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      I never thought this was possible.

      I am a good girl.

      So how come my old, dominant, black boss was able to turn me into his plaything?

      It all started back on our honeymoon in Hawaii…
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        * * *

      

      “What is your number one fantasy?”

      I sit facing Peter, my caring husband and the love of my life. We had just polished off two bottles of wine, and we were feeling good about life.

      “What do you mean?” I ask, playing coy.

      Like I had no idea what he was talking about. Of course I knew.

      Of course I had fantasies.

      I was just never going to share them with anyone. Not even him.

      Or so I thought.

      I was raised to be a good girl. My parents were strict. Traditional. I went to a good school. I got good grades. My life was supposed to be simple and straightforward. Go to college, meet a guy, have 2.4 children and a Labrador.

      I rebelled in my own way, picking Sociology over Law (shocking, I know), but I met Peter in my second year and I was smitten straight away. We’ve dated all through out college, and got married a year after we both graduated.

      A good, honest wife like that isn’t supposed to have those type of fantasies.

      You know the ones.

      About men.

      Black men.

      Dominant, black men.

      Who restrain you. Who tie you up. Who use your body like its their plaything. Who don’t give a fuck about your pleasure. Who just see you as a fuckhole to use.

      Yeah. Those type of fantasies were knocking around my head. How could I ever vocalize those while sitting opposite Peter, my wedding ring on my finger, sipping a glass of red wine on our honeymoon?

      Yeah, I got a fantasy: That my boss, you know Dareion right, my boss? Yeah, him, the tall black one, so yeah my fantasy is that he calls me into his office because I forgot to send an important email, and get this, he just pulls me over his lap, yanks my little skirt up and spanks me right there as punishment, in his office? I know, right?! And then he pulls out his massive cock and facefucks me like the little whore I am and sends me home to you covered in his juices. And I’m so embarrassed and turned on at the same time that instead of telling you I go back to him day after day, and he uses all of my holes, including my ass which I know you’ve meaning to try but I’ve denied you every time, and he turns me into his obedient little fuck toy. Meanwhile, every night you wait at home for me, patiently, the dinner you prepared getting cold because I’m too busy getting loaned out to clients, fucking and sucking older men just because my older boss wants me too, because my pussy belongs to him. Yeah, that’s my number one fantasy, baby. Good talk!

      I’m sure that wouldn’t go over well. No, these are the type of thoughts you keep to yourself. The type of thoughts you keep behind lock and key.

      The only people who know are the ones who read my blog. Yeah, I have one. A girl needs an outlet, you know? And I certainly couldn’t tell the girls at the gym! No, I really have no one to turn to.

      “You know,” Peter says, his eyes lowering. “A fantasy. A sexy one. Like a threesome or something. I’m sure you have one.”

      I pretend to look puzzled. “I’m happy the way things are, baby,” I say.

      Now that was the complete and total truth. Yeah, I have these weird fantasies. I’ll be the first to admit that they are weird. However, I’m totally aware that they are fantasies.

      I’m sure guys have the same type of weird thoughts knocking around their skulls. I was not going to grill Peter for his strange fetishes. Those were his thoughts. Unless he wanted to share them of course, but I knew Peter, and that was not likely.

      He wasn’t boring, don’t get me wrong, he just wasn’t very adventurous. And that’s fine. I like stability. I like knowing that he’s waiting for me at home when I’m at the gym, or running late at work, or out for drinks with the girls.

      I don’t mind one bit.

      I’ve dated a few assholes in my first year at college, and the cliche rings true. The sex is great, everything else is terrible. Okay, the sex was fantastic. Phenomenal. However, I don’t like it when guys lie to me. Or when they fuck around.

      So that was the end of that.

      “I know, me too,” Peter says. “I’m very happy. I just wanted you to know that if you ever wanted to talk, then I’m always listening. Okay?”

      I tilt my head. “What’s this really about?” I ask.

      There was something, a glitter in his eye, that I couldn’t quite place. A naughty smirk on his lips I hadn’t seen before.

      His face now turned uncharacteristically red.

      “I, uh, I was using your laptop to check out the wedding photos, and I, uhm, stumbled upon your blog.”

      My heart skips a beat.

      “You what?!”

      It comes out more angry than I would have liked.

      “I didn’t read it!” He quickly says. “I just skimmed the title, and when I noticed what it was I clicked away!”

      With my face now steaming I glare at him.

      “That’s private!” I glower. “Private! You can’t go snooping through my things! I don’t care if we’re married, you just don’t do that!”

      When I said my vows I never thought I’d say those words, that’s for sure! Where is this anger coming from?

      Shame.

      That’s what it is. Shame for being found out. For being exposed.

      As a slut.

      That’s what I am.

      A secret slut.

      “You are right,” he says. “You are absolutely right. What you do, or write, or say, is yours. I mean that.”

      I can tell from the look in his brown eyes that he’s being sincere.

      “I didn’t mean to pry. I just stumbled across it, and I can’t get it out of my head ever since.”

      I avoid his gaze and stare down at my empty plate. He can’t get it out of his head. I know what that means. It means he’s disappointed in me. That he’s ashamed of having me for a wife. That’s all it can mean, right?

      He grabs my hand and squeezes it, forcing me to look up.

      “Natalia. I want the same thing.”

      I look up. Absolutely flabbergasted.

      “What?!” I blurt out so loud we draw some stares from the tables around us.

      “You do?!”

      Now it’s my husband’s turn to look embarrassed. “You don’t have to tell the whole world,” he chuckles. “But yeah. It is.”

      A thrill runs down my spine. I don’t know how to process this bit of information.

      “I…”

      My voice falters, my cheeks burning red.

      And my pussy is now thumping. Lurid thoughts fill every inch of my brain. All that I’ve wanted can become a reality?

      No, he’s just talking about fantasies. About role-playing. Let’s not get ahead of ourselves.

      “Can I interest you in a coffee, or a dessert?”

      The gorgeous, caramel-skinned waiter jolts me back into reality. We’re in the middle of a busy restaurant, not the type of place for this type of conversation.

      “No, thank you,” I say. “We would like the check please.”

      “We do?” My husband asks.

      I nod with a mischievous grin. “Oh yes, honey, we do.”

      “Sure thing,” the waiter answers.

      Fifteen minutes later we are walking by the coastline of Maui. The sun is setting in the distance, the orange orb slowly sinking into the water as the cool waves crash upon the sandy beach.

      The most romantic place we’ve ever been.

      And we’re about to have a conversation about giving his fresh bride permission to be used as a fucktoy.

      This is not the honeymoon I expected, that’s for sure! But it certainly is a welcome one.

      I squeeze my husbands hand and rest my head on his shoulder, my stomach still up in knots.

      “Go ahead,” I say. “Talk to me.”

      “I don’t know where to start.”

      “At the beginning,” I say.

