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My wife and I met, fell in love, and married shortly after college. We live in a small house in the suburbs just outside of Atlanta, it's a nice up and coming area with plenty of other people our age. My name's Steve, I work in the banking and finance sector. My wife, Stacey, teaches fourth grade at a local elementary school. We aren't exactly wealthy, but we maintain a comfortable lifestyle and don't have many monetary complaints. We are both relatively young, I recently turned 34 and my wife is a few months shy of 29 years old. Our parents have been starting to pressure us into having kids but neither of us feel quite ready, maybe in another year or two. Despite not having any little ones running around the house I do consider our relationship to be pretty special, we share common interests in nearly every social and political category, we're both animal lovers, progressive minded, and generally decent people.
In addition to connecting on a mental level, we also click on a physical one. Our sex life is great, we are always teasing each other and we usually find time for sex at least a few times a week. I like to consider myself a relatively attractive guy, nearly six feet tall and with semi-attractive features - growing up I never had a huge problem receiving attention from women. With that being said, my wife is a total knockout. She has an angelic face, light brown hair down to her shoulders, beautiful hazel eyes, large natural breasts, a narrow waist, and a nice, firm, plump ass. She earns stares everywhere she goes, a complete package. I think most people would consider her to be a real life, flesh and blood, ten out of ten. And if her physical appearance wasn't enough, she also has a bubbling personality. She treats her kids at school like they were her own, she's friendly to people from all walks of life, and she's respectful, intelligent, witty, and caring. I feel profoundly lucky to call her my wife, and I'm happy to say that we are deeply in love.
I do tend to work some long hours, and tonight I was arriving home to the smell of some home cooking.
"Hey baby," I kissed Stacey on the cheek as I entered the kitchen.
My wife isn't the type to cook dinner every night of the week, but when she does it's usually a home run. Tonight she was sporting a sexy little home dress underneath her apron - a glass of red wine was in her left hand as she stirred up some pasta with right.
I suddenly had a moment of panic "Please tell me I didn't forget a special occasion."
She laughed "Is a wife not allowed to do something nice for her husband on a whim? You've been so stressed this month, I felt like you deserved a nice dinner"
Like I just got done saying, she's an incredible woman.
Acknowledging that to myself, I leaned in and kissed her deeply.
After a great meal and what most would consider too much wine for a weeknight, we headed upstairs. In no time flat we were naked and pawing at each other. For some reason, tonight more than most nights - I noted how beautiful my wife was. As I gently thrust my six inches into her I noticed her large tits swaying erotically atop her chest. I reached down and clutched her hips, more quickly pumping myself in and out of her gorgeous pussy. When switching to doggy I was captivated by her incredible ass, slapping it lightly and watching the tight ripple along her milky white skin. Her soft moans of pleasure sending me quickly over the edge. I came, faster than normal - luckily she reached a small orgasm right before I erupted. We laid together for a moment, kissing passionately, eventually both heading into the bathroom for a shower.
After cleaning up I took a long look at myself in the mirror - although happy with my life, I couldn't help but notice that I was gaining some weight, and getting a little flabby. Normally it wouldn't have bothered me, but a moment of clarity had me feeling that Stacey deserved me at my best. At 29 years old she'd put even the most gorgeous 18 year old girls to shame - she had the perfect body for sex. A body built for fucking, as they say. At that very moment I decided I needed to get back into great shape.
Later that week I decided to sign up for a basketball recreation league. I had played college level basketball for a Division 1 school, and as such was pretty damn good at it. When I told Stacey about the rec league she was excited to learn that I was going to be playing again. Maybe a part of her even looked forward to me toning up a bit. It would also give her a good excuse to come to the park and get some of her own jogging and exercise in during my games.
A couple short weeks later I was on the court, quickly getting back into the swing of things. Despite some rust, I was easily setting myself apart as one of the best players in the league. I made fast friends with one of my teammates, Frank. He was a 42 year old high school coach, also a former college player, black guy, reasonably attractive, tall, very athletic, and skilled - he seemed a bit too talented to be playing in a basic recreation league, but I suppose I did as well. After one of our wins I introduced him to Stacey in the parking lot.
"Stacey this is Frank, dude is amazing on the court. Frank, this is my lovely wife, Stacey"
She smiled as they shook hands, his large black hand engulfing her delicate white one, Stacey replied, "Yeah I noticed, looks like you've been playing basketball for a while, nice to meet you!" as always she was beaming with energy. I immediately noticed that Frank was a bit taken aback by her looks, it's something I saw often when introducing her to people.
"I don't know Steve you move the rock pretty well yourself," Frank graciously replied. "It's a pleasure to meet you Stacey"
"Franks actually in the school system too, he coaches the basketball team at the local high school," I offered to Stacey, "My wife teaches 3rd grade at Westfield, Frank"
They immediately hit it off, discussing the inner workings and frustrating politics of working within the school system. Stacey was a bit flirty as always, and Frank seemed to be enjoying the conversation - I interjected where I could. During the discussion I couldn't help but notice Stacey glance down at Frank's shorts every so often. I looked to see what the problem was. I was surprised to see that Frank appeared to have a massive outline of an appendage running down his basketball shorts. It appeared absurdly big and I couldn't confirm if it was really a penis or just the parking lot lighting and shadows playing tricks on me. I shrugged it off and after a bit more pleasant discussion we exchanged goodbyes and headed home for the evening.
A couple months went by and my friendship with Frank was proving to be a good one. The two of us would often hit bars after the games, Stacey sometimes in tow - we even had him over for dinner on a few occasions. We learned that Frank lived in a small apartment near the high school, he was currently single - his ex-wife apparently leaving him with very little, taking his two daughters out to the west coast. He was only able to see them a few times a year, which seemed to upset him greatly. Despite that, he retained a positive attitude, and he proved to be an intelligent and respectable man.
After one of our games the three of us found ourselves out at one our usual spots. Enjoying some sliders and two-for-one cocktails as was the standard on Wednesday nights.
"I need to use the ladies room." Stacey said. She stood and headed down the hall. Frank and I both noticed nearly every guy at the bar-top turn their heads and watch her as she left.
"Man, I don't know how you do it Steve." Frank said, sipping on his drink.
"What's that?" I asked, feigning ignorance. I knew what he was getting at but was interested to hear what he had to say.
"I would go insane with jealousy in your position man. You saw it. Every dude in this place just gave Stacey the stare down," He said, with a notable tinge of embarrassment.
I chuckled "You're like 15 years older than me and you mean to tell me you still get jealous?" I responded, jokingly.
Frank laughed "Well, admittedly my ex-wife is nowhere near the beauty that Stace is, so I can't really speak from experience. I just imagine it would irk the hell out of me"
I nodded "I hear you brother, but it's something I learned to deal with a long time ago. I guess I don't get jealous very easily because you're right. If I was that type of guy, I'd lose my mind. I just got to trust her to be her and deal with the errant disrespect once in a while." I could definitely think back on quite a few occasions where I'd exchanged words with some drunk asshole.
He patted my back, genuinely "Better man than me"
Stacey returned, the same group of guys ogling her as she sat. I gave her a kiss - marking my territory - and we continued watching the game, all of us throwing back some more drinks - talking, laughing, and enjoying the evening.
We wrapped up dinner and Stacey and I headed home, Frank back to his place. Stacey hugged him tightly as she always did during goodbyes. I don't know why but in those moments I felt slightly bad for Frank, even though he was by no means a man that needed my pity.
The drive home proved to be a flirtatious one.
"Your wife needs a good fucking tonight." Stacey teased.
"Oh yeah? I think I can arrange that." I replied, smiling.
She smiled back, flirtatiously "Good, who did you have in mind?" she laughed - and leaned in to kiss me. Although we never discussed swinging or sleeping with other people - we did joke about the prospect on occasion. What married couple doesn't?
When we arrived back at the house Stacey immediately hopped in the shower. I was feeling no pain and decided, what the hell - as I threw on a porno. We didn't watch pornography all that often but when we did it was always a good igniter for even more explosive sex. I blindly selected a title from the on demand menu and joined my wife in the shower. I was grabbing at her ass, kissing her tits, and she was playfully fighting me off. She quickly finished, whispering as she stepped out "I'll be waiting on the bed."
I finished up fast and began drying myself off as I walked out into the bedroom. An erotic sight greeted me, Stacey was fully nude on our bed, legs gently spread open, her left hand massaging her D cup breasts as she stroked her beautiful pussy with her right. She spoke in her sultry tone "I was thinking the same thing baby, I'm glad you put this on." Referring to the porn.
I finished drying and dropped my towel, exposing my already stiffening member. As I got closer to the bedside I glanced at the television screen and was surprised to see a small blonde girl being tag teamed by two men. An averagely built white guy was receiving oral from her as a larger black man pounded away on her from behind. I immediately noticed his huge cock plunging in and out of the girl's sex - Stacey was fixated on the action on screen as I slowly laid down next to her "Get started without me?" I joked.
"Mmmhmmm." was her reply through bitten lip. She immediately reached for my dick and began pumping away at my shaft. I couldn't remember ever watching interracial porn with her, hell, I rarely saw it myself - but she was clearly aroused by the threesome on screen. I quickly slid down along the bed and aligned my face with her sopping wet mound, I met her lips with mine, much to her delight.
"Ohh, fuck yes!" she audibly reacted to my tongue.
Stacey was squeezing her tits, moaning, staring at the TV. All while I was lapping at her sopping wet clit. After a few minutes of oral I sat up and spun around, facing the television again, the actors had switched positions. The white male was now fucking the girl while she suckled on the black actor's massive organ.
Stacey commented on it "God look at this size of his dick, it's huge!" I was immediately bit taken aback by the remark since my wife had never made mention of someone else's dick before. Stacey began to mount me reverse, maintaining her view of the screen, her great ass was now resting on my lower abdomen. Despite my mixed feelings I was extremely aroused by my wife's interest in the porn, I loved seeing her turned on. She reached back and grabbed my manhood, slowly sinking onto it, she moaned loudly as it slid inside of her.
I grabbed her hips and began thrusting upwards into her. On screen the white actor had apparently already cum, and the black actor took over - lining the girl up on the bed and pounding into her missionary style. Stacey and I looked on as his large onyx tube pummeled the actress into a seemingly huge orgasm. I was finding myself extremely aroused by the video, the girl was cumming violently, combined with the simple fact that my wife was watching an interracial scene - it was a bombardment of sexual arousal. I don't know where it came from, or what exactly made me think of him, but I blurted out from behind her, "I bet you Frank is that big"
Stacey released a soft moan "Mmm!" she paused for a moment and then spoke "Yeah, I know" she paused again, grinding back into me. "I think Frank's has a huge cock, it's clear as day whenever he's in his basketball shorts." I nearly came from her acknowledgement. Not only did she admit to noticing our friend's huge black penis, she admitted to noticing it on multiple occasions. On screen the actor laid back on the bed, the girl now mounting him to ride cowgirl. The camera zoomed in on their mating sexes, the large black phallus clearly coated in the girls cum. She began to bounce up and down, the thick organ stretched the girl's pussy as it pumped in and out. Stacey began to ride me with more pace "God that looks so hot, I can't believe she's taking all of that cock!" she continued "Oh baby fuck me hard!"
I grabbed her tits from behind and began thrusting hard, getting close. I let out a grunt as I unleashed inside of my wife. I felt Stacey clench down, cumming with me "Oh yesss..." she moaned softly as she slowed her pace, my spasming dick finishing its eruption.
On screen the black actor was spewing an incredible load all over the actresses behind, rope after rope coating her milky ass. The white male actor reappeared, slowly making his way back on screen. He leaned down and kissed the woman passionately, just as the screen faded to black with the splash title "Wife Sharing 4".
I was a bit surprised, not having realized I selected that sort of porn, Stacey noticed too "Oh yeah babe?" she turned and kissed me "A bit kinky tonight are we?" she smiled, jokingly.
I was caught off guard "Uhh, I didn't even see what I selected, I just threw something on"
She laughed as she stood up, giving me a hard time "Mmmhmm, sure thing. What - were you imagining that was you and Frank, with his big dick, giving me the business?"
My face flushed red, at a loss for words, part of me made awkward by the comment, another part absurdly aroused by her words. She continued, giggling "Well I do have a thing for older men, and that big cock looked exciting." she laughed "Maybe it would be fun." Her comment made me swallow a lump in my throat, it also made my dick erect again, shockingly. Stacey continued to giggle as she playfully fell back down onto me, her tits smashing into my chest, hair falling onto my face, she kissed me passionately "I'm kidding baby, I love you" she said, "Tonight was fun"
"I know, I love you too. It's always fun." I replied, smiling - it couldn't have been more true. We both fell into a deep sleep.
A few months went by, and our basketball season was coming to a close. After one of the last games of the year we found ourselves back at the same bar we had become regulars at. Frank was explaining that he was switching apartments due to an ownership change and he was looking for some hotel recommendations for the weekend. Stacey and I were having none of it and insisted that he come stay at our place for a few days. He'd have to crash on the couch but our second bathroom had a shower, so it wouldn't be too bad. Frank tried to put up a fight "I absolutely hate imposing on people, especially friends. I'll just stay at the Motel 6 on 16th"
"Frank, there's no way in hell we are letting you stay in some shitty hotel, that's the end of it." Stacey threw back her drink as she finished her sentence. Frank and I exchanged a glance, I guess she had won the argument.
Frank came over the next evening, he had packed light with only a couple bags. We quickly got him set-up on the couch, offering him some pillows and blankets to use. Stacey also set up some towels and toiletries in the guest bathroom. We picked up some take-out and enjoyed a nice meal and some drinks in the kitchen. Afterwards, Frank hopped in shower while Stacey and I sat down to watch some television.
"Maybe I should ask Frank to clean the gutters, since my husband keeps putting it off." Stacey offered, sarcastically.
"Yeah yeah babe, I'll get to it next weekend, I promise"
She laughed "I think I've heard that exact answer fifty times. I'll believe it when I see it"
Frank emerged from the bathroom, donning some shorts and a tight fitting t-shirt.
We all decided to continue drinking since none of us had work in the morning. We were watching a stand-up routine on the comedy channel and all of a sudden an hour had past, many drinks had been poured, and the three of us were all laughing up a storm, feeling a bit loose.
We were joking and conversing about a multitude of topics, Frank sipping on a beer, me doing the same, both of us dressed down in bedtime attire, Stacey was sipping on red wine and still in her work clothes. During a commercial break I guess Stacey felt she deserved to be comfortable too, she got up and headed to our bedroom to change.
A few minutes passed and Frank felt it a good time to offer his thanks, "Really appreciate you guys letting me stay here Steve. It's a big help." Frank offered.
"Of course man, it's our pleasure." I replied
"I'll have to think of a way to pay you guys ba..." Frank trailed off, looking up. Stacey was returning to the room in a low cut nighty that really accentuated her breasts. It wasn't quite lingerie, but it wasn't quite appropriate either. I loved fucking her in this particular get-up. She wasn't wearing a bra and it was noticeable, her large natural beasts were jiggling underneath the thin material, Frank found his voice "... yeah um - pay you guys back. I'll think of something"
Stacey bounced down on the couch, this time sitting down on the love seat next to Frank, instead of next to me on the sofa. Her tits nearly popping out of her top as she sat, I noticed she was carrying what appeared to be one of our photo albums.
"I wanted to show Frank some pictures of you playing, you know, back in college"
I nodded, and took another sip of beer.
She flipped through the pages, smiling, showing Frank various pictures of my playing days and what I assumed were other pictures of us through the years. I caught Frank stealing glances at her immense cleavage, I couldn't really blame him - her tits were extremely prominent in what she was wearing, and he was being asked to look past them down at the photo album - a nearly impossible task.
After a few minutes and flipping through some more pages Stacey gasped,
"Whoops! Sorry, I didn't realize my boudoir shots were in this one!" She apologized, but didn't seem to make an effort to close the book.
My heart skipped a beat, I guess Stacey had accidentally shown Frank some of her sexy shots that she made for me as a wedding gift. Some of them were extremely revealing, including a couple that featured her fully exposed breasts. The more I considered it the more I wondered if it was really an accident at all.
"Wow! These are amazing. I wish my ex had done something like this for me - Maybe we'd still be together." Frank exclaimed, a tad flustered, trying to find something appropriate to say.



I couldn't believe it, I guess it was the alcohol talking, but Stacey actually began to describe the process. She showed Frank the various shots of herself, most of which she was half naked in. The tone her voice was changing, getting huskier, softer - as she described some of the sexier ones. Part of me wanted to get up and join them, but instead I stayed put, glancing back and forth between the TV and the two of them. If it wasn't for the alcohol I probably would have stopped it, or at least commented on it - but I just stayed put, feeling a tad nervous, and a tad aroused.
A few more minutes had passed, I noticed that they had gotten quiet. I looked back at them, and nearly spit out my beer. Frank had an immense tent in his shorts, it was shockingly big. It was clear that he was fully erect from staring at the scantily clad shots of my wife. Stacey was looking right at it, and she couldn't help but comment "So I guess it's safe to assume you like my pictures." she looked at Frank, brushed her hair behind her ear, and flashed a sexy smile.
Frank looked deathly embarrassed "Uh... Wow, how embarrassing - I'm really sorry about this," He was looking around for a couch pillow or something to cover up, but there was nothing in reach, he fidgeted with his shorts but his erection was simply too immense to conceal. He attempted to stand up, presumably to head to the bathroom.
Stacey stopped him, placing her hand on his chest "Oh nonsense Frank, it's a nice compliment." She let her hand linger on his torso for a moment, my dick was, inexplicably, stiff in my own shorts as well.
Frank spoke up, stuttering somewhat "I uh, I should probably go take care of this, it's pretty uncomfortable in these shorts"
Stacey had a sexy look in her eyes, she appeared to be breathing somewhat heavily as well "Then we should... let it breathe, I think" My wife, having already placed the album down, reached down at this waistband, she slowly pulled at his shorts. Frank, eyes glazed, instinctively lifted slightly off the couch, allowing my wife the ability to slide his shorts and briefs, simultaneously, down his legs.
I looked on in awe as his humongous black cock sprang into view. It was impossibly big, probably 11 or 12 inches long, with an incredible girth. He had a massive black pouch with nearly tennis ball sized testicles at the base, they rested on the leather of the sofa. His imposing onyx tube was jutting upwards here in our living room, my ego took an immediate hit at the sight of it.
For a moment it was completely silent, I looked on in an indescribable mix of horror and arousal. There was an erotic electricity in the air, and I knew my wife felt it too. Stacey stared on in stunned disbelief. After a while she finally found the words "I... I can't believe how big it is"
"T-Thank you." was his hushed reply.
She looked over at me, briefly, I had seen that look on her face many times. It's the look she always has when she's aroused, turned-on, and ready to get fucked. I didn't have any words to offer her, and with nothing to say, she looked back down at it.
"This is all my fault." she spoke in a sultry tone as she slid down off the couch. She shifted over, kneeling in front of Franks towering black organ.
She gently rested both hands on his thighs, her lily white skin contrasting against his dark complexion, his cock seemed to twitch at her touch.
"Jesus Frank, your cock..." Stacey was in awe.
"You aren't helping the situation, Stacey," Frank was trying to keep calm, but he seemed incredibly flustered, and equally aroused, he was looking down at her, her light brown hair draped down to her shoulders, her beautifully large tits popping out of her thin night dress.
I wanted to say something, do something - but I didn't. Stacey spoke up again, "In my experience, there's only one way to solve a problem like this"
With that comment, my wife reached up with her right hand and grabbed Frank's impressive penis. Her tiny hand not even reaching all the way around the circumference of his member, it delicately encircled what it could of his tremendous black cock, and she slowly started to stroke up and down the shaft.
Frank tilted his head back in disbelief "Oh my god..." he muttered.
My own dick began straining in my shorts, my face flushed, my heart was racing at a ridiculous rate - I wanted to stop her but we were all drunk, and I was too aroused to make sense of the bizarre scene playing out in front of me, for the first time in my life I literally didn't know how I felt. It was too much, pure insanity.
Without another word, Stacey reached her left up and began to caress his massive balls, she was unable to fit his entire pouch in her hand, and seemed to massage from ball to ball, tilting her head in awe as she massaged his sex organ. Her right hand was still slowly pumping on his cock, it seemed to take an eternity to travel up to the large head, and back down to the base. She dropped his testicles back onto the couch cushion, and began using both hands to stroke his sex.
Stacey turned to me, smiling wickedly "Does this remind you of anything?" I just stared on, unable to grasp what she was asking, what she was doing "That movie we watched baby! It's like Wife Sharing"
That made my dick strain even harder, I had to adjust myself in my shorts, allowing my straining erection to breathe - but I hesitated to expose myself completely.
Stacey smiled and turned back to Frank, who was now looking directly down at his crotch, totally enamored with the scene playing out in front of him.
"Jesus" he moaned. My wife continued to pump his shaft, she continued to use both of her small hands to cover the enormous surface area of Franks hulking member. She was unable to use both hands for my own dick, not even close - and the thought of that both stung and further aroused my mind state.
She stopped momentarily, and softly spoke "Here - how about this"
She let go of his sex and reached up to her top, she slowly lowered each strap of her nightie, pulling down the front and allowing her massive tits to spill out for Franks feasting eyes, which immediately widened at the sight.
His mouth was dry, and he once again didn't know how to react "...Those... are amazing," he managed, breathlessly.
She jiggled them for effect "Big titties for your big cock. Fair trade." She smiled.
Stacey let go of them and began to stroke Frank again, slowly at first and building to a crescendo - it was obvious that Frank was getting close to exploding.
Stacey sensed it, and altered her voice to assist "Go ahead Frank. Cum for me. I want to see this big dick cum baby." she spoke seductively, I had heard that tone many times.
I guess Frank was listening, because at that very moment he arched his head back and unleashed, grunting - a torrent of white seed erupted from the tip of his cock, his massive testicles pulsing as rope after rope erupted out of his engorged head. I looked on as my wife's breasts received splash after splash of another man's massive cum load. It was a tremendous amount of semen.
Stacey reacted favorably "Oh my god look at thattt, Mmmm. Cum on my tits baby. Cum on these big titties" After what felt like an eon his ejaculation finally subsided, his eyes stayed closed and he melted back into the couch, seemingly spent. "Problem solved", Stacey said - smiling. As she did, she leaned in and gave the tip of his black cock a gentle kiss. The sight of that sent me over the edge.
I snapped, I stood, and walked over to my wife. I grabbed Stacey by the waist, and hastily shoved her face down into the couch next to Frank. I peeled her dress up exposing her sopping wet sex, opened my boxers, and shoved the hardest dick of my life into my wife's cunt.
"Ohhh! Fuck! Yes baby!" Stacey's pussy immediately clenched down on my dick as she smashed her sex back into mine. "Fuck me!" I was way ahead of her, already pummeling away, seeing red, as aroused as I had ever been. For the moment I forgot Frank even existed, let alone was sitting right next to me watching me drill my wife.
I couldn't take it, it was all too much, I was too aroused for my own good, and I pulled out to try to save my orgasm. No good, I was already cumming. Stacey knew, she felt it coming, she hopped off of me and spun around, exposing her tits to my already spewing load, it wasn't as impressive as Franks, but I added it to the man seed already coated on my wife's chest.
Stacey again adopted her sultry tone "Oh yeah baby, cum on your naughty wife. Your friend came on me already and now you get to." my orgasm was powerful, it felt amazing. Her sexual innuendo enhancing the pleasure, her comments ringing in my ears as it subsided. The final drops spurted out and I stopped stroking myself, falling backwards onto the carpet.
Stacey was breathing heavily, and even though I had just cum she was still an intensely erotic sight, her beautiful breasts coated in cum, her hair having fallen in just the right spots to make her angelic face look even sexier. It was then that we were reminded that Frank was still in the room.
We looked at him. Impossibly, his immense organ was rock solid again. He was standing, looking down at my wife, his huge black cock just inches from her face. My wife was staring right at it, again. She slowly reached up, and for the second time tonight, grabbed his sex. "Wow, I can't believe he's hard again." referring to Franks cock as an entity. She shook him, feeling the weight in her hand.
