sasha hissed. “Cover me with that delicious cum of yours!”


   


  My black boss covered Sasha with his pearly white load, his big cock firing one hot rope of cum after the another, completely dousing her in his seed.


   


  I came in my wife’s hand, but my load was nothing compared to Andre’s. His white juices just kept coming and coming, one strand after the next, until her chest dripped with seed.


   


  Sasha scooped the white jizz up with her fingers and licked it off, humming as she did so.


   


  Watching intensely, my wife brought her hand, dripping with my smaller load, to her mouth and licked her fingers clean, her eyes not leaving the cum-covered tits in front of her for even a second.


   


  I knew right away she was imagining tasting Andre’s seed as she licked mine up, and my cock jumped right back to attention.


   


  “Holy shit,” Mary finally gasped as Andre gave a few final pumps.


   


  Sasha licked the last drop of cum straight from his bulbous, purple head. She smiled at Mary with a mouth full of cum, proudly swallowing it all.


   


  Andre stretched out, lifting his arms above his head. “Now that’s a way to start the morning,” he said, downing the coffee I had made for him with one gulp.


   


  “Come Jim, let’s get dressed. Don’t want to be late for work. Our ladies have plenty to talk about, after all.”


   


  I quickly showered and dressed, my mind still a whirlwind of emotion. The way Andre had just taken control of my household astonished me. I guess he’s my boss for a good reason.


   


  When I came downstairs he was chatting with Mary and Sasha, who was still stark naked, her chest covered in my boss’s dried cum.


   


  My wife ran up to me and kissed me hard, her eyes twinkling with desire.


   


  “This is so crazy,” Mary whispered excitingly. “Have fun at work today, babe.”


   


  I left in utter confusion. What the hell was happening?


   


  * * *


  Chapter 4


   


  I couldn’t focus. I barely spent a minute actually working that day. My mind kept drifting back to that morning, to the absolute control Andre had over Sasha, to the devotion in my wife’s eyes as she watched her friend swallow my boss’s cum. The way he influenced everyone in the room was nothing short of amazing.


   


  I noticed right after lunch that Andre had clocked out early. My whole body froze up. Was he back at my house? What was he doing?


   


  I kept glancing at the clock every few seconds, each glance taking up a lifetime. Finally, after an eternity, my day was over. I raced home as fast as I could and burst through the front door, covered in sweat.


   


  “What’s wrong, honey?” Mary said. “You look like you saw a ghost.”


   


  “Where’s Andre?” I said.


   


  “Upstairs, in his room. Dinner is almost ready, can you call him?”


   


  “Sure, I said, finally catching my breath.


   


  I walked towards the stairs when something clicked. I turned on my heels and drank in the sight of my wife. In my haste, I hadn’t noticed her dress. It was absolutely gorgeous: A jet-black, skintight dress that barely came past her hips. It hugged her every curve, and exposed her back to boot.


   


  She caught me staring and with a naughty smile she sent me upstairs. At a loss for words, I ascended the stairs and called for Andre.


   


  “Your cooking is delicious,” he said as we got started on the meal.


   


  “Thank you,” Mary answered with a smile.


   


  “Jim, what do you think about her dress?”


   


  “It’s gorgeous,” I said.


   


  “I’m glad you agree. I saw it when I was out for lunch and I couldn’t stop myself from buying it. It’s made for Mary's body.”


   


  My breath faltered. The thought of my wife dressing up so sexily for the both of us already frightened and aroused me, but knowing that Andre was the one who bought that dress? And she actually put it on? My cock was instantly hard. I tried to get her to dress more risque for years, and my boss manages to do so within the span of a day.


   


  “How was your day with Sasha?” Andre asked.


   


  “Enlightening,” Mary said with a cheeky grin.


   


  “What is that supposed to mean” I said, feeling nervous.


   


  Andre and Mary both laughed, as if they knew something I didn’t.


   


  “Nothing, honey,” she said, reaching out to squeeze my hand.


   


  I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t enjoying the immense sexual tension, but I also felt we were dangerously close to veering off the road.


   


  “I’ve just never had such an open discussion about someone’s love-life before. It was really interesting to learn from her.”


   


  “So what did you learn?” I said, not able to contain my curiosity.


   


  “The joys of being a hotwife,” she said as she stared directly into my eyes. The corners of her mouth pulled up into a naughty grin. I was so nervous, I couldn’t swallow another mouthful. Was this a test?


   


  I didn’t want it to stop.


   


  “Go on,” I croaked.


   


  “Sasha’s husband allows her to do whatever, or whoever she wants, whenever she wants. What do you think about that?”


   


  I held my breath, and the room was so silent you could hear a pin drop. Andre and Mary were both waiting for my reaction, and I remained frozen. These kind of things only happened in my erotica — now there was a giant black man in my kitchen, and my wife was asking me how I felt about cuckolding!


   


  I shrugged, trying to play it cool. “I don’t know,” I lied. “Whatever works for them.”


   


  “You never thought about it?”


   


  If Andre wasn’t sitting right next to me, I might have given a truthful answer to that question. However, the truth was too embarrassing to admit to in front of my boss.


   


  “No,” I said. “Not really.”


   


  Mary cocked her head, that sexy smirk still on her face. “Then why do you have so many hotwife stories bookmarked on your computer?”


   


  If my face could turn any more red I’d be a tomato. “That’s private,” I stammered.


   


  “If you were honest with me, I wouldn’t have to snoop,” Mary said. “And because you read them at work, Andre knows all about it as well, isn’t that right?”


   


  “I’m afraid so, Jim,” he said. “You really ought to be more discreet at work.”


   


  I couldn’t be more humiliated. My boss and my wife had been reading all the erotic stories I had bookmarked? Together? There are some fucked up shit in there, stuff I don’t even really want or like, that is just hot to read about every once a while. It’s surely not meant for my wife to read, let alone my boss!


   


  “It’s okay, baby,” my wife said, reaching for my hand. “It’s fine. In fact, I think it’s extremely sexy that you have such a submissive side. It takes a lot to admit that to yourself.”


   


  “Submissive? I said, not understanding.


   


  “Yes, Jim,” Andre said. “While you’ve been working, I had a good conversation with Mary. I explained all the details of a cuckold relationship. Your choice in erotica, as well as your behavior this morning, clearly indicate that you are a submissive who craves a Dom in your life. I want to make it very clear that there is nothing wrong with that either. It’s simply who you are, how you are wired. What it does mean is that you cannot achieve true pleasure without being dominated. Mary is a submissive, as wel, isn’t that right?”


   


  “Yes… sir,” Mary said, looking at Andre with a look of reverence. Hearing my wife call my boss ‘sir’ almost made me slide out of my chair of arousal.


   


  “That’s where I come in. As you’ve seen with your own two eyes, I’m a natural Dom. I can do for you two what I have done for Tom. All you need to do is ask. The ball is in your court, Jim.”


   


  The world spun in front of my eyes, everything topsy-turvy. Everything I had known about my marriage was suddenly turned on its head.


   


  “I’ll leave you two to discuss this further,” Andre said as he got up. I detected a hint of regret in Mary’s eyes, as if she couldn’t wait to get started.


   


  He left the room and Mary and I stared at each other quietly. I didn’t know what to say, where to start. My lifelong dream was suddenly within reach, and it was the most exciting, yet most frightening moment of my entire life. We remained silent until we heard the front door close and the familiar rumble of Andre’s car as he drove off.


   


  “So what do you think?” Mary said with a nervous laugh. Again she reached for my hand, stroking it lovingly. “Are you angry?”


   


  “No,” I said quickly. “It’s just a lot to take in.”


   


  “I know, but our love is strong enough. This can only make it stronger. Whatever happens, I’m yours, and you are mine. Nothing can change that. I want to experience everything this world has to offer, together, with you.”


   


  I got up from my seat, pulled my wife up from hers, and planted a firm kiss on her red lips. My tongue slid into her mouth, tasting the red wine on her breath. She pushed her body against mine, and I ran my hands down her naked back.


   


  My cock was as hard as a rock, and it pressed against her stomach.


   


  “I think I have my answer,” she whispered softly as she patted my bulge.


   


  All I could do was moan as she unbuttoned my jeans. My cock throbbed, the thought of my wife actually giving in to these perverted, wicked desires driving me absolutely wild.


   


  She dropped to her knees in front of me and yanked my pants and boxers down to my ankles. My member sprung out, standing at attention.


   


  Mary licked her lips in anticipation before wrapping them around the purple head of my cock.


   


  “Yes,” I trembled, grabbing onto the table for support as my wife bobbed up and down my dick.


   


  “Mmh,” she moaned as she gagged herself on my dick. “Give it to me, baby,” she said. “Who is your horny little slut?”


   


  “You are,” I gasped, every nerve on my body on edge. Mary had never been much of a talker, so hearing her admit to her fantasies was my wildest dreams come true.


   


  “You like that, baby? You like it when your innocent wife acts like a cum-loving little whore?”


   


  “Oh yes,” I said. I couldn’t hide it any longer even if wanted to. “I love it when you talk dirty like that. You look so good with my dick in your mouth.”