      “It’s a little hard.”

      I look over my shoulder to make sure we’re alone, before reaching down and patting his bulge.

      “More than a little, I’d say!”

      “Natalia!” He says. “You are uncorrectable.”

      “That’s why you love me,” I tease.

      We sit down on the beach. It’s getting dark, and so there’s very little people about. We have all the privacy we need.

      “I love you,” he says. Always a good start. “Totally and completely. I want you to have everything in life. I want you to be perfectly content, to not have any regrets.”

      “I don’t.”

      “I know, but still — I want us to live the best life we can, you know? And I think a big part of that is sex, no matter what way you spin it. It’s part of our DNA. It is what makes us tick.”

      I hum approvingly.

      “So, what I’m saying is, I want to have the best sex-life possible.”

      “And what does that mean to you?” I say. “Because I’m not keen on seeing you with other women. Because if that is what you’re aiming at…”

      “It’s not,” he says quickly. “Trust me. It’s not. You are more than enough for me, Natalia, believe me,” he chuckles. “Really. I only think of you. With me. And perhaps, with… not me.”

      The last words come out slowly, and he avoids my gaze, staring at the setting sun instead.

      “If I’m honest, and I think we should be, being married and all, I think about you with other men. A lot. I know how fucking sexy you are, and I’d like to see the looks on other guys faces as they look at you, and touch you, and…”

      I can tell he’s embarrassed, but all this talk is getting me worked up.

      “It’s okay,” I say. “It’s completely normal, in fact.”

      “It doesn’t feel that way.”

      “But it is! Sure, people don’t talk about it as much, but I read somewhere most guys have these type of fantasies. It’s like I’m your own personal porn star, right?”

      A shiver runs down his spine. “If only,” he chuckles.

      “Why not?” I whisper, leaning into him. My heart is now racing. He’s already given me everything I’ve wanted, but now here he is, offering even more. I’d be a fool do pass it up. I’m going to accept this gift with both hands.

      “Everything is possible. I want to to make your dreams come true, baby. Like you said, I want to live our best possible lives. And if you want to see your wife with other men, well…”

      I slide my hand down his thigh, brushing against the unmistakable bulge in his shorts. The moment I touch him, he shivers uncontrollably. He looks up at me, and I can see the familiar glaze of lust in his eyes.

      “Natalia,” he breathes heavily.

      I am overcome with lust. I can’t hold back a second longer. I lean in and kiss him, and he kisses me back, passionately. We swap tongues, as he reaches down and runs his hands up my dress, squeezing my naked thighs.

      I fidget with his belt and zipper, reach in, and pull out his quivering, hard cock, right there and then.

      “Of fuck,” he says, snapping out of his trance and glancing over his shoulder.

      “We’re alone,” I whisper as I slowly move my hand. “Don’t worry.”

      He stretches his legs, looking with amazement at my hand, with my wedding ring on my finger, stroking his hard, throbbing erection.

      “Tell me what you want,” I say, squeezing the base of his cock. “I want to hear you say it.”

      “Oh fuck,” he stammers. “I want so much. I want to see you. With other men.”

      “Do what?” I tease. “Have coffee?”

      “Fuck!” He blurts out. “I want to see you fuck them! And suck them! I want to see you fucked from both sides, to be fucked in the ass, I want them to cover you from head to toe with seed…”

      He shudders. “Too much?”

      “No,” I answer. “Not enough!”

      My thumbs flicks across the head of his cock which is now shiny with precum.

      “Give me details,” I hiss. “Who do you want me to fuck? Where? And how?”

      “Everyone,” he gasps. “I want you to fuck everyone.”

      “You want me to be a little slut, is that it?” I say. “You want me to be available to everyone? To fuck everyone with a heartbeat?”

      “Yes,” he gasps. “I want you to be a slut!”

      “What did you do when you read my blog?”

      “I jerked off,” he admits. “Right away!”

      “Fuck, I wish I could have seen that. What part did you think was the hottest?”

      He swallows the lump in his throat. “The part wh-where you said you imagined your boss spanking you,” he chokes. His face is now as red as the sun, his heart beating so fast his entire cock is throbbing.

      My hand turns into a blur as I jerk him off as fast as possible.

      “Yes,” I say as I kiss him and force my tongue into his mouth.

      “You want to see my boss turn me into his plaything, don’t you?”

      He nods vigorously. “I think it’s so hot if your boss, your black boss, just uses you like a fucking, like a fucking… slut.”

      “Uh huh,” I moan. “Keep going.”

      “Everyone thinks you’re prim and proper, but no one knows that behind closed doors he forces you onto his knees and facefucks you, until there’s drool and cum covering your face, and he sends you home to me with cum on your breath, and OH FUCK I’M—”

      He explodes all over himself, coating his own shorts in his cum. I keep jerking him, draining every last ounce of cum out of him.

      “Oh fuck,” I breathe as I watch the cum dribble down the side of his shaft. “You really get off on this, don’t you? You really want my boss to use my mouth, don’t you? You really want to see me on my knees, cum dripping down my chest, a big fat black cock resting on my face…”

      He shudders, his face regaining some of his natural color.

      “Fuck, Natalia,” he says, glancing back. We’re still alone. “That was fucking wild.”

      “It was,” I say as I hike up my dress. “And we’re not done.”

      I pull my soaking wet panties to the side, and expose my dripping wet cunt. I easily slide two fingers into me, and his brown eyes go wide with shock.

      “Holy fuck.”

      “Lick my pussy, baby,” I say. “All this talk about my being a fucktoy for my boss has got me dripping wet.”

      His cock is hard again in an instant. I’ve never seen anything like it. This time, he doesn’t glance around, even though we’re on a public beach, and there’s couples off in the distance. No, he leans down and buries his face right into my wet cunt, sticking his tongue in as far as it will go.

      “You’ve never been this wet before,” he says, his tongue flicking against my clit as his fingers plunge into my cunt. “I fucking love it.”

      “Well, we’ve never talked about me being a slut before,” I breathe heavily. “Oh yeah, right there baby.”

      “You really love it, don’t you?” He says, looking up at my with wild eyes. “You want to be a fucking slut!”

      “I do!” I tremble. “I want to be a fucking slut, baby!”

      “Tell me what you want to do,” he says as he leans back down and takes my swollen, throbbing clit into his mouth. “Tell me,” he growls.

      I grab a hold of his hair and hold him down as a string of vulgarities leave my mouth, some of which barely makes sense.

      “I want to a be a fucking cumdumpster baby, the office whore, I want everyone to use my body, to crawl naked on my hands and knees and have everyone who wants to use my body as their cumdumpster, as their fuck toy, as their place to unload their seed. I want it in my mouth, on my face, in my cunt, in my ass, everywhere! I fucking love CUM!”