Frank gently picked Stacey up, sliding her nightie down to the floor in the process. She was now laying completed nude on the love seat. He deftly positioned her so that her legs were splayed open, his hands grazing the lips of her exposed pussy as he maneuvered her into a fuckable position. She didn't break eye contact with his organ, her eyes appeared to be in a trance. He moved in front of her and put one knee on the couch cushion, his massive black tube only inches away from my wife's pussy, he leaned forward. Frank grabbed his shaft and slapped it down between her pussy lips, she let out a moan "Ohhh!" He continued to jostle his black sex in between her white folds, stimulating her clit with the underside of his huge meat. "Oh my god!" Stacey instinctively opened her legs a bit more. He continued to tease her, massaging her pussy with his cock. He pulled back and aligned the large head of his member at my wife's sopping wet opening - and softly spoke "Do you want me to fuck you?" She slowly looked up at him, bit her lip, and nodded.
Frank gently pushed the tip in, my wife screamed. "Oh! Fuck! Frank go slow, you're huge"
"Don't worry Stacey, I'll go slowly." He pulled out a tad, and then again - thrust slowly back in. My wife was impossibly wet, maybe as wet as I'd ever seen her. Despite his freakish size, it allowed him to enter her with relative ease. On the next push he had close to 5 inches inside of my wife, and she clawed into his shoulders in response. "My fucking goddd. Frank! That feels amazinggg."
I was still leaning back on the floor, and I had a perfect view of the insane eroticism playing out in front of me. Franks massive black cock was stretching my wife's pussy out as it invaded her. Her puffy white lips were clinging to his sex as if her pussy couldn't let go of it, his onyx tube was already coated in her juices. At the bottom of the sexual collision a massive pair of testicles were swaying, mushing up against her perfect white ass. They were colliding with animal magnetism, it was the sexiest thing I had ever scene - impossible to describe. I was filled with an insane feeling of jealousy, but also an immeasurable level of excitement. It was the most surreal moment of my life.
Just when I was about to lose myself to a state of delirium, the sound of my wife cumming brought me back into focus "Ohhh! Fuckkk! Frank you're making me cummm!" He was now completely inside of her, 11 inches of another man was deep inside the love of my life, ripping an immensely powerful orgasm out of her. Her legs were shaking as she clawed into his back, nearly in convulsions. "Ohhh, Ohhh, Yes! Mmm my god! I'm cumminggg!!" I had never seen her cum so strongly, it killed me - but my dick was as hard as it's ever been.
Frank steadied her, waited for her convulsions to stop, kissing her softly on the cheek as her orgasm came to a close. She slowly re-opened her eyes and looked up at him "That was amazing... thank you."
"Are you ready for more?" he replied. She smiled, and nodded "Yes, I want you to fuck me with that big cock all night!"
Frank stood, lifting her up, and then laying her down long-ways on the couch, my wife placed in front of him. I was staring right at her and her large breasts, still coated in a mix of sweat and seed. He lifted her leg and once again aligned his sex with hers. Stacey looked at me, sex in her eyes, smile on her lips "Are you having fun?" she asked.
I grabbed at my dick, and nodded.
"Kiss me." she begged.
I leaned forward, right as Frank was entering her, she opened her mouth to moan from his penetration just as I kissed her passionately. Our tongues intertwined. Frank reached forward and grabbed her hips, and began to slowly thrust in and out of her.
I broke away from our kiss, and leaned back. Once again I saw his huge black meat driving deep into my wife's sopping pussy, he pushed his entire organ in and out until his large black coin purse brushed against her engorged clit, he was holding her inner thigh to keep her sexy leg in the air - allowing him the room he needed to fuck her properly. It was a position we never used.
Stacey seemed to adore his cock, having coated it with her cum already, having had possibly the hardest orgasm of her life while it was inside her, she entered a previously uncharted territory of sexual arousal.
"Oh god fuck me! Fuck my naughty pussy!" Frank continued with his rhythm, I began to stroke my dick to the sight, to her words.
Stacey looked down and saw me playing with myself. She arched her head back in delight, smiling.
"Ohhh fuck! Fuck me Frank! My husband is playing with himself while you fuck his wife! Do you like, Mmm, fucking little white wives baby? Do you like giving married white women that amazing, Ugh!, black cock!?"
I nearly came from the dirty talk, Frank groaned in response.
"Fuck this married pussy baby! Ohhh! Ohhh! Take this married pussy! Make it cum with your big manly dick!"
I was sent over the edge, I erupted - spewing another load all over my stomach, spurt after spurt exploded from my dick. The orgasm was so hard that I blacked out momentarily.
When I came too what seemed like mere minutes later, Stacey was riding Frank cowgirl, her beautiful ass the first sight seen when I regained clarity. She was bouncing up and down on is rigid member with ferocity, egging him on to orgasm. Her labia stretching as she slid up and down the massive shaft, his black tube was coated in a lather of my wife's essence.
"Cum for me baby, cum," Stacey was talking in a hushed tone, sultry and engaging. I knew Frank wouldn't last much longer.
He grabbed onto her ass with his large black mitts, and began thrusting hard.
"Oh fuck! That's it baby. Fuck this naughty white wife. Cum in my married pussy!"
Frank roared, groaning in unison with my wife, he locked down onto her asscheeks as she clawed into his shoulders. Both of them convulsing as they screamed. Franks massive black balls were contracting as his large member delivered wave after wave of his seed deep into my wife's fertile white pussy. Stacey's orgasm was earth shattering, she was screaming in nearly guttural tones. "Cum in meee!!" Her ass was quivering on top of his organ as she continued to mash down into the torrent of his seed. They eventually came to a stop, both of them breathing heavily, coated in sweat.
She took a few moments, but Stacey lifted herself off of Frank, slowly. Gobs of their unified seed poured out of her sex, drenching Franks softening member. She immediately fell to the ground next to me, kissing me deep "I've never came like that, my god... That was the hottest thing we've ever done. I love you so much."
Still in shock, still completely delirious, I kissed her "I love you too" I replied.
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I awoke in a stupor.
It took me a long moment to remember exactly where I was, looking at my watch I noticed that it was nearly three in the morning. "Jesus" I thought "Jess is gonna kill me."
I slowly gathered myself and arose from Fred's couch. I was alone. I guess the party was over, and I couldn't help but feel a touch of anger over the thought of no one waking me to let me know.
My name is Timothy Grant, I'm 35 and I'm a Regional Sales Rep for a national supplier of high end office goods and furniture. Fred Norris is our Purchasing Manager, and friendly with most everyone in the company. Every few months he hosts a little get together at his home. I typically attend these gatherings with my wife, Jessica - but tonight she was called into work.
I was pretty disoriented and having a hard time as I stumbled through Fred's house. This was a rare, unfortunate moment. I wasn't the guy who passed out at a party, nor was I the guy who couldn't hold his liquor. I began reaching for my car keys on the table when I heard a loud noise from down the hall. I didn't catch what it was at first, but then it happened again - it was the moaning of woman. I froze in place, unsure of how to react. Standing silently for a moment I soon heard the jostling of bed springs and more moaning. I was intrigued, but realized this was my cue to leave. I slowly began walking towards the door when suddenly, a cry "Oh! Fuck! Fuck me Fred!"
I froze again, this time in stunned amusement. Frank was single, and reserved, and polite - this was too curious. If that wasn't enough I was sure i recognized the voice of the woman, I was just too groggy to place it. Inexplicably, and against my better judgement, I began walking down the hall - slowly, silently.
As I neared the bedroom doorway the moaning was reaching a fever pitch. It took all my courage, but I peeked inside. To say the sight was a shock would be a tremendous understatement.
A naked Fred was on the bed pounding a blonde white woman from behind. I quickly realized it was Cindy. Cindy was the wife of one of our co-workers, Karl - she was also pretty good friends with Jessica. My heart immediately sank for Karl, but my dick stirred at the sexual sight in front of me. I blinked once, and again - this didn't make any sense. Fred was in his late 40's but admittedly kept himself in great shape. He's a former college athlete, a large black guy who despite his size most would consider unassuming. I suppose most women would find him handsome, but not in an overt and obvious way. He's a great man, always willing to go the extra mile to help out at the office, and respected by most everyone at the company. Yet here he was, fucking a co-workers wife.
Despite my disappointment, I couldn't help but notice how erotic the scene in front of me was. I had never seen interracial sex before and the contrast of Fred's large black body against Cindy's dainty white one was exciting to witness. Her head was tilted back with her lip bitten and her eyes closed, she was now trying to hold back the moans of pleasure. Her small breasts were shaking back and forth as the slapping noises of their joining sexes filled the room. Suddenly, I saw a phone screen light up from the corner. My second shock of the night was noticing Karl in the room. He was standing in the corner, nude, stroking himself while watching the erotic scene on the bed. My jaw dropped, my mind couldn't process any of it, between the alcohol, the late hour, the absurd sight in front of me - I thought I was going insane. Just as I was finding the composure within me to turn and leave Fred and Cindy switched positions. As Fred was pulling Cindy off of him his cock fell out of her and into view. At first I thought it was a dildo, or that my mind was playing tricks on me. The thing was absolutely massive, probably close to a foot long and very thick. I quickly averted my eyes from it and right as I was moving to leave I felt a moment of terror. I wasn't sure - but I thought Fred had seen me, as I was pulling away from the doorway I caught a glimpse of his face looking in my direction. I didn't look back to double check, I moved quickly and quietly, scurrying out the front door and making sure to close it silently behind me.
The drive home was a blur, and not just because I was still recovering from the alcohol. How could Karl sit there and watch that? What led to that situation? Did he lose a bet? If so those were some seriously high stakes. It didn't look like he was angry. If anything he was enjoying it - as evident by him jerking himself off. I shook my head in complete confusion, but also couldn't get the image of Fred and Cindy out of my mind. All of a sudden my phone buzzed, it was a text. After glancing at the 5 missed calls from Jess my heart skipped a beat when I noticed this last notification was from Fred.
'Would appreciate it if you didn't tell anyone about that. I'd like to talk on Monday so I can explain'
"Fuck." I said it aloud, I was caught. I pondered for a second, and replied 'You don't owe me an explanation, I shouldn't have wandered down the hall, won't say a word'
A minute or so passed, and another reply.
'It's important that you don't Tim, I don't want to hurt Karl and Cindy's marriage with gossip - I know you're a good guy who wouldn't do that kind of thing, but being responsible I need to make sure. Please give me a few minutes on Monday so I can explain'
I suppose it was the least I could do after spying on them like some drunken pervert 'No problem, we'll talk then. Really sorry about catching that, I was drunk and stupid'
Frank, ever the understanding soul, replied 'No worries, natural curiosity I'm sure - see you Monday'
I arrived home minutes later and Jessica was still awake, pacing around the living room in her nightgown, her large natural breasts bouncing and brunette hair in a mess.
"What the hell Tim! I tried calling you like 10 times!"
I immediately commenced with an apology, "I'm sorry babe, I don't know what the hell happened but I passed out, just woke back up at 3 am - I guess all those hours in the office and on the road these last couple months must have caught up with me. I'm embarrassed as shit, sorry."
Thankfully, she relented quickly, we had good trust established in our marriage and she had no reason to worry other than for my safety. Her reply was direct "You should be! I know you've been working hard Tim but that's no excuse to pass out like some juvenile idiot. Try to pace yourself or come home earlier next time babe, I was worried sick!" she approached and gave me a relieved hug.
Jessica is 31. She's a gorgeous woman by anyone's standards and I'm absurdly lucky to have her. She's an ER nurse at the local hospital and nearly ever patient under her care falls in love with her. Jess is a beautiful 5'-4" brunette with large natural breasts, an hourglass figure, and a killer ass. She has pale skin and an angelic face with classically feminine features. She's not only beautiful, but kind, quick witted, and assertive. She was looking up at me with her feisty hazel eyes and I couldn't help but feel a surge of arousal. The sexual scene from earlier had left an impact on me, and my testosterone was high.
I grabbed her and kissed her passionately, moving my lips down her neck and clutching at her side. I got lucky, because she seemed to be willing and in the mood. Jess immediately reciprocated with kisses of her own and before long we were both nude on the couch. I was pumping my 6 inch dick into her as I leaned in and continued kissing her passionately. Even though I had developed a mild belly and wasn't as energetic as I once was, I could often bring Jess to a satisfying orgasm - I was sure tonight would be a success in that department. She wrapped her beautiful legs around my lower back as I continued to thrust. My mind wandered back to the events from earlier, and for some reason I recalled the many times Fred had been flirtatious with Jess at those parties. Jessica enjoyed attending them, and even though she was always respectful, she did seem to get a kick out of flirting with Fred. For some reason I thought about Fred's motivation and the possibility that maybe he had hoped to have Jess in Cindy's position, pounding his massive black tube deep into my wife. All of a sudden I was erupting, luckily Jess was reciprocating with her own small orgasm. I bucked violently, and came to a rest breathing heavily.
Jess was also breathing rapidly, she kissed me again, and spoke "Try not to pass out at other peoples houses babe, we aren't in college anymore - it's not a good look" she chided - jokingly.
I smiled, nodding in agreement. I thought about telling her about earlier, but I had promised Fred not to talk about it. I tell Jessica everything and was confident I'd tell her this as well, but wanted Fred to at least have a chance to explain it before I did. Besides, I was too tired and it was too late to get into it just now. I needed some fucking sleep.
As I drove in on Monday I was a bit nervous about the upcoming chat with Fred, but as the day progressed I got so busy I nearly forgot about it. It was near 5 pm when I remembered and finally headed into his office.
I closed the door behind me, Fred was finishing up a call.
"Thanks for coming Tim."
My nerves suddenly reappeared, and I stuttered, "Y-Yeah, sure thing."
"Let me just cut to the chase. What you saw the other night is a pretty regular occurrence at my home. There are a few guys that like to share their wives with me. I wont tell you who else, but you stumbled upon Karl and Cindy."
I was floored, and I think my face showed it. Fred continued, "Tim why don't you take a seat, I assure you this isn't as crazy as it sounds."
I obliged, and sat.
"Look, one night a few years back myself and another couple had a few too many. I don't remember exactly how or why but we ended up in my bedroom and we ended up in bed. During the act the husband noticed how big I was, and how much his wife was loving it, so he reserved himself to watch. Not much was said of it but the for the next few months they would come over, and he would watch me with her. A few months after that I was approached by another guy from the office, who had spoken with the previous husband, and then same sort of thing developed with this new couple. After that, Karl and Cindy, although the other night was my first time with them." He paused, leaned back in his chair, and sighed "I'm not sure how else to put it."
I struggled to find my voice, but managed "I uh, I... dunno Fred, that definitely sounds pretty crazy."
He paused for a moment, and laughed - loudly "Yeah, I guess now that I heard myself say it like that - it does sound pretty wild."
His laugh relaxed me a bit, so I inquired, "I don't understand, what the hell do these guys get out of it? What do you get out of it?"
"It's just a kink, Tim, and it's more popular than you think. I don't mean to brag but I'm very well endowed, much more so than Karl or any of the other guys that partake. Most husbands get off on seeing their wives pleasured."
He continued "At first it was just weekend sex, but after awhile I started to get off on the power. It gives me a rush to take a wife in front of her man, knowing that i'm making her pop like he can't. Sometimes I talk dirty to the woman, reminding her of how much better I am than her husband. That typically incites them into powerful orgasms - it sure did for Cindy."
I guess my mouth was agape, or maybe I just looked dumbfounded in general because Fred commented on my reaction, laughing "Jesus Tim, lighten up - its just sex."
I responded "No, no. I mean I'm not judging or anything, at all. It's just... I've never heard of anything quite like this."
Fred replied, casually "Man, its just cuckolding, it's everywhere. I'm pretty sure its the most popular fetish among married couples. If more people could separate sex from love it would probably be happening in every marriage going."
I was still having a hard time reconciling this information, but I had heard that term before. I thanked Fred for his time, not wanting to linger much longer in this awkward conversation "Alright man, we'll I appreciate you clearing that up. You have my word that I won't mention this to a soul. As I said, it's really none of my business." I stood to leave.
Fred stood and shook my hand "Good man. That's great to hear - I'm really trying to avoid causing any problems at the office, and one word of this to pretty much anyone would cause big ones. Thanks Again." Fred paused for a moment, and as I was getting ready to walk out he continued "Look, I hope you don't take this the wrong way, and you shouldn't - Because like I just got done saying, it's just sex. But now seems as good a time as any to mention this..."
I stood waiting, fidgeting nervously, wondering where he was going with this - fearing.
"Basically Tim, if you and Jess ever found yourselves intrigued by this kind of thing - I would absolutely love to take her to bed. Shes a beautiful woman, and i firmly believe that it would be a thrill for her. You could watch, join in, whatever gets you off - but I'm confident you'd love it."
I couldn't believe what I was hearing, I wanted to knock the guy out, but I restrained from throwing a punch. I tried telling myself that this was just how he looked at things, I also cross referenced my reaction here and now, against all the other times Fred has been an excellent coworker and an even better guy. I took a deep breath, calmed myself, and answered.
"Look, Fred, I'm not sure that's an appropriate line of questioning..."
He cut me off "Say no more Tim, I'm sorry - with completely sincerity I meant no offense - I'm just looking at things differently these days, and trust me when I say your marriage only stands to gain from this kind of fun. But I respect your answer, and your position - and won't mentioned it again."
I was so confused, mostly by his carefree attitude towards the entire topic, but I nodded, and walked out.
Later that night I was sitting down on the couch watching TV with Jess. I had tried to eradicate the memory of the party and the subsequent conversation from my mind, but was having a hard time doing so.
We were sipping on some wine together, watching some re-run when Jess surprised me.
She spoke, with a 'guess what i know' look on her face "So. You won't believe what Cindy told me."
A cold chill went up my spine, knowing damn well what she was about to say. I tried to mask my concern, maybe it wasn't what I had feared "Oh? What's that?"
"You cannot tell a soul Tim, this is serious, and crazy!" She proceeded to explain most of what I had already seen and before she could get too far into her story - I interrupted her.
"Jess, I know." I had to be honest with her.
"What do you mean, you know? How do you know?"
My face flushed red with embarrassment "When I was leaving the other night, as I was walking out the door I heard a ridiculous commotion from down the hall. I went and looked in on it and that's when I saw Cindy and Fred... and Karl."
She was shocked "What do you mean you saw them? What did you see?"
"I, uh, Jesus. I saw Fred with Cindy, and Karl watching."
"You saw it!?"
"Only for a second, I turned to leave after I got over the initial shock."
"Oh my god..." she covered her mouth in disbelief, "Did anyone see you?"
Again, my face flushed red "...Yeah, Fred saw me - we had a conversation about it today at work - he asked me not to tell a soul."
Jessica jumped up, not knowing how to react to it all "This is crazy! What did he say? Why didn't you tell me Tim!?"
"I was going too babe, I've just been trying to process all of it. He said probably what you already know, that he's been having sex with a couple wives from the office, and that he just started with Karl and Cindy. He said it's called cuckolding and that its very popular, and he - again - said its private and to not tell a single soul about it."
Jess's face was flush "I don't get it - why would the husbands let Fred fuck their wives?"
"Apparently, it turns them on."
She shook her head "That's so bizarre, but that's what Cindy said as well."
"What exactly, did Cindy say about it?" It was my turn to go on the offense.
Now she was the one blushing "Umm." she paused "She said she heard about Fred from a friend, but she wouldn't say who for reasons of privacy."
"What do you mean heard about Fred, she's known Fred for years - what about him?"
Jess stuttered a bit "Uh, that he's... very big - down there. Huge even. That he's willing to do this sort of thing."
I tried to hold my poker face, but I guess I failed.
She continued, "You didn't see his... thing, did you?"
I didn't want to dwell, so I just admitted it "Yeah, it's big."
I could tell my answer excited Jess to some degree, and that worried me a bit, but for some reason it also amused me.
Jessica, face flushed, continued "Wow, so Cindy wasn't lying... She was telling me that Karl and her have been in a rut, sexually. She was tipped off to this by her friend, and as coincidence would have it, Karl had already heard the same from the other husband. I guess they got drunk and admitted it excited them, and then got drunk again and took the plunge. She said they love it, and that she's never had orgasms in her life like she has with Fred."
I pressed on "But how does Karl deal with it? I mean what the fuck, man."
Jess replied "Cindy says he loves it - I know, I don't get it either. She said it turns him on like nothing else to see Fred pound his huge meat into her." I couldn't help but feel my dick stir at my wife's lingo.
"What else did she say?"
"That's it really..." Jessica stopped, but it was clear that she was withholding something.
I continued "Jess... What else babe? I can tell that's not all she said."
She blushed heavily "She said I had to try it." her voice cracked as the words escaped her mouth, and she caught herself "But I told her to fuck off, I'm married."
That pissed me off "That slut! I thought we were friendly and she goes and recommends that you cheat on me with Fred - what the fuck man, wow. I'm gonna ream her a new one next time I see her - that bitch!"
Jess tried to calm me down "Tim you can't say anything, it's too messy. And in the interest of full disclosure, she didn't tell me to do it behind your back, she said to tell you about it and talk you into watching. That you'd love it."
I laughed, loudly "Oh that's rich - The nerve of that woman."
Jess took another sip of wine, and continued "This whole thing is so strange, who knew this kind thing was happening, let alone within our group of friends."
I took a few sips, shaking my head in confusion. Jessica asked "Did Fred say anything else to you?"
I don't know why I admitted it, I guess I just wanted everything out in the open - I didn't want to turn this ordeal into anything secretive and perpetuate it - so I just told her.
"... Yeah actually - much like Cindy, Fred pissed me off at the end of our little talk."
Jess remained, silent - listening.
"Fred basically said to me, that if we were interested in any of this - that... That he would love to take you to bed."
Jess nearly choked on her wine, sitting up "W-What!?"
I shrugged "Took everything I had not to knock him out - It's just so strange because Fred's been such a good dude for so many years - and now this."
She was wide eyed and her face was flushed "I-I can't believe he would say that."
I continued in a sarcastic tone "Yeah, he was basically - Hey Tim, I think Jessica is beautiful and I would love to fuck her with my huge cock while you watched - I think you guys would love it." I burst out laughing at my absurdity.



Jessica took another large gulp of wine as her phone sounded with a text notification, she picked it up. She looked at it for a second and gasped "Oh my God!" she averted her eyes, and then looked again.
"What is it?" I leaned in to look and nearly fainted.
It was a picture that Karl had taken, it was a shot of Fred and Cindy in the midst of their romp. You could clearly make out Fred's mammoth organ partially inside of her, a good 8 inches or so left exposed. Adjoined to his sex was a huge black pouch of testicles, looking to be nearly the size of a tennis ball. Cindy's head was titled back in pleasure, eyes closed and bitten lip, her hands were clawing into the bed sheets as her sex was penetrated from behind. I hadn't noticed the other night, but she was still wearing her heels, and nothing else. I hated to admit it, but Fred was in damn great shape for someone in his late 40's, he probably had 7 inches on me, and 40 extra pounds of muscle mass. His muscles were rippling in the flash of the photograph. I looked below the picture and saw the accompanying message from Cindy, 'Look what you're missing girl! Delete this picture after you look at it!". I cant explain it, but it made my dick hard almost immediately.
I looked at Jess, who was locked on the picture - I noticed that she was biting her lip. She looked at me, and without saying a word she reached for my crotch.
She smiled "Oh, so you are hard? Maybe this does excite you."
Words were caught in my throat, and I couldn't react. She continued to rub my throbbing erection as she looked at the image on the phone screen.
"My god he really is huge. I've never seen a black dick before, they aren't all that big - right?" she began unbuckling my slacks with her free hand.
I stuttered a reply "N-No... No way. Fred's one of the lucky ones."
She kissed me, and began jerking my now exposed dick "I don't know. I think Cindy might be one of the lucky ones." she whispered it.
I erupted, the orgasm was incredible, I couldn't explain it - but her lewd comment sent me over the edge immediately, spewing all over her hand.
She smiled, and started giggling "Busted! This does excite you after all!"
I tried to recover "Uh.. No I just um.. Really needed that."
"Uh huh, you really needed that because you're so horny from all this." She kissed me and wiped her hand off on my shirt. She picked up her phone and began texting Cindy, I panicked, looking at every word she entered.
'That's so hot! I can't believe that's his actual dick! He's so big'
She tapped send and I felt a flash of terror, Jessica lifted her ass off the couch began peeling down her sweatpants and panties, all at the same time. She looked at the image on the screen again and then to me with her sexy pout face. "Babe... i'm so horny. Look how wet I am." She playfully smacked at her swollen pussy lips, they made an erotic slapping sound.