   


  “Do you think I would look even better with a black dick in my mouth?” She asked with a wicked smile, the tip of her tongue flicking against my sensitive head.


   


  I came.


   


  I came straightaway, my knees buckling as I shot my load all over my wife’s face, coating her with my juices.


   


  She opened her mouth wide, trying to get as much of my seed into her mouth as possible. “Oh yeah, that’s it, cover me baby, give me more cum, oh fuck baby, you love black cock, don’t you? You love it when I’m a slut for big black cock, huh?” She moaned as I came all over her.


   


  I leaned on the table, gathering my breath. I’ve never come so hard and so sudden in my entire life. Mary didn’t give me a moment’s rest, as she was as turned on as I was.


   


  She got up and looked at me with eyes as big as saucers, pure unbridled lust shimmering in her baby blue eyes. She kissed me, slipping her tongue into my mouth, and I didn’t even care that I could taste my cum on her breath.


   


  She sat back on her chair and lifted her dress, revealing that she wasn’t wearing any underwear.


   


  “You little slut,” I murmered.


   


  “You know it,” my wife grunted. She lifted her legs up, spreading her pussy open for me.


   


  I knew it was my turn. I dropped to my knees and drove my mouth straight into her dripping wet pussy.


   


  I’ve never felt her so wet before. I licked her pussy with long, broad strokes, all the way from her her sensitive rosebud to her throbbing and thumping clit.


   


  She grabbed the back of my hair and guided me in circles, spreading her lips open with her fingers.


   


  “That’s it, lick me baby, lick your wife’s slutty pussy,” she moaned.


   


  I ate her out like a man possessed. “Are you going to cum for me?” I asked as I slid two fingers into her pussy, hooking them up and rubbing her most sensitive spot as I stimulated her clit with my tongue.


   


  “Yes,” she hissed. “Yes, yes, yes!”


   


  “Are you going to be my dirty slut wife?”


   


  “I’m going to be such a dirty fucking slut,” she grunted through her teeth. “I’m going to fuck your boss, baby, I’m really going to! I’m going to let him slide his big black dick right into my pussy!”


   


  She looked me directly in the eye as she said this, a crazy horny look inside her blue eyes unlike anything I had ever seen before. We were crossing the thin line between fantasy and reality.


   


  And I didn’t care.


   


  “Yes,” I said. “Andre is going to train you, use you like a proper slut!”


   


  “YES,” Mary said. “Yes, yes, YES!”


   


  She came harder than she’s ever done before, bucking her hips up against me, one hand holding my hair, pushing my face into her pussy while the other squeezed her own breasts roughly.


   


  “Fuckkk,” she groaned, pure pleasure coursing through her every vein.


   


  I fell back, gasping for breath. Mary’s cheeks were flushed bright pink, her chest heaving up and down every every heavy breah.


   


  “Holy shit,” she said. “That was heavenly.”


   


  I kissed her vagina again and she pushed me away, still quivering with pleasure. “Too sensitive,” she whined. I grabbed her hand and led her to the bedroom where we curled up under the covers. Without saying a word, we had both come to an agreement. Our bodies had spoken.


   


  Tomorrow Andre would start training my wife.


   


  * * *


  Chapter 5


   


  “What is your answer?” Andre said.


   


  His large black body dominated the room, our couch appearing comically small compared to his immense frame. A sharp, dark suit adorned his ebony frame, accentuating his natural leadership.


   


  I looked at Mary and she looked back at me, squeezing my knee in encouragement. She wore the same dress she had on last night — the one Andre had bought for her.


   


  We had rehearsed this conversation the entire night, coming back to the same answer over and over again.


   


  Yes.


   


  Yes, Andre, we want you to make Mary your slut.


   


  It frightened me. It terrified me, and it also turned me on more than anything had ever done before. I felt more alive than ever before, pure adrenaline coursing non-stop through my veins.


   


  The same applied to my wife. I’ve never seen her more sexual. I’d always thought she was a bit repressed, and last night she admitted to me had aways held back a little in the bedroom. Just as I hadn’t shared my hotwife fantasy with her, she had never told me about her desired to be totally dominated, too afraid of my reaction to reveal her heart’s desire.


   


  Andre had brought us closer together.


   


  He was right. She needed a man that could satisfy her every urge, and as much as I tried to be that guy, I simply wasn’t. I wanted to watch, and to serve.


   


  Andre, however, was that man. He was a leader, a natural born Dom. He oozed authority from every pore. He was totally relaxed as he waited for me to reply, as if it was only a matter of time until we agreed. As if my wife already belonged to him. In a way, she did.


   


  I was going to surrender my wife to my black boss.


   


  “Yes,” I croaked, my mouth dry. “Our answer is yes.”


   


  “Remember what you will be agreeing to,” Andre said, his dark commanding eyes going from my wife to me and back again. “I demand total and complete submission. Do you understand want this means?”


   


  “Yes, sir,” Mary replied instantly.


   


  “Yes, I guess,” I said, still slightly hesitant.


   


  “Mary, this means that when you are with me, your only concern will be my personal satisfaction. Do you agree to that?”


   


  “Yes, sir,” Mary answered excitedly.


   


  “Jim, I demand the same level of submission from you. Do you trust me?”


   


  “Yes,” I said, my voice trembling.


   


  “Good. I don’t want to complicate your marriage. I am simply the tool for the two of you to discover who you really are inside. I’m here to bring you indescribable pleasure, to open your eyes to your true desires. I want you to be absolutely sure of your answer, Jim. Do you agree to my terms?”


   


  This was it. The final question. Once I agreed, there was no turning back. No turning around this train.


   


  I turned to my wife, and I’ve never seen her more sure of anything in her life. She sat on the edge of her seat, her hands resting on her knees as she eagerly awaited my answer.


   


  There is no way I could keep her waiting.


   


  “Yes,” I said. “We agree.”


   


  Andre reclined in his seat, a satisfied grin on his face.


   


  “Excellent,” he said. “Jim, go get me and Mary a bottle of your best wine to celebrate.


   


  “Of course… sir,” I said. I went and picked out the best wine we had. It had been a gift from Mary’s parents that we’d received on our wedding day. They told us to save it for a special night. I couldn’t think of anything more special than the first time my wife will be with another man!


   


  I walked back into the living room with a bottle and three glasses. I noticed right away that Andre sat next to my wife, his arm draped around her shoulders. They talked so quietly I barely heard them.


   


  I placed the glasses on the coffee table and poured us all a glass when Andre stopped me.


   


  “Jim,” he said. “I never said you could have a glass.”


   


  My cheeks blushed as my boss corrected me in front of Mary.


   


  “S-sorry,” I said. I didn’t expect him to start bossing me around already.


   


  “Don’t let it happen again,” he said. “Now sit on the floor.”


   


  My heart beat so hard in my chest that I felt like I was going to explode. I followed his command, to to my own surprise, it felt right. Comfortable. As if I was meant to serve. I no longer had to think, fear, and worry about everything I did. All I had to do was what I was commanded.


   


  I figured Andre would devour my wife as soon as he had the chance, but he took his sweet time, basking in the sexual tension. He ran his hand up her knee, his black skin contrasting erotically with her pale, white skin. It slowly glided up, higher and higher, and I watched with bated breath as my wife’s eyes grew wide.


   


  His other hand touched the back of her neck. Mary closed her eyes, humming approvingly as my black boss massaged the nape of her neck. He brought her face closer to his, until only an inch remained between them. He opened his mouth and let his tongue caress my wife’s bottom lip. She groaned like an animal as she pushed her mouth against his, their tongues intertwining as they shared a sloppy kiss. I knew she had surrendered herself completely to him.


   


  “Come here, Jim,” Andre said.


   


  With my face as red as a beet and my whole body tingling from excitement, I scooted over to them, until I was sitting right in front of them. Andre’s hulking figure towered over me, my wife’s body draped over his.


   


  “How do you feel, Jim?” He asked me.


   


  His hand slid up the back of my wife’s dress, cupping her round ass cheek in his big hand.


   


  “Great,” I answered, licking my dry lips. The massive bulge in his pants was only a feet away from me now, his immense erection straining against the fabric. I’d already seen his massive cock when Sasha blew him in front of us, so I knew what kind of monster he had in there.


   


  I wanted to see it. I wanted to hold it. I wanted to guide his big black cock into my wife.


   


  “I’m glad to hear that, Jim. Unbutton my jeans, then, if you want me to continue.”


   


  With my hands trembling from excitement I unbuttoned my boss’s pants. Mary stared at me in shock, amazed by my obedience. It surprised myself as well, but Andre’s analysis of me had been spot on. This is what I had craved all my life, and now that the moment of truth was only a few seconds away, I could barely contain myself.


   


  I pulled his pants down to his ankles. His boxers were filled with a massive bulge, the hard member already pulsing. I hooked my thumbs into his waistband, took a deep breath, and slowly pulled them down. Only when I had gotten them past his knees did his cock spring out — with so much vigor that the head brushed against me.


   


  Mary gasped audibly. “It’s so big,” she whispered.