      With that I shudder violently, holding my husbands head down as my hips buck wildly. I cum harder than I’ve ever done before, and all I see is stars.

      “Holy fuck,” I breathe, my entire chest heaving up and down. “Holy fuck.”

      Peter is smiling at me, looking absolutely smitten with me.

      “Too much?” I ask. “Was it too much?”

      “Hell no,” he says. “That was fucking perfect.”

      He shows me how hard his cock is, and grabs a tight hold of it.

      “I’m so fucking horny I could cum again.”

      “Do it,” I say, spreading my legs wide. “Cum all over my slutty pussy.”

      “Fuck,” he growls, biting one lip as he beats his meat. “I fucking love it when you talk dirty baby.”

      I lean back, resting my back on the sand as I pull my knees up and spread my legs wide. My pussy and ass are now spread completely, and to anyone watching us in the distance, there’s no mistaking what we’re doing.

      I’ve never acted this slutty, and I’m absolutely loving it.

      “This is what I’m going to look like, spread out on my boss’s desk,” I say. “Can you picture it? My pussy spread wide, his big, fat cock only inches away, ready to feed me every inch of his cock, every fat, quivering inch?”

      The look on my husband’s face is one of pure madness, and it fuels my fire. My hand moves down to my clit, and I rub it like I’m trying to win the lottery.

      “I can’t wait, honey. On my first day back I’m going to present my freshly married pussy to him, and he’s going to make me his cumslut — there’s nothing you can do about it. This pussy is his now. Black cock only. All you’re allowed to do is lick it and get it nice and wet for him, and if you’re lucky, you might get to eat his fresh creampie too!”

      That sends my loving hubby over the edge. His body jerks and spasms wildly as he cums, another fresh batch of cum landing right on my dripping wet pussy. I dip my fingers in and use it to rub my clit, and seconds later I’m cumming as well, my entire body shaking wildly.

      “We should go,” Peter laughs.

      I look down, and can’t help but notice what a mess we’ve made of things. Half an hour ago we were drinking wine in a fancy restaurant, as decent as can be, and now I’m lying on my back on the public beach and my dress is hiked up to my waist, my naked, swollen and red pussy, which is absolutely covered in semen, bared to the world.

      Peter helps me to my feet and we try to clean ourselves as best we can… which is to say, poorly. There’s no towels, no shirts, nothing to help hide our shame. His shorts are dirty, and cum runs down my legs as we hobble our way back to our apartment, feeling giddy and happy.

      That was the beginning of an amazing honeymoon. We fucked our hearts out, barely leaving our room. The times we did go out, Peter convinced me to go without panties, and one night he drove me wild enough to flash my naked cunt at an older gentleman, sitting alone by the bar.

      I was so hot, I wanted nothing more for him to come over and jam his fingers right up there, but instead the man got red in the face and turned back to his drink.

      Of course, how could he know that I’m a proper slut? He had no idea.

      There was one person who would know soon enough, though.

      My black boss.

      Dareion.
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        * * *

      

      We returned home, and life went back to normal. The post-honeymoon high we were on faded away slowly but surely, as we fell into our (enjoyable) routine. We still had sex three times a week, of which we talked dirty for at least one, but neither of us was trigger happy.

      We were happy the way things were. There was no need to rush into things, to do something any of us might regret.

      Until November.

      The company Peter worked for went bankrupt overnight. It was a great shock. He was out of work, just like that. The owner took off with a load of cash and left everyone else with nothing.

      Getting a job in the current economy was easier said than done. He rarely got any callbacks, and if they did call, it was to say that they were going for someone with more experience.

      I didn’t blame Peter — it was a tough time, and not his fault. Instead, he took up duties around the house. Every night I’d come home to a warm meal and a clean house, and that’s worth its weight in gold as well, let me tell you.

      “I could ask Dareion for more hours.”

      Peter’s fork froze mid-bite.

      “Is that all you’ll ask him for?” He says.

      I couldn’t quite read his expression. Was he angry or turned on? Or both?

      “That depends on you,” I say, placing the ball in his court.

      He swallows the lump in his throat. Since he lost his job, the dirty talk has been put on hold. We didn’t talk about it, it just happened naturally. I sensed he was kind of vulnerable in a way, so I thought it best to save that sort of stuff until he was in a better place.

      “What if I say yes? What will you think of me?”

      “I think you’re an amazing husband,” I say, “An adventurous, brave, loving man.”

      He looks down at his plate. “You won’t think I’m a wimp?”

      “No,” I say. “Unless that is what you want. If you want me to call you a wimp, I’ll do it, but only because you asked me to. Look up at me, baby. I love you, okay? You’re my freaking HUSBAND. Nothing is going to change that, you hear? Nothing!”

      I put my knife and fork down and walk up to him. He hugs my waist, resting his face against me. His fingers stroke the back of my ass, as I rub his hair.

      “I love you,” he says, his voice muffled.

      “I love you too, you crazy guy,” I say. “Stop worrying so much. You’ll find a new job. I’m just going to ask my boss for more hours, okay? So both of us won’t have to stress about the bills so much.”

      His hands slide up the back of my dress, and his fingers play with my panty lines. I stroke his hair as he squeezes my round butt. I lean against the table, and he hikes my dress up, burying his face between my legs and deeply inhaling my scent.

      “I love your taste,” he growls as he tugs my panties to the side and licks right up my slit.

      I let out a moan of pleasure as he goes to work, coating my lips with his juices. I shimmer my panties all the way down and spread my legs wide, and he goes to town on me, having me for dinner.

      “Oh fuck,” I breathe. “What’s gotten into you?”

      “The question is, who’ll get into you,” he answers, two fingers knuckle deep inside of me.

      I see that wanton glint in his eyes, and I know what answer he wants.

      “You’re talking about Dareion?” I say.

      He dives back down and vigorously attacks my clit, his fingers pumping in and out of me.

      “You know I am,” he breathes heavily. “You’re going to spread your legs for him, aren’t you, you little slut?!”

      “Yes,” I breathe, my heart racing. “Yes, yes I am, I’m going to show him my tight little cunt and he’s going to destroy it with his big black cock, baby.”

      Peter rises from his seat and quickly unbuckles his pants, letting them drop to the floor. He pulls out his cock and rubs it against my entrance, his entire body trembling.

      A wicked thrill passes through me. I’m going to press some buttons I haven’t tried before. Either my husband is going to cum right there on the spot, or he’s going to get mad as hell with me — only one way to find out.

      “That’s it?” I say, gesturing at his cock. “I need a way bigger one.”

      He freezes and looks up at me with a look like he got caught with his hand in the cookie jar.

      “Is that right?” He says.

      “Uh huh,” I answer as I spread my lips wide for him. “Look at my cunt. This deserves a BIG cock, don’t you think?”

      “Yes,” he says with a hoarse voice. “Yes.”

      “Do you think you’re big enough for me?”