My mind was mush, and everything was a blur, but I slid off the couch and dove face first into her sex. She was sopping wet.
She immediately began moaning, rubbing her fingers through my hair as I ferociously lapped around her engorged clit with my tongue.
Suddenly her phone sounded again, a moment of silence, and then more reaction from Jess "Oh wow she's really taking the whole thing... Jesus, look at that cock!"
I began to stand but she objected, whining and hiding the phone into her bosom "Nooo... Baby make me cum first, make me cum and I'll show you."
I looked at her, dropped to me knees, and before I dove back in I said "When did you become such a naughty girl?"
She moaned as my tongue once again electrified her sex "Ohhh! I don't know... now. Now, after seeing Cindy with that big dick!"
I continued lapping, squeezing her plump ass from underneath as I did so. She erupted in orgasm - not something she often did from oral, "Ohh! Fuck! I'm cumming baby."
She was convulsing mildly, but I didn't let up, i ate her through to completion and she came to a rest, relaxed on the sofa, breathing heavily. She was smiling at me as she handed me the phone.
There were two images this time, one of Cindy riding Fred cowgirl, he was completely inside of her, his large black hands pawing into her tiny ass as he thrust - like the first picture her head was arched back in pleasure. The next picture was a close up of Cindy kissing the side of Fred's massive cock. No description does it justice, but the towering tube of onyx was unarguably impressive, his two massive balls rested on the bed cushion below as Cindy appeared to make love to his organ with her mouth. I once again looked beneath the pictures and at the caption 'It feels like heaven when he's inside of me. Talk to Tim babe, I know for a fact that Fred would love to fuck you!'
I shuddered, and handed the phone back to Jess, who had already put her pants back on. I walked around the back of the couch and I noticed her type a reply, I watched. 'I think Tim's excited by the idea *wink*.' she tapped send. I nearly fainted as my head began to spin. I saw her look up at me. She jokingly said "Oh yeah babe? Spying on my text message conversations?"
I was stammering to find the words "This isn't exactly a normal, like, exchange Jess. I don't even know how to act right now."
She stood up, walking around the couch and over to me, kissing me "Nothing has happened Tim, I love you and this is just silly fun, aren't you excited by all this? I know I am."
Despite my pride, despite my ego, I had to admit it was exciting "... I guess - a little." Her phone buzzed again, she pulled it up so I could read it along with her.
'That's so hot!! Congrats!! What about you? Do you want to take a ride on Fred's amazing cock? *smiley face*'
Reading that sentence caused my blood pressure to surge, and my dick jumped up to attention yet again. But it also sent a chill up my spine, I wasn't ready for any of this. I was in a state of mixed feelings, in a state of confusion, like never before. Jess looked up at me, and then back down at the phone, she began to reply, slowly 'Yeah, definitely.' she tapped send and tossed the phone on the couch, looking at me with sex in her eyes.
There it was.
I exploded in passion, ripping her clothes off faster than I ever had before. We fucked right there on the floor.
The next morning I awoke in groggy fashion, half believing the night previous was a dream. I checked my phone and immediately sat up at the sight of the text on the screen.
It was from Fred 'Hey Tim, spoke with Cindy. Wanted to invite the two of you over on Friday night, say 8:00pm.' That was it, just a nonchalant invitation to dinner, but it felt like the world was closing in on me.
Jess awoke slowly, stretching "Good morning sexy, thanks for the fun last night."
I wasted no time "Fred texted me" I said.
To her credit, she didn't really react "Oh? What did he have to say?"
I spoke frantically "Cindy already talked to him, he invited us over for dinner on Friday."
Jess tried to assuage my fears "Babe, relax, we haven't done anything. We don't have to do anything." she paused "But last night was incredibly exciting, maybe we can play around with it a bit - use it as inspiration - that's all."
"So we should go." it was more of a question, than a statement.
"Only if you want to Tim, honestly. I love you no matter what." she sat up and kissed me passionately. "We can go and just have dinner, or we cannot go at all. My life will go on regardless of what we do."
The drive over was surreal. We didn't speak much but there was a nervous energy in the car like never before. Jessica was wearing a sexy black dress, not overly fancy but it definitely accentuated her curves. One thing that had me rock hard when we first got in the car was the realization that she was not wearing a bra. "Cindy told me not to." was her hushed reply to my inquiry, and I had a hard time concealing my erection ever since - no pun intended.
We noticed no cars in the driveway as we parked, and I think we both had assumed there would be other guests at Fred's house - but he opened the door by himself. He was smiling and dressed casually, but clean.
"Glad you guys could make it, here." He immediately handed us two mixed drinks. "Something for the nerves. Careful - they're strong." He wasted no time complimenting Jess "You look absolutely beautiful tonight Jess. My God would you look at those breasts." He grabbed her by the waist and leaned in for a lingering kiss on her cheek, Jess reacted by blushing and brushing her hair behind her ear.
He reached out and shook my hand, firmly "Tim, glad you guys are here, man." he patted my back as we walked in the door.
My mind state was entirely loopy, it was a very surreal moment for me as we walked into his house and sat down on the couch. He had some light music playing and the TV was on without volume. Jess snuggled tightly against me on the couch as we both sipped our drinks, which were admittedly delicious.
Fred was fixing a couple things in the kitchen as I decided to break the silence "No other guests tonight?"
He chuckled "No, it's just the three of us this evening. How do you like those drinks?"
Jess spoke "Delicious, even more so than usual." God - this was officially fucking bizarre.
"Yeah i used a special blend tonight, it's a good relaxer, and an even better aphrodisiac."
As he said that I realized we had both already finished our glasses, but he was returning to the living room with refills. He handed them to us and took a seat across the room. Somehow Fred managed to spark a conversation and keep it going about a number of topics, without feeling forced. He was working his charm and before long the three of us were laughing and to be honest - I somehow wasn't thinking much about the elephant in the room. I guess Fred was had a talent for misdirection.
Before I knew it Jess and I were both 5 cocktails deep, having already ate I was suddenly feeling very comfortable - too comfortable. The room faded in and out a couple times, but I caught myself. Until I didn't.
When I awoke I quickly realized my marriage had changed forever.
I opened my eyes and saw my wife and Fred sitting across from me on the sofa. The top of Jessica's dress was pulled down to her waist and Fred was massaging her exposed breasts as they kissed. I looked on in literal shock as I saw Franks large black hands caressing Jess's lovely white breasts, kneading them with passion, pinching at her erect nipples, tickling her soft skin. Just when I thought the sight couldn't get any more horrific I saw Jess's arm extended towards Fred's crotch. She was clearly playing with the outline of his supremely erect cock, rubbing up and down on his shaft through the cloth of his slacks. My stomach sank, but my dick and blood pressure skyrocketed. It was completely stunning to witness.
Fred looked across and saw me, he smiled. "Welcome back Tim." Jess's eyes flashed wide, she looked in my direction. She instinctively tried to cover herself but Fred held her exposed. "Relax baby, he wants to see you like this." He put his hand back on her breast and continued to rub her "He likes watching me touch you."
Fred stood, lifting Jess delicately to her feet in the process. Her beautiful tits were jiggling, exposed, as she stood, her face was flushed red, and her eyes seemed glazed.
"Tim, I'm going to take your wife to my bedroom, wait here for 5 minutes and come find us - you know where it is." He grabbed her by her hand and they began walking down the hall. Jess avoided eye contact with me as she turned and left, her beautiful ass shaking as she moved, her heels echoing against the tile floor as I watched her disappear around the corner into Fred's bedroom.
I wanted to scream, to rip the house apart, I wanted to go grab Jess and steal her away - but instead i sat. I sat with tenting pants and a incomprehensible amount of confusion racking my brain. I couldn't wait 5 minutes, I lasted 3 - and stood. I paced around the living room for 1, and then began walking down the hall. This time I didn't hear the bed, or moaning - but I continued on. As I approached the familiar doorway I saw a black dress on the floor. I looked up and was greeted by a sight that shook me to my core.
Jessica was lying completely naked on Fred's bed, her lily white skin and incredible curves on erotic display. Fred was naked, on top of her. Both of their sexes were immediately in view. My wife's beautiful white pussy was wet, inflamed, and framed by her beautiful ass which laid softly on Fred's mattress. Her legs were splayed open, her entire being seemingly waiting to be penetrated. Fred was hovering above her, knees on the mattress. His massive black organ was resting on her navel, his incredible balls mashed against the top of her mound. He was leaning down and kissing her, her delicate white hands were resting on his back, her left leg resting on his calf, stroking his black skin.
Fred turned his head and noticed me, he spoke "Your wife was already begging me to fuck her, but I told her to wait a moment. I wanted you to watch as entered her." He turned back and aligned the head of his hulking member at the entrance of her sopping wet sex. I had no words - I stood with dry mouth, heartbroken, dumbfounded, erect, with no ability to move. All i could do was watch.
Fred plopped his shaft down on Jessica' s folds, he smacked his cock lewdly on her clit, massaging it with the underside. She immediately began to moan. After teasing her for a moment he began to slowly enter her pussy. As his large black tip slowly breached her white folds I heard my wife cry out "Oh! Ohhh! God!" She opened her legs wide, toes curling.
He motioned back, and then thrust gently inside of her. Yet more of his hulking black cock was inside of my wife's gorgeous pussy. "Ohhh! Amazinggg!" she was moaning loudly and lewdly "Fuck me Fred!" he was pistoning inwards now, somehow Jess was taking him with ease, possibly because she was soaked.
"I'm going to fuck you baby, don't worry. I'm going to fuck this naughty little white pussy like it's never been fucked before." He reached underneath her and clutched her ass, really gaining leverage and thrusting deep inside of her. In a trance I began to unbuckle my pants. Before I knew it Jess was in the throes of intense passion, moaning like I had never seen her - on a man's cock that wasn't mine.
Fred began sucking on her breasts, licking at her nipples. She didn't last long, Jessica erupted into an earth shattering orgasm. "Ohhh! Ohhh! Ohhh! Oh fuck I'm cumminggg!! I'm cumming on that big cockkk!!"
Her body was convulsing, her hands were clawing into Fred's back as her legs locked to his body in sexual contortion. Her moans were incredible. I nearly came from the sight of it alone.
Fred encouraged her "That's right baby. We're just getting started. This black cock is gonna take you to heaven tonight."
She didn't reply, but her moans were confirmation enough. It was indescribably brutal to witness, but it was also sexiest thing I'd ever seen.
Fred adjusted himself, lifting Stacey up off the bed and facing her towards me on her knees. He aligned himself from behind preparing to take her from the back. It was the first time Stacey made eye contact with me since they began.
It was hard to look at her, but she smiled a sweet smile, her eyes were glazed, her face flush, she spoke softly "He's amazing baby." All I could do was nod, slowly, sadly.
Suddenly, her head arched back as Fred entered her once again. I saw him reach underneath and clutch her massive breasts as he began pounding her. She moaned loudly.
As he riddled her body with overwhelming pleasure Fred commenced with the dirty talk "You like my black cock baby?"
Jess bit her lip, eyes now closed "Mmmhmm."
"You like this big black cock inside of your married pussy don't you?"
She moaned "Ohh! Fuckkk!"
I looked on as her gorgeous ass rippled against his assault. I couldn't believe her pussy was accepting his massive manhood. It was pumping in and out of her in its entirety, the shaft was coated in a lather of white cum - my wife's sexual essence, the most intimate thing she could offer a man.
"Do I fuck you better than your husband?"
Jessica moaned again "Ohhh! Fred! Mmm..."
"Answer me. Tell the truth."
Jess's hands clawed into the bed, she moaned and arched her head back "Ohh! Yes! Yes! Yesss!! You fuck me better than my husband! I love your big black cockkk..." another orgasm swept over her as the words escaped her mouth, she bucked, burying her face into the bed - her moans were loud and honest.
The sounds of sex defined the room. Fred's muscular torso rippled as he took Jessica to heights that I never had. I looked on as her eyes rolled back in her head, as her beautiful breasts swayed back and forth in unison with Fred's thrusts. As her delicate hands clutched at the bed and her little toes curled in indescribable pleasure. Pleasure I had never given her. I blew my load, spewing on the floor, my head spinning as I came - I fell to the ground.
When i came to Jessica had mounted Fred, who was now laying down on the bed. The first thing I noticed was the bottoms of my wife's heels, and then her incredible white ass bouncing up and down on Fred's beastly black cock. I wasn't sure how long I had been out but the bed was soaking wet, and Jessica was coated in a sheen of sweat. She moaned sexily as Fred encouraged her.
"That's right baby. Ride that black cock. God damn I love showing married white girls what they've been missing. Tell me you love it."
"Oh Fred I fucking love it. I love your cock."
"You like cuckolding your hubby? You like being taken by a real man? You like making him watch?"
Jessica increased her pace, I watched on in perpetual fear as the massive black invader slid in and out of my wife's lovely sex. Her tight labia clinging to his dark shaft, not wanting to let go. She moaned again "Fuck yes! It's so hot! It's so naughty!"
"I want you to look him in the eye and tell him. Tell him he'll never fuck you like I can. Tell him now baby!" He slapped her ass like she was a bitch in heat.
I looked on in horror as Jessica continued to ride him, Fred began smacking her ass cheeks repeatedly, reddening them in the process. She turned to me and spoke, in the sultriest tone I had ever heard "Tim, baby. I love you. I love you but look at what he's doing to me baby. Look at that black cock. Watch it go in. He's so deep in me baby, he's so deep and he's making me cum so good. I love you baby but you can't fuck me like he can. Did you hear me baby?" She really began picking up the pace, smashing her sex down into his incredible cock, grinding into him with passion "Did you hear me?" Fred began groaning, clutching into her ass. "I said you'll never fuck me like Fred can!! Oh Fred! Fuck!! Cum in meee!!" Fred roared, bucking violently as his massive balls contracted upwards tight to his shaft. He was unleashing a torrent of seed deep into Jessica's waiting womb. Jessica screamed loudly, cumming violently as she did "Ohhh!! Fuckkk yesss!!"
Suddenly all was silent. Jessica had rolled off of Fred and panted as she lay on the bed. Fred was next to her. I snapped, in a sexual rage I jumped atop the bed and mounted my wife. I hardly recognized her sex, swollen, red, and oozing with another mans seed. I shoved myself inside of her all the same.
She moaned softly "Oh... Tim." I had never felt her so loose before, but she looked as attractive as I had ever seen her. A goddess of sex laying satisfied on a foreign bed. She was looking up into my eyes as I thrust away. They were taunting, loving, adoring, there was so much in her eyes at that moment - I fell in love with her all over again. It only took a minute, but I exploded inside of her. She kissed my neck as I came, moaning softly as she felt me unleash into her. I sat up, breathing heavily, the cloud of sexual lust and confusion dispersing. Jessica's eyes were closed, and she was breathing deeply - asleep. Suddenly I felt a slap on my back.



"See! What did I tell you man!? How hot was that!?" Fred was laughing as he shook my shoulders, enthusiastically.
"Told you Tim. There's nothing like seeing your wife cuckold you. I'm gonna hit the shower." he walked into the bathroom.
I knelt there on the bed, in silence, deliriously content.
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I met Sue shortly after she graduated college. She's a gorgeous woman, now 35 years old, about 5'-4". She likes to keep herself in shape, Sue's fit but curvy in all the right places. She has natural D cup breasts and a plump but firm ass that I just can't get enough of. Sue's most attractive feature, however, is her beautiful smile - it's a natural counterpart to her incredible personality. She has lovely hazel eyes, long brunette hair, and classically feminine facial features. She's also a woman that's not afraid to toss around some occasional wit when challenged. I love her feisty nature, and it's one of the reasons I fell in love with her so quickly. It only took six months of dating before I asked her to be my wife, and nearly 12 years later we are still going strong.
My names Jim, I'm 40 years old and 5'-10", not unattractive. I'm of average build but regrettably I have gained some unwanted weight over the last few years. Sue and I have had a great sex life for the most part. We aren't the most adventurous couple but we do make love consistently, at least a couple times a week. Although I'm of average endowment i can pretty consistently bring her to a satisfying orgasm. She loves to ride me cowgirl with her big beautiful breasts swaying in my face, tickling her nipples with my tongue never fails to get her juices flowing. Apart from our positive sex life we live a pretty comfortable lifestyle. I work in sales for a national supplier of high end office equipment - printers, scanners, specialty computers - things like that.
I was sitting in my office preparing for an upcoming conference when in walked Lindsey, my secretary. She's only 28 years old but is notably mature for her age. She doesn't seem to be caught up in the social media obsession, no selfies or any of that other superfluous bullshit. It's not like she couldn't be though, I'm pretty sure she'd be a huge hit on something like Instagram. She's a very attractive blonde (although a bit too petite for my particular tastes), very cute and with tons of energy. More importantly she's a great worker who takes care of any business that I delegate to her. She's also a sweetheart, my wife and I have become very fond of her over the years. Lately she's actually started to feel more like family, than a colleague.
She spoke quickly "Jim, about dinner tonight, Ben won't be able to make it so it'll be just me - he's stuck at the office. I just wanted to let you know so Sue didn't waste any food."
I looked up, noticing that her blonde hair was somewhat of a mess. Ben was her long time boyfriend, totally out of his league in the physical department - at least in my opinion. He was somewhat short and scrawny, without a very masculine appearance. That being said, he seemed like a brilliant guy, very kind, and he was definitely madly in love with Lindsey. To me it seemed like the kind of relationship that began when they were both focused on school, and both in an ugly duckling phase. With some time in the rear view Lindsey has stayed focused on her career while simultaneously growing into a gorgeous woman, and Ben kind of didn't have the same luck. I think Ben realizes he'd never find a catch like her again, and for his sake - he appreciates her as such. Who knows though, maybe I'm overstepping with my presumptions, maybe he's hung like a horse. I smiled to myself as I nodded to her in reply "Thanks Linds, I"ll let her know."
We did like to have her over for dinner on occasion. It was our way of showing appreciation for all the work that she does for me, and by proxy, us. Most wives would dread there husbands having a secretary like Lindsey, but Sue had never really uttered a word. Besides, I was raised to be a faithful man, and I had never even so much as thought of wavering from my code. Additionally, Lindsey never really flirted with me or showed much interest in doing so. Though that couldn't be said for all the men at the office, she was gaga over my boss.
Trenton Jacobs, or Trent, is in his mid fourties. He's a well framed man who was a collegiate athlete of some sort in his day. Women apparently consider him to be handsome, my wife included. He's tall, black, muscular, and friendly. He runs the business in nearly all areas and has done so for the last twenty years, it's his own creation. Part of me felt that Lindsey respected how Trent had come from relatively nothing to create his own multi-million dollar company, nurturing and expanding it successfully over the years. Another part of me felt that maybe she just had a thing for older men, or for black men.
Later that night Sue had just finished tucking our daughter, Becca, into bed. The three of us sat down for what looked to be a lovely meal. There was a succulent roast on the table and the wine and conversation flowed in abundance - as it always does. The three of us were dressed more or less casually but both girls looked noticeably lovely - as they always did. As the evening progressed I couldn't help but feel like Linds had something weighing on her, something on her mind. She was as talkative as ever but something about her look, her eyes, hinted that she wanted to discuss something personal. I felt like I had a knack for that sort of thing, knowing when someone had something they needed to get off their chest. Almost on queue of my internal realization, she revealed the secret. What she told us nearly caused me to choke on my wine.
She simply blurted out, awkwardly, loudly - interrupting Sue mid sentence "I slept with Trent!"
The following silence was deafening.
Sue and I looked on, stunned for a long moment, but my wife finally spoke "...Um, excuse me?"
Lindsey's face was red. "I slept with Trent! Can you believe it!?" she sounded naive in her excitement, but continued "Ben and I had him over for dinner, we uh, we had too much to drink, Ben passed out - Trent took me upstairs to our bedroom and we..." she paused, looking down in embarrassment "...We slept together!" Sue and I now looked at each other, shocked.
Lindsey was never shy in talking about how hot she thought Trent was, never shy about flirting with him. Hell, she often discussed it with Sue, openly joked about it with Ben - but to think that she actually cheated on him, it was both disappointing and stunning.
Before I could speak up she continued, looking at me "He told me he was going to tell you, Jim - he doesn't want any secrets within the 'chain of command'."
I was still trying to find my bearings, and shook my head "I don't really think it's any of my business, to be honest..." I paused, searching for the right words to say "I gotta say, Linds - I'm kind of disappointed. I thought this was all just a running gag, all the flirting." I spoke somewhat sternly, the wine erasing any of my would be tact. I thought about the potential impact this would have on the working environment, and I resigned myself to hope for the best.
After overcoming the initial shock, I had to admit it wasn't exactly a total surprise. Trent was known as somewhat of a ladies man, always having a different girl on his arm at any of the company gatherings. Trent also wasn't averse to playfully flirting the wives at the company, especially Sue. At nearly every company gathering he would lay it on thick, complimenting my wife and at times touching her inappropriately. At one Christmas party the three of us were alone at the bar near the end of the night, drunk. He openly, although jokingly, propositioned Sue to sleep with him. He wanted to make sure I was 'getting the job done'. Apparently he was willing to 'step in' if i wasn't. He slapped me on the back and pulled me in for an hug saying 'That's my man.' once she confirmed that I was taking care of business in bed. It was something Sue joked about ever since.
I continued "Did you tell Ben? I'm kind of surprised you'd do that to him after all these years..."
Lindsey went wide-eyed, and stammered to right the ship "No no, no! It's not like that! Ben knew about it!... Ben encouraged me to do it."
I reacted with burst of laughter, unable to comprehend what she was saying. "What!?"
It was my wife's turn to pile on, jumping in after me "You're telling me that Ben wanted you to fuck Trent?" my wife had a penchant for speaking directly. She propped up in her chair, her cheeks flush, noticeably excited by this entire situation. I did have to admit, this changed the entire mood of the evening.
Lindsey blushed, showing her first signs of regret "Jesus, I really shouldn't have said anything. I just couldn't handle it, it was eating at me. I had to tell someone, and you guys have become like, like... family over the years." Lindsey could at times be very emotional, especially after a few drinks, and at this particular moment it looked like she might cry. I suddenly felt horrible for laughing.
Sue reached out and put an arm around her "Honey, please - you can tell us anything. This is all very surprising is all, we are just trying to understand."
Lindsey managed to gain her composure and continue "I haven't exactly been shy about my attraction to Trent, over the last few years it just kind of popped up in our role play, our sex life. I admitted to Ben that I would masturbate while I thought about Trent, about him fucking me. Without getting too personal I'll just say that it started to turn into something that excited both of us, the thought of me fucking Trent." she smiled. "I had been dropping hints to Trent for awhile, even letting him know that Ben would be okay with it, eventually - he responded."
I noticed Sue take off her sweater, it did suddenly feel hot in the room. Sue cleared her throat, and asked "So... how was it?" she looked at me smiling devilishly as the question rolled off her tongue. I responded only by shaking my head in resigned amusement.
Lindsey began to laugh, almost maniacally, she finally stopped - looking at Sue this time "You have no idea... Like, no idea. It was mind, blowing! I'm not sure if it was, you know - the build up of wanting to do it for so long, or his huge..." she caught herself, probably realizing that this situation was inappropriate enough without describing his cock "...it was the best sex of my life, by miles!"
I shook my head, stood up and headed towards the stiffer drinks from our liquor cabinet. My mind was racing as I poured myself a strong one. I was gone for a minute or two and when I returned I saw Lindsey with her hands far apart, motioning about what had to be the size of Trent's manhood. My wife looked on wide eyed, and absurdly - I felt my dick stir in my slacks. I decided I better interrupt to curb this discussion, awkwardly interjecting "This is all very bizarre Lindsey, are you sure Ben is okay with this?"
She turned her attention back towards me "Oh yea, without a doubt. Our sex life has been incredible since it happened! He goes absolutely crazy when I tell him the things that Trent does to me." she caught herself again. "Ben knows he isn't as... equipped, as Trent - not many men are. He loves me and he wants me to explore my fantasies. The fact that he's so comfortable with me doing this." she paused, getting seemingly choked up again "I adore the man, I will always be his at the end of the day."
I threw back the scotch I had poured moments earlier, Sue looked at me, and then back at Lindsey, "Well, this is all very... exciting. It's also unlike anything I've ever heard. I.. I'm stunned - but if you guys are happy I'm happy for you?" The last sentence sounded more like a question escaping my wife's lips - but I think deep down she meant it.