   


  Andre’s cock was absolutely glorious.


   


  In the kitchen I had been to embarrassed to take a good look, but now, I stared unabashedly at the massive black cock bobbing up and down a few inches from my face. I studied every single inch of it, all the way from the top to the bottom.


   


  Large, throbbing veins ran up its length, pulsing with energy. The purple, bulbous head of his cock already gleamed with pre-cum, a big fat drop of it siding down his length.


   


  “Tell your wife what you want, Jim,” Andre said.


   


  I could barely get the words out of my mouth — I was that excited. “Suck his cock,” I said. “Suck that big black cock, baby.”


   


  “If you say so,” my wife said with a wicked grin. She put her blonde hair up in a ponytail before leaning down, her mouth hovering only an inch above his twitching cock.


   


  She looked straight at me as she opened her mouth and, ever so slowly, extended her tongue until the tip of it brushed against the slit on top of Andre’s cock.


   


  Time seemed to slow to a standstill as I watched my wife’s tongue trail around the purple, bulbous head of my boss’s cock. She didn’t break eye contact for even a second.


   


  My hands shook from sheer arousal, my lips chapped. I nodded for her to continue.


   


  She wrapped her hot, red lips around the head, engulfing it completely.


   


  “That’s it,” Andre sighed blisfuly. “Suck on that black dick.”


   


  My innocent wife, as pure and white as the fresh-fallen snow, was now a slut for black cock. She teased and taunted me as she licked up and down Andre’s cock right in front of me. She loved the attention I was giving her — the show completely captivated me.


   


  “Tell your hubby what you want,” Andre said as he ran his hand through her blonde hair.


   


  “I want your big black cock,” she replied instantly. Her voice had a new edge to it: Rough. Primal. Now that it was actually happening, and she had her first taste of black cock, she wanted more. The power she wielded over me drove her wild with lust. I saw the erotic gleam in her blue eyes. There was no putting this genie back in the bottle.


   


  “Good,” Andre said. “That’s a good white slut. I’ll give you a proper taste.”


   


  He grabbed a fistful of her blonde hair and pushed her head down, shoving his cock as far down her throat as possible. Mary gagged on his cock, but Andre didn’t relent.


   


  He pulled her up by her hair, and my wife gasped for air.


   


  “You like that, slut? You like I when I fuck your face in front of your husband? Do you like it when he sees what a good, obedient slut you are?”


   


  “Yes,” she gasped between heavy breaths. “Yes, I love it, sir.”


   


  My boss grabbed another fistful of her hair and pushed her face down roughly, forcing his cock down her throat. He then held her down as he thrust his hips up, fucking her face. Every thrust forced another inch of his black meat down her throat. Saliva dripped out the sides of her mouth as she struggled to breathe, chocking on the black cock lodged down her throat.


   


  Just when I thought Mary might pass out, Andre let her go. She gasped for air, tears running down her cheeks, her mouth dripping with saliva and other juices.


   


  For a split second I feared we’d made a huge mistake, but to my surprise, Mary had a big, satisfied smile plastered on her face. She licked her lips and wiped the tears from her face with the back of her hand.


   


  “I’ve never been used like that before,” she said.


   


  “You’ve never been anyone’s slut before,” Andre said, stroking her ass.


   


  “That’s true.”


   


  “But now you’re my slut, aren’t you?”


   


  Mary looked at me with a guilty grin. Andre pulled my wife over his lap as if she were weightless, yanking her dress up to expose her naked, bottomless ass. My wife yelped in surprise, which turned into a moan as his flat hand struck her bare bottom.


   


  “Are you my slut?” He asked, spanking her once again.


   


  “Yes!” She yelped.


   


  SMACK


   


  “Yes what?”


   


  SMACK


   


  “Yes, sir!” She moaned. “I’m your slut!”


   


  I watched breathlessly, still kneeling between Andre’s legs. I saw his naked cock press against her stomach as he massaged her naked ass.


   


  He ran his fingers across her opening, then showed me how wet his fingers were. They literally dripped with juices. Andre then slipped those same fingers into Mary’s mouth, and she sucked on them eagerly.


   


  Watching my wife taste her ow juices was another highlight for me. She’d truly do anything Andre commanded her. What was next? Anal?


   


  “You’re ready,” Andre said, his fingers sliding in and out of her dripping wet pussy. He lifted her up and placed her on her back on our couch. “Hold her legs up, Jim.”


   


  I got up and grabbed my wife’s ankles, spreading her legs wide for my boss.


   


  That sight is one I will never forget. Mary’s legs were spread wide open, her pussy dripping wet, ready to get fucked. Her big blues were glued to Andre’s big cock as it swung between his legs.


   


  He smacked the bulbous head of his cock against her sensitive, thumping clit, soliciting a lewd moan from my wife.


   


  “What about protection?” I asked.


   


  “I don’t use it,” Andre said. “I always fuck bare.”


   


  I swallowed the lump in my throat. My dominant boss had taken completely posession of my wife’s body — and I loved it. “Yes, sir,” I said.


   


  He placed the tip at my wife’s entrance and pushed forward. Mary’s tight pussy was not ready for such a thick black cock. My wife moaned loudly as her pussy was stretched open. She struggled to accommodate his girth.


   


  “Oh god, it’s too big,” she moaned.


   


  “It’ll fit,” Andre said, his forehead dripping with sweat. “Relax. You’ve never had a real cock before, but you’ll learn soon enough. Right, Jim?”


   


  “Right,” I said. “Relax, honey, you’re almost there.”


   


  I couldn’t believe I was coaching my wife through her first black dicking, but I took to it like a fish takes to water.


   


  Andre took it slow, letting my wife adjust to his immense size. Soon enough my wife’s labored breaths turned into moans, pain turning into pleasure. He slid in inch-after-inch, until his entire monster-sized cock was inside of my wife.


   


  “How is it?” I asked.


   


  “Unbelievable,” she groaned, her eyes shut tight and her mouth hanging open. “It’s so good, baby, it’s so b-b-b-ig,” she breathed. “I’ve never felt like this before!”


   


  Andre pulled out slowly, her pussy clinging to his girth, until only the tip remained inside. Then he pushed it back in, picking up a steady pace.


   


  “You love my black cock, don’t you?”


   


  “Oh yes, I love it, I love it!


   


  “I’m going to fuck you again,” he groaned.


   


  “Yes,” she said, sounding almost desperate. “Yes, yes! Anytime, Andre! I’m yours!”


   


  He slammed into her, again and again, pounding his massive cock into her cunt with all his might. Mary’s face grew red and her eyes rolled back as her moans were reduced to pure gibberish. I watched in astonishment as my boss fucked the everliving shit out of my wife.


   


  He kept going and going, and Mary’s moans got louder and louder, until she was screaming her lungs out. I could never go as hard and as fast for as long as Andre. I’d shoot my load. Not Andre. He pounded her like a machine, his black cock a blur as he fucked my wife.


   


  “Ah fuck, I’m cumming!” Mary screamed. “I’M CUMMING!”


   


  For the first time in her life Mary had a vaginal orgasm — I can only make her cum from eating her out — and she trembled on Andre’s dick, saliva dripping down her chin as she’s absolutely lost herself in lust.


   


  When she came down from her sexual high, Andre took a breather. His ebony muscles were coated in a layer of sweat. Mary ran her hands over his pecs, admiring his sculpted muscles.


   


  “How is he?” I asked.


   


  “So good,” Mary breathed, her chest heaving up and down. “I’ve never been fucked like this. Thank you, honey, for letting me do this.”


   


  Andre pulled his massive cock out and Mary whined like a puppy. “Turn around,” he ordered. “Show me that big, white ass.”


   


  “Yes sir,” Mary said. She hopped on all fours, obediently presenting her fuck-holes to my boss.


   


  I sat down in front of her and kissed her mouth, stroking her hair.


   


  “You look beautiful,” I said.


   


  At that moment Andre slipped his massive cock back into her wanton pussy. He started pounding her relentlessly, the sound of his big balls smacking against her pussy bouncing off the walls.


   


  My wife looked me in the eyes, and slowly but surely, her bright blue eyes glazed over. With every thrust of Andre’s hip she was launched forward, her eyebrows furrowed, her body barely managing to take every last girthy black inch.


   


  “Oh fuck, baby, he’s fingering my ass,” she moaned, and my excitement was kicked up another notch. I jumped up and saw Andre’s thumb was lodged into my wife’s tight, virgin ass.


   


  He pumped his finger into in rhythm with his own thrusting. I stared in amazement. All my life my wife had denied me the pleasures of her asshole, but Andre? This black, demanding stud? He didn’t ask, he took. And judging by my wife’s delirious moans, she loved it.


   


  “Have you ever fucked your wife in the ass?”


   


  I shook my head no, my mouth as dry as cork. “N-no,” I stammered.


   


  “Do you want me to?


   


  I was just about to laugh — the mere idea of his thick cock fitting in her ass was ludicrous — when my wife shocked me with her answer.


   


  “Yes,” she groaned. “Yes, fuck my ass, Andre, fuck my slutty white ass.”