      “N-no.”

      “Who do you think is?”

      “Dareion.”

      He licks his dry lips.

      This is going better than expected. His entire body is flushed and trembling with excitement. I always suspected Peter had a submissive side to him, but I didn’t expect it to be this pronounced.

      “Are you going to give my pussy to him?”

      “Yes.”

      “What if he wants to make sure you’re okay with it? If he wants to make sure that it’s okay for him to use your wife as his personal fucktoy? Will you unzip him yourself?”

      He nods, as he jerks back into action, stroking his cock wildly.

      “Fuck me, baby,” I coo, spreading my legs as wide as possible.

      He stumbles forward, pants around his ankles, as he lines up the head of his cock with my dripping wet entrance.

      “Guess what, baby? The next time you’ll fuck me will be Dareion’s sloppy seconds.”

      At those words leave my lips Peter cums right there on the spot, his cock only halfway into my cunt, his entire body shaking and trembling. He collapses on top of me, breathing heavily, and I rub his back and kiss the top of his head.

      “Fuck,” he breathes. “You’re fucking amazing.”

      “Was it too much?” I say. “I was only trying to get you off.”

      “And that you did,” he chuckles, looking up at me with a wide grin. “You’re downright filthy, baby. I love it.”
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        * * *

      

      The next day, I knock on my boss’s door.

      “Come in.”

      I stride into Dareion’s office. He leans back in his chair, his dark eyes sizing me up. “What is it?”

      My heart races in my chest. After our honeymoon, I kinda avoided Dareion as best I could, afraid of how my body would react to him.

      And now I’m in the same room as him, and his manly scent fills the entire space, making me feel dizzy.

      “Are you okay?” He says. “Please, sit.”

      “I’m fine,” I stammer, but that’s a lie. The things I said last night come racing back to me, and they make me weak at the knees.

      It was all just fantasy talk. Or so I thought. But now that I’m actually standing in front of Dareion, and his eyes are fixed on me, I remember why we picked him to be the star in our fantasies.

      He exudes power.

      He’s the type of boss you don’t see a lot of anymore. Dominant. Alpha. I think he’s in his fifties, but he looks great. It’s true that black men age like fine wine. He smokes cigars and drinks whiskey. I’ve never seen him in anything else than a perfectly fitted suit before.

      He’s also properly sexist. All the women are expected to wear dresses, preferably with high heels as well. As a feminist, this totally rubs me the wrong way, of course.

      And yet, there’s also so much pleasure in just… submitting to him. Completely.

      He’s commented on my looks before, and it got me steaming mad every time — though I noticed I did start dressing more provocatively, just to hear more of his demeaning words.

      Why the hell am I this way? Why does he have so much power over me?

      Dareion gets out of his chair, strides over to me and grabs my arm.

      “Sit, girl. You are trembling.”

      I am, but I don’t think you know why! The moment he touches me, I feel a jolt of energy pass through me, igniting my fire even further.

      He guides me to a leather chair and hands me a tumbler of whiskey, one hand resting on my knee.

      “Tell me what’s bothering you.”

      I feel the strong urge to spread my knees ever so slightly, to invite him in, but that’s too much, even for me.

      I sip the scotch, and let the warmth travel through me. I’ve never drunk any alcohol on the job before.

      “Peter, he…”

      “Ah, trouble at home? Want me to fix you a double?” He says.

      “No, no trouble, it’s… well, he lost his job.”

      “Poor sap.”

      “Yeah.”

      “A man should always be able to provide for his family,” Dareion says sternly. “Have you come to ask if he needs work? Because we are fully staffed at the moment.”

      The thought of Dareion being my husband’s boss as well sends another jolt of lust straight down to my already throbbing clit.

      He could experience Dareion’s dominance first hand. He could be bossed around, treated just like he secretly desires. We could serve Dareion — together.

      “I could use someone to do some odd jobs around the house though, clean the gutters, that sort of thing, if you’re really desperate.”

      I can’t help but bite my bottom lip. I can’t explain why, but that is just so hot to me. Having my proud husband reduced to a servant, having him clean my boss’s house, taking not only his wife but also his dignity…

      I squeeze my legs shut and force myself to focus. I’m here to ask for more hours, not to turn out insane fantasy into a reality.

      “Thank you for the offer, sir, but that is not why I am here. I wanted to ask you if there was any way I could work more hours,” I say. “Any little bit of extra cash will help us a great deal.”

      He leans back in his chair, his dark eyes sizing me up.

      “How do you feel about traveling?”

      I look up at him and swallow the lump in my throat. “What do you mean, sir?”

      “I could use a personal assistant,” he says slowly, “but you will need to travel with me on all my business trips.”

      I nod. “I am willing to do whatever it takes, sir.”

      He raises his eyebrows.

      “Are you sure about that? I can be very… demanding.”

      Is it me or did it just get hot in here? My body is burning as I meet Dareion’s domineering gaze.

      “I am sure I can handle it, sir. I will follow your every order.”

      His dark eyes take on a lustful glow. He lets a silence fill the room, as the meaning of my words sink in.

      “Are you absolutely sure of your words, Natalia? Once uttered, you can not take them back.”

      “I am sure, sir.”

      “Very well.”

      He hands me his phone, and I look at him quizzically.

      “Call your husband,” he says. “I want to make sure he’s on the same page.”

      With my heart thumping like mad I dial my husband’s number.

      “Hello?”

      “Hi, it’s me, baby,” I say. “Dareion wants to talk to you.”

      “Dareion?”

      I can hear my husband’s voice crack. My boss takes the phone out of my hands.

      “Peter, is it?”

      “Y-yes sir.”

      My husband instantly falls into line.

      “Natalia is sitting across from me, and she came into my office today with an important question.”

      “Uh huh.”

      “She told me things are tough for you, and she asked me if she could work more hours.”

      “That’s correct, sir.”

      “I can offer her a position as my personal assistant, but that means she will be traveling with me. Is that something you are okay with?”

      Dareion reaches out and touches my knee — it’s a small gesture, seemingly innocent… only I know it’s not.

      I look down at the floor and open my legs very, very slowly.

      “Of course,” Peter says.

      “I can be very demanding.”

      “I’m sure Natalia will do whatever it takes to satisfy you, sir.”

      Dareion’s hand slides up a bit more, the tips of his fingers grazing my inner thighs. I’m beyond soaked at this point, biting down hard on my bottom lip.

      How does he read the situation so well? It’s like he’s inside my head.

      Well, he soon will be inside of me…

      “Are you absolutely sure about this, Peter? It’s hard work. Long hours.”

      “I-I’m certain.”

      “I will drill her hard.”

      “She can take it, sir.”

      I want nothing more for Dareion to slide his fingers up even further, to shed all this pretense that I’m going to be his assistant and just use my as his fucktoy right here and now… but he doesn’t.