Lindsey began to stand "Well, I better get going. He may be stopping by again tonight." she shook giddily "God, this is so hot! I love you guys for listening and being supportive. I had to tell someone... and no one else would understand." She stopped for a moment, and gained a semi serious tone of voice "I'm sure you guys realize this is super hush-hush, right? I don't want a soul to know."
Sue hugged her "Your kinky secret is safe with us." she began giggling.
I walked over and hugged her also "Goodnight Linds, drive safe..." I kind of trailed off as I said goodbye. It was then that I realized I looked at her almost as a daughter - which to be perfectly honest, I had no right in doing. She was less than 10 years younger than my wife. Lindsey nodded, smiling. "Don't worry Jim." We both walked her out, and then closed the door.
As soon as we were back inside Sue attacked me, kissing me passionately as she grabbed for my belt. "I need you to fuck me." was her sole remark.
I wasn't an idiot, I knew the circumstance had her excited, part of me was bothered by that - but I had to admit that it was all very naughty, and I was rock hard and ready to go in seconds. Before long we were upstairs in our bed, naked. I was thrusting in and out of my wife as she moaned and clawed into my back. "Fuck me baby! Harder!" I obliged, picking up the pace - the sounds of sex permeated the room. I relented slightly, not wanting to wake our daughter who was down the hall sleeping.
As I was pumping in and out of Sue, I looked down and noticed her gorgeous tits swaying atop her frame, her bitten lip and her eyes closed while i fucked her. I don't know why I said it, but I did. "Lindsey's story got you horny, didn't it?"
As i said before, my wife doesn't mince words - through grit teeth, she replied "Oh! Fuck yeah it did...Mmm."
"You naughty girl." I leaned down and suckled at her tits for a moment, and continued "What turned you on about it?"
My wife continued to moan "Mmm. I guess I never thought Lindsey could be such a slut. Oh! I can't believe her, Mmm, I can't believe her boyfriend let's her get fucked by Trent and his big cock!"
I couldn't help myself, her comment kicked my sex drive up a gear, my dick stiffened even more, and I continued to prod her "I saw her describing it to you when I walked back in the room... What did she say?"
My wife wrapped her legs around my back, still moaning, rubbing her hands across my shoulders as I fucked her "Mmm, she said he was huge, like - maybe 12 inches long, and super thick. Ohh... yeah, like that baby. She said that she lost count of how many times she came... Mmm, fuck! Apparently Ben woke up and walked in on them, and she said it was the hottest moment of her life. I guess he started jerking off right there while he watched Trent fuck her!" She took a breath, and continued "To be honest babe, Lindsey isn't the only girl who has masturbated to the thought of Trent fucking her!"
Sue came, hard, I felt the walls of her sex clench down on my shaft as she screamed louder than I had heard her in years. I couldn't help myself, the erotic nature of the evening and her intensely naughty admission sent me over the edge. I came deep inside of her. She kissed me, passionately - no more words were said, and we both soon fell asleep.
A couple weeks went by and nothing else was said of the situation, from neither Lindsey nor Sue. I somehow had managed to push the entire night to the back of my head, in some illicit memory bank rarely to be accessed. Luckily, everything at work seemed to be operating smoothly as well, no changes. I had seen Trent a few times through the halls, and had a couple group meetings with him, but nothing had been mentioned until he called me into his office late one afternoon.
"Jim, my man." he said, as he often did in greeting. I quickly grabbed a chair and sat down. He continued "Look, everything is set up for the conference. I have two rooms booked, suites actually, and I've reserved them for an additional few days after the conference ends - so if you wanted to make a leisure weekend out of it, be my guest. I'll have Jen send you the details." Jen was Trents long-time secretary, an older lady that he pulled off the street years previous - she wasn't very pleasant.
"Look, I would normally have Jen attend the conference with me but I think Lindsey makes more sense - she's much more involved with this presentation, she knows the ins and outs of this particular line, and she's ready to manage the booth when you're taking your breaks." It wasn't completely out of the norm for Lindsey to attend out of state meetings or conferences with me, Trent had also been known to attend plenty of them with us, but after the recent discovery I think my face hinted at some reservation. He noticed. "Look, Jim. I know what you're thinking. Yes, I'm seeing Lindsey on a casual basis outside of the office, but I assure you it's not serious."
I stopped him right there, amused that he said it wasn't serious although she was in a committed relationship with someone else "Woah, Trent. It's none of my business, really. It has no impact on my job therefore I don't need to know."
He smiled "God damn it Jim, I appreciate your professionalism - always have." He stood.
"Lindsey will be staying in my suite, both rooms are adjoined so we can prep the materials and coordinate the day prior to set-up, standard stuff. Sound good?"
I nodded, although Lindsey usually had her own room on out of state trips, I didn't find these new accommodations to be that surprising all things considered. We shook hands, and I departed. The only lingering concern was that Sue would be flying out with me. She didn't normally accompany me when I flew out for day meetings, but she loved to tag along to week-long conferences - the hotels hosting them were always high caliber, and she loved the spas. I just wasn't sure how she'd take to Lindsey and Trent staying one room over.
Luckily, after getting home and explaining the situation I realized that it didn't bother Sue much at all. If anything she seemed amused by the potential drama that would ensue, or stories it might yield. The next Tuesday we dropped our daughter off at the in-laws and headed out.
The flight and the taxi ride over were thankfully uneventful, but I got a sense of what we'd be dealing with as soon as we arrived at the hotel. We were intended to meet with Trent and Lindsey in the lobby, and after waiting around for nearly and hour without seeing them we decided to head up to the suite. Upon entering the room our first impression was not what we thought it would be. Instead of noticing how spacious it was - and how lovely all the finishes and furniture were, or even how nice our view was - the first thing we noticed were the moans coming from next door. Sue's face immediately flushed red, we froze, listening. Clear as day we could here Lindsey in the throes of passion, audibly enticing Trent to fuck her. "Fuck me with that big dick baby! Fuck me!" Her comments were muffled through the wall, but she screamed loud enough to hear them.
I didn't know how to react, but I did know that if she didn't keep it down she was likely to disturb all occupants adjacent and on the floor below them. Sue and I dropped our luggage in a panic and headed down with a great excuse to grab some dinner. We were both smiling knowingly at each other the entire elevator ride down to the lobby. Her face was flushed at the dinner table, noticeably excited yet again from Trent and Lindseys antics. We ordered some wine and started the meal with a superb bruschetta, which we both devoured. About fifteen minutes into dinner I saw Sue look up smiling, and felt two large hands clamp down on my shoulders. "There they are!" Trent's voice was distinct. "Mind if we join you?"
I responded immediately "Of course, pull up a chair!" smiling wide, for a multitude of reasons.
Lindsey was blushing as she sat down, and we all exchanged greetings. Trent gave Sue a kiss hello on the cheek, as he always did. Before long we were all drinking and enjoying a lovely five star meal. I'd be lying if I said it wasn't an excellent dinner and a great time. A couple hours went by and the four of us were satiated, relaxed, and without complaint. Trent insisted we all enjoy an after dinner cocktail at the bar, toasting to 'The two luckiest guys in the room' which earned patented 'aww's from both Sue and Lindsey. Trent and I briefly discussed strategy for tomorrows meetings and the two girls escaped to the restroom to freshen up. Upon returning Lindsey stole Trent away, I assumed back to their room.



Once they were out of sight Sue gave me a kiss, looking flushed as she spoke "The more I get to know Lindsey, the more I realize what a naughty girl she is... Are you sure she's never tried anything with you?"
I was shocked by the comment "What!? No! Of course not? What's gotten into you?"
Sue chuckled, and kissed me again "Never mind baby, let's have one more round and head back upstairs - I really want to get fucked good tonight." She was already feeling no pain, but I wasn't opposed to the idea of one more cocktail.
Sue was groping me as I fumbled for the key card to the room. Upon opening the door we were once again greeted by moans, only this time - they were much louder. I slowly walked into the room shaking my head in complete bemusement. That's when I noticed that the door adjoining the rooms was open. I froze.
Sue and I exchanged a wide-eyed glance, but we slowly began to tip toe inside. The only light on in our room was the lamp on the dresser, I noticed a cell phone and a piece of paper sitting atop it. For a second I thought we had entered the wrong suite but Sue pressed on, she stopped only once she had a view into the adjacent room. I finally caught up and looked inside, my jaw nearly hit the floor. Lindsey's moans were captivating, but not nearly as much as the sight of their coupling. She was completely naked straddled atop Trent's hulking black frame. Her lovely pale body looked sexual and elegant as she trashed atop him. Their room was dim, but there was enough light from the sconces on the bed frame that their lovemaking was as clear as day.
I couldn't help it but the second thing I noticed was my bosses monstrosity of a cock, words didn't do it justice. Even from this distance it looked like a huge tube of black steel, smooth and coated in a white sheen of what had to be Lindsey's secretions. My ego was shattered the second I saw it. Her cute frame slid up and down, her back contorting sexually as she wiggled her sex down and around his. I looked down at their mating organs. Lindsey appeared to have a gorgeously supple pussy that was currently gripping at his shaft with taut elasticity. Her head arched backwards as she moaned, her long blonde hair leading my view down to her ass where two massive black hands clutched, contrasting erotically against her white skin. Absurdly, I noticed Trent's freakishly large black scrotum resting on the bed - it looked almost as if it was housing tennis balls. Time seemed to slow down as my wife and I looked on. We both watched as my boss pumped his impressive black shaft deep into my secretaries gorgeous white pussy. It was one of the sexiest sights I had ever seen, and my dick immediately rose in my slacks. I looked over at my wife, who appeared to be in a daze - her eyes distant, her lip bitten.
Before I could think of anything to say she took a couple quiet steps over to the dresser and picked up the phone. The paper had a '1492' scribbled on it which she promptly entered to unlock the screen. She gently walked back over to me and whispered in my ear.
"Why don't you get comfortable on the bed. Lindsey asked me to take a couple pictures of them, so she can send them to Ben later." Sue spoke with a sexy look in her eyes, staring in on the action as she talked. I was stunned by the comment.
"What!? You can't be serious!" I screamed, in a whisper.
She kissed me passionately, and grabbed at my crotch, feeling my solid dick through my slacks. "Relax, I'll only take a few, and I'll be right back. Go get comfortable on the bed."
I didn't know how to react, but I found myself nodding, and deliriously making my way over to our bed and away from any view into the next room. I slowly started taking off my shoe's. I looked back at the door and noticed Sue removing her heels, most likely for better footing as she engaged in espionage for Lindsey. It wasn't really spying, I knew Trent had to know about it, why else would he have let the door stay open? As i unbuttoned my shirt a scary realization formed in my mind. Trent was probably excited to show off his manhood, especially to my wife. My dick started to strain even harder at the absurdity of it all. I jerked my head looking back at the doorway, but Sue was already gone. My heart started to beat faster as I carefully listened to any sounds from the adjoining room. I slid my socks off and sat down on the bed, now only in my slacks. As i pulled my belt off I could still make out Lindsey's moaning, now somewhat muffled.
Time seemed to stand still, every second felt like an eternity. I heard a pause in the action, and what sounded like Lindsey giggling, then I heard Sue, sort of muffled "...You're such a naughty girl." My blood pressure skyrocketed.
That's when I heard a slap, and Trent's voice "She is."
There was a lump in my throat, I couldn't move. I had never listened to anything so intently. My wife was in the other room with my boss and my secretary, who were both naked! Not only were they naked they were fucking each other! My head started to spin. I heard Lindsey "Yeah take a few with us like this... you can come closer."
I continued to hear the motion of the bed for a few minutes, I desperately wanted to see Sue reappear through the doorway - and I felt too awkward to walk over and call for her. Another minute passed, and another - and then I heard Lindsey again "Here, let me help." and then Trent "Wow!"
I sat straight up in a panic, what the hell was going on - I had to see.
Just as I began to stand up I heard Lindsey yet again "You have incredible tits Sue." My head was spinning, I had to get over there, but I didn't move. A cluster of whispering from the next room, I couldn't make it out. I stood, waiting, another minute passed, I walked a few feet towards the door, stopped - paced in place. Another minute passed.
"Oh! Oh my god! Fuck!!" was the cry, but not from Lindsey. My entire world froze, shattered. Sue had just cried out in pleasure - and then silence. I nearly sprinted to the doorway.
As I turned the corner I saw my wife's dress on the ground, her sexy lace lingerie a few paces beyond it - when my gaze finally reached the bed I nearly fainted. Sue's incredible ass was in view, as I had never seen it before, slowly lowering - her legs straddled around Trent's. I looked on in horror as I saw Trent's huge black cock slowly entering my wife's wet sex. He had to have only been half way in but already deeper than I had ever been. It felt like I just took a heavyweight punch to the stomach. "Fuck that's big... Oh!... It's... It's so big..." Sue arched her head back as she slowly raised and lowered herself, desperate to engulf his entire manhood inside of her. Trent encouraged her the entire way.
"Fuck yeah baby. Give me that pussy... How does that black cock feel?" His hands were grasping at her large breasts as they hung a few feet above him. He sucked on one as he tickled the other.
"It feels... Oh! It feels so incredible... so... incredible..." Her voiced trailed off as she leaned down into him, smashing her tits into his chest, kissing him passionately. Her lily white ass was now bouncing up and down sensually as they kissed - her pussy now fully penetrated, I looked on as her swollen lips clenched at his black shaft, already coated in her wetness. He reached back and grabbed her butt with both hands, clutching hard into her skin - and then giving her right cheek a solid smack.
I almost passed out from the sight of it, my head feeling light - legitimately. Before I actually fell down I clumsily grasped at one of the chairs in the room and stumbled into a seat. That's when I noticed Lindsey, walking out of the bathroom in a sheer robe. She walked over to me rather expressionless, and stood behind me, leaning down.
She spoke softly "Just let it happen Jim, she wants it - She's been telling me how bad she wants it for a couple weeks now." She grabbed my shoulders and began to massage me, somehow, in a rather nonsexual way - she often did similar after long days at the office. "Just watch, you're gonna love it."
I remained silent, staring on in shock. I looked down at my slacks, inexplicably, I was rock hard. Lindsey noticed it, but said nothing. She simply continued to give me a light massage as I sat and watched my boss fuck my wife senseless. Her moans were otherworldly, I had never seen her in such a sexual state of being - it killed me, but I couldn't deny the eroticism and the effect it had on me.
Sue had leaned back up, she now seemed comfortable with his impressive size and began to ride him with vigor. He reached up and once again grabbed at her bouncing tits, steadying them. "Oh, oh, oh! Fuck yeah!" Her moans alternated between audibly loud and low and gutteral - regardless, she was never this vocal when I was inside her.
Trent began to entice her with his words "Fuck yeah baby, you like this big black cock - don't you?"
Sue responded with passion and honesty "Ohh! Yes - i love it! It feels so good... Fuck me Trent!"
"Fucking right it feels good. I'm gonna give this married white pussy a stretch, make it cum hard." Trent was egging her on, and she loved it.
"Ohhh! Fuck yeah, make me cum! I'm gonna cum!" Sue's eyes were closed, she fell back into his chest and held him tightly as she prepared for a full body orgasm.
Trent continued to thrust deep and fast, almost taking her to the brink - he continued to spur her with dirty talk "You're gonna cum for me Sue. Cum for your husbands boss. I want that married pussy to cum all over this black cock!"
Her eruption was spectacular, moaning deep from her soul. Her ass began quivering as she clutched onto Trent's shoulders, eyes closed. Moaning in a way I had never seen before. Her sex seemed to be vicing down on Trent's shaft - a white fluid pouring out of her. My wife's sexual essence was coating another mans cock, and I was doing nothing to stop it. Lindsey spoke in a hushed whisper, I'm not sure if she was speaking to me or to herself "This is the hottest thing I've ever seen..."
I had to relieve myself, I instinctively opened my pants, pulling my rock solid dick out. I began to stroke it. Lindsey once again, said nothing - and simply continued to rub my shoulders as we both watched Trent take my wife to levels of pleasure I never could.
Once Sue finally stopped convulsing, she leaned down and kissed Trent again. Their lips joining in a passionate duel was possibly the hardest part to witness. He grabbed her by the waist, spinning her off of him. He gently laid her down on the bed, her massive breasts swaying as she fell backwards. He opened her legs. For a brief moment, I got a look at her sex, now swollen and soaking wet - and no longer only my own. He grabbed a hold of his cock, still rock solid and massive, glistening from my wife's orgasm. He aligned it once again with her sex.
Trent began to slap at her clit, which caused an overtly sexual sound. He rubbed the base of his shaft against her clit, causing her head to arch back and her legs to widen even more. A beautiful moan escaped her lips. The sound was absurd, her wetness was audible.
"Fuck me... please. Put that huge cock back inside of me baby! I want more!" she kept her eyes closed as she pleaded for him to take her.
"Don't worry Sue. I'm gonna fuck this married pussy all night long. And when we get home... next week..." He aligned his head right at her opening "...next month..." He was now slowly inserting himself into her "...next year..." He pulled it out a bit, which caused her to squirm "... I'm gonna keep fucking you. I'm gonna send your husband away on business trips and come over and fuck you all day." With that comment, he drove deep into her. "Ohhh! Fuck Yes!! Take me!" She screamed, looking possessed, impossibly aroused by both his massive manhood and his taunting dirty talk.
Her legs struck outwards, and then slowly wrapped, contouring around his lower back. I now looked on as he pummeled into her, his huge black pouch was slapping against the base of her ass. The lips of my wife's sex were clinging so hard to his thick shaft it looked like her pussy had a mind of its own.
They were at an incredible pace, Trent reached his hands underneath her back and clutched her ass as he drove himself into her. He began to kiss at her neck. That's when she saw me. Her head leaned to the side, her eyes meeting mine. She saw me, she saw my exposed dick, she saw me pleasuring myself to her taking. She smiled, lovingly. It lasted only a moment, and she immediately buried her head back into his chest.
Trent began to groan, low. He maintained his rampant speed and kept pummeling himself into my wife - he didn't cease with the dirty talk, clearly noticing that it set Sue off.
"Who's pussy is this Sue?" My wife could only moan in response "Ohh!"
Trent didn't relent "Tell me baby. Tell me who's pussy this is." He leaned down and kissed her before she could reply.
When he pulled away he asked again "Before tonight it was your husbands... but who's is it now?"
My pride was taking a beating, but my balls were getting ready to explode. I stared on in a state of delusional wonder as I continued to pump my dick.
Sue moaned, succumbing to his words, her head rolling back into the bed, her eyes closing tight, her body letting go, she was giving herself up to his assault, allowing him to conquer her sexual identity, she moaned in the sexiest tone I had ever heard "Ohhh! Fuck!! Trent! It's your pussy baby... It's your pussy... Take it!!"
Trent continued to thrust, and started to buck, he released another groan.
"Who fucks you the best baby? Tell me who's the best fuck you've ever had... Tell me who owns this pussy!"
He began bucking hard.
Lindsey whispered from behind me "Oh... yeah... This is the best."
I mumbled an incoherent "...Huh?" my mind was melting.
"He's going to cum. It's like a fire hose. I think he's going to cum in Sue." she paused, and couldn't help herself - continuing "God, that's so naughty... He's getting ready to cum in your wife Jim! That's so hot!"
Sue screamed "Fuck me Trent! I love your big black cock! Take it... take it! Cum in meee!!" Sue's scream cut Lindsey off, the moan was once again ear shattering.
I wanted to stop it, but my mouth was dry, I couldn't speak. Sue wasn't using protection, and if memory served this was an ideal time in her cycle. I looked on as Trent unleashed, pounding deep inside of her, ferociously groaning "Oh! Fuck! Yeah!!" His body clenched up.
Sue erupted in her own orgasm, locking her legs around him and clawing incredibly hard into his back. He pumped rope after rope of his seed deep inside of her. It seemed to last an eternity, a singular primal moment of sexual bliss. Trent's massive black balls were contracting tightly, a pool of fluid had leaked out of Sue's sex and down her supple ass, soaking the bed. All of a sudden I looked down and noticed my own mess of seed, coating my hand and slacks - I didn't even remember the release - just a never before experienced state of delirium and a wave of pleasure as Trent inseminated my wife. I looked back up to see Trent was now standing and walking to the bathroom. He quickly glanced at me, giving me a thumbs up and a smile. I couldn't react... I just nodded absently. I looked back at the bed, where Sue appeared to already be sleeping.
I couldn't believe what had just happened, and I couldn't believe I had the entire week of the conference ahead of me.
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My wife and I spent the first couple years of our marriage living under my parents roof. As anyone in that predicament would tell you the situation was less than ideal. The only saving grace was that my parents weren't especially nosy, and the house itself was large enough to offer us at least a sliver of privacy. It never caused any major problems between us, but our intimacy definitely took a backseat because of it. I really began focusing on progressing my career and getting us out of there. As luck would have it, I finally landed a big promotion I was aiming for and we moved into a relatively high end apartment downtown. It was closer to my finance office and my wife was also closer to the daycare she worked at.
I met Ashley during our last year at University. My roommate at the time introduced us and it wasn't long before we began dating. I still remember the first time she walked into the room. To say that my wife is gorgeous is somewhat of an understatement. Ashley is built like a sex pot. She has long dark hair with blueish gray eyes that compliment her porcelain pale skin color. Her face has been described as classically beautiful, featuring a distinctly feminine bone structure and pouty lips. She stands roughly 5'-5" tall and has it where it counts. She's blessed with large natural D cup breasts and a plump ass that is incredibly tight despite it's larger than average size. When you combine all of that with a very slender frame and a slim stomach it's almost as if her womanly assets defy the laws of physics. During that last year away at school I had sex with her every chance I could, sometimes two or even three times a day. You couldn't separate the two of us, and I think that's part of the reason she agreed to move home with me after we graduated. I proposed to her only a few short weeks after graduation, and we were married soon thereafter.
My name is John, as I already mentioned I work in finance - basically brokering trades or helping upper middle class people with investments, the usual kind of dollars and cents business. I guess I'm what you would consider an attractive guy, about 5'-10" with masculine features and up until recently, I was very much in shape. The stress of the move and the more intensive hours that came along with my promotion had yielded an unfortunate byproduct of 20 unsightly pounds, but I planned to work those away once things settled back down.
Even though I was a decent enough looking guy - my friends, and plenty of co-workers, were never shy of informing me that I married up. "Wow. That's your wife?" was a comment I had heard countless times. I really couldn't complain, even though I felt a pang of annoyance by these sorts of remarks I also beamed with pride. Most men, and I mean ninety-nine percent of men, would love to say Ash was their wife. Without question I lucked out, and sometimes I still pinch myself when I roll over in bed and see her laying next to me.
One of the reasons the move was such a positive was the obvious potential to revitalize our sex life. Now don't get me wrong, we did find our moments to make love living under my parents roof, but it went without saying that us having a place of our own would lead to more freedom in the bedroom. I hadn't thrown Ashley down on the couch in the middle of the day since college, and I looked forward to spicing things up again.
I was day dreaming about the possibilities when the phone rang in my small office, which I had newly acquired via promotion.
"John Morefield." I answered in my usual professional tone.
"It's me baby." my wife replied.
I smiled at the sound of her voice "Sorry babe, no caller ID yet - what's up?" I made a mental note to get the IT department in to finalize my office install.
"I was just wondering when you'd be home. I'm making a nice meal to celebrate us finally having our own place." My wife was a bit traditional when it came to gender roles. Don't get me wrong, she was progressive minded when it came to social issues, science, race, and things related to world outlook - but she loved to cook and clean. She was talented in the kitchen and would often be the one who cooked dinner when we were back at my parents place. If I'm being honest, I think even my mom was a bit jealous of her skills as a chef.
"Shouldn't be too late tonight, maybe around six-thirty. Let me run though I need to send something out to a client, love you."
"Love you too." The call snapped me out of my day dream and I resumed typing an overdue memo. A few minutes had passed when my cellphone buzzed from within my suit jacked. I reached in and pulled it out. As I glanced down at the screen my heart nearly skipped a beat. I was greeted by a naughty picture of big breasts that were ill-contained within a lace black and red bra. It didn't take long for me to realize that Ashley had just 'sexted' me a picture of her tits, something she had never done before. Accompanying the image was a subtext that read "Don't be late." I immediately felt my dick stiffen from within my slacks. I quickly adjusted myself before replying "On the way!"