   


  She looked up at me, her eyes glimmering with lust as she bit her bottom lip. “Is that okay, baby? Is it okay for your boss to fuck me in the ass?”


   


  I nodded, trembling with excitement. “Yes,” I groaned. I couldn’t believe I was giving up my wife’s anal virginity to my boss!


   


  “Get me some lube, Jim,” Andre commanded me.


   


  I quickly ran upstairs to get some lube, my heart in overdrive. Luckily I had bought a new bottle a few months back, hoping it would spice up our love life, but Mary shot any anal play down real quick. Now I was grabbing that same bottle so that a black man could squirt it onto his cock to fuck my wife in the ass! What a time to be alive.


   


  I came back downstairs and held out the bottle for Andre.


   


  “You put it on,” he said, his thick cock still inside my wife’s dripping wet pussy.


   


  “Okay, sir,” I said, squirting a few big fat drops of the liquid goodness right on my wife’s puckered asshole. Mary quivered as the cool liquid hit her rosebud.


   


  “Work it in there, make it nice and wet for me,” Andre said.


   


  I rubbed the gooey stuff into my wife’s asshole, the tips of my fingers pressing inside her. Andre flexed his cock, and to my amazement, I could feel his cock right through her skin.


   


  He then pulled his cock out my wife’s cunt, his thick, long, black pole coated in juices. “Squirt it on my cock too,” he commanded. He grabbed the base of his cock, his black pole resting against my wife’s ass.


   


  “Yes, do it,” Mary breathed. “Do it. I want to watch you handle that black cock.” She watched from over her shoulder. “Get it ready for my ass.”


   


  I squirted the clear liquid right onto his girthy black cock, drops of it sliding down his length.


   


  “Make sure it’s totally lubed,” Andre said.


   


  “O-okay,” I said, my hands trembling from excitement. I squirted some into the palm of my hands and wrapped them around the purple head of my boss’s cock. It was the first time in my life I ever touched a cock other than my own. It felt hot to the touch, and it was as hard as a damn rock. I had to use both my hands to grip it properly, my fingers working the cool liquid onto his black cock.


   


  “That’s it, jerk that cock, baby,” Mary cooed, her eyes open wide.


   


  Without realizing it, I had begun to jack Andre off. All those years of masturbation had programmed that right into my muscle memory.


   


  “Is this enough?” I asked.


   


  Andre nodded. “Good job, Jim. Now put your cock in your wife’s mouth. She needs something to muffle her screams,” he said with a smirk as he smacked the head of his cock against my wife’s slippery asshole.


   


  I took my clothes off and held my cock in front of my wife. She slipped it into her mouth easily — unlike Andre’s — as he prepared to fuck her in the ass.


   


  “I’ll go slow,” he said. “It might hurt a bit at first.”


   


  He slowly pushed the big, bulbous head of his cock into my wife’s tight, virgin asshole. Her cheeks went hallow as she sucked on my dick as hard as she could, her voice contorted. “Too big,”, she groaned, her voice muffled.


   


  “The tip is in,” Andre said proudly. “That’s the hard part. Now comes the rest.”


   


  Inch-after-inch he worked his cock in, taking her anal virginity right in front of me. I stared in amazement, my jaw hanging wide open as this ebony stud took so easily what I had struggled to achieve for years.


   


  My wife’s groans turned into whimpering moans, and her tense body relaxed when Andre had half his shaft inside her ass. “That’s it,” he said. “How does that feel?”


   


  “Ugghh,” was the only thing that come out of my wife’s mouth, much to Andre’s amusement.


   


  “Good. Take notes, Jim, this is how you fuck your wife in the ass.”


   


  He pulled out before slamming back in, shoving half his cock back into her ass with one fell push. Mary cried out on my cock, a potent mixture of pleasure and pain.


   


  Andre smacked her ass until it was bright red, his hand print burned into her white cheeks. Her entire body jiggled and shook with every thrust of his powerful hips, and Mary moaned delriously


   


  “It’s so good,” she moaned. “I’ve n-never — ahh — never felt this good before!”


   


  “Tell me more,” I pleaded.


   


  Mary looked up at me, her mouth hanging open. “Your boss should have fucked my ass years ago,” she said.


   


  My cock was as hard as a rock, and I was only moments away from blowing my load all over my wife’s pretty little face. I pulled back, waiting. I wanted to cum at the exact same moment Andre did, so that Mary would be pumped full of cum from both sides at the same time.


   


  Luckily for me, I didn’t have to wait long.


   


  “I’m going to cum,” Andre growled. “I’m going to inside your ass!”


   


  “Yes, do it,” Mary pleaded. “Fill me up, Andre, fill me with your cum!”


   


  He pounded his cock into her ass faster and faster until he exploded inside of her. He bottomed out and groaned loudly, filling my wife’s ass to the brim with his cum.


   


  I came at that exact moment, shooting my load into my wife’s open mouth.


   


  Andre pumped my wife’s ass fill, firing rope after rope of his pearly white cum into her. When he pulled out, his black cock was absolutely coated in juices.


   


  “Get a towel, Jim,” he said.


   


  I quickly ran to get a towel, and when I came back, I stopped dead in my tracks. Andre sat on my couch while Mary’s head rested in his lap, sucking and licking his cock clean. She ran her tongue all the way from the top to the bottom, licking up the mixture of juices on his black member.


   


  He held her hair, guiding her around, sometimes giving a little pump so his cocks sid into her mouth. All the while, Mary was moaning lovingly. I sat down across from them, absolutely gobsmacked that my wife was orally worshiping the cock was just inside her asshole.


   


  Her asshole gaped wide open still, cum leaking out onto her couch. I quickly laid the towel for her.


   


  “How was it, Jim?” Andre asked me. “Everything you expected it to be?”


   


  “So much more,” I said as my wife bobbed up and down his dirty cock.


   


  “I’m glad you liked it. What about you, my slut?” Andre asked my wife. He pulled his cock out of her mouth and slapped the wet head against her cheeks. “Did you love my big black cock inside your ass?”


   


  Mary laughed, a wide, youthful grin plastered on her face. “I loved it,” she said, planting a wet kiss on the head of Andre’s cock. “I love black cock.”


   


  I got everyone a glass of water and we all sat there naked, gathering our breath.


   


  “What now?” I asked after a moment of silence. “What is next?”


   


  “That is up to you two,” Andre said. “I think you have plenty to talk about. When you’ve decided you want more, you know where to find me. Which until the end of the week is down the hall,” he grinned.


   


  With that, he got up. “I’m going to take a shower,” he announced. “I’ll see you two lovebirds in the morning.”


   


  Mary and I watched Andre walk up the stairs with a twinge of regret, almost sad that this debauched night was already over. I knew one thing for sure:


   


  This wouldn’t be the last time I shared my wife with my boss!


   


  * * *


  Epilogue


   


  6 months later


   


  Life has never been better. Over the past few months, I’ve noticed just how many of my friends complain about dead bedrooms, their nagging wives, their dwindling sex-lives.


   


  Meanwhile, I’m having sex every single day — if not more.


   


  I could tell them my secret, but somehow, I’d doubt they’d be very enthusiastic.


   


  After all, what would you do if I told you the secret to a good sex-life is letting your big black boss sexually service your wife whenever he pleases?


   


  You’d most likely shake your head and call me a sap, a fool, a sucker. That’s fine by me. I don’t care. When I come home from work, my wife’s pussy is filled with cream, still red and swollen from the marathon fucking Andre — or any of his many black friends he’s introduced my wife to over the past few months — has given her.


   


  Depending on my mood, I drop down to my knees and eat her creampie, or I just stick my quivering cock in that sloppy goodness and add my load to my boss’s.


   


  Mary and I have never been closer, and Andre has become a real part of our unity. I never thought having a bull around could be so rewarding, but knowing that there’s a virile stud around to fulfill my wife’s every desire takes a load of pressure off my shoulders. He is over at our place so much he practically lives there now, as my wife has turned into an insatiable minx.


   


  Lately, Mary has been teasing me, telling me that if I love eating Andre’s cum out of her so much, I should get it straight from the source. I never considered myself bi, but I have the feeling that tonight, my wife is going to make me a suck a dude off for the first time in my life.


   


  Fuck.


   


  Life has never been better!


   


  * * *


  Afterword


   


  Thank you for reading! I hope you enjoyed this story. If you liked it, please consider leaving a review on Amazon — every single one counts, plus it makes me feel all warm and fuzzy inside to hear from my readers, so don’t be shy!


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


  ***


   


  Taken While Camping


   


  *


   


  What started out as a weekend of camping with some of my best friends ended up with me passed out drunk as all my friends fucked my wife right in front of my passed out body…


  



  


  It began with a phone call.


  



  


  “Bad news, Marty. I just got off the phone with Linda… she ain’t coming. And I heard from Frank that Carol ain’t coming either.”


   


  “Goddamn it Peter, what the hell?!” I screamed into my phone. This was our weekend – our annual getaway, the one time a year me and my high school buddies all got together… and their wives just bailed on us.