      Instead he smirks as he withdraws his hand, and I have to fight the urge to whine like a little puppy.

      “Very well,” Dareion said.

      He turns to me, and his eyes scan my body.

      “Straighten your shoulders,” he commands. “Push out your chest. Let me see what you’re working with.”

      I follow his command instantly, the tingling between my legs distracting me, but his steely gaze demands my full attention. His eyes scour my body, like a critic evaluating an art piece, and he hums approvingly to himself.

      He leans in and unbuttons the top button of my shirt, and just the quick brush of his powerful hands against my naked skin makes my heart thump. I find myself yearning for his approval, which goes against everything I believe in… and maybe that’s why it feels so good.

      “Okay,” he says.

      Okay? That’s it? I lean forward a bit, showing off my cleavage, the tops of my full, round breasts visible to him… but my black boss doesn’t seem impressed.

      “You can go home at four to prepare for tonight,” he says. “I’m going to pick you up at six, and there will be a dress delivered to your home.”

      My lips are dry. “Where are we going, sir?”

      “You’ll see.”

      His eyes glitter, and there’s a hint of a smile on his full, dark lips.

      “You are excused, Natalia.”

      “Yes, sir.”

      I rise up slowly, hoping that my dripping wet pussy hasn’t left a mark on his seat as I stride towards the exit. I can’t believe this is really happening.

      Well, nothing has happened as of yet, but his words… they don’t leave a lot to change. He’s going to drill me hard? I can’t wait…
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        * * *

      

      When I step through the door of our home, Peter practically pounces on me. He showers me with his kisses, his hands groping my curvy body as he presses his erection against me.

      “How’d it go?” he asks.

      “Can’t you taste him on my breath?” I giggle.

      The starstruck look in Peter’s eyes is one I’ll never forget. I burst out laughing, and assure him I’m just kidding.

      “Don’t tease me like that,” he says, smirking. “That’s unfair.”

      “Are you really sure about this?” I ask.

      Instead of answering me, he grabs my hand and places it on his crotch. His cock is hard and throbbing, pulsing every second. “Are you kidding me?” he asks. “I’ve been rock solid ever since that phone call.”

      “Show me,” I say with a throaty breath.

      He unzips and pulls out his cock — the one I love and treasure… but not the one that’s going to be inside me tonight. Peter wasn’t kidding — precum dribbles down his length, his cock as solid as rock.

      “Aw, you’re excited,” I coo as I lean down and give it a little peck.

      “Take me in your mouth,” he says, his voice a low growl. “Please.”

      “I don’t have the time,” I say, my hot breath landing on the sensitive head of his cock. “I have to get ready for my date with my black, older boss.”

      “Oh fuck,” Peter says.

      “Can’t have my mouth tasting like cock, right?”

      “You drive me mad, woman,” Peter chuckles. “Just the tip?”

      I lick the sensitive slit on the throbbing head, and then pull away. “I really have to get ready babe. And I still want your reassurance — for the last time — that you’re okay with this. If you want me to stop, or quit my job, I’ll do it on the spot. But the moment I’m out that door… I can’t promise nothing will happen.”

      “I know,” Peter says. “It was out of my hands the moment I agreed with your boss on the phone. Now I’m just curious to see where this wild ride will take us.”

      “Me too,” I say. “Me too, baby.”

      True to his word, a package was delivered for me. I open it, to find the tiniest dress known to man. It’s black and glitzy, but it barely comes down past my ass, and the cleavage is so deep… the slit nearly exposes my freaking belly button!

      There’s no way I can wear this out in public… but I don’t want to disappoint my boss either. I spend the two hours getting ready, and when I’m done, I must admit I look more stunning than I ever have.

      I walk into the living room, my high heels clicking on the floor. “What do you think?”

      Peter’s mouth falls open. “Holy fuck,” he says. “You look gorgeous.”

      “Thank you.”

      He walks up to me and tries to kiss me, but I lean back. “My make-up still has to dry,” I say.

      “Aw,” he whines. “Just a little kiss?”

      “I’ll give much more when I get back…”

      “…from your date…” Peter says.

      “…with my boss,” I finish.

      “Fucking hell,” Peter laughs. “I fucking love you, woman. So damn much. I can barely believe you’re doing this for me. Why do you never wear a dress like this for me, though?” Peter says. “I’m starting to get a bit jealous here!”

      “Because you don’t buy me dresses that cost a grand.”

      “Fair enough!”

      “And if that makes you jealous, then just wait until I get back…”

      “Oh, I’ll be waiting alright!”

      A horn sounds outside. My ride is here. “Gotta go, baby,” I say. I give him a light peck on the lips before wobbling my way towards the door.

      “Have fun!” Peter calls.

      Oh I think I will…
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        * * *

      

      “How does the dress fit?”

      “Absolutely perfect,” I answer.

      My boss’s dark, intense eyes are scouring my body, appreciating every inch of me. I feel wanted, I feel bad, I feel dirty, I feel… absolutely perfect. My heart is racing and my mouth is dry, but I’ve never felt this alive before.

      I’ve never even worn such a scandalous dress for my husband, and here I am, sitting in the back of a limousine with my older, black boss. The partition is up, and we might as well be alone in the world right now.

      This is madness, and yet, it feels so right.

      “Where are we going?” I ask.

      “To dinner.”

      My heart leaps into my throat. Wearing this dress in front of Dareion is embarrassing enough… I can’t wear something this short in a restaurant!

      “You’ve got to be kidding me,” I whisper under my breath.

      “I don’t kid,” he says sternly. “You are my personal assistant, are you not?”

      “Yes,” I stammer.

      “Yes what?” His voice is loud and demanding and it makes me wince.

      “Yes, sir.”

      “Good. Then you will do what I tell you to do. Is that understood?”

      “Yes, sir.”

      “Where did you think we were going? Tonight we’re closing a major deal. And you’re going to help me.”

      I squeeze my thighs shut as I fight the answer. I know what I want to say. I want you to take me to your penthouse, I want you to hike up my dress and spank me for being such a bad girl.

      I can’t say any of that, of course. Perhaps I misread the situation. Maybe he really just wants a personal assistant, and I misread the situation.

      Of course.

      That makes the most sense.

      Why would my boss, a professional, risk his job and his reputation… for me? A man of his stature can date super models…

      I feel foolish as I glance out the window, avoiding my boss’s steely eyes as the city passes us by. I tug the short dress down as far as possible.

      “Speaking off that deal: I need you to take off your panties.”

      I turn towards my black boss. Surely I didn’t hear that right. There’s no way boss just told me to take my panties off.

      “I’m sorry?”

      “You heard me,” he says. “Remove your panties. I won’t be asking you again.”

      My mouth goes dry in an instant. I didn’t misread the signals after all.

      “But sir…”

      “You are going to help me close this deal — and that won’t happen with your panty lines showing.”