I slammed my laptop closed and headed out the door.
Even though the drive home was technically only five minutes long it felt like an eternity. When I finally unlocked the door to the apartment and walked inside I was greeted by an erotic sight. It was dark despite it only being late afternoon, Ashley had closed the curtains. Candles littered our spacious living room, my eyes scanned the space before falling upon my wife. She was laying face down on our new plush couch, ass up in the air. My jaw nearly dropped at the sight of it. Her ass was prominently on display, as was her pussy, clit concealed by her luscious mound. The combination of her supple ass and sex was framed in almost artistically by a lace red and black undergarment. My dick immediately strained. I tossed off my jacket and instinctively began unbuckling my pants. Ashley looked back at me smiling devilishly, but she didn't say a word. This was hot, really hot - we never did anything like this.
I ripped my shirt off and basically jumped out of my pants, completely undressing in record time. I could hear her giggling from the couch. I approached my wife completely naked, my rock hard dick jutting outwards as I reached out and finally grabbed her ass.
"Fuck yes... look at this sexy thing." I spoke in a gritty tone, fueled by lust.
She wiggled it in response, lace skirt swaying. "You like? I bought the outfit today... and a few others."
"It's the sexiest thing I've ever seen." I pulled the skirt up, exposing the entirety of her lily white bottom. I slapped my palm down on her right cheek hard as I positioned the head of my dick at the folds of her sex. She moaned in response, arching her head back in anticipation.
"Fuck me baby... I've been waiting all day." her request was a whine, a whisper.
I gently thrust forward, entering my wife. The warmth and tightness of her sex sent waves of pleasure coursing through my body. It didn't take long before I was pumping away with full speed. Ashley was moaning softly in response, gripping the couch cushion as I pounded her. I looked down as her large ass bounced back and forth, consuming the view of my dick upon collision.
I wasn't exactly small in the genitalia department, my dick was almost six and a half inches in length, and it had decent girth. My wife, however, as I described - was stacked in every category. She was freakishly gifted when it came to sexual assets and I often cursed myself for not having the same genetic luck. I had seen enough porn in my day to know cocks came in much larger sizes than mine.
I shook the thought from my mind and gripped onto her hips, I felt an orgasm brewing from within me as I thrust into my wife. I hoped I could hold out until Ashley came. I often could, but today's unexpected eroticism had me more excited than normal. She looked back at me with her gorgeous eyes, probably sensing I was about to unload. "It's okay baby, cum. I want you to cum for me." Her tone was sultry and engaging, she bit her plump lip naughtily as the words escaped her mouth..
I relented, unleashing, legs shaking as the pleasure filled waves of my orgasm spread out from my groin. I came, hard, unloading my cum into my wife's willing sex.
She moaned softly as she felt me blow, continuing to bounce back onto my dick, milking me as my body locked up. I leaned down over her body, kissing her back and feminine shoulders while my orgasm subsided. We stayed in that position for a moment, until she spoke "Mmm... That was nice."
I stood, giving her some room to breathe, agreeing "Hell yeah it was... very nice."
She stood, turning to me and leaning in for a kiss. I noticed her tits within the bra and recalled the picture she sent me. After we locked lips I mentioned the text "I'm not sure what came over you, but that text was awesome - It got me rock solid. I almost had to cover myself as I ran out of the office."
She laughed "I don't know... I've been horny all day." She blushed. "I think finally having our own place has put me into a sexy mood. We should have moved years ago!"
I chuckled "Yeah, I'll say."
Ashley headed towards our bedroom, she spoke "I'm gonna hop in the shower, do me a favor and get the roast out of the oven please babe."
I watched her as she disappeared through the doorway, that incredible ass bouncing as she strode - inexplicably getting me excited despite my orgasm mere moments ago. God, I was a lucky man.
Dinner that night was lovely, we ate in the candlelight - lighting only a single lamp in the living room so we could see where we were going. We enjoyed a succulent pot roast with accompanying gratin potatoes and sliced buttery carrots. Ashley had picked up a few bottles of a delicious Cabernet, that we drank readily. I noticed an extra bottle on the kitchen counter, dressed with a bow - as if it was a gift.
"Who's that bottle for?" I inquired.
"I thought we'd give it to Richard, for helping us. Maybe you could invite him over for dinner next week as a proper thank you?"
I nodded in agreement "Great idea."
Richard was our new neighbor across the hall. We were having a hard time during our Saturday move and I assume he heard our struggle from inside his apartment. He spent almost five hours helping us carry the larger pieces up from the moving truck. If it wasn't for his help we probably would have been forced to delay until the next Saturday, costing us an entire week and more money. We thanked him profusely at the end of the move but the bottle of wine and invitation to dinner was definitely the right way to handle it.
He was a tall, older man, black - probably about forty-five years old, which would have put him roughly twenty years older than Ash or myself. He seemed rather soft spoken, but had a deep voice and an impressive physical presence. He appeared to be an attractive man, although sometimes it was hard for me to gauge the attractiveness of men, clean cut and seemingly well put together. He also appeared to be in great shape for a man of his age. He lugged large dressers and various pieces of furniture down the hall without really breaking a sweat. We hadn't learned much about him as of yet but we did find out he was widowed, his wife had passed away nearly 10 years earlier from a rare blood disorder. There was a certain melancholy about him, but Ash and I were both good judges of character, and we had a good feeling about the man. Surely dinner would be an ideal way to get to know him better.
Once we had finished the meal and cleaned up I grabbed the bottle and headed out our front door, it was only a few paces across the hallway before I was knocking at his.
The door opened "John, what a pleasant surprise." Richard spoke with kindness in his voice, smiling.
"Hey there, we wanted you to have this." I handed him the bottle. "Nothing fancy, but we wanted to thank you for helping us the other day. Ashley and I also wanted to invite you over for dinner next weekend - if you're available."
Richard looked genuinely grateful "Oh wow, you guys didn't have to get me anything. I was happy to help." He glanced at the label. He was dressed in slacks and what looked to be an expensive sweater. There was some music emanating from his apartment, it sounded classical, moody. I realized I might have came at a bad time.
"I hope I'm not interrupting anything." I offered as a potential apology.
"Oh not at all, I work from home, I was just taking care of some things. I would love to come over for dinner, I'm afraid I don't get out much these days."
"Excellent. I'll let Ashley know."
We exchanged phone numbers and some more small talk, he thanked me again - and we and said our goodbyes.
The week passed relatively quickly, and on Saturday night we found ourselves sitting down at our dinner table with Richard. The wine flowed and the glazed pork loin that Ashley cooked was devoured by the three of us. We discussed a number of topics ranging from careers and politics to entertainment and hobbies. Richard seemed to really love kids, despite not having any of his own - and admired Ashley for working with them on a day to day basis. Richard himself was a writer of sorts. He provided articles and short stories to a number of online outlets who contracted him on a case by case basis - it seemed to make him a good living. When he heard that I was a finance manager he actually seemed interested in attaining my help in setting up some investments. He had never dabbled in the market, and it was apparently something that always interested him.
"I really do love what you've done with the place." Richard also spent a portion of the evening complimenting Ashley's taste and her abilities as a homemaker. "I was over here a couple times when the last tenant occupied it. Let's just say its a night and day difference."
My wife smiled at him as she took the last sip of wine from her glass "Thanks a lot Richard. I spent a good amount of time planning it out. I'm glad someone's taken notice."
"A designers eye, for certain." He smiled back, and wiped his mouth clean with his napkin.
One thing that I couldn't help but notice was a sort of relaxed energy in the room. Even during the move, upon initially meeting Richard, we seemed to get along with him as if we'd known him for years. Ashley took to him immediately, joking with him, and much to my surprise - flirting with him. Smiling at him with excited eyes or jokingly complimenting his strength while he positioned furniture for us. Richard didn't really instigate any of it, he was respectful, but obviously felt the need to return her smiles and go with the flow. I mean, just like any man - I caught him stealing plenty of glances at Ash. It didn't bother me though. I was very much used to seeing men ogle over or flirt with my wife, I would have gone insane if I let those sort of provocations bother me. But it was sort of out of the ordinary for Ash to be the initiator when it came to flirting, and I planned to give her a hard time about it later.
"So, Richard. Are you, um, dating - or seeing anyone?" Ashley asked with raised eyebrow. The question was a tad forward, although harmless, and I jokingly scolded her for asking it.
"...Now now Ash, that's personal..."
Richard chuckled "No, no. It's quite alright." He took another sip of the Cabernet, and continued "Not really, to be honest. It took a good five years after my wife passed to even think about another woman's company. A few of my friends eventually got me to go on a date, and then another. Over the last few years I've seen a handful of women, but only for brief stints." He paused, seemingly thinking for a moment "... I haven't made much of an effort really."
Ashley was now standing and picking up the plates from our table. "Well, that's too bad. You seem like quite the catch." I stood to help her with the silverware.
Richard smiled again, slightly chuckling "Well... My goodness. That certainly means a lot coming from a woman as beautiful and talented as yourself." He looked in my direction for a moment. "John, I don't think I'd be the first to tell you that you're a lucky man." He raised his wine class in acknowledgement. I looked at Ashley for a moment and caught her blushing.
"You certainly wouldn't be. I'm not the smartest man in the world, but I'm certainly smart enough to know that I'm the luckiest." I leaned in and gave my wife a heavy kiss on her cheek.
Ashley replied with a sarcastic, but loving "Aww. Isn't that sweet." she raised her hand to her face, shielding her mouth from me. She spoke in a fake whisper so that I could hear "Psst.. He's lying."
Richard began laughing as he stood. He picked up his plate and moved towards the kitchen. "You guys remind me of my wife and I, when we were newlyweds - it's really great to see."
"Richard don't you dare help clean up." Ashley playfully swatted at his arm. "Let me have that. Go have a seat in the living room."
He gently dropped the plate and put his arms up in amusement "Yes ma'am. Don't know what I was thinking." I couldn't help but notice that my wife's ass grazed against his trousers as they moved past each other. Richard gently grabbed her waist as he slid past her. Ashley's eyes darted open for a moment, but she continued placing the dishes in the sink as if nothing happened.
The meal was over and I was in the mood for an after dinner drink, "Come Richard. Would you be opposed to a nice scotch? I have a 30 year and I've been looking for an excuse to crack it open. Received it as a gift." I waved his attention towards the living room.
"Oh wow, a thirty year? I could never say no." He followed me towards the sofa, where we both sat.
Ash called from the kitchen "Guys, do you want it on the rocks, or straight?"
Richard looked at me and then replied, loudly so she could hear him "Straight please." I nodded in agreement, couldn't in good faith water down a thirty year malt.
A few minutes later Ashley arrived with two glasses of scotch. I quickly noticed that the top of her dress was soaking wet, causing the thin green fabric to appear sheer. Her black bra was as clear as day underneath it, the skin on her exposed cleavage was also drenched. She was moving in a hurry.
"Here take these, the sink just attacked me." She quickly handed one drink to me, and one to Richard. Richard couldn't help but stare as she leaned forward, her tits nearly spilling out of the top of her dress. It seemed to catch him off guard, because as she turned to go he continued to gaze at her ass, which was admittedly popping in the tight dress she was wearing.
I didn't want to make it awkward for him, so I simply called out "Don't drown in there babe." That seemed to get him to break away from his tunnel vision, turning his attention back towards me.
Richard hung around for another half hour or so, enjoying the scotch and discussing sports and his love of basketball. He was incredibly thankful in his departure, shaking my hand firmly and giving Ashley a kiss on the cheek. "Incredible meal, and an incredible couple." were his departing words.
Later that week Ashley and I were cleaning up around the apartment, playfully annoying each other during our respective tasks.
I decided now would be a good time to press her on her flirtation with Richard, smacking her ass as she bent down to dust an end table "You know... I think you might have a crush on our new neighbor." I smirked smugly as I spoke.
Ashley immediately stood up "Excuse me? Who?" I made a face at her implying a sort of 'Who else?', and she quickly realized who I meant "... Richard?! What on earth would make you say that?"
I continued smirking "I dunno, maybe it was you giggling at his every word, or you being especially touchy, or you going on about his strong arms..." I rattled off the evidence with auctioneer like speed.



She cut me off "John you can't be serious, he's almost old enough to be my father!" she was smiling back at me, egging me on with her playful grin.
"And? You've told me plenty of times you find older men attractive."
She blushed, stammering to save herself "... Yea... well. He... he's black."
I laughed "Strike two Ash, he wouldn't be the first black dude you'd find attractive." She had on a number of occasions, while passing the TV during a sporting event, or after a movie, admitted to finding a black guy attractive. It never bothered me, I mean I wasn't a racist to even the slightest extent. Besides, I found plenty of black women attractive.
Her face was now flushing crimson, obviously caught red handed, she stumbled for an excuse "I... Damn it John. Fine, you caught me. But I don't think I was flirting with him." she bent back down, dusting once again.
I was somewhat surprised that she admitted to it so easily, but I can't say it bothered me much. I actually felt bad for causing her to squirm "Oh relax Ashley, I'm not even mad. How could I be. It's probably the most excitement he's had in years, having a hot young woman flirt with him."
She spoke from underneath the table, I watched as her gorgeous ass wiggled in the pair of pink short shorts she was wearing. "I feel bad for him."
That surprised me "...Why? He seems to have it pretty well together babe." I picked up some wine glasses that we had left in the living room the night previous.
"He's widowed John, and it doesn't sound like he gets much female attention. I've always had a soft spot for people who lose their spouses."
I rinsed the glasses off and walked back over to her, still watching her lovely ass. "So you flirted with him because he's widowed, got it." I chuckled.
"You laugh, but subconsciously that was probably part of the reason." She looked back at me from underneath the table, catching my eyes as I gazed at her rear. "Stop staring at my ass, you pervert."
"You're right, I guess the only guy who should be allowed to stare at it is Richard, am I right?"
She laughed in exasperation "Oh god, will you stop it already? I've never seen you act so jealous."
"When you drenched yourself with the sink water he couldn't stop staring at you. I almost had to sound the fire alarm to get his attention, he watched you walk the entire way back to the kitchen."
"Well then I'm sure he'd have a field day if he were here right now." She wiggled her ass for playful effect.
I wasn't sure what it was about that comment, or her accompanied ass shake - but it triggered incredible arousal from me. I immediately entered a haze of lust, dropping to my knees behind her. I quickly grabbed a hold of her waistband, peeling her pink shorts down from her ass. To my dismay I noticed that her lips were already wet, a clear coat of her essence clung to the fabric as I removed it, eventually exposing her beautiful sex.
She looked back in a panic, but didn't stop me. She had nowhere to go, the rest of her body was pinned underneath the table "John... What are you doing?"
I didn't answer her with words, I merely drove my erect dick inside of her. Her head arched back and hit the table, but she didn't complain.
It was over quickly, and we came together - my cum mixing with her own sexual release as our organs pulsed with pleasure, in unison.
When I finally pulled out, Ashley spoke, blowing her hair out of her face "Wow... Maybe we need to invite Richard over to ogle me some more. What's gotten into you?" she giggled.
I wasn't really sure myself, as I searched for answers I looked down at my wife's ass, now in the nude, pussy on display. Ashley was so fucking beautiful. She noticed me staring, and wiggled it once again, speaking sultrily. "I bet he'd really like to get a look at it right now." I glanced up towards her face, and I saw that she was biting her bottom lip in sexual fashion. I was stunned by how open and naughty her words were, this was new for us, and I was surprised by how much it excited me. I slapped her right ass cheek, holding it firmly. "Who wouldn't?" I replied.
Weeks went by, and then months. Ashley and I had completely settled in at the apartment. My new position at work was going well, but I still hadn't found the time to break free and reconnect with the gym. Our friendship with Richard blossomed as well. I had earned him some quick cash with investments and he decided to go in big on some power plays. We would see each other at least a couple times a week, either to have dinner or to plan financial moves. Sometimes we would plan at his place, sometimes at ours. I quickly realized he preferred the latter, because of what I had to assume was obvious improvement in scenery. He seemed to love any attention that Ashley gave him, and I couldn't really blame the guy. Ashley for her part didn't do much to curb her flirtations with Richard. She actually seemed to get a kick out of flirting with the man.
Ash was always playful with him, not afraid to grab his arm or linger in his embrace during a hug. One evening while Richard and I were stressing over some numbers Ashley decided it would be a good idea to give us a shoulder rub. She began with me, standing behind me at the sofa as she kneaded my back into relaxation. Once she was complete she took a few steps over to Richard, and did the same to him. He was taller than me and her large breasts pushed out the fabric of her top, brushing against the back of his head as she massaged his shoulders. His eyes were closed, clearly offering no complaints to what was occurring. She massaged his upper back and arms, even complimenting him on how solid he was. It turned into almost a sort of unspoken game between her and I. She would flirt with him, entice him - nothing overt or disrespectful, just some playful touching to excite the man. She would tease me about it in bed sometimes, and when she did it would inexplicably spur us on to even better sex. I felt like it was harmless fun, as did she, until one night when Ash accidentally raised the stakes.
We had invited Richard over for dinner and a movie, but the wine on this particular evening flowed heavily. All three of us were noticeably loose, and after the movie ended I got up and headed into the kitchen to brew a pot of coffee. My intention was to sober us all up a bit, but when I walked back into the living room what I saw nearly caused me to drop the cups. Richard had chosen one of the solo seats in the room, and Ashley was apparently showing him pictures from our honeymoon. Instead of handing him the book, or kneeling down on the floor next to him, she had chosen to sit on his lap - as if that was a perfectly acceptable seat for a married woman. She turned the pages and excitedly described the various boutiques from our Italian getaway. Richard, to his credit, remained rather expressionless. He kept his arms on the armrests and smiled and nodded at the images my wife was showing him. I placed the coffees down on the end table and took a seat on the sofa. I looked on as Ashley continued to giggle, playfully touching his chest as she openly flirted with him. Suddenly, her eyes shot open wide, and her previously jovial tone became one with stutters. "Uh, and this... this is where we had, some... some of the best pastries..."
Richard spoke calmly "Very nice. It looks like it was a wonderful trip."
Ashley slowly closed the book, and awkwardly hopped out of his lap, face flushed red "Yes, it... It was an amazing time." she quickly headed towards the bedroom to put the photo album away.
I grabbed one of the coffee cups off the table and handed it to Richard. As I leaned over I happened to glance down and notice his khaki pants tenting absurdly. I quickly averted my eyes, but it was clear that Richard was currently sporting a massive erection. He spoke nothing of it and made no effort to conceal it, perhaps hoping it would go unnoticed.
He thanked me for the coffee, adding "John, your wife is quite the handful. I've never met anyone who was so good at making me feel like I'm in my twenties again." chuckling.
I wondered if he was implying something beyond the obvious, but I smiled anyway "She's a special woman, I'm sure by now you're well aware."
He nodded his head in agreement "Oh. Without question."
I quickly scanned my head around the room and thankfully it appeared as if the tent in his pants had subsided. When Ashley returned her previously flustered face looked to now be composed, and she acted as if nothing had happened. We finished our coffee and walked Richard to the door, exchanging the typical handshake and subsequent kiss on the cheek for Ash.
I waited a few moments to hear Richard's door open and close, and then I walked over to her in the living room. She had a silly grin on her face. "What's so funny?" I asked
She blushed "...Oh nothing... Just, I guess it's true - what they say about black men."
My blood pressure shot up immediately, "Excuse me?"
She laughed, still feeling the effects of the wine. I gotta say, if it wasn't for the wine I might have blown a gasket over that remark. "I was showing Richard the pictures from our honeymoon."
I was beginning to get frustrated with her "Yes, I know. I was right there. You were also sitting on his lap." I shook my head, revealing that frustration.
She blushed again, taking a seat on the couch. I sat down in the chair that Richard had just occupied, waiting for an explanation. She continued "... I know, I know. I think I had too much wine... As soon as I sat down on his lap he froze, didn't move a muscle. That is, until..." she laughed, covering her mouth.
"Stop joking around and tell me Ash. When you got up to leave I'm pretty sure I saw his pants... He was excited." I was breathing heavily, for some bizarre reason I wasn't even angry.
"I know! Oh my god I can't believe that just happened." she was speaking rapidly now, continuing "I sat down on him, and started showing him the pictures. All of a sudden I felt this pressure under my thigh. It wasn't much at first but it grew, and grew some more." She blushed "I realized it was his... you know, but I didn't want to embarrass him. I decided to just sit there and continue talking as if nothing was going on."
Absurdly, I felt my own dick begin to stiffen. What the fuck was going on with me?
She continued "It felt... Big. My entire thigh was resting on it." She blushed again "We just sat like that for a few minutes, but then he adjusted himself. He shifted, and when he did - I felt the length of his..." She spread her hands apart indicating something large "... bump against my pussy. That's when I hopped off, it caught me off guard." As Ashley finished her story I noticed that she was breathing heavily, her face was flush.
Her eyes met mine, there was an embarrassed look on her face. "Are you mad at me?"
I should have been, but for some strange reason, maybe the wine - maybe something else, I wasn't. I didn't answer immediately, but as I was about too I saw Ashley glance down at my pants. She noticed my hardening member pushing on the fabric, the bump clearly giving it away. She didn't say anything, but she stood up, smiling. She began approaching me on the chair, ass and tits swaying sexily as she walked. When she reached me, she gently sat down on my lap.
"It was kind of like this." She jostled herself so that my throbbing member was jutting up against her panties, the warmth emanating from her sex was substantial.
I realized that moments earlier, only two thin layers of fabric had separated Richards cock, from my wife's pussy. My blood pressure continued to rise, and my already hard erection strained even further. I began to feel lightheaded, unable to understand why this situation excited me so thoroughly. Ashley's taunting only succeeded in further arousing me.
"You feel awfully excited baby." She giggled as she leaned in to kiss me.
I tried a joke to deflect, but it was no use "Oh yeah? What makes you say that?"
She wiggled around on my dick some more "Oh... nothing. Just a sneaking suspicion of mine." She laughed, and continued "I think you like watching me tease Richard."
My face was flushed red, and I once again tried to deflect "You're the sexiest woman on the planet, anything that you do turns me on."
She slid down from me, knees hitting the floor. Ashley began to unzip my pants, and open my belt buckle "I know it does baby... But I think you really like it when I tease poor Richard... It's okay, I think its sexy that it excites you. It makes you look so confident."
I titled my head back, closing my eyes as she exposed my intensely hard six inches.
Her tongue made contact with my shaft, sending a shiver through my body. She continued to tease me "We should be careful though. We don't want Richard to get the wrong idea..." She kissed my head, and I looked down at her. She flicked her tongue across my tip as she stared into my eyes. After pleasing me with her mouth for a moment Ashley pulled back and began gently pumping my dick with her hand, still taunting "...If we do something like that again and you don't say anything to stop it... He might start to think you'd be okay with him taking me to bed."
That sent me spiraling out of control, my mind was melting with inane thoughts of Richard on top of my wife, plowing into her incredible sex with what had to be a massive cock. What the fuck was wrong with me? I couldn't hold back a groan.
I heard Ashley giggle through my cloudy haze of perverted thoughts "He probably already does... I mean, his big cock was rubbing against my pussy earlier, and you didn't say anything."
I moaned again "...I didn't know..."
"... I know baby, I know. I should have gotten up. I was going too, but when I felt how big he was..." she smiled devilishly.
Ash was quickly sending me over the edge, I had never heard her act so naughty - so openly naughty. I fucking loved it and I couldn't explain why. The psychotic part of me wanted to see just how far she'd go with this teasing, and I somehow asked "...Would you... Go to bed with him?" I leaned my head back and grit my teeth after the question escaped my mouth, bracing for her answer, savoring her tongue.
She dove down on my dick mouth first, sucking me with ferocity, she began playing with my balls with her hand, rubbing them into a boil. She paused for a moment, and pulled up, stroking me fast with her hand.
"Mmm, I'm a married woman baby..." She kissed my tip again, continuing "I can't fuck other men..." She kissed my balls, smashing her lips into them as her tongue began to work further magic.
I groaned "I know baby... I know..."
Just when I thought the inane teasing was over, it hit a fever pitch.
She spoke again "... Although... If you're asking me if it would turn me on... Hypothetically..." Ash bit her bottom lip "To fuck our big, tall, strong... handsome... big cocked neighbor..." She arched her back, her eyes were wild with lust, she spoke in the sexiest tone I had ever heard escape her lips "Yes."