   


  “Sorry man, it is what it is. You have Jess with you?”


   


  “Of course I do,” I told him. She’s a trooper, unlike your wife.


   


  “Shit, sorry man, don’t know what to say. See you at the camp site, I guess?”


   


  “Yeah, whatever,” I said, hanging up the phone. God damn it. This meant my wife would be the only woman among us four guys – besides me, Peter and Frank, our buddy Tyrell was coming as well.


   


  “What is it honey?” My wife Jessica asked me.


   


  “It’s fucking Linda and Carol… they both bailed. I’m sorry.”


   


  “What?! Those bitches!” She blurted out, a flash of anger on her pretty face.


   


  “I can turn this car around and bring you back home if you’d like?” I offered.


   


  “Now? After the four hours it took us to got here? Do you think I want to miss out on four guys drinking beer all day?” She chuckled. “No, whatever, it’s fine. Fucking bitches. Should have known. I bet you’re they are going to the spa together or some shit tomorrow, while we’ll be clamoring in the dirt… oh well. You brought plenty of wine, didn’t you?”


   


  “You bet your ass I did!”


   


  “Then we’ll be fine,” she said with a mischievous smile. “I might just have to tease their husbands a bit, to get back at them for leaving me all alone with four guys…” She teased me, her voice trailing off.


   


  “What did you have in mind?” I asked, trying to sound nonchalant, but my dick was already hardening at the thought of my wife teasing my buddies. I did enjoy her showing off, and I got her to flash some strangers on our honeymoon, but around our friends and family she was always prim and proper. I often thought back on that honeymoon. We went to one of the Caribbean islands, where we made love on the beach. I made her wear tiny little dresses with no underwear and no bra, and I think she enjoyed flashing her naked pussy to strangers as much as I did. That was a non-stop two-week sex-fest. Unfortunately, when we returned back home, we both got caught in the grind of working full time, and we never got the chance to be as crazy again.


   


  “Oh, I don’t know,” she said. “Maybe I’ll take the time to work on my tan… and you know how much I hate tan-lines…” She smirked at me.


  



  


  We arrived at the camp site soon after. It was a beautiful, secluded spot we visited year-in, year-out, deep into the woods. During all the years we’ve come here we have never spotted another human soul. It felt like it was our own little getaway, our private spot in the universe. The camp site consisted off a small clearing in the woods, right smack dab next to a crystal clear lake.


   


  Tyrell was already there, setting up his camp, shirtless, his bare ebony chest glistening in the sun.


   


  “Wow, that’s a sight for sore eyes,” Jess said softly as she got out of the car. I had to admit, she was right. Tyrell was the only bachelor of our group – though he was a far cry from being sad and lonely. He probably got laid more than all three of us! He has always been a player, even back in high school. He had an amazing athletic body – and he has only gotten more buff with the years. Coupled with his wit and charm, it wasn’t hard to see why women swooned over him.


   


  “Hi, Jess, good to see you!” He greeted my wife, giving her a tight hug, that lasted slightly longer than necessary. She couldn’t resist quickly touching his washboard abs when the hug ended.


   


  “Tyrell,” I said as I offered my hand.


   


  “Marty! My man, how have you been?!”


   


  “Same old, same old. Frank and Peter here yet?”


   


  He shook his head “Nah man, just me.”


   


  “I just got off the phone, Linda and Carol aren’t coming.”


   


  “For real? What the hell man?”


   


  “I know, right?” My wife chimed in.


   


  He smiled at Jessica. “You don’t mind being the only women among four horny dogs?”


   


  She shrugged her shoulders nonchalantly, winking at me. “I think I can handle all four of you just fine, thank you very much.”


   


  Tyrell laughed, his infectious deep baritone laugh echoing through the woods.


   


  “I’m going to dip in the water, will you boys set up the tent for me?” She asked us, pouting her lips like a little girl.


   


  Tyrell grinned. “Sure thing, miss.”


   


  We went to work setting up the tent, while Jessica put on her bikini in Tyrell’s tent. When she strutted out, swaying her hips with each step, Tyrell stopped and whistled. She was wearing the tiniest bikini I had ever seen. It was baby blue, but the small piece of fabric barely contained her full bosom, her breasts nearly spilling over, jiggling with each step she took. The bottom was a thong, her round butt on full display.


   


  “Goddamn,” Tyrell said out loud. “Would you look at that.”


   


  Jessica shook her barely-covered butt, obviously pleased with the compliment. She ran towards the water, and we both watched her go, her curvy body covered only by a few small pieces of string. I hadn’t even seen that bikini before – she must have bought it as a surprise for me.


   


  “You have one fine missus there, chief,” Tyrell said.


   


  “I sure do.”


   


  “Weekend is off to a promising start,” he added with a wink.


  



  


  We set up the tent and I worked on unpacking all our things, while Jessica swam a few laps in the lake. Tyrell started a fire in the middle of the campground, and right when he had it burning nice and hot, Peter and Frank arrived, both spotting a dumb, apologetic face.


   


  “Sorry about Carol, Marty,” Frank greeted me. “You know how wives can get.”


   


  I waved it away. “Whatever man. We’re here now. Let’s not let anything spoil our weekend now.”


   


  Peter had a few cold beers in the cooler of his truck, and we opened the first of what would be many beers of the weekend, huddling around the fire.


  “Holy shit,” Peter mouthed and I saw his eyes go wide. I followed his stare, though I already had an inclination what he was staring at. I turned around and saw Jessica emerging from the lake, like a goddess.


   


  Her blonde hair was matted to her face. The blue bikini had gone nearly see-through, her large, pink nipples poking provocatively through the tiny layer of fabric covering her luscious breasts. The small thong only covered her pubic mound and her folds, making it very clear she was completely shaved down there.


   


  “Hiya guys,” she said nonchalantly as she came strolling up, drops of water sliding down all of her many womanly curves. Peter and Frank were staring at her body open mouthed, their eyes shot wide open. Tyrell was grinning at them as they stammered like embarrassed teenagers.


   


  “H-Hi-Hey Jess,” Peter finally managed to stammer. “H-How are you?”


   


  “I’m wet Peter,” she said with a sultry voice. “I’m so wet right now…” Peter turned a bright shade of red, and we all busted out laughing at his expense. I handed her a towel, and she dried off in front of us, making no attempt to cover her body up.


   


  She bent over forwards, facing Peter and Frank, slowly drying each leg, taking her sweet time. This gave them a perfect view of her rack, her large tits threatening to break free from the small constraints. Tyrell was sitting behind her, and he was getting a nice view of her round bubble butt. My cock was hard as a rock, pitching a tent in my shorts. I hoped no one noticed, but then my eyes glances towards their shorts and I noticed they were all sporting chubs as well.


   


  “You should be glad your wives aren’t here, I don’t think they’d like my outfit very much, don’t you agree boys?” Jessica said.


   


  Frank nodded, his eyes never leaving my wife’s rack for a second. “I don’t mind though,” he muttered. My wife flashed him a bright smile. “You can wear this the whole weekend if you’d like,” he added quickly.


   


  I punched him on the shoulder. “That’s my wife you’re talking about, let’s not forget that. I think the show is over.” The guys all booed me, as my wife skipped towards our tent, wrapping the towel around her body. She gave me a wink before she walked in, but she left the flap unzipped, so we could see see flashes of her naked skin through the gap. “For now,” I said softly as I took a swig of my beer.


  



  


  My wife’s little escapade had turned me on beyond belief, and I wanted nothing more than to join her in our tent and fuck the everliving daylight out of her. Of course I couldn’t, not with my three mates sitting in front of the tent. I hoped the day would pass soon, I couldn’t wait for tonight.


   


  When Jess came out of the tent she was now wearing hot-pants and an oversized shirt. Her hard nipples were poking through the fabric - my cock lunged when I realized she wasn’t wearing a bra. The neckline was so large that if she bent over, my friends would get a clear glimpse of her naked breasts.


   


  “Pass me a beer,” she told Frank, and he obliged. She joined us around the campfire as we shot the shit. I caught every guy stealing glances, and I couldn’t blame them. The hours flew by as we all reminisced, and before long it was nighttime. We roasted some sausages over the fire for dinner, before retiring to our respective tents. Jess went first, and I went soon after, my cock still throbbing.


   


  When I opened my tent, Jessica was already waiting for me - completely naked. Her legs were spread open invitingly as she rubbed her wet folds.


   


  “Hi there, stranger. You’ve got something for me?”


   


  “You bet your sweet ass I do,” I growled as I unbuckled my pants. I practically ripped my clothes off as I dove between her legs, firmly planting my mouth on hers. She grabbed the back of my neck tightly as we kissed passionately, our tongues wrapping around each others. She pulled my body against hers, eager for my hard cock.


   


  My hard cock slipped into her pussy easily. She was dripping wet, wetter than I had ever felt her before.


   


  “Fuck me,” she grunted, her voice low and animalistic.


   


  I fucked her hard and fast, pounding into her dripping wet cunt.


   


  “Fuck me so hard they can all hear me,” she moaned into my ear. That thought turned me on even more. I grabbed her legs and pushed her knees to her chest as I unrelentingly pounded at her snatch, jackhammering my cock into her wanton pussy.