      “The dress is too short,” I stammer. Sitting like this, across my boss, he’ll be able to see right up my dress.

      There’s a stern glare in his dark eyes. “I do not like repeating myself, Natalia. Do I have to discipline you?”

      The temperature in the limo goes up by a billion degrees. Even though I’m practically naked already, it feels like I’m wearing thirty layers.

      “No, sir,” I answer, my sub side showing. I lift my butt off the seat and shimmer my panties down, along with any lingering thoughts that I was in control of the situation.

      “Good,” he says. “Give them to me.”

      I hand over my bunched up panties, and to me embarrassment, Dareion takes a deep sniff.

      “You’re wet,” he says plainly.

      In that moment I feel like a complete slut. Here I was, in the back of a limo with my black boss, my naked pussy dripping all over the leather interior… I felt…

      Amazing.

      I want him to grab me, to spank me, to take me right there and then, but he did no such thing. Instead, he ignored me until we arrived at the restaurant, letting my desire grow more and more with every passing second.

      I’ve never felt so embarrassed, or so exposed as I did strutting into that high-end restaurant, wobbling on my high heels, hyper-aware of the cold breeze that was blowing right against my fire-hot pussy.

      If I was naked, it would be less lewd.

      The waitresses don’t even blink when they see my revealing outfit — I’m guessing they’re used to this stuff. To hot girls accompanying black men. I’ve always sneered at those types, called them desperate. And now…

      Now I’m one of them.

      And the only thing I’m desperate for is feeling my boss’s powerful fingers between my legs.

      A dark-skinned man was waiting for us at the table all the way in the back of this glitzy place. His eyes light up the moment he sees me, and my breath falters for a moment.

      “Elon King,” my boss says. “Meet my assistant, Natalia.”

      “Pleasure to meet you, Mr. King.”

      “Call me Elon,” he says as he grabs my hand and kisses the back of it. He holds my hand a little longer than necessary, his dark eyes traveling all over my body, taking in my exposed legs and my deep cleavage.

      “Turn around, doll,” Dareion says. “Show Elon how well that dress suits you.”

      I follow his command, twirling in front of the two handsome, dark men, dressed in sharp suits.

      I feel like an escort. I suppose that’s what I am. I’m selling my body to my boss, and he’s pimping me out to make a profit. This is insane.

      And this is my biggest dream come to life.

      “Let’s talk about the contract,” Dareion says as we are served our appetizers.

      “It’s always business with you, isn’t?” Elon chuckles. “Can’t we enjoy our meal first?”

      “The sooner we wrap up our business, the sooner we can get to the pleasure,” my boss replies.

      “And what would that be?”

      I’m looking down at my plate, my face as red as the sun. I feel both sets of eyes on me, and I know what my boss is implying. He’s talking about me.

      His strong hand rests on my knee, and I shudder from pleasure. He slides his hand up, and I bite my bottom lip to stop myself from moaning.

      He pushes my dress up to expose my dripping wet pussy, which hardly takes any effort — the dress is so short it was already on display anyway. His fingers massage my wet lips, teasing me, and I find myself craving his touch.

      “What do you think?” Dareion asks. “Do we have a deal?”

      “Fuck,” Elon whispers. “That’s a juicy white cunt. Where do you find these obedient bitches?”

      “They come to me,” Dareion grins, as he flicks his thumb against my clit. I shudder from pleasure, my heart now pounding so hard I’m afraid it’s going to burst right out my chest. “She’s married too. See the ring?”

      “I do now,” Elon says. “Goddamn, you’ve got yourself a deal, Dareion, you clever bastard.”

      “Are you ready for your main course, gentlemen?”

      The soft voice of a waitress rouses me from my erotic dream. I look up, stunned, and try to shut my legs, but Dareion keeps them open without even making an effort. I thought she’d be shocked, but the woman’s friendly smile doesn’t waver for a second.

      “Yes, I think we are,” he says, while casually playing with my dripping wet cunt right in front of the staff. “Are you ready, toy?”

      To add emphasis, my black boss jams one thick finger right into my wet pussy, and I can’t help but utter a lewd moan at the sudden intrusion. “Y-yes,” I stammer.

      “Yes what?”

      “Yes s-sir!”

      “You train them so well, Mr. Morris,” the waitress says, to my astonishment.

      “Thank you, Aurelia. Can you believe it’s this fucktoy’s first night? It’s true,” Dareion says. “We’re breaking her in tonight. After dinner, of course.”

      “Of course. Enjoy your meal, and your evening, gentlemen. I’ll serve the main course in a few minutes.”

      The casual way in which my boss talked about my body lit a fire inside of me. He discussed me like I was an object, like I was nothing but a car, a boat, an expensive toy.

      I guess that’s what I am.

      An expensive toy.

      “Don’t look so surprised,” my boss says when he pulls out his index finger from my cunt. My juices are literally dripping off, and he plops it right into my mouth. I suck it off like the good whore I am, getting completely lost in the haze of lust. “You’re not the first bitch I trained, and you won’t be the last. You might be the most eager, though… I’ll give you that.”

      The rest of the meal passes by in a haze. In my heart of hearts I want them to drag me onto the table, to fuck me right there in the middle of the restaurant, but that’s too outlandish. Even for Dareion Morris himself.

      A short limo ride later I find myself standing in an elevator, my dress bunched around my waist as Elon King’s dark hands explore my dripping wet cunt.

      “Fuck, this bitch is wetter than the ocean! Ever had a black dick before?”

      “No, sir,” I whisper.

      “Do you want to?”

      I nod.

      “I can’t hear you, bitch.”

      He slaps my naked ass, and a moan escapes my lips.

      “I haven’t had black dick before, sir, but I’d like to try.”

      I never thought those words would ever escape my lips, but here we are. My boss is looking at me approvingly while this total stranger is quizzing my on my love for black cock.

      The elevator doors could stop on every floor. I’m sure the men wouldn’t stop fondling me either. They are not the types to care about being decent, about being proper. All they care about is using their little white fucktoy.

      We reach the top floor without encountering anyone. To my surprise, I feel a twinge of disappointment. I want the whole world to know what a slut I am, how depraved I truly am, how I desire black cock.

      They’ll learn soon enough, though.

      My boss leads me into the living room of the gorgeous penthouse. Night has fallen, and the city is lit up like a sea of stars. I’ve never hard this beautiful view of the city before, nor have I had two beautiful men to share it with.

      “Dance for me, bitch,” Elon King bark as he settles into the luxurious sofa. “I just paid a million bucks for that white cunt of yours. You better earn it.”

      I look at Dareion with wide eyes, but he just chuckles. “You heard the man. Dance!”

      “I don’t know how.”

      “Then you better figure it out quick,” Elon barks at me.

      My boss puts some music on — loud, aggressive rap, with profane lyrics about white bitches, popping pussies and twerking asses.