I erupted, spewing a load of cum up and onto Ashley's hands and my shirt. I tried to control my spasms as the orgasm swept through me. When it finally subsided Ash crawled back on top of me, and began kissing my neck - realizing that she hadn't gotten her pop.
"Not fair baby, my turn..." She whined as she kissed me. Frantically grabbing at my body, trying desperately to return my dick to it's rigid state. "Ohhh baby I need you to fuck meee! I'm so horny..."
I grabbed her by the waist, lifting her off of me. I slammed her down onto the couch, switching places with her. I propped the bottom of her dress up, and forced her panties to the side, exposing the wettest pussy I had ever seen. I dove face first into her sex, lapping up her juices, tickling her clit with my tongue. Her moans were unreal.
"Ohhh! Yes!" She reached up and began massaging her tits through her dress.
Ashley was making incredible noise, so much so that I was concerned people might even hear. "Baby you're being really loud... What if someone hears?"
She bit her lip "Mmm who would hear... ...Richard?"
Oh fuck. That got my dick to stir immediately. I decided, against my better judgement, to egg her on "What would you do if Richard was standing outside the door... listening to you moan like this?" I grabbed her ass, propping her up. She was on another level of arousal.
Her filter was lost to her, she didn't care anymore, her entire being was fueled by her lust "I would tell you to go open the door for him... so he could come in here and fuck me!"
Any remaining questions of her obvious attraction to him were now out the window. My dick was rising quickly. What had gotten into us?
"Oh yeah? And what would I do while Richard fucked you, huh baby?" I buried my face into her sex once again, enticing her words.
She moaned, arching her back "Ohh! Watch us... Or I could suck on you while he fucked me! Mmm. When he's done you can have me back..." Ashley moaned, her pussy gushed in orgasm. I had never brought her to one from oral before.
I was seeing red, my face covered in her wetness. I stood, dick fully erect once again. I never would have believed that my wife taunting me about getting fucked by our black well hung neighbor could do this to me. I placed one knee on the couch cushion and aligned myself with her sex, diving in without hesitation. She titled her head back in response "Oh! Yes..."
I leaned in and kissed her, she was staring at me with devilish eyes.
I continued my verbal assault "Are you going to keep teasing him baby? Are you going to keep acting like a naughty girl?"
She bit her lip and nodded "Mmmhmm, I love what it does to us..."
"What are you going to do next Ash? Are you going to sit in his lap again?"
She looked down as a pumped in and out of her sex, still biting her lip, squirming as I fucked her, she shook her head no "I think I'm going to text him naughty pictures."
I nearly came on the spot, "Ohh, fuck! You can't be serious... that's dangerous baby."
"I know... It'll be so hot."
I came for the second time in ten minutes, unloading this time deep in my wife. She had her second orgasm of the night as well, digging her nails into my back as she came with me. We laid there for a moment, both finally fading out of our lusty fog. She looked in my eyes, kissing me passionately. "I love you John."
I kissed her back, not sure of what to make of all this - but I knew one thing for sure "I love you too baby."
A week went by without another word on the subject. I had seen Richard once, albeit briefly when he asked me to make a quick adjustment on his portfolio. I thought things were beginning to die down with this absurd kink until one morning when I was getting ready for work. Ashley rolled over in bed, looking at me "I think I'm going to do it today."
My mind was preoccupied with thoughts of an upcoming meeting "Do what?"
She smiled, "Don't be silly... I'm going to text Richard a naughty picture."
Her comment caused me to perk up immediately "... You can't be serious..."
She was biting her lip "Oh I am, I want to give us some fuel for when you to come home and fuck me tonight."
I wanted to tell her not too, as I was obviously worried about the consequences. She seemed to pick up on my hesitation, "Don't worry baby... It will be harmless."
My mind raced with all the possible negatives "Yeah well what if he thinks you're trying to cheat on me, that's not a good dynamic - I don't like that."
"Relax, i'm going to send it to both of you... So he knows you're aware of it." She smiled wickedly at me, and rolled back over.
I stood still, frozen in time. Not knowing how to react. She eventually walked over to me and planted a big kiss on my lips "Stop worrying... It'll be hot."



Every passing minute felt like an hour. I found myself checking my phone every thirty seconds, wondering if I had missed a text notification. Did she chicken out? Did she only send it to Richard? I was going insane with anticipation, with worry.
I glanced down at my watch and noticed it was already three in the afternoon, I began to convince myself that she wasn't going to go through with it. That this was all just an elaborate tease to excite me. Just as I nearly reconciled that as fact, my phone buzzed with a notification.
I was alone in my office, luckily. A cold sweat broke out, running down my back, my mouth was dry. I reached for it, eventually turning the phone over. I nearly fainted at what I saw.
'Just thought my two favorite men could use some inspiration to help get them through the day.' I first noticed the text message, and then scrolled down unto the picture.
Ashley was laying down on our bed, the covers concealed her from the waist down, but she was titled in such a way that her ass was accentuated beneath them. More importantly, her large lily breasts were completely exposed, her left hand holding up her left titty. Her dark hair cascading beautifully across the white sheets of the bed. It was incredible. I wondered how long she thought, how many pictures she took, before she decided this would be the one. My dick began straining immediately, and I suddenly felt light headed.
It only took a few minutes until my phone buzzed again, Richard had replied "Wow. Very nice... Thank you for the inspiration!"
I leaned back in my chair, totally blown away but what had just happened. I was trying to reconcile everything in my mind when Ashley sent another text, this time just to me. 'I need you to get home. Your wife needs to get fucked.'
I slammed my laptop closed, and took another early leave.
I was raced through our apartment lobby, and then nearly smashed the elevator buttons broken to get up to our floor. When the doors finally opened, I encountered something I wasn't expecting.
Richard was standing there, presumably to head out. He saw me, and smiled.
"John. Took an early day?" He chuckled to himself.
For whatever reason, it didn't feel awkward. The first moment he appeared amidst the opening elevator doors I thought it would be, and I panicked momentarily - but the second he spoke, my fears all went away.
He continued "Look, can I talk to you for a second?"
I nodded "Sure thing."
He walked me back to his apartment and prepared a couple glasses of scotch. He handed one to me and we had a seat in his living room.
He began "Alright, I'm just gonna ask... Are you and Ashley... swingers?"
I laughed "Oh, wow." I buried my face in my hands, embarrassed, "No... No I can't say that we are."
He pondered that for a moment, and continued, "Well I'm sure you're aware of her... flirtatious nature, especially recently..."
My heart beat began to rise, I never thought to find myself in this type of conversation, I nodded "Yeah." I realized our little game may have potentially rubbed Richard the wrong way. "Look, Richard, I'm sorry if any of this has been a problem..."
"A problem? John I haven't had this much fun in years. I can't recall any point in my life where a woman as beautiful as your wife has shown me this sort of attention. I was just trying to understand what was happening. I don't think it was a stretch for me to assume you guys were swingers, for Gods sake your wife sent me a naked picture of herself today. You were copied on it."
I found myself shaking my head, still not believing it, blushing like an idiot, caught, "...Yeah. I'm not really sure what to say... I think she's had some fun teasing you and things have clearly gotten out of hand. We've really never done anything like this before." I found myself feeling very confused by our actions, and I think it showed.
Richard followed suit, and continued "John, it's no problem, really... Try to relax. Most good marriages explore, sexually - whether it be with teasing, role play, whatever. You need that sort of thing to keep the fire alive, it's completely normal." He paused for a second, clearly weighing something internally. He continued "Look, I've never told anyone this before... But Candice and I used to, every now and then, do some light swinging. She would sometimes bring couples home from work, and it really excited her to watch me with the other woman."
That shocked me, to say the least.
"Excuse me?"
Richard took another sip of scotch, realizing it would require further explanation "Every so often Candice would entice a woman, or a couple, to join us in bed. To this day I'm not really sure how she went about doing it, but she did. Sometimes the woman would come alone, sometimes with her husband or boyfriend. It usually started off with all of us playing together but most times it ended up with Candice and the other man watching."
I shook my head, thinking I wasn't understanding him "Wow, what on earth. Why would she encourage that?"
Richard laughed, "Well John, I'm rather hung, and it used to excite my wife to watch me with other women. I guess it was something about watching them squirm, most of them were white, and had never been with a well hung black man. It really turned her on to watch me open their eyes to a new sexual experience."
I felt my throat tighten up, my mouth was suddenly dry - I took another sip of the scotch. "The men would watch as well?... I would think that would be problematic..." I asked the question, but part of me felt relieved to know I wasn't alone in my perverted thoughts.
Richard, looked at me, and spoke with logic, compassion "I initially thought it would as well, but I soon realized it's simply natural human behavior. Men and women both inherently like the idea of intense sexual satisfaction. I think there's definitely an unspoken arousal, for most people on this planet. I think that arousal is a pinnacle sexual ideal - A beautiful, naturally feminine white woman, and a large, masculine, black man... It is the ultimate male and female contrast." He paused again, taking another sip "It's obviously taboo, because admitting to the arousal of that sexual union as a white man, or a black woman, is admitting that you are not involved. However that same admission is what is so freeing, so deeply exciting. Look, I loved my wife more than the world itself, but the sexual explosions that I had with those white women were undeniable. That being said, sex is only one small portion of our lives. I would never have, in a million years - thought about leaving my wife. She was my heart, as I'm sure Ashley is yours. Besides, our sex was deeply satisfying regardless of that exploratory fun."
I sat in total silence, absorbing Richards bold and terrifying words. They initially scared me, which yielded to some feelings of inferiority - but that was soon wiped away by a feeling of calm, a feeling of arousal, a feeling of enlightenment. I recalled the times I had watched an interracial porn, that initial sense of fear, of taboo, watching a hung black man with a white woman - which always melted away to an undeniable sense of eroticism. I couldn't believe what I was hearing, what I was thinking.
Richards voice snapped me out of my thoughts, "Anyway John. I'm not sure where you and Ashley are trying to go with this. If it stopped today I'd be fine with it, if it continued I'd be thrilled. I guess I just wanted you to know I was aware of the flirtations, and I was willing to reciprocate. I'd be a fucking fool not to be, forgive my language."
I regained my composure, but my mind was still racing "...Just to be clear, what do you mean... reciprocate?"
Richard shrugged "I don't really know, that's up to you guys. Forgive me if I'm being too forward but for example, I would obviously love to have sex with her."
There it was, unbelievably, out in the open. How in gods name did we arrive at this point? I was beginning to feel my first pangs of regret, but I was also immeasurably excited. I simply said one word, "...Wow."
He laughed, "Yeah. I know. Look it would obviously be an all time thrill for me. Ashley is one of the most beautiful women I've ever seen. I would feel obligated to pleasure her in ways she's never experienced. And believe it or not, John, it would be a rush for you as well... Watching the woman you love commit an act of primal lust is unfortunately not something most men get to witness."
We sat there in silence for a moment, I felt as if the weight of the world was on my shoulders, I pondered the entire situation, never in a million years would I have imagined myself actually considering such a surreal and dangerous proposition, I hesitated. "Yeah, I guess I'm just not really sure how far I'm willing to take it, or how far she is..."
"John, completely understandable. Again, was just getting this out in the open. Tell you what, next time Ashley decides to tease me what do you say if I put the ball back in her court a little?" He sipped his scotch again, finishing it.
"What do you mean?" I was curious, and wondered as to what Richard had in mind.
"I'm not really sure, just something to let her know the men are in control of this situation." He smiled at me.
I found myself nodding in agreement despite not having any concrete idea as to what Richard meant.
We shook hands and I left him, quickly entering my apartment. I scanned the room but Ashley was nowhere to be found. I walked into the bedroom with blood boiling, and saw her.
She was in the same state as the picture, topless and sleeping on our bed, her bottom covered by our expensive sheets. My dick was immediately rock solid at the sight of her. The combination of the text from earlier, the open and surreal conversation with our neighbor, and the visual imagery in front of me - was almost too much to bear.
I stripped down nude, doing my best not to wake her. When I finally slid into bed next to her i nestled my stiff dick against the rump of her ass, gently waking her.
"Mmm, What took you so long?" She stretched, turning over - her gorgeous breasts swaying atop her chest as she did so.
"I was held up, I ran into Richard in the hallway." I leaned in and kissed her.
Her eyes shot open, "You did?" her angelic expression suddenly turning panicked.
I nodded, and kissed her again, calming her.
She continued, "What did he say?!"
I pawed at her breasts, squeezing them and pinching her nipples playfully.
"I'll only tell if you fuck my brains out." I decided to heed Richards advice, and let her know it wasn't only her who could do the teasing.
She hopped on top of me, grabbing into my shoulders as she mounted my dick. Her pussy was already soaking wet as it engulfed my shaft. I knew there was no way I would hold out long. She began riding me with intensity.
"What did he say baby? Mmm..." She moaned as she spoke.
I grit my teeth, trying to manage the pleasure against what I was going to say "He told me that you were beautiful, and he asked if we were swingers..."
She continued to bounce up and down on my dick "Oh! Fuck... no way. What else? What did you... Mmm... say?"
"I told him you liked teasing him." I grabbed her large ass as she rode me, giving it a slap, "And I told him we've never done anything like this before."
I watched as she began to bite her lip, really beginning to buck. I continued, "He said Candice and him dabbled in swinging years ago..." I pulled her down towards me and kissed her passionately. She reciprocated the kiss, and then pulled back, stopping her rhythm for a moment, "What!? Are you serious!?"
I nodded, and continued fucking her. I felt a strong orgasm brewing. "That's not all... He actually told me." I looked in her eyes, "He told me he's very well endowed, and that he wants to fuck you."
Her eyes went wide, "What!?"
I grabbed her by her waist and smashed her back down onto my chest, her head now tucked underneath mine, looking to her left. I assaulted her sex, fueled my an indescribable passion, I knew my next words would set her into a nuclear state of arousal, "He said he would love to fuck you baby... Richard said that he'd fuck you better than you've ever been fucked before. He said his cock is huge, and that big black men fucking white wives is a huge turn on for married couples. He said we'd both love it if he fucked you!"
Her body convulsed, locking hard onto my torso, I felt a powerful orgasm erupt from her loins. Her toes curled, and the convulsions from her pussy tickled my shaft into unleashing its own explosion. I came, hard, and deep inside of her. She didn't scream, but her grunting was guttural, nearly entering another realm of pleasure as she came hard on my spewing organ.
We stayed like that for minutes, in silence. She finally picked her head up off of my chest, and spoke "You were just fucking with me, right? You didn't actually see him."
I shook my head, "I wish I was lying, but I ran into him in the hall. We spoke in his apartment for awhile."
She covered her mouth, apparently in some kind of mild shock. "He actually said all of those things?! You didn't get mad at him?!"
"Yes, and no. We were having a rather candid conversation, trying to understand the situation. It was all pretty crazy Ash, but apparently, as fate would have it - Richard has experience with this sort of thing. Your picture that you sent today really caused him to open up about his attraction to you."
She plopped off of me, standing up. For the first time, she looked nervous. "What do we do?"
I shrugged "Nothing... Anything. There's no pressure here Ashley, we were playing a game, having fun. We can stop."
That seemed to calm her somewhat, and she asked "What did he say about swinging? That's crazy, he seems so mild mannered, and calm. I would have never thought..."
I decided to tell her everything, see how she reacted to it. I wondered if it would turn her on, or scare her away entirely, "Candice liked watching him with her married friends. Apparently he's very big and she used to get off on watching him... show them something bigger... As did the husbands..."
Ashley's face flushed red, she thought about it for a second, and her next words convinced me that this wasn't the end of this depraved little rabbit hole, "Oh wow... that's so naughty." She bit her lip yet again, and walked towards the bathroom to clean up.
We had a quiet dinner and watched some television before getting ready for bed. Very few words were spoken. Just when I was sitting down on the bed to get comfortable, Ashley walked out of the bathroom and handed me her phone. On it was a picture, and a message.
'I wanted you to have this. I figured it could help you get to sleep.'
The image was of herself, bent over the bathroom counter. Her beautiful ass and glistening wet mound were both extremely visible. It was incredibly naughty, incredibly erotic.
My face flushed red, "You're not sending that to him, are you?" I asked, stupidly.
She blushed, "Already did." her smile was wicked. My mind raced, I was really starting to panic about where this would end up, and the buzz from her phone did nothing to put my mind at ease.
I looked on as Ashley glanced at it, giddiness apparent. She looked for a moment, and then froze, covering her mouth - wide eyed. "Oh... wow..." was all that she said.
I took a couple steps forward and glanced at the phone, I almost collapsed.
'That's not gonna help me get to sleep. Look at what you've done.' was the reply.
It was a picture of Richards massive black cock. It was obscene, jutting out of his pants at close to probably twelve inches long. It was incredibly thick and unarguably impressive. It was perhaps as big as anything I'd seen in even porn movies. My ego was immediately bruised by the sight of it.
Ashley continued to look at it, her eyes still wide, her bottom lip now bitten once again. "I... I can't believe how big it is..."
Neither could I, but I said nothing. I simply sat in silence, filled with terror, and arousal.
"What do I say?" Ashley looked at me, her face red.
I didn't know what to tell her, my heart was racing, and there was a pit in my stomach. "Uh, I don't know. Maybe nothing for right now?" She took a seat next to me.
She asked me, probing for something "Isn't it huge?"
Anything other than agreement would have been a lie, I nodded. My blood pressure began to rise. It suddenly hit me that my wife was staring at another mans cock, in awe, in fascination. She was clearly aroused by it, and the thought of that, against all odds, made me very aroused. I agreed, "Yeah... I guess that's the thing he wants to fuck you with."
She kissed me passionately, moaning as her lips met mine, "This is so fucking crazy John, what are we doing?"
I didn't answer, I simply kissed her back, letting her know that I loved her with all my heart.
A few minutes went by, we were in the midst of a passionate tussle, non sexual - but filled with our love. Her phone buzzed again. We let go of each other so she could look at it.
'You are killing me over here. Do you like it?'
She looked at me, as if I was going to answer it for her, "Go ahead, answer him... Be honest." I kissed her again.
She smiled, and grabbed the phone 'Oh god yes. It's beautiful.'
I winced as she hit send, but she continued to caress me as she waited for a response.
Sure enough, moments later. 'Thank you Ashley. Tell me this. Is it bigger than your husbands?'
Upon reading his response she bit her lip. She looked at me with caution. When I read the words myself they only served to excite me further, I didn't react. I simply said, once again "...Just be honest."
She looked surprised, but turned her attention back towards the phone, face red. She typed slowly this time, "Yes. It's much bigger."
It really was, probably twice as long and twice as thick, essentially making it three or four times the size of my organ, maybe more. That wasn't it though, it was black, and foreign, and it clearly enticed Ashley on a level that surprised her. Adding to that, it was now out in the open, and all three of us understood that he was much larger than me, and that my wife loved the sight of it. I looked down at her panties, the pink lace was darkened from her wetness.
Another text arrived 'I want you and John to both consider it ravishing you. I want you to ask yourselves... Does the thought of my big black cock pumping in and out of Ashley's gorgeous body excite you? You both need to be honest, there is no shame in such an admission. We are all adults, and we all have our own taboo fantasies.'
As I finished reading the text my head began to spin, but my dick strained in my shorts. I looked over at Ashley who had one hand on her chest, breathing heavily. She looked at me with sex in her eyes.
We sat for a moment, not saying a word. I decided to break the ice, "Does it?" My words were almost a whisper.
Ashley looked down at the phone, and then back at me "I don't want you to be mad at me baby..."
"Ash, I'm not, like I said... We are just being open and honest."
She spoke, sultrily and slowly, "I love you so much John... but yes. I want Richard to fuck me with this big cock." She scrolled back up a touch to continue looking at his manhood. My blood pressure rose, and my dick strained hard through my shorts. She looked down at my bulge, noticing my excitement.
She began typing a response, 'Richard, Yes. Yes, it excites us.'
We sat in nervous silence for a moment, and then a last, fateful, text arrived.
'Ashley, That's great news. It's too rare a thing for a couple to be open about their fantasies. Here's what's going to happen. In ten minutes I am going to come over and open the front door to your apartment. It should be unlocked. If it is not unlocked you will stop your teasing and we will continue on with our lives as neighbors, and nothing more. I will still be happy to help you both move when the day comes. However, if the door is unlocked, I expect you to be completely nude, on your marital bed, waiting for me. John will wait for me to arrive in the living room, and then walk me in to see you. No words will be spoken until you are writhing in pleasure.'



My heart nearly jumped out of my chest, I glanced at Ashley who was almost panting she was breathing so heavily. Her right hand covered her mouth, but she eventually found her voice "Oh god John..."
She looked at me with her beautiful eyes, partially filled with concern, partially filled with lust. I grabbed her and pulled her so that she was positioned in front of me.
"Put the phone down." I whispered it in her ear. She did, placing it gently to the side.
"Arms up baby." I maintained a calm cadence as I spoke.
She slowly lifted her arms up. I reached down, grabbing the base of her nightie, a loose fitting shirt. I slowly pulled it up and over her head, watching as her lovely milky tits spilled out, pale nipples hard enough to cut glass.
"John, W-What are you doing?" I could hear the nerves in her voice. I didn't answer. I simply pulled her back deeper onto the bed, laying her down. I sat up and grabbed at the lace pink underwear she was wearing, I slowly peeled them down her legs, the front of the lace clung to her moistened sex, eventually peeling apart entirely. She lifted her legs up so I could fully remove them from her body. She was now completely naked.
I stood up, my shorts jutting outwards from my erection. I looked down at Ashley and shuddered knowing that soon another man might be inside of her, potentially bringing her immense pleasure. I leaned down and kissed her passionately, she wrapped her arms around the back of my neck, matching my enthusiasm. She slowly spread her legs open and I reached my hand down, using my deft fingers to massage her sex. It was as wet as I'd ever felt her, her pussy was literally soaking, begging to be fucked.
"I'll be back." I whispered it to her, and kissed her one last time, heading towards the living room. Just as I was walking out she called for me, "John."
I turned back, looking at her, seeing her sexily laying on our bed, legs spread, massaging her incredible breasts. She spoke in an earnest tone, "I love you."
Her smile calmed me, her words immediately made me realize that no matter what happened here tonight, everything would be okay.
"I love you too baby."
I walked out of the room.
It felt like an hour before Richard walked through the front door, but it was probably only mere minutes. I spent my time pacing back and forth, staying out of eye shot of Ashley back in our bedroom. When I finally saw the door open, I thought I was going to have a heart attack my nerves were firing so strongly.
Richard strode inside, his same quiet and confident self. He looked at me and smiled, moving towards me. He reached out his hand to shake mine, somehow I found it despite the delirious state of mind I was in. He shook it firmly, and followed it up with an affectionate pat on the shoulder. I simply nodded, and began walking towards the bedroom.
I entered the room, Richard in tow. As we crossed the threshold I looked upon Ashley, still in the same position I left her in, breathing so hard I thought she might hyperventilate. I looked on as her eyes met Richards, they were distant and consumed with lust. I had never seen her in such a raw, sexual, state. The lights in the room were off, but there was plenty of ambient light shining in from the moon, and also from our living room. Her beautiful visage was a clear as day.
I walked towards my side of the bed and pulled out my desk chair, bringing it closer to the edge of the bed. I was shirtless, and still in my shorts. I looked up at Richard, who stood calmly at the foot of the bed, drinking the image of Ashley in. He was dressed in a tee shirt and khakis, I noticed that he was barefoot, only having to take two steps from his apartment to ours, it made sense.
He was smiling at her, and her at him. My dick was throbbing with such rigidity it nearly caused me pain. I couldn't believe the three of us were in our bedroom, my wife naked for him. I looked on as she continued massaging her gorgeous tits, opening her legs erotically to expose her sopping wet sex for his feasting eyes.
I noticed that Richard's khakis were tenting, absurdly. He stood still, pulling off his shirt and casually tossing it to the side of the room. I was immediately reminded of how much bigger he was than myself. He revealed an impressively toned body with large shoulders and a slim waist. I looked at Ashley who was gazing up at him, eyes glazed. Her lip was bitten.
Richard slowly began unzipping his pants, unlatching the button. They immediately fell to the floor.
Ashley gasped.