   


  “Yes, yes, that’s it, fuck me, FUCK ME!” She cried out loud. There was no way my friends couldn’t hear her - after all, they were only a few feet away.


  



  She pulled my head into her bosom as she nibbled on my earlobe.


   


  “Did you see them watching me baby?”


   


  “Uh-huh,” I grunted.


   


  “Is it okay if I want them to? Is it okay if I want them to look at my body, to see my curves?”


   


  “Yeah baby,” was all I could moan as she pushed all my buttons.


   


  “Oh yes baby, I want them to see what a dirty little slut I am. Did you see them staring at my tits? All your friends were staring at my breasts, their cocks were so hard…”


   


  My orgasm was rising, I couldn’t hold out much longer.


   


  “What if I go skinny-dipping tomorrow? Would you like that baby? Would you like it if your hot little wife got naked with all your friends, rubbing against them underwater, grabbing and stroking their hard cocks as their hands roamed my body, feeling and groping every part of me,” she rambled on, her eyes closed as she bit her bottom lip, lost in lust as much as I was.


   


  “I want them to touch me, to feel me.”


   


  My cock got harder and harder as my orgasm quickly approached. Her eyes shot open, a passionate fire burning in her blue eyes. She felt the surge of energy go to my cock, and she knew I was about to blow my load deep inside of her.


   


  “Oh yes, baby, do it! Fill me up! Are you going to cum inside me?”


   


  “Yes, yes, oh yes,” I groaned.


   


  “And after that, are all your friends going to fuck me too? I want them to fuck me, Marty, I want you to watch as all three of them shoot their loads inside my dirty little pussy.”


   


  “OH GOD,” I grunted loudly as I shot my load deep inside my wife’s unprotected pussy. She sent me over the edge with her dirty talk. I fired load after load of creamy white cum into her womb. It was one of the best and hottest orgasms of my wife.


   


  I collapsed on top of her as I breathed heavily. She stroked the back of my hear, planting small kisses all over me.


   


  “I love you baby,” she whispered.


   


  “I love you too hun,” I said.


   


  “You know that was just dirty talk, right?”


   


  “Of course, baby,” I answered. I hoped my friends didn’t hear any of that… in the heat of the moment, I had forgotten they could very well be listening in on every word. I quickly fell asleep, my thoughts fading away.


  



  


  I awoke in the middle of the night, my body cold. I reached over to cuddle up to Jess - but my hands only found a cold spot. I slowly opened my eyes, and realized Jessica wasn’t in our tent. The flap was open, and the cold night’s air was blowing into the tent. That must have been what woke me.


   


  I heard hushed whispers coming from outside. It sounded like Frank. I strained my ears to listen what was being said, but it was hard to make sense of the words, as I was not fully awake yet.


   


  It sounded something like “That’s it, that’s right,” but that didn’t make any sense to me. Then I heard a muffled groan - but it could just as easily have been some woodland animal making that noise. I laid back down and waited for Jess to return - she must have gone to the bathroom. After a few minutes passed, I started to get worried, but just when I was about to get up to go look for her, she walked into the tent.


   


  “Go back to sleep, baby,” she whispered at me.


   


  “Where were you?” I asked, still groggy.


   


  “I went to the bathroom baby, just go to sleep, okay?”


   


  “Okay,” I grunted as I rolled around and drifted back to sleep. In my tired and barely awake state it hadn’t even registered with me that she walked back into our tent topless and that she was wiping something off her chest.


  



  


  By the time I awoke the following morning next to Jess, I had forgotten all about the nightly scene. I smelled the alluring smell of bacon. Frank was cooking us breakfast. When I walked out the tent, my friends gave me lip for keeping them up all night.


   


  “There he is, mister studly,” Tyrell grinned. I shrugged my shoulders apologetically.


   


  “Enjoyed the show, guys?”


   


  “Sure did” Tryell nodded. “Will there be a repeat performance?”


   


  “You never know,” I answered. At that moment, Jessica walked out of her tent. Her blonde hair was tussled and she was wearing pajama pants and an oversized shirt. As she yawned and rubbed the sleep from her eyes she stretched her arms over her head, causing her shirt to rise up and expose her naked midriff.


   


  “Good morning fellas,” she said.


   


  “Morning,” they all responded.


   


  I joined the guys around the campfire and ate my breakfast as Jessica went to freshen up by the lake.


   


  “What are the plans for today?” I asked the group.


   


  “I’ve been thinking about hiking up the hill over there,” Frank said as he pointed to the other side of the lake. “The view from there has always been great. Anyone want to join?”


   


  Peter and I decided to accompany Frank on the hike, but Tyrell declined. He’d rather lounge by the lake.


   


  “If we want to go, we should go soon. It will take us the better part of the day to hike there and back again,” Frank said. We agreed and I went back to my tent to get dressed.


   


  Jessica was back in the tent as well, changing into another brand new lime green bikini I hadn’t seen before.


   


  “We’re hiking up the hill, want to join us?” I asked her as I changed into my clothes.


   


  “All of you?”


   


  I shook my head. “No, Tyrell is staying behind.”


   


  She paused for a second. “Then I’m staying as well.”


   


  “I’m assuming you’ll be on your best behavior,” I joked.


   


  She stuck her tongue out at me. “You know me, I’m a good girl,” she said as she hugged me tight, pressing her barely naked body against me. She kissed the side of my neck and she whispered “Remember what I said about skinny dipping last night…?


   


  My cock hardened instantly. She felt it press against her tummy, and she reached into my pants and wrapped her fingers around my hardening shaft.


  



  “I think you do,” she breathed as she stroked up and down my cock.


   


  My breathing was heavy. I knew Jess could be a naughty girl if I pressed the right buttons, but this trip she’s been out of control. She dropped to her knees in front of me, yanking my pants down, my hard cock flopping out and hitting her across the face.


   


  She pulled the bikini top to the side, exposing her naked breasts to me. She jerked me off, pressing the head of my cock against her nipples.


   


  “Can you imagine that this the view Tyrell will have when your gone? I wonder how big his black cock is,” she moaned. “Do you think it’ll fit between my tits?”


   


  “Oh god,” I moaned as my knees buckled. I was about to blow my load all over her chest. She opened her mouth wide, sticking out the tip of her tongue and rubbing it against the slit on the top of my dick.


   


  “Or I could just give his black cock a little suck,” she whispered before wrapping her hot lips around the head of my cock. The feel of her velvety tongue on the tip of my cock sent me over the edge, and I spurted my load into her waiting mouth.


   


  “Mmmmm,” she moaned approvingly as she sucked me dry, one hand rubbing up and down my shaft as the other tugged at my nut sack, coaxing every last drop of cum out of my balls.


   


  She swallowed my entire load like a proper slut, licking her lips greedily. Before I had a chance to talk about whether we were crossing the line between reality and fantasy, Frank called out for me.


   


  “Marty, you coming?!”


   


  Jess smiled up at me. “Go on,” she said, shooing me out of the tent. I pulled my pants back up and walked out, my emotions still all over the place. I honestly didn’t know if Jessica was just fulfilling a fantasy by pretending to be naughty, or if she was actually about to give my black friend a blow job.


   


  The entire hike up the hill was a blur to me, my feelings all mixed up as I tried to make sense of it all. Peter and Frank were caught up in their conversation, and I lagged behind, following in their foot steps. The more I thought about it, the more absurd it became. Of course my wife wasn’t about to suck Tyrell’s cock. The thought alone was preposterous. Why would she? She had been teasing the guys, yes, but I was reaping all the benefits, right?


   


  Still, no matter how many times I told myself this, I couldn’t shake the thought from my head that she was telling me the truth. There was a mischievous glimmer in her eyes when she talked dirty this trip, a glimmer I had only seen in the Caribbean before, when I got her so far as to flash strangers… and part of me feared she was so turned on she couldn’t stop herself this time. And there was a nagging thought about something that happened during the night, but for the life of me I couldn’t recall exactly what.


  



  


  After a two hour hike, we reached the top of the hill. The view from up here was so breathtaking that for a moment or two it took my mind of the anxiety lingering in my thoughts. Up here the wilderness stretched out as far as the eyes could see. A vast sea of trees every way you look, with large mountains looming in the distance. I turned around and saw our lake, and our tents were clearly visible as well. I strained my eyes to see Jessica, but it was too far away to see clearly. I did see some movement in the water, but it was impossible for me to tell what it was.


   


  I didn’t see her lime green bikini, for one thing. I didn’t know if that was a comforting or disturbing thought.


  



  


  After resting for half an hour and enjoying the view, we headed back to the campsite. My anxiety had luckily gone down a notch. I realized my wife was just getting me worked up, nothing more.


  



  When I realized she was just teasing, I allowed myself to become turned on again. I realized she wouldn’t mess with Tyrell - but that didn’t mean she wasn’t going to show off. She probably did wear that tiny bikini in front of him… the thought alone make my cock lunge. I picked up the pace - I was eager to get back to camp, and eager to get back inside my wife.