      Gyrating my hips to this lewd music feels wrong and… hot. I do the best I can, moving my curvy body to the hypnotic beat, and soon I’m swaying away, running my hands up and down my body.

      “That’s better,” Elon says as he squeezes the massive bulge in his trousers. “Now take that dress off.”

      This is it. We’ve passed the moment of no-return a long time ago, but this is really it. If I take off my dress now, I am completely submitting to these two powerful black men.

      That thought hits me, and a second later, my dress is crumpled up on the floor. I’m completely naked, save for my high heels.

      I seductively run my hands up and down my body, like I’ve only seen girls in porn do. “What do you think?” I say.

      “I think you just might be the hottest white bitch I’ve ever seen,” Elon says with a big smile. Dareion nods approvingly as he walks over to me. “You’re doing great, toy,” he says as he puts a glass of whiskey at my lips. I take a sip, looking at him for approval.

      “Make me proud,” he says as he slaps me right on my naked ass.

      “Yes, sir,” I answer. For a second, my thoughts turn to my husband. What if he could see me now? Completely at the mercy of these two black men? I realize I ought to send him a text message, or call him. He might be going insane back home. Then again, this was his idea… but it feels mean not to include him in some way…

      “What’s wrong?” my boss asks.

      “My husband,” I say. “I realized I forgot to text him all night.”

      A smile forms on my boss’s thick, kissable lips. “Don’t worry your pretty little head about that. I’ll give him a call, while you entertain our guest.”

      “Yes, sir.”

      I march over to Elon, who grabs my wrists and pulls my naked ass right down on his lap. The feeling of his immensely hard bulge pressing against my soft skin is better than I ever imagined it would be.

      “Yeah, grind that ass, girl,” he whispers into my neck as he roughly gropes my breasts. I look down at his black fingers sinking into my white skin while my hands rest on his knees, my naked ass moving all over his big, long cock.

      The sight is mesmerizing.

      “Tell me how long you’ve craved black cock,” he says as he kisses my back.

      “I’ve always been curious,” I say, my hands running up his thighs. “I’ve always wondered.”

      “When you first saw a black guy, you wanted to fuck him, didn’t you?”

      “You know me too well, mister,” I chuckle as my fingers move up to his bulge. God, it’s absolutely massive.

      I can’t control myself for a second second. I whirl around, drop down to my knees, and unzip his pants. I reach him, hands shaking, and pull out the biggest, blackest, most amazing cock I’ve ever seen. As big as my forearm, with throbbing veins running up the length, right up to the big, purple, juicy head.

      “My god,” I say as I stare at the massive black cock in total awe.

      “Is it everything your little white heart has hoped for?” Elon chuckles.

      “It’s more,” I gasp, “So much more.”

      Elon grabs the base of his cock and slaps the purple head right against my forehead. A string of precum connects, slowly dribbling down my face. I close my eyes and moan, my hands finding my soaking wet cunt, and I already feel an orgasm coming on as I rub my swollen clit.

      “You like that?”

      I nod. “I do, sir, please… use me. Use my mouth.”

      I don’t need to tell him twice. He grabs a fistful of my hair and forces his black cock down my throat. I’m left gagging, tears streaking down my face, as this businessman uses my face for his pleasure. Once or twice he pulls out and rubs his cock all over my face, spreading his juices everywhere, and I eagerly lap at his manhood.

      He pulls his pants down all the way, exposing his big, black balls to me. Elon grabs my neck again and pushes my face right into his sweaty, delicious balls. I suck them into my mouth, stroking him with one hand while the other rubs myself to an orgasm.

      I’m such a fucking slut.

      Sucking on big black balls.

      Selling my body to this man.

      Letting him use my face.

      I want his cum.

      I want him to cover my face with his juices, to plaster me with his seed, to be completely his.

      “Your wife is doing fine. Here, take a look.”

      My boss’s low voice grabs my attention. I turn to see a shocking sight — my own husband on video call. Dareion is holding the phone close to me, the streaks of pre-cum all over my face completely visible.

      “Hi honey,” I stammer, not knowing what else to say.

      “Hey,” my husband replied, his voice hoarse. He looks… incredibly aroused, but not angry, as I might have feared. No, he looks… proud, almost. “Are you having a good time?”

      Before I can answer Elon smacks his big, black cock right against my face, and a soft moan escapes my lips. “Oh god,” I say, feeling the heat of lust rise inside me once more. “Like you wouldn’t believe, honey.”

      “Tell him how much you love my black cock, bitch,” Elon growls.

      I look my husband dead in the eye, waiting for his reaction, to see if he’ll get mad, but no — he just looks captivated.

      “I love this big black cock, baby. Is that okay? Are you okay with your wifey being a whore for black cock?”

      “Yes,” my husband replies instantly, his voice throaty and low. “Yes. Show me how much you love it, baby.”

      Without breaking eye contact I lick Elon’s cock from base to tip, feeling the veins throbbing underneath of me as I coat his manhood with saliva.

      “It’s so fucking big, honey,” I whine. “I can barely take it all.”

      “I’m sure they’ll train you well,” my husband replies.

      “Damn straight,” Dareion answers. “If you liked that, white boy, you’re going to love this.”

      He places the phone on the table and drops his pants to the floor. I can’t help but gasp — I thought Elon’s cock was huge, but Dareion’s is even more amazing, for it’s as thick as a beer-can!

      Confidently he struts over to me, grabs my hair, and slides his cock right down my throat. I have to stretch my mouth open wide to even accommodate his size.

      “Yeah, take it all, you little white whore. Fuck, I’ve been waiting for you to come into my office and beg for my black cock for years. I knew it was a matter of time, ever since I first saw you looking at me, isn’t that right?”

      “Yes sir!” I say, gasping for air as he fucks my mouth relentlessly. “I’ve always been a whore for black cock! You could have grabbed me at any time, bent me over your desk, ripped my panties off and fucked my tiny white cunt, made me your bitch, sir!”

      “I know,” he grunts. “And that’s what I’m going to do tonight!”

      The men take turns fucking my mouth. I forget all about my husband, though I hope I’m giving him a hell of a show. The truth is, I can’t focus on anything else other than the two black cocks assaulting my mouth.

      I rub myself to an earth shattering orgasm as the two powerful men use my mouth. I love being their little fuck toy, and my body shudders with pleasure as I service their black cocks.

      Dareion lifts me to my feet, and seconds later I find myself on the king sized bed, with Elon between my legs. He pushes my legs open, his black cock resting against my dripping wet entrance.

      “I’ve never felt a pussy this wet,” he says as he slaps the head of his cock right against my swollen, thumping clit. “You really are a slut, aren’t you?”

      “Shut up and fuck me,” I breathe.