The picture sent earlier didn't do it justice. Richard's cock was jutting outwards, proudly, immense, black. It was probably a foot long and maintained an incredible girth across the length of it. Adding to the spectacle of his cock itself was a pair of massive testicles, his pouch as big as a tennis ball. It all hung there, rigid, and intimidating. I began feeling flush, light headed. I looked over at Ashley who had the widest eyes I'd ever seen. One of her hands was now gently smacking at her pussy, seemingly delirious with lust.
Richard stepped out of his pants and approached my wife's side of the bed, completely nude. His obscenely large, black manhood swaying as he walked. Ashley stared at it the entire way over. When he finally reached her he placed his left knee on the bed, giving her a close up view of his sex. She appeared to be in a trance, for she continued to play with herself as she stared at it, completely under it's spell. Richard reached down with his hands and gently took a hold of Ashley's breasts. Massaging one and then the other. He stroked some of her hair behind her ear, and continued. She opened her mouth as if to gasp, but no sound came out. The sight of Richard's large black hands contrasting against my wife's lily white tits almost caused my dick to erupt without physical provocation. I had never seen anything so exciting, so terrifying, so deeply arousing - in my entire life.
She arched her head back, this time letting out a low audible groan. I looked on as her legs squirmed in anticipation, she quickly brought her head back down, seemingly worried his manhood was no longer in view. It was clear she enjoyed looking at Richard's black cock. As she continued to stare at it he gently lunged his hips forward, giving Ashley no option but to take his sex in her hands.
She reached up with one hand, and then the other. Her small, delicate, white fingers slowly wrapped around his fat dark shaft. He was so thick that her fingers had no hope of fully encircling it. I recalled all the times she had stroked my throbbing member, using only one hand and easily touching index finger to thumb while doing so. I wondered what she was thinking as she slowly pumped on his massive dick, using both hands with plenty of room to spare. She bit her lip so hard I was worried she'd draw blood.
It was Richard's turn to tilt his head back in pleasure. My wife continued to pump his large cock, his plump balls swaying as she did. She noticed them, and gently reached over with her left hand, taking his scrotum in her palm. The sheer size of it was spilling out past the edges of her hand, but she massaged his balls all the same. Her massage eventually transitioned into a tickle, as she used her nails to gently tease his testicles.
I heard Richard grunt, and he once again thrust forward - this time bringing the tip of his cock inches away from my wife's mouth.
Stacey's eyes widened, perhaps the gravity of her actions further setting in, perhaps her excitement reaching a fever pitch. She looked up at him, and then back at the massive black cock that was hanging in her face, and she opened her mouth.
I was sweating from the excitement, a continued state of heightened eroticism permeated the room along with my mind. I instinctively began stroking myself as I watched Ashley take Richard in her mouth.
I looked on in horror as her tongue explored the length of his cock. She was possessed by her own lust, kissing up and down his shaft, taking as much of him as she could down her throat. She was infatuated with his manhood, and it was nearly incomprehensible to witness. I had to relinquish my grasp on my own dick for fear that I would explode, ruining the surreal mind state that I currently occupied.
Richard looked on as my wife showered his black cock with copious affection. He maintained his position for a few minutes, but eventually pulled back, shifting his entire body onto the bed in the process.
He looked down at my wife, who's legs were spread for him. Richard gently spread them open even further, positioning his massive member above the entrance to my wife's pussy. Ashley was beside herself, unable to pull her gaze away from the inevitable penetration. Suddenly, Richard slapped his slab of meat down upon her sopping mound. She screamed out, "Oh!"
He continued to slap his manhood across her folds, massaging them open and stimulating her moistened clit with the underside of his large shaft. She was already lost, moaning "Mmm! Oh my god!"
My vision was closing in on me as everything in the world disappeared except for the sight of Richard mounting my wife.
He teased her for a moment more and then pulled back, and pushed forward. Time froze as I watched his engorged black tip mush against my wife's sex, slowly disappearing inside of her. My jaw dropped as fat black inch after fat black inch pushed deep into her white pussy. Her head immediately arched back as she clawed down into our bed sheets, screaming out in incredible throes of passion "Oh God! Oh God! I can't believe ittt! Oh Goddd!!"
Richard continued to piston in and out, gently, but powerfully, on each consecutive thrust more and more of his black cock would enter my wife. Ashley's legs spread up in the air and her toes curled instinctively, she bent her knees in and locked her legs around his lower back as he drove into her. I knew he was filling my wife up like I never had. I knew he was deeper than I had ever been, I knew he was causing Ashley's previously uncharted nerve endings to fire off in pleasure, "Richarddd you are so biggg! Please fuck meee! Oh my goddd I can't believe how big you are!!" She was gasping for air as she took him inside of her.
I stared on in stunned disbelief, gripping into my chair arm rests so as not to reach for my own impossibly hard dick. Richard's shaft was glistening with Ashley's wetness as he began to pick up speed, completely filling her up with the entirety of his engorged black cock. He leaned in and kissed her, muffling her moans with his tongue. The sight of it sent my mind spiraling out of control. He leaned back up and continued his relentless assault on her pussy, his large black balls slapping against her incredible ass as he pumped his manhood deep into her being. She was losing control, "Richard! Oh God! Oh fuck! Oh fuck! I'm gonna... I'm gonna! Oh my... Oh!! Fuckkk yesss!!" Her body reacted violently, bucking like I had never seen before, she writhed and squirmed and clawed into Richard's back as her entire body convulsed. I looked on as her eyes rolled into the back of her head and then slammed shut. Her entire nervous system was hi jacked by her orgasm, the waves of pleasure exploding out from her quivering sex, taking a hold of her entire body as she moaned in guttural release. It was like nothing I'd ever seen.
Richard looked down at her, smiling, and then in my direction. He saw my mouth agape, totally blown away by what had just taken a hold of my wife. He gave me a thumbs up, and a smile, and turned his attention back towards Ashley. Her eyes were still closed, her legs still wrapped around his back, she was breathing heavily but seemed to be back from her otherworldly orgasm. She opened her eyes and looked up at him, dazed. She smiled.
That was when Richard spoke for the first time, "You are amazing."
She smiled wider, and replied "That... my goodness."
Richard began slowly pumping in and out of her once again, taking his time to let her recover. She looked down at their joining sexes, and bit her lip.
Richard spoke "Do you like it?" he looked down at her chest, noticing her large breasts swaying in unison with his thrusts atop her torso.
Ashley continued to bite her lip, and nodded.
Richard slowly increased his tempo, quickly spurring my wife back into a sexual high. She moaned as he maintained his deep strokes. "Mmm, Ohh... Yes. Yesss... That feels so incredible."
Without warning he pulled himself from inside of her, his large dick plopping out. I looked on yet again, unable to believe that the entirety of his manhood was inside of my wife. It was coated in a lather of white cream, clearly Ashley's essence had engulfed it during her orgasm moments ago. He grabbed her by her waist, pulling her up and positioning her on her knees. She was now facing towards me. He shuffled on the bed and aligned himself behind her. She was glancing back at him, squirming, spreading her legs and arching her back for him. She desperately wanted his big black cock back inside of her. He grabbed a hold of her waist and gently pushed her shoulders down so that her face was near the bed cushion. She maintained her balance with her forearms.
I looked on as he once again entered my wife, this time from behind. Her head arched back upon penetration and that's when she saw me. She blushed, and averted her eyes briefly, but thought better of it and returned them to me. She saw my erect dick, she saw my lust filled eyes, and she smiled sexily at me, mouthing the words 'I love you.' as Richard pumped his big black cock into her willing sex.
I mouthed them back. She beamed with what looked like pride, and buried her face into the bed cushion, taking him deep.
Richard began a verbal assault, attempting to fuel her lust even further.
"You look beautiful taking me, Ashley. Your pussy was made for big black cock, you know that right?" He spoke in a calm, but sexual tone.
I saw her hands claw into the bed sheets as she moaned loudly, "Oh God..."
"You like getting fucked by big black cock, don't you?" He smacked her ass, for the first time showing some mild signs of aggression. My wife responded to it, "Mmm, Oh God yes..."
"I want to hear you say it. I want John to hear you say it." He began to increase his tempo, her large tits began swaying beautifully underneath her as he pounded her.
Ashley moaned aloud, relenting to his request with no hesitation, "Ohhh! I love big... black... cock! Fuck me Richard!"
Something about hearing her confess her love for black cock sent me over the edge. I pulled out my dick and immediately began stroking it.
Richard knew exactly what to do and say to fuel us both, "Look at your husband. He loves to watch you take it..."
Ashley looked up at me, her body smacking back into Richard's massive cock as she did, her hands still gripping the sheets. She bit her lip when she saw me jerking off.
"He loves you Ashley, but he is a man, and he understands how incredible and erotic it can be to watch nature run its course." He smacked her ass again.
She began to enter another sexually inflamed state, moaning loudly "Ohh! Oh! Fuck!" she closed her eyes to better manage the waves of pleasure coursing through her body.
"Your husband realizes how beautiful you are, how incredibly womanly you are. He's smart enough to know that you deserve to be pleasured on a level that satisfies your primal instincts..." Richard grit his teeth, seemingly preparing for his orgasm, "...on a level that satisfies your soul."
Ashley screamed out and locked up, once again cumming all over Richard's massive black cock. The sounds of their mating sexes sent me over the edge. Richard too, froze, roaring out as he unleashed a torrent of his seed deep into my wife's womb.
I erupted, spewing my load all over myself as I looked on at Richard cumming deep inside of my wife. I came to the harrowing realization that this moment had always inevitable. From the day we moved into the apartment there was a natural, inherent chemistry between the two of them. They gravitated towards each other, getting closer and closer, more and more intimate. The social constructs of marriage or basic societal norms could not hope to compete with the natural, base, erotic magnetism that had just taken place on my marital bed. There was almost something evolutionary about it. Ashley's beautiful, feminine, sexual, white female body being penetrated by a large, hulking, black alpha male sex organ - it was something that couldn't be argued with.
I knew my wife loved me, and I knew we'd be together for the rest of our lives. Like Richard said, there was more to life and relationships than sex. But I also knew this wouldn't be the last time these two experienced each other, and I understood immediately, that my sex life would never be the same.
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The fan spinning above me seemed foreign, as did everything else in the room. I blinked my eyes open in a daze. I knew I was in my own home, in my own bed, but something wasn't quite right.
I looked to my left and Ashley was absent, sexually disheveled bedding in her place. I heard the commotion of pots and pans and breakfast sizzle emanating from the kitchen, but I made no attempt to investigate. I glanced at her nightstand and saw the package of birth control, opened, tabs missing. I cringed, and shook my head groggily as the sounds and images of the previous night ran through my mind. Moments ago I was certain it was all a dream. Realizing now at the onset of the reality, it felt more apt to call it a waking nightmare.
My neighbor had fucked my wife. Richard was a good man, and kind. He was also big, and black, and massively hung. I sat in witness as he bombarded Ashley with a blissful onslaught of powerful orgasms. Their first sexual romp was relatively quick. She was waiting for him on our bed, naked and willing. He mounted her sensually - eventually stuffing his enormous cock deep into her pussy. Mere minutes later she came with sexual ferocity, her entire body convulsing as waves of pleasure hijacked her nervous system. It was like nothing I'd ever seen. When she finally recovered Richard took her from behind, pounding Ashley with passion, eventually roaring and emptying his massive black balls deep into her womanhood. I came at the sight of it, spewing my own eruption across my lap as another man unleashed himself into my wife.
I thought that would be the end of it. I thought that singularly taboo moment, another man cumming in my wife, would douse this inexplicable flame of marriage altering exploration. I was wrong. I bore witness to another lust fueled session of interracial, extramarital sex, even cumming again at the sexual napalm occurring in front of me. Ashley rode atop him, beneath him, on her side, on her back. Her beautiful white breasts bouncing, responding to his powerful thrusts, her perfect milky ass shaking and jiggling as his onyx tube invaded her succulent, welcoming pussy. Her sopping wet sex clung to his large black organ as if it was destined to be penetrated by it.
As they mated their verbal exchanges grew bold. With each passing position, with each passing orgasm, their dialogue would enter realms of more extreme taboo, more incendiary sexual fuel. The memory of it crushed me, but somehow that same recollection caused my dick to harden.
My wife's blissful moans and groans escaping through her naughty words, "Mmm... Richard... I love your big cock." she would kiss him deeply after she said it, giving in to the moment.
Richard, to his credit, avoided disrespecting me, but in the heat of their more passionate exchanges certain truths escaped - despite the attempted bizarre decorum.
Ashley gazed downward, past her swaying tits, watching with bitten lip as his massive black cock plunged in and out of her. Richard would speak, "You like watching that?"
Ashley would moan and nod in response. Richard joined her in looking down at their colliding sexes, continuing to stir her passion "I love watching that married pussy take it all." Ashley moaned louder, and clawed into his back as he picked up speed. Her pleasure was undeniable "Ohh! Oh God! Richarddd! I can't believe you're fucking meee!" I looked on in aroused horror as Richard's massive black balls slapped against the lily rear of my wife. His mammoth organ plunged in and out of her, coated in a lathery cream of her cum. She continued to groan out her compliments through her writhing. "It's so... I can't... believe... how good it feels... Don't stoppp!!" They both exploded in delirious pleasure as they came, once again, in powerful unison.
That's the last thing I remembered from the evening.
Come to think of it, I don't even remember how I made my way to the bed. The last memory I have is erupting and then slumping back into the chair. Reality slipping away as I blacked out into a slumber.
Looking about my empty bedroom I had a hard time reconciling it all. How could I have let this happen? My wife was taken by another man last night, a man with a penis and body that was much more masculine than my own. I prided myself in being open minded on all things. I respected marriage while simultaneously recognizing its inherent flaws when contrasted against our programming as humans. Was my mind so open that I accidentally approached this idea too far separated from my vows as a husband? Why didn't Ashley put a stop to it? Did she not respect me as a man, as a lover?
No. That couldn't be it. We had great sex, a lot of it. I made her orgasm almost regularly... It was clear and evident over many years that I knew how to satisfy her. I thought back on the 'sexcapades' we had on our honeymoon, but my mind couldn't help itself, and a comparison to Richard was drawn. Another image of Ashley's body racked by mind blowing orgasm flashed across my eyes, massive black cock embedded inside of her pussy.
My mind began to race, and I suddenly felt a panic. For a moment I felt like we... like I... had made a horrible mistake. Our marriage would never be the same. Another deviant image flashed through my head, Richard's large shaft penetrating Ashley once again, her body writhing in incredible pleasure as he invaded her sex, her moans as clear as day. If it was such a terrible mistake than why did it excite me so, even now after the reality of it had occurred in this very bed?
Richard himself had said that many other couples explore things like this, that other husbands enjoy the outrageous taboo of witnessing their wife experience a larger man. I knew better than to believe that outright, but after experiencing this arousal, this inexplicably strong arousal...
Before I had time to further ponder our new reality the bedroom door creaked open. I looked up to see Ashley slowly entering, a tray of bacon, coffee, and orange juice in hand. She looked positively radiant, her entire aura seemingly glowing as she smiled at me. Her hair was perfectly kept, flowing down to her shoulders. She was only dressed in a short sleeved shirt and some linen shorts, but she looked beautiful nonetheless. There was a hint of embarrassment in her eyes as she spoke, "Good morning..." she glanced over at the clock on the nightstand, nervously, "Oops. I mean good afternoon."
She moved to the side of the bed and placed the tray down across my stomach, allowing me immediate access to my breakfast. Before I could offer my thanks she interrupted me. "We... s-should probably talk about last night." she stammered, clearly feeling some uncertainty. Clearing thinking of nothing else the entire morning.
Ashley sat down next to me, her large breasts bouncing under her bra-less shirt as her tush hit the bed cushion. Absurdly, my dick stirred at the sight of it. Even after the events of last night I found her relentlessly attractive. Another perverse mental image flashed through my mind, this time of Richards mouth suckling on my wife's large tits.
Reality slipped back in as Ashley grabbed my attention. She brushed her hair behind her ear, smiling at me "Hi." she said.
I took a reluctant bite of bacon, and returned her pleasantry with a mouth full of food. "Hi." I replied, chewing. I really didn't know how to act around her at this moment in time. My feelings were beyond conflicted, confused.
She prodded more, clearly overwhelmed with discomfort "Are you going to talk to me?" There were a mix of emotions in her eyes. I saw fear, I saw love, I saw that same confusion that I was experiencing.
I took another bite of bacon, this time following it with a gulp of orange juice, awkward in reply, "Yea babe - Of course."
She rested her hand on my thigh, asking with noticeable hesitation, "Are you... mad at me?"
I shook my head, and thought about it for a moment.
Was I? My wife had willingly slept with another man, but I was there for it. I was the one, in a short sighted erotic fog, that allowed it to happen.
I finally found my voice, replying, "No baby. No... I'm just. I don't know." I paused, long. She waited patiently, her hand still resting on my thigh. I looked at her, continuing, "I'm confused. I'm mad... at myself."
She responded with nervous energy, "Don't be! There's no reason to be mad! We are here in this bed, married, and in love with each other. I've been thinking about how lucky we are all morning. We are so comfortable and so open with each other. We just had some naughty fun, like a lot of married couples. Are you regretting it? Do you want to try another girl? We could do that."
She was speaking quickly, nerves controlling her cadence. It was clear she was experiencing some conflicting feelings, and her reassurance and offering was her own attempt as assuaging any lingering doubts she might have had - but she wasn't necessarily wrong. I refused to believe that the past few months of foreplay all occurred in a cloud of bad judgement. There was very real eroticism to it all, and during the entire thing feelings were expressed openly and honestly - between all parties. It really did just seem like something adults might do, some dangerous, naughty, sexual fun. Still, there were some very real consequences that needed to be dealt with. But the thought of another girl was the furthest thing from my mind, and I also wasn't completely willing to buy in on the concept that 'a lot' of married couples did things like this.
I replied, mirroring my thoughts, "What? Ash, no. It's not that, I don't want anyone else. I just doubt many married couples do anything like that." I shook my head in resignation.
Ashley made a face hinting at disagreement, and reached for her phone. She tapped a couple words and handed it to me.
The images on the screen were shocking, erotic, and bountiful. Seemingly hundreds of pictures of different couples, wives, other men, black men. Husbands photographing their wives enjoying much larger men.
My wife's voice chimed in, meekly. "They say it's the biggest sexual fantasy for married couples. It's getting more and more popular too. It's called cuckolding, or hotwifing, or swinging." she paused, and then continued again "I've been researching it all morning."
I looked up at her, "Why?"
She blushed, "I don't know... I guess I just wanted some... reassurance, or, confirmation. Last night was... exciting, and it seemed so... natural." The shade of red on her blushing cheeks continued to deepen. "I don't know. I just knew we couldn't be the only ones who had experienced something like that... and sure enough. It's everywhere."
I didn't know how to react to any of this, but the combination of the erotic photos on the screen and my wife's bold words caused my dick to begin to harden.
I finally found my voice, "I can't believe what I'm hearing." My face was flush, and my boxers were tenting.
Ashley noticed.
I saw a smile appear on her lips, and she reached for me. "Mmm. He's excited is he? I thought after that beating you gave him last night he'd need a couple days off."
She quickly reached her hand into my shorts, grabbing my shaft. I groaned and titled my head back. I couldn't believe wife had noticed my masturbatory marathon as I watched Richard pound her. A part of me was thankful, relieved, that she was finally touching me, and not another man.
I managed a delirious "I can't believe any of this. I can't believe we did it."
Ashley exposed me, stretching my shorts down. I glanced down and saw her hand pumping away at my manhood. I wondered what she thought of it now that she had experienced a much larger man. She spoke softly in reply, almost teasing. "I know baby. It was so crazy, so naughty." she nibbled sexily at my earlobe, causing my balls to boil at a rapid pace. "But it was hot, and I know we both had fun."
I clenched the sheets, melting back into the bed. My wife reached into her top and pulled out one of her breasts, resting it on my face and lips. I instinctively began slurping and kissing her nipples as she jerked me off. I found some room to speak in between kisses, my arousal providing me with the bravado I needed to ask about the night.
"So how good was it, really?" I managed, throatily. It was a stupid question - dangerous and loaded.
I glanced up beyond her smothering breast and saw her bite her lip, she nodded. "It was amazing..." She looked down at my dick, pumping even faster as she admitted her pleasure.
"I felt so... full. I never knew it could feel like that..." She continued pumping, my dick strained, impossibly hard.
"It turned me on so much that you were there. I can't explain it. When he was in me and I looked over and saw you watching. I felt so sexy. I felt like the naughtiest girl in the world."
Feeling emboldened, she asked, "Did you like watching me?"
I nodded immediately, I didn't care anymore. "Yes... It was surreal. You looked beautiful."
She smiled, looking relieved, her cheeks blushing again.
I pressed her thoughts, probing for more. "Would you... Do you want... to do it again?"
She stuttered, but continued stroking my sex. "No, I-Uh, I... don't know... Would you want me too?"
I knew she would want to, and a crazed part of me wanted to see her in that position again, but I knew we needed to be careful. "I... don't know."
Ashley leaned in to kiss me, sensing I was getting near to cumming "I always knew you were a bit of a voyeur." she leaned down and began whispering in my ear.
"Cum for me baby."
My mind wandered back to last night, specifically Richard's roar as he pumped his seed into Ashley, my wife's eyes rolling back into her head as she came harder than I thought possible, all over another man's big cock.
I erupted, spurting what seed I had remaining onto her hand and my stomach. She stroked me to completion, and then gave me a kiss on the cheek. "I love you." she said.
"I love you too."
A few hours had passed and Ashley and myself were snuggled on our couch watching television. With a bit more time behind me I realized the situation wasn't as dire as I had originally thought. If anything, I found myself even more relentlessly attracted to my wife than before. Seeing her uninhibited and freely enjoying herself on a heightened sexual level was something that I'll never forget. She was nestled on my lap and I kept stealing glances at her, soaking in her beauty, it was almost as if there was an entirely new woman resting on me, and I loved her.
I found myself needing to use the restroom. I tapped Ashley's butt, motioning her off of my lap. As i walked to the powder room I noticed a piece of torn paper on the floor, right next to the front door. Someone had slid a note inside. Upon picking it up I read the words, 'I just wanted to thank both of you for a wonderful evening, that was the most fun I've had in years.'
I walked back over to Ashley and placed it in her lap, "Someone left this note for us, I wonder who?" I offered, sarcastically, and returned to the bathroom.
Whilst inside I decided to text Richard. I assumed he may be wondering how we were both handling the aftermath.
'Thanks for the note, talk soon.'
A mere moment passed before the reply.
'Everything OK?'
I shook my head, another emotional aftershock, this new reality once again smacking me over my head. I thought on a reply.
'Everything is OK. A bit strange this morning, trying to wade through the circumstance, but we are happy and OK.'
A waited a moment before existing the bathroom, and another reply came.
'Sounds like a completely normal reaction, just communicate with her. My door is open whenever you want to talk. Thanks again. Shes an incredibly beautiful and sexual woman - and you are an extremely lucky man.'
On that much, I think, we could agree. I decided to poke some fun at him.
'After last night, I'd say you are as well.' I smirked as I hit send, shaking my head once again in absurd amusement.
An immediate reply, which was a laugh, and a thumbs up emoticon.
The easy line of communication between Richard and myself was another weight lifted off my shoulders. My mood continued to improve as the day went on.
The next morning, as I was leaving for work, I ran into him in the hall. Our conversation was brief, as he too was headed out to a meeting, but I decided to invite him over for the game on Sunday. I didn't want to make it seem like we were avoiding him, even though I think a part of me wanted to.
"I'll be there." he accepted, as we stepped into the elevator.
It was silent for a moment, but then he continued, "Really glad everything's alright with you two, but I knew from the first time I met you guys that you had a strong relationship. That was really half of the reason I was comfortable even discussing it with you."
He paused again, and then asked, cautiously, "Did you have a good time?"
I chuckled, and replied, "Everything that's been conditioned in me says I shouldn't have, but for some reason... Yeah, I got a huge kick out of watching her."
Richard's face relaxed even further, smiling.
"That's fucking great man. Unfortunately society programs us to think certain ways, but what happened the other night was simply human nature running its course."
He stuttered, catching himself, "...That being said, just so we're clear. I'm operating under the assumption that experience was a one time thing. I don't want you thinking that I'd simply expect something like that to happen again..."