   


  Two hours later we arrived at the campsite. Tyrell was lying on his towel by the lake, a smile on his face.


   


  “Hi fellas,” he greeted us.


   


  “Where’s Jess?” I asked.


   


  He motioned to my tent. “Getting changed.” He smiled at me. I wondered if there was anything nefarious about that smile… but I let it go and headed for the tent.


   


  I opened the flap to the tent and found Jessica standing there, buck naked, as she toweled herself off. She looked up at me, her eyes wide in shock and surprise.


   


  “Marty! You scared the crap out of me!” She said.


   


  “Who else would it be?” I asked, a sneaking suspicion taking hold of me. Why was she so startled to see me? Did I interrupt something?


   


  “I dunno,” she said. She opened her arms, letting the towel drop to the floor. “Come here.”


   


  I hugged her tightly, her naked body pressing against mine. I inhaled her scent - and subconsciously I wondered if I smelled Tyrell’s scent on her body.


   


  She kissed my neck, her hands stroking my lower back. “I missed you baby,” she sighed.


   


  “I missed you too,” I said as I kissed her on the top of the head. “Have you been a good girl?”


   


  She grinned into my chest. “Of course, you know me…”


   


  Her hands ran over my crotch. She squeezed my hardening bulge, and a soft moan escaped my lips. She unzipped my jeans with a flick of her wrist, and within seconds she was stroking my hardening erection.


   


  “What did you think I did, hm?” She continued to tease me. “Did you think your wife was a dirty girl…? That I’d wear that tiny, revealing bikini in front of your big black friend, while we were all alone, you guys hours and hours away, deep in the woods…”


   


  My breathing was heavy as she stroked my hard cock, painting a mental picture I couldn’t help but enjoy.


   


  “Maybe I did… Maybe I asked him to help me apply my sunscreen, and let his big, strong hands wander all across my body… and maybe he took a few liberties as he massaged my ass…”


   


  She grabbed my hands and placed them firmly on her naked ass cheeks.


   


  “Squeeze them,” she moaned into my ear. “Squeeze them hard and firm just like Tyrell did.”


   


  I squeezed her soft ass as hard as I could as she jerked my cock up and down. My eyes were closed as Jess was turning me on like crazy.


   


  “That’s it baby, that’s it, just like it, he held my tight ass just like that, his fingers feeling my soft fresh, getting closer, and I got so wet baby, so hot, that I let him, I let him feel me baby.”


   


  She grabbed my wrist and shoved my hand between her legs. She was dripping wet. She pushed my hand down, my fingers findings their way into her dripping wet cunt.


   


  “Yesss, yesss,” she moaned as she bit down on my collar bone. “He finger fucked my wet pussy, and I let him. He used me like his toy.”


   


  She let go off my cock and got down on her hands and knees in front of me.


   


  “Fuck me,” she grunted, her voice low. I got behind her and pushed my hard cock into her wet hole with one hard push. She moaned loudly as I filled her. I fucked her fast and rough, slamming into her round ass.


   


  “Yes, just like that,” she moaned.


   


  “Did he fuck you like this?” I heard myself say. I wanted to hear more. I was so close.


   


  “YES,” She screamed. “Yes, he FUCKED ME like a little slut, Marty! He bent me over and shoved that big hard fucking cock into me! I wished you came back at that exact time, the whole time he was fucking me, I wished you all walked back and saw me getting fucked like a proper little whore!”


   


  “Oh god,” I grunted as I felt the familiar feeling of my orgasm riding up. “I’m cumming,” I grunted.


   


  “Yes, yes, cum inside me, add your load to Tyrell’s baby.”


   


  I gasped for air, my heart rate speeding up.


   


  “He fucked me bareback baby, he filled me with his cum,” she continued, sensing my shock and arousal.


   


  I came inside my wife. I came harder than I had ever done, my cum shooting deep inside her. I moaned and writhed as my orgasm shook my entire body, rope after rope of my sticky white cum flooding her womb. I fell back, gasping for breath.


   


  She looked back at me, a naughty smile on her lips, my semen dripping out of her wet, stretched out cunt.


   


  “I never knew you were so naughty,” she said.


   


  “That goes the same for you,” I said, still winded. “Was any of that true?”


   


  She laughed. “Of course not… but I’m beginning to think you wouldn’t mind if it was.”


   


  I shook my head, but I knew my body had already betrayed my true feelings. “Of course not… don’t be silly.”


  



  


  When we got out of the tent, we got a few, thoroughly deserving, smirks. Jessica had opted for a flowery dress - without a bra, once again. Frank had already started making us dinner, and after the long hike, I was starving.


   


  We ate our food sitting around the fire as we swapped stories, drinking one beer after another. I got a heavy buzz on. Jessica looked stunning, and I counted my lucky stripes I had such a hot, sexy, kinky wife. My friends often confided in me about their dying sex lives, and I really had nothing to share - Jess was as horny as I was, if not more.


   


  This was already the last night we’d be camping together - weekends fly by like that. It was a memorable one, for sure. Jessica matched my drinking, and soon, she was drunk as well.


   


  “I have to say, just for the record, that you look absolutely stunning,” Peter said, finally finding his tongue. The alcohol had given him a boost of confidence.


   


  “Thank you,” Jessica said, giving him a warm smile.


   


  Frank and Tyrell joined in, complimenting my wife’s body.


   


  “You should have stayed here instead of going hiking,” Tyrell said with the biggest smile I had ever seen. “She sunbathed in a bikini that was downright spectacular.”


   


  Jessica pretended to blush, but I could see she was relishing the attention.


   


  “You don’t have to tell me, last night I was taking a leak when she strolled out of the tent, half-naked!” Frank countered.


   


  “What?!” Peter yelled. “Why didn’t you tell me?”


   


  Frank shrugged his shoulders. “A gentleman never tells… unless he’s drunk, I guess,” he chuckled.


   


  I looked at my wife, searching for eye-contact, but she avoided my gaze, a devious smile on her lips. She hadn’t told me about this either, but yet, it sounded strangely familiar. I searched my memories, trying to remember, but my mind came up blank.


   


  Jessica eyes were darting from one guy to the next as they discussed her body like we weren’t sitting right across from them.


   


  Tyrell wasn’t deterred. “Well, when we were swimming, maybe I got an eye-full as well,” he said, one-upping my body in the pursuit of my wife.


   


  “You skinny-dipped?” Frank replied.


   


  “A gentlemen doesn’t tell, right?” Tyrell laughed.


   


  Jessica’s smile got wider and wider. Her breathing was heavy and her cheeks were burning bright red. This was obviously pushing all her buttons.


   


  “So you’re telling me I’m the only one who didn’t get to see her naked?!” Peter balked. “I can’t believe this. Worst trip ever.”


   


  “But the trip isn’t over yet, Peter…” My wife chimed in, her voice sultry and smooth. The guys were taken aback an instant by her wicked words, before they bellowed with laughter. Peter got as red as a tomato, while Frank and Tyrell laughed at his expense. I sipped my beer coolly, unsure how I felt about these revelations. They turned me on, but I wished Jessica had just told me straight up what had happened. She smiled at me, and I couldn’t help but smile back, which she took as encouragement.


   


  “How about I give you a little show?” She said. She looked at me, raising her eyebrows for approval. To this day I don’t know why I did what I did. Maybe it was the booze, maybe it was my lust, or my curiosity, but at that moment I could have stopped everything. But I didn’t. I nodded, and gave Jessica approval.


   


  She got up and walked over towards Peter. She grabbed his hand, pulling him up from his seat.


   


  “Will you dance with me?” She said mischievously.


   


  “Sure,” Peter stammered, as she wrapped her arms around him. Peter was never the most suave guy, and he was unsure of what to do.


   


  “Hold me, I won’t bite,” she whispered into this ear, loud enough so that we could hear. They swayed in the night, their bodies moving together, as Peter hand slid down her back. He was cautious as first, but when he saw that I did nothing to stop him, his hand slid lower and lower. Jess was whispering words of encouragement into his ear, and after a few minutes he finally got the courage to grope her ass.


   


  The back of her dress rode up when he did, exposing her fire red thong to the group, causing my friends to cheer. Jess looked over her shoulder, a devious smile on her lips and lust burning in her eyes.


   


  “Is that what you want to see?” She asked as she raised the back of her dress once again, flashing her barely-covered ass to my friends. They clapped their hands, encouraging her every step of the way.


   


  “You know we do, honey,” Tyrell said.


   


  I watched speechlessly. My cock was hard, straining against the fabric of my jeans, as I watched my wife expose herself right in front of my friends. It was surreal. It had always been one of my biggest fantasies, sure, but now that it was playing out right in front of me, I was filled with doubt.


   


  Tyrell raised his hand and smacked my wife right on her ass cheek. She yelped, and the red print of his large hand was clearly visible on her butt.


   


  “Is that all you got?” Jessica dared him as she stuck out her ass once again. Tyrell accepted this challenge and groped her ass roughly with his left hand. His fingers sunk easily into her soft, white flesh, and a soft moan escaped my wife’s lips. When he squeezed I could see her thong move to the side, almost craving to expose her pussy lips and pink asshole to the world.