      He thrust and enters me, a big black cock filling me up for the first time in my life. I throw my head back in ecstasy as pure pleasure sweeps me off my feet. My open mouth is fed Dareion’s cock a moment later, and I succumb to lust, two black cocks thrusting into me.

      I’m a proper black cock whore now.

      I open my eyes to see my boss has a phone in his hand, and he’s smirking down at me.

      “Yeah, look at your wifey take that black cock. She’s sucking me so greedily, like she’s starving for cock. And look how that white pussy takes that black cock so well. Is that what you wanted to see?”

      “Yes sir,” I hear the familiar voice of my husband reply. “Thank you for showing me. Sir.”

      “That pussy belongs to me now,” Dareion says. “It’s black cock only. Isn’t that right, bitch?”

      “YES!” I scream, lost in the throes of a continuous orgasm. “Black cock only!”

      At this point, I will agree to anything. The only thing care about is getting more dick, about being filled with cum, about being the best little slut I can be.

      The night turns into one long blur as the men take turns, using my pussy and my mouth for their pleasure.

      I thought things couldn’t get any crazier than this. I was wrong.

      While Elon fucks me from behind, the doorbell rings. Room service. Dareion opens the door, and a pretty young co-ed wheels a car filled with champagne and delicious snacks right into the bedroom. She’s got a gorgeous set of red curls, and her boobs nearly pop out of her tiny uniform.

      “Here’s your drinks, sir,” she says, completely unfazed by seeing a big black cock stretch my pussy wide open.

      “How would you like to earn a tip?” Dareion says as he slowly rubs his immensely thick cock.

      I feel a twinge of jealousy. I’m his plaything! I don’t want to share his cock with some red-headed whore!

      “What did you have in mind?”

      “This bitch here, I’m sure she’s never eaten ass before. What do you say? For a grand?”

      The girl’s sexy smile widens, as my heart starts racing even harder. Eating ass? Surely he can’t be serious…

      However, Dareion doesn’t joke around. She accepts a wad of cash from my boss, and the next moment she’s pulling her tights down. She flips her dress up, exposing her big, round, white ass to me as she climbs onto the bed.

      “I could use a good licking,” she says. “But I’m on the clock so you better hurry, bitch. Lick my asshole!”

      I’ve never met this girl before. I don’t even know her name. Hell, I’ve never even kissed a girl.

      And now, this hot redhead grabs a fistful of my hair and forces my tongue right into her ass.

      The feeling of being plowed from behind while my tongue dives into this girl’s ass is too much. I cum hard, my entire body shaking and trembling, as I surrender myself to pure lust and sex. I’m no longer the sweet, innocent girl my husband married. No, in Dareion Morris’s hands I’m a greedy cumslut, a nympho, a whore who’ll do anything he says — including rimming strangers.

      I pass out from sheer exhaustion, all of my energy spent, with only one thought on my mind: I can’t wait for the next time.
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        * * *

      

      I wake up the following morning, my body feeling bruised… but in a good way. The shower is already running, and I find Dareion there, washing his big, black body.

      “Morning, girl,” he says as he grabs the base of his cock. “Ready for breakfast?”

      I can’t resist. I drop down to my knees in the shower and suck him off right there and then. Last night wasn’t a fluke, it wasn’t a one time thing, I realize the moment my tongue circles his massive cockhead. No, it opened the floodgates.

      It’s a new me today. I’m addicted to black cock.

      After my boss deposits a load in my throat, he takes me home. He absentmindedly plays with my cunt in the back of the limo, and I’m already writhing with pleasure at the thought of seeing Peter again.

      “Did you have fun, toy?” he asks.

      “Yes,” I nod, eyes closed. “When can we do it again?”

      “Shit,” he chuckles, “you’re going to suck me off everyday, baby cakes. Every morning and every afternoon I want you waltz that white little ass of yours into my office and suck my cock dry, you understand?”

      “Yes, sir,” I moan.

      “Good. Now your mission for today is to make that hubby of your happy. I don’t want to hear a peep out of him, you understand?”

      “Oh, that won’t be a problem, sir.”

      “See you tomorrow then,” he growls, pulling me close for a deep, passionate tongue kiss.

      The moment I open my front door, my husband is there, looking worse for wear. It’s clear to me he’s barely slept, and he looks like a happy puppy.

      “You’re home,” he croaks.

      I saunter over towards him, swaying my hips with every step. “That I am.”

      “How, uhm, was it?”

      I grab his hand and slowly slide it up my dress. His eyes grow as big as saucers the moment he feels my wetness. Two fingers slide in easily, without a hint of resistance. It’s safe to say that he’s never made me this wet before.

      “What do you think?”

      “Oh fuck,” he stammers as he slowly fingers me. I lift up the dress and look down at my swollen cunt.

      “Look what my boss did,” I say with a fake whine. “My pussy is all beat up. I think I need you… to give it a little kiss, honey.”

      Peter is now shaking with excitement. I guide him to the bedroom, where I lay down and spread my legs. I don’t even need to tell him twice — he dives face-first into my used and abused pussy, lapping away passionately.

      “Can you taste my boss’s cock?” I ask. “Or the cum they pumped in there?”

      “Fucking hell,” Peter moans as I grab the back of his head and push his face in further.

      “I fucking love being a whore for black cock, baby,” I moan as another orgasm approaches. I don’t think I’ve ever come this much in my life as I did the past twenty-four hours. “I fucking love it!”

      “So do I, baby, so do I,” he assures me as he licks me to heaven and back again.

      He undresses and sinks his cock into me, coming after only several pumps, his entire body cramping up before he collapses on top of me. “Sorry,” he sighs, “You got me so damn hot.”

      “It’s okay,” I say as I rub his back. “I love it when I make you cum quick — it makes me feel wanted, and sexy. And besides, I got Dareion now to pound my pussy.”

      “I guess you do,” Peter chuckles. “This is crazy, Natalia. Absolutely crazy.”

      “I know… but you don’t regret it, right?”

      My husband laughs. “Regret it? I’ve never felt better in my life!”

      I knew this was only the beginning of our new life together… never before have I been this eager to get back to work before!
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      Thanks for reading! I hope you enjoyed it. There’s loads more where that came from! Check this one out below, you might love it :).

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      My Wife, His Toy
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      "She's your wife... but she's my toy."

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

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

      Read My Wife, His Toy now!
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        * * *

      

      That’s only a small taste of my massive backlist! I have penned over 60 sizzling hot wife sharing stories, and you can read them all by checking out my Amazon profile here: amazon.com/author/emiliasteele.

      I release new stories regularly. If you want to be kept up to date with my releases, you can sign up to my newsletter. I’ll send you a link when I release a new book (and you’ll get an exclusive, free story). All you have to do is sign up here:

      http://eepurl.com/Sxflv

      You can also hit ‘Follow’ on my Amazon page.

      Thank you so much,

      Emilia.
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