I interrupted him, "Richard, seriously. No worries there man. I think I know you well enough to know that you don't take things for granted."
He patted my back as we walked out of the building, "Appreciate you, John. See you later."
I nodded, and we went our separate ways.
I arrived home later that evening to find Ashley preparing dinner in the kitchen. My nose hit by a delicious scent as soon as I walked through the door. After we exchanged an embrace and kiss hello we sat down for dinner. She was quiet at first, but eventually spoke.
"I ran into Richard in the hall earlier." she blushed.
"Oh?" I replied, taking another bite of my peas, remaining visibly calm but immediately feeling excited at the thought of them interacting.
"How did that go?" I asked, finally.
She turned her typical shade of embarrassed red, "Fine... He asked me how I was."
I laughed, "Yeah? What did you say."
She chuckled, easing the tension some, "I said I was fine."
"Fine, huh? Nothing was said about..."
She interjected, "Yeah... he asked me if I had fun."
"And?" I said, looking up at her as I took a sip of water, washing down a bite of pasta.
She blushed even deeper, "I told him I did."
"Good... Good to be honest." I took another bite. "...Did he say anything else?"
Her tone turned more cautious.
"We talked a bit, he seemed worried about b-birth control, made sure I was using some." she stuttered, admitting to the next bit. "He said he didn't mean to... you know, inside of me - he just got lost in the moment."
My dick jumped to full hardness, absurdly. I only nodded, not giving it away.
Sensing my discomfort, but not my arousal, she continued - moving away from the awkward reality of pregnancy risk, "He also said that I'm lucky to have you."
"Oh?" That piqued my interest. "Hows that?"
Her tone changed, and she spoke more seriously, "He said it takes a strong man to be confident enough to allow his wife to explore her sexuality, you know, beyond the normal boundaries. That it takes a loving husband to find pleasure in his wife's pleasure, that sort of thing..." She paused, and continued, "I think he's right."
I simply nodded again, unsure of how to process that, cautious but absorbing the logic of the statement. I replied, "Did he flirt with you much?"



She shook her head, "No. Not at all. But he told me you invited him over on Sunday, for the game."
I acknowledged the invite, "I didn't want it to seem like we were avoiding him, I kind of..."
She interrupted, "No, I agree, smart. I'll just order some pizzas or something."
I nodded in agreement, and we finished our dinner.
Later that evening we found ourselves in bed, naked, and exploring each others bodies like it was the first time. I was enraptured by her skin, by her curves. I passionately grabbed at her large breasts, pinching her nipples. It was impossible not to acknowledge that mere nights ago another man had fondled them. When I entered her i almost came immediately, it took my entire concentration to focus on not exploding. I slid in easily, she was sopping wet and welcoming. We made no mention of Richard, or the other night, but we both stared into each others eyes with a knowing eroticism. Another man had been inside of her, deeper than me, wider than me, pounding her feminine insides with primal masculine authority. He had stretched her sex, and made her body convulse and orgasm like it was her first time, and when he was done - he seeded her, shooting his cum deep into her womb.
We both came, myself explosively, and Ashley with a low and sensual moan - melting into each other and slowly falling into a melancholic slumber.
Sunday soon arrived and the evening went off without a hitch. There was no tension, sexual or otherwise, at least none that I could pick up on. The focus of the conversation was on the game, and other miscellaneous happenings. Like Ashley said, we ordered some pizzas, had some beers, and enjoyed a casual night as we had countless times before. If anything it seemed that Richard and Ashley were avoiding engaging in their usual flirtations. I guess it was an effort to reestablish a baseline decorum after they had been sexually intimate with each other. There was class and restraint shown by all parties in the room, as was to be expected. I saw them stealing glances at each other, but felt that was normal behavior for two people who had recently explored each others bodies for the first time.
A few weeks went by, in rather unremarkable fashion. We saw Richard a handful of times and the topic was never broached, it was almost as if that evening had never happened. Ashley and I maintained a healthy appetite for sex, slightly increasing in frequency since before the event - but we refrained from referring to it, for whatever reason. I was actually starting to think it would go down in our marital history as 'that crazy night', a one time step into uncharted territory.
Only a few more weeks passed, before I was proven wrong. It was a Saturday night when Richard stopped by. He had with him a very expensive bottle of wine, and world class Belgian chocolates. A client of his had given them to him as a gift, and he didn't want to break them open by his lonesome.
The evening started off normal enough, with a quick dinner and some light conversation. Ashley had politely declined the chocolate with her wine, stating that she was trying to diet. We found ourselves in the living room, but in this instance Richard had found his seat next to my wife, on the sofa. I was sitting across from them on one of our recliners. We sipped our wine and continued to chat over the background noise of the television. We engaged in a quirky conversation about one of the girls at Ashley's daycare. She had recently gotten married had shared some joking complaints about her newly minted husband. Richard offered some cutting commentary on newlywed life, and Ashley would laugh - resting her hand on his leg, and leaning into him flirtatiously.
As the evening progressed we finished the bottle of expensive wine, and broke open another, less impressive, vintage. We all had gotten a bit loose, and Ashley kept stealing glances at me, sex clearly in her eyes. On one occasion she leaned into Richard and lingered, looking in my directly devilishly. I smirked, instinctively.
Just as I was beginning to note the rising temperature in the room, my phone interrupted me. Work never called on Saturday nights, and as such I decided I better make sure it wasn't an emergency. I stood, walking into the bedroom to take the call. Luckily, it was just one of the secretaries with a minor paperwork issue, concerning to her in the moment but ultimately unimportant. She apologized for the intrusion and I soon walked back into the living room.
As I reemerged from the bedroom I noticed that Ashley's face was flush and her breathing was heavy. It looked like her top was ruffled and her skirt was bunched. I glanced down at Richards crotch and saw the unmistakable tent in his lap. She glanced up at me with a sexual, guilty look in her eyes. It was the look that I knew meant sex, the look that told me she wanted some cock. In the past I would have known it was my queue to take action, but tonight, as she glanced back down at the hulking manhood concealed beneath our neighbors pants - I knew she wanted Richard to fuck her.
I sat back down, feigning ignorance - nervous energy coursing through my veins.
We sat in silence for only a moment, and she spoke, sex lingering in her words, "You know, on second thought. I think I could go for some of that chocolate."
Richard nodded and stood - seemingly to grab the box of Belgians from the kitchen counter. Right when he was about to make his first stride towards them Ashley grabbed the rear of his pants. "No", was all she said.
He turned and faced her, looking down. There was a mix of confusion and arousal on his face.
My wife leaned backwards into the sofa. She lifted one leg sexually and slowly, gently rested the bottom of her delicate foot on the front of Richards pants. "I was actually hoping for something a bit bigger than those." she bit down on her bottom lip as the words escaped her mouth.
The energy in the room immediately changed. My face went flush and my heart started to pound. My reaction made more significant when I noticed that my wife's bare pussy was exposed upon lifting her leg. Her skirt had peeled up with the motion of raised leg, and her panties were nowhere in sight. Her mound was pale, inflamed, and clearly glistening with her wetness.
Richard said not a word, and merely began unbuckling his belt. He unclasped it and his pants fell to he ground. He was not wearing any underwear, and his mammoth black cock sprung outwards nearly a foot.
Ashley locked eyes with it immediately, a look of intense satisfaction took shape on her face.
"There he is." she spoke, softly - almost to herself. She smiled, looking up at him, sultrily.
Richard smiled back, and began unbuttoning his shirt. He was soon standing completely nude in our living room, my wife marveling at his sex once again. He stepped forward, "You like my black cock, don't you Ash." It wasn't a question.
The words, and his cock, hung there, imposing. She sat forward, bringing her hand up to meet his shaft. She immediately began caressing his manhood, stroking his black shaft with fervor. She nodded, "I love it."
Richard, seemingly more comfortable in his role, more willing to taunt, to tease - continued, "I want to see those pretty lips wrapped around it."
Ashley looked up at him, and then over at me. I provided no reaction other than a stunned blank stare. She smiled at me, and she leaned in, slowly planting sensual and wet kissing along his thick shaft. My dick began to strain painfully against my slacks, but I made no motion to expose myself, not yet.
I looked on as my wife transformed in front of me, turning into a woman possessed. She licked up and down the entirety of his cock, fondling his huge balls as she attempted to take his sex in her mouth. She could only get a portion of his sizable manhood in her throat before having to relent.
Richard was loving it, "Fuck yeah baby. That feels good."
As she pleasured him he leaned down and began to undress her, she lifted her arms and tore of her skirt in acceptance. Moments later her bra was off, my wife's large tits spilling out for his feasting eyes.
She pulled away from sucking him, and spoke, urgently. "I need you inside of me. Take me, please. Take me to bed." Her face was flushed red, her breathing nearly panicked, her eyes distant, and glazed.
Richard obliged, picking her up from the sofa, her beautiful breasts jiggling as he cradled her. He headed towards our marital bed, carrying my naked wife in his arms. His large black cock bounding as he strode, a stark reminder of what was going to be penetrating her womanhood in mere moments.
I remained in the chair, I was too stunned to move. I had a clear view into the bedroom, the door was wide open. The second he laid her down on the bed she began opening her legs, offering her sex to him.
Richard wasted no time, aligning his massive black cock at the entrance of her pussy, he thrust himself inside of her with passionate vigor. As his shaft slowly breached her marital walls she moaned, and the sound of the passion in her voice echoed off the walls of our home. He immediately started pounding her pussy.
"Ohhh! Mmm! Oh! Oh! Yes! Oh! Oh! Fuck! Fuckkk! My G-My God! Oh! Fuck Yes Richard Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck meee!"
The view into the bedroom was impossibly erotic. Richard was slamming into her, his massive black pouch slamming into the rear of her white ass, creating a perverse slapping noise. This time there was more passion between them, more need, less worry. They were mating, and it was clear by the way they took one another. I looked on in horror as Ashley's legs splayed open, wrapping around Richards body. Her delicate white hands reached outward and clutched his dark rear, pulling him - somehow - even further inside of her.
Her groans were primal, her words - scathing and true.
"My God! Ohhh! I love the way you fuck me Richard! Take me! Take me! Fuck my married pussyyy!"
I came, without physical provocation, exploding in my pants. My mouth was agape, and I couldn't reconcile this level of absurd arousal. I couldn't process her deeply disturbing words.
I didn't even have time to soften, another cry from Ashley had my loins stirring almost seconds after emptying themselves.
"I'm gonna cum! I'm gonna cum! I'm gonna..." The cry of her orgasm was harrowing, she had never made a sound like that before. It sounded almost ancestral, a beautiful woman being satisfied on a deeply human level. As I looked into the doorway of my bedroom I saw her entire body quivering, convulsing, as she laid beneath another man. They were kissing passionately as the pleasure waves of the orgasm cascaded through her nervous system, cleansing her being. They quieted for a while, and simply kissed, while she recovered.
There was a cocktail of emotions swirling through my mind. I was partially gutted and completely aroused. I stood, and slowly entered the bedroom, disrobing in the process. I needed to have her. Richard looked back at me as I entered, smiling. He waved me over, slowly pulling himself out of my wife. It was an obscene sight. His massive black shaft, coated in the juices of my wife's orgasm, slid out with a plop. Ashley's juices lingered, sticking to it even after he stood aside.
Her pussy was engorged, her hole, obvious. I stepped on the bed and entered her immediately. She felt sopping, warm, and loose. Her pussy had no time to recover from the beating that it received, but it mattered not - she still felt beautiful. I thrust in and out for some time, pumping my dick into my wife with delirious need. Ashley opened her eyes, looking up at me, smiling. She pulled me down into her, kissing me with love. "Fuck me baby." she whispered.
I had no chance of lasting, and I felt my orgasm unleash, blasting into my wife's pussy. She held me tightly as I shuddered, collapsing into her. "Thank you." she spoke, kissing me again.
I rested like that for a moment, and then leaned back, slowly pulling myself out of her, sliding out of her sex with ease. Richard wasted no time, patting me on the back and then re-assuming my role on the bed. He grabbed her by the waist and flipped her over, her gorgeous ass on display. He propped her up and he spread her legs, preparing to enter her for the second time of the night. She looked back with lust in her eyes.
"I'm such a naughty slut." she said, biting her lip, distant and aroused.
Richard thrust into her pussy, seemingly unconcerned that I had just cum inside of it moments earlier. He began to fuck her with incredible force. "Not just any slut... You're a black cock slut." He grunted as he thrust, and Ashley began to moan into the bed cushion.
"You're a married black cock slut, and you love it."
Inexplicably, my dick began to stiffen once more. I didn't think it would even be possible for me to experience an arousal again so soon after a second orgasm, but this situation was undeniable, sexual cocaine. Ashley moaned loudly at this words.
I collapsed into the same chair I bore witness to the first time she was taken, looking on as her huge tits swayed beneath her as Richard pummeled her pussy.
"Tell him Ash. Tell John that you love black cock. Tell him that you're a naughty black cock slut." He gave her ass a hard slap, and her head arched upwards. She looked in my direction, lip bitten again, moaning between words.
"Oh baby. He's right. I'm a naughty, mmm, Oh! I'm... Oh! I'm a black cock slut! Ohhh!"
I immediately began to stroke myself at her admission, my perversions getting the best of me.
"I'm sorry baby. Oh fuck! Mmm, Oh! I'm sorry! But I love his big black cock!" She looked right at me as she said it.
"Don't apologize." Richard said, slapping her ass again. "He loves that you're a black cock slut."
Somehow, he wasn't wrong. I was fast approaching a third orgasm, and I could sense that Richard was approaching his, his grunting began.
"I'm gonna cum in your pussy Ashley. I'm gonna cum in that married pussy. Tell John you want it."
"Ohhh! Oh! Fuck!" She was moaning loudly, ready to take him. "Cum inside me Richard. I love it when you cum in meee!!"
Richard roared, clutching into her hips, his massive black balls contracting upwards against his shaft, seemingly pulsing as he unloaded his cum deep into my wife's womb. Ashley clutched at the bedsheets so hard she ripped into them, screaming like a woman possessed as she accepting his seed.
I came, with barely anything left in the tank, but my orgasm was astonishing as my brain completely and willingly accepted the sight in front of me. My wife loves being satisfied by Richard's big cock, and I love watching it.
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I was staring at her now, watching as she peeled down her shorts, slowly exposing her gorgeous ass. Her naughty bits were concealed by a conservative bikini. Her shirt was already in the pile of clothes at her side, and her big tits were being held snugly by her elastic top. I was lounging at her side in my patio chair, sipping on a margarita by our pool.
My wife, Anna, is a beautiful specimen of a woman. She has dark flowing hair, grayish-green eyes, and a soft feminine face. Her body is curvy, like a classic pin-up girl from the 50's. She has large natural breasts, a trim tummy, and a plump ass that I lust over daily. The sight of her gorgeous tits and ass bouncing around our home never fails to excite me.
Despite the fact that she is brimming with physical sexuality, my wife is rather shy by nature. Anna's reserved disposition is a product of her development. She didn't really come into her own, physically, until college. She has told me many stories about her ugly duckling years, which seemingly lasted through most of middle and high school. Looking at her now, however, it would seem impossible that she ever suffered through such a phase. Anna's a bonafide sexpot, and earns lust-filled stares nearly everywhere she goes. It's actually grown to frustrate me. I'm married to such a beautiful woman, yet she refuses to acknowledge just how attractive she actually is.
My name is Timothy Wilson. Anna and I are both in our early twenties. I work in finance for a trading company downtown and Anna teaches at a local elementary school. We met during our senior year of University, and quickly fell in love. Our wedding ceremony actually took place only a few short weeks after our graduation. Things we tough going at first but luckily we had recently purchased our first home in an up and coming neighborhood just outside of Denver. The house itself was small, but it was newly constructed, and even though the other houses in the neighborhood shared similar cookie cutter layouts, we were still proud of it.
A splash of water quickly brought me out of my daze, as Anna dove into the pool. She gracefully swam under the surface for a time, eventually arising at the other end.
I stood, placing my margarita on the table. I quickly removed my shirt.
I'm of rather average build, standing at 5'-9" in height, and around 170 pounds in weight. I'm not especially muscular, but i'm not exactly a twig either. I hopped into the water with less grace than my wife, causing a splash and a subsequent giggle from Anna. We embraced, kissing each other as our wet faces gently collided in affection.
"I don't want to work tomorrow." she pouted. Her pretty lips looked tantalizing covered in the delicate droplets of water.
Our Sunday had been lovely so far, but the afternoon was quickly coming to a close.
I kissed her again, "Me neither babe."
"Lets both call in, take a day to ourselves."
I smirked in bemusement, "You know I can't tomorrow..."
Before Anna had a chance to argue a voice shouted out from across the yard.
"Oh, hey there folks!"
It was Bob Stevens, our neighbor. He's an older gentleman, about 50 years of age. He's also rather large, looming at around 6'-3" and carrying a thick frame. He was probably close to 230 pounds, not all muscle, but definitely in good shape for a man of his age. He was friendly, seemingly harmless, and ten years widowed. His wife had died from a rare illness, which was - in our short time knowing him - something that was clearly hard for him to talk about. He lived alone in the house next door, and we had struck up a good neighborly friendship with him since we had moved in.
Whereas every other house in the neighborhood was separated by a physical fence - for some reason our homes were separated only by a distinct change in the cut of the grass. Bob had retired early, apparently with more than enough money to do so. He was seemingly always working on his home, and his lawn condition was impeccable. The transition from our yard to his was a testament to that.
"Hey Bob, how goes it?" I replied. Anna slunk below the water instinctively, thinking that she was more scantily clad than she actually was.
He strolled over smiling, shears in hand, wiping sweat from his brow. His large frame interrupted the light of the afternoon sun.
"Oh you know Tim, just tending to this never ending mess of a yard." he paused, looking down at Anna and me. "You two sure do enjoy that pool, last couple that lived here never used it. Seems every time I look over you guys are taking a dip."
He wasn't wrong, we did enjoy ourselves some time in the water. "Just getting our moneys worth." I replied, smiling. "Fancy a margarita? We appear to have made way too much."
He shook his head, "I'd hate to intrude, already rudely interrupted by walking over here."
"Nonsense." I insisted "Anna babe, fetch him one if you would." I patted her ass underneath the water.
She smiled, slightly blushing, "Of course."
Anna slowly walked up the stairs and out of the pool, water cascaded off her large breasts as she strode. Her bikini was a conservative one, but it was still hot pink, and still a two piece bathing suit. Bob obviously hadn't seen that much of my wife's body until that moment, and I couldn't help but feel a strange pang of pride over showing her off to our older neighbor.
Bob was polite, but it was also clear he liked what he saw. He hadn't been shy about giving Anna a stare down or two since we moved in, again, nearly every man who comes into contact with her does. He deftly looked her up and down as she handed off the drink to him. "There you are." she offered, sweetly.
"Thank you miss." Bob tried to avoid gawking as he graciously accepted the drink.
Anna rejoined me in the pool and Bob managed a seat on one of the deck chairs. We drank and conversed for a while longer, but Bob eventually said his goodbyes, and we soon tidied up and headed inside for the day.
Later that evening Anna and I were making love. I was thrusting into her doggy style, watching as her juicy ass engulfed the sight of my six inches. She was moaning softly as she took me. My mind wandered back to the afternoon, and I chuckled internally, wondering what Bob would think if he could see her now.
That same thought caused a brief moment of panic, as I looked to my right in a hurry. I wanted to make sure our bedroom curtain was closed. Our one hiccup in purchasing the home was the expansive master bedroom window, which looked out into a small side yard and then into... Bobs master bedroom window. The homes were mirrored, and essentially on top of each other. It seemed like odd design, and in a few short weeks we had already exchanged a handful of awkward waves with Bob - who was seemingly unconcerned with his own privacy. The proximity was a problem even beyond the visibility. I was certain that if Anna moaned too loudly he would easily be able to hear her.
I shook the thought from my mind and continued to plow my wife. My orgasm caught me by surprise, and I erupted, spurting my load into her welcoming pussy. Anna gently whined as I came inside of her. I could quite often bring her to an orgasm during sex, but unfortunately, I didn't have it in me on this night.
After our shower we laid in bed together prepping for slumber. The memory from the afternoon popped into my mind again and in a restless moment I blurted, "Did you notice Bob checking you out today?"
Anna sighed, "You always think people are checking me out."
I laughed, "That's because they are. Especially our neighbor over there."
I saw her blush, "I guess... a little."
I continued, "The poor guy probably doesn't get much action. I guess I can't blame him for staring."
Anna slapped me playfully on the shoulder. "Pervert." she said, jokingly.
A few weeks went by and nothing more was said of Bobs leering. We had run into him a handful of times and each time he was friendly and welcoming. He even offered to help me pave our driveway coming up, which I accepted.
Things took a strange and erotic turn when Bob accidentally caught a glimpse of Anna, in a compromising position.
My wife has incredible tits. They are Double Ds, natural, bouncy, and without an inch of sag. They belong on a porn star, or an exotic beauty - not a housewife.
I was eating breakfast one weekday morning when suddenly she came running down the stairs, shrieking. She was red faced and angry. "Tim! Why did you leave the curtains open!? The towels are in the dryer and I walked out of the bathroom naked!"
I wasn't immediately sure as to why she was so furious, "Okay... and...?"
"Bob was right there! He was staring right at me!"
I nearly choked on my toast, coughing out a reply "Oh shit. I opened them to check the weather, I'm picking up that client from the airport today. I'm sorry babe."
She was unconvinced, still yelling, "Well I hope your happy! Our neighbor just got a good look at your naked wife!"
I couldn't help it, and laughed. It was harmless Bob, and part of me was enthused by my wife accidentally teasing the old man with her goods. "What's the big deal? I'm sure you made his day, hell, you probably made his year! Bob's harmless!"
She looked appalled, "I'm so happy this isn't a big deal to you! You're unbelievable!" She stormed off, back upstairs.
As I was leaving for work I ran into a red faced Bob, standing by my car.
He was stuttering, "H-Hey Tim. Look, I'm really sorry, I just glanced over and... I heard her scream, and..."
I stopped him, chuckling in resignation "Bob, look - it was an accident. It's no big deal."
He breathed a noticeable sigh of relief, probably having no idea how I would react to the situation. I continued, "Nothing you haven't seen before." and I gave him a pat on the back.
He chuckled, scratching the back of his head in embarrassment. "Jeez Tim, thanks... I hope you don't mind me saying, but you're a very lucky man." he blushed as he spoke, perhaps thinking that he was digging a deeper hole for himself.
The comment caught me by surprise, but also inexplicably, it excited me. There was something arousing about hearing him come out and admit to finding her attractive, especially after just seeing her naked. I mean, it was one thing to suspect it, it was an entirely different thing to hear it.
I replied, with a smirk, "Thanks. I know."
If it was anyone else, the comment might have angered me. But for some reason, coming out of Bobs mouth, I took it in stride.
I beat Anna home from work that night, and prepared a surprise dinner for her as a sort of make shift apology. I wasn't really sorry, I was more amused, and if anything - strangely proud.
She walked in the front door looking tired, but as beautiful as ever. At first she avoided talking to me, but her wall eventually came down.
"Sorry I yelled so much earlier, I know it was an accident." she admitted, " - I just felt... naked."
I chuckled, "Well... you were."
We ate in silence for a minute, and I told her, "I saw Bob as I left for work this morning."
She immediately blushed, "Oh God. I don't know how I'll be able to look at him again."
"Its not a big deal babe, c'mon." I tried to downplay the entire thing. I paused, continuing. "He actually told me that I'm a very lucky man." I glanced up at her as I said it, curious to her reaction.
She gasped, "He didn't!"
I nodded, "He did. He said you have an unbelievably beautiful body, and that you should be very proud of it." I added the last part. It was a white lie, but it was also completely true, even if he didn't say it exactly that way.
"What did you say!?" she nearly screamed the question at me.
I smiled, "I told him I know, I am a very lucky man."
She blushed, but this time it wasn't purely of embarrassment. There was a look on her face. It was the first time in years that she had heard another man openly compliment her naked body, a man other than me. There was a hint of excitement present in her shade of red.
Minutes later we were naked in our bed, fucking like animals. Her pussy was as wet as I had felt it in a long time, and I was rock solid. I couldn't help but probe the reasoning, I clutched her massive tits as she rode me cowgirl, inciting her with my questioning. "Damn baby, you're wet as fuck."