   


  Suddenly I felt my body jolt with adrenaline. This had gone too far.


   


  I stood up quickly - too quickly, in fact.


   


  “Show’s over,” I hollered, trying to ascertain some form of dominance, but all the blood rushed to my head and my vision turned black. I stumbled, trying to regain my footing, but my left foot got caught under a branch and suddenly I was tumbling towards the earth.


   


  I hit my head. I opened my eyes and saw Jess standing over me, together with my three mates.


   


  “He’s fine, he just had too much to drunk,” I heard Frank say, his voice sounding like it was miles away. Then everything turned black.


  



  


  I awoke. My head was pounding, and my mouth was dry. Where was I? What had happened? Slowly but surely my thoughts were coming back to me. I remembered falling over, and then nothing. A peculiar sound caught my attention.


   


  “Oh, oh, oh oh,”


   


  Bit by bit, the pieces were coming together.


   


  “Oh, oh, oh yes, oh yes,”


   


  I heard a female voice, soft, moaning. It sounded like it was far, far away, but I could still hear it clearly. And there was a male voice, too.


   


  “Ugh, yes, that’s it,” the low, male voice grunted.


   


  I tried to make sense of it.


   


  “I can’t believe you’re fucking me in front of my husband.”


   


  A smack, and a soft moan. “I’ve never fucked such a hot slut, you want to be fucked by all three of us, don’t you?”


   


  “Fuck yes, I’m insatiable. Keep fucking me Tyrell, fuck me hard!”


  



  


  I gradually opened my eyes, wincing at the harsh light. Slowly I started to make sense of my surroundings. I was lying in my tent, but the flap was open, and I had a clear view of the campsite.


   


  There, in front of the fire, was a naked woman, on her hands and knees. Behind her a large black man was fucking her, pounding his large cock into her rhythmically.


   


  This couldn’t be…


  



  


  “Do it, fuck me Tyrell, fuck me!”


   


  “Oh yes, I love pounding your tight white ass, bitch. You love my black cock, don’t you?”


   


  “I do! I love your big black cock! Keep fucking me!”


  



  


  A naked man stepped forward from outside of my view. He grabbed the woman’s hair and shoved his cock down her throat. She welcomed it, sucking on his cock obediently. He roughly fucked her face, using her for his pleasure, before he pulled out and sprayed his cum all over her face.


  



  


  Jessica. That was my wife. Jessica was holding her mouth wide open as Frank doused her with his cum. She swallowed it willingly, licking her lips, craving more cum.


  



  


  “I love the way you suck cock” Frank said. He stepped aside and he was replaced with Peter.


   


  “You’re ready to cum again?” Frank asked him.


   


  Peter held his cock in front of Jess’s mouth, and she greedily welcomed it in her mouth. “We’ll see,” Peter said as he started thrusting in and out of my wife’s wanton mouth.


  



  


  Tyrell was meanwhile still driving his hard cock inside of her sopping wet pussy.


   


  “If only you guys had come back from your hike fifteen minutes earlier, you would have seen this hot slut wrapped around my big black pole,” Tyrell grunted. “You would have liked that, wouldn’t you?”


   


  Jessica moaned in agreement, her voice muffled by the cock fucking her mouth.


   


  “I’m about to blow my third load of the night inside your cunt, slut,” he continued.


   


  “DO IT!” Jessica screamed.


  



  


  I felt myself lose consciousness once again, the sounds and visions drifting off into blackness. I tried my best to hold on to reality, but to no avail. I regained consciousness briefly, for only a few seconds, hours later. I was back in the tent, but now the sun was already rising. I looked to my left and there was Jessica, curled up into a ball and sound asleep. She was completely naked, and cum coated her body. It was on her cheeks, in her hair, on her chest, and dribbling down her thighs. The look, and not to mention the smell, nearly made me sick, but before I could fully register this, I drifted back off to sleep.


  



  


  Much, much later I awoke for real. I was still in my tent, but the mist that stopped me from thinking straight had been lifted. Jess wasn’t in the tent. I climbed out, frantic. Had it all been a dream?!


   


  I opened the flap and stumbled out. Jessica was making pancakes over the fire, wearing her pajamas. The other tents were gone.


   


  “Morning,” she said cheerily. “The guys had to leave early, but I made you some breakfast. You were out cold all night, you must have a killer hangover.”


   


  I sat down next to her and accepted the breakfast. “Sure do,” I said. I ate in silence. I didn’t know what to believe. Was what I had seen real, or had it been a figment of my imagination? If it wasn’t… then why had the guys all taken off without saying goodbye? I had to know.


   


  “Jess,” I said as I grabbed my wife’s wrist, my voice calm. “I woke up last night. I saw everything.”


   


  My wife smiled at me, confusion registering on her face. “What are you talking about, silly?”


   


  “Don’t play dumb with me,” I said as I looked her in the eye.


   


  She saw the gravity in my eyes and I could see she knew I was telling the truth.


   


  Her expression changed from disbelief to grief instantly. She started crying and held her face in her hand.


   


  “Oh Marty, I am so sorry,” she said, her shoulders shaking as she wailed. “I was so drunk, and you were enjoying it too, and then one thing led to another, and… I don’t know what to say. I’m sorry.”


   


  I hugged her tight. “Tell me what happened. Everything.”


   


  She cuddled up close against me, burying her head in my chest. “Well, I was dancing, and then you suddenly fell… we put you in the tent, and then Tyrell dared me to dance with Peter again, and I was feeling drunk and horny and so I did… I was going to tell you all about it of course, it was just a harmless bit of dancing, and then…” She took a deep breath. “…Are you sure you want to hear this though?”


   


  “Yes,” I said. “I want to hear everything.”


   


  “Okay… well, the three guys each took their turn dancing with me, and things just… escalated from there. First Tyrell was groping me, and then Frank came up from the back and started kissing my neck, and their hands were everywhere, roaming my body, touching me, everywhere… and I just… gave in. And the next thing they ripped my dress away and they all fucked me.”


   


  My cock was as hard as a rock as I listened to her tale. Not a word about fucking Tyrell earlier by the lake, as he bragged, but then again, he could have been full of shit.


   


  “Do you hate me?” Jessica asked, her face full of tears.


   


  Anger and lust were battling for dominance in my mind. Lust won.


   


  I pushed her onto the ground roughly, pulling her pajama bottoms down with one fell tug. She screamed as I smacked her ass with all my strength. I pulled down my boxers and roughly jammed my cock into her pussy. To my surprise she was sopping wet, the sordid details obliviously having an effect on her as well. I fucked her fast and rough.


   


  “Oh, oh, oh yes,” was all she could moan through gritted teeth as I gave her the hardest fuck of her lifetime.


   


  I grabbed the back of her hair, pulling it roughly as I hate-fucked my own wife.


   


  “You loved it, didn’t you?!” I snarled. I didn’t know what I wanted to hear for an answer, but I sure got one.


   


  “YES,” she screamed, her voice filled with pent-up guilt, lust, and venom.


   


  “I LOVED IT! I LOVED EVERY SECOND OF IT!”


   


  I slammed my cock into her, over and over again. I wrapped my hand around her neck, choking her as I fucked her.


   


  “You’re a fucking slut,” I spat at her. “A fucking slut who loves gangbangs!”


   


  “YES, YES, YES!” She screamed. “Fuck me like your friends did! Fuck your slut!”


   


  That sent me over the edge. I came hard, my cock exploding deep inside of her, adding my cum to the loads already inside of her. All the anger I felt dissipated with my orgasm, and was replaced with affection.


   


  I loved my wife, and I recognized I had played an instrumental part in this incident as well. We cuddled on the ground as I kissed her over and over again.


  “I love you Jess, nothing will ever change that,” I whispered to her over and over again. We held each other like that for quite some time, as we tried to make sense of it all. I had no idea where to go from here.


   


  We packed our things in silence, both of us lost in thought. Jessica was the first to break the silence as we drove away from the camp.


   


  “So…” She said, her voice trailing off.


   


  “So?” I asked.


   


  “So… same time next year?” She asked with a cheeky smile.


   


  I couldn’t help but chuckle, my cock jumping at the thought. I grabbed the back of her neck and guided her to my crotch.


   


  “If you give me a little road head, I’ll think about it.”


   


  She unbuckled my jeans and went to work, sucking and licking my hardening erection. She bobbed up and down greedily, her ass pointing towards the passengers side window. If we passed anyone on the highway and they happened to look, they’d get a full view of her short-covered ass. Or, her naked ass…


   


  “Slide down those shorts, slut,” I commanded her. She slid down her shorts - and her thong as well.


   


  “Like this?” She asked, wiggling her bottom for me. I reached over and smacked her soft ass. Anyone looking through the window would get a full view of her naked, slutty, well-used pussy. She bobbed up and down my hard cock greedily, eager for my semen, happy to expose her most intimate parts to any passing stranger.


   


  This was the start of a whole new life for us, and I have my three mates to thank for it all.


  


  * * *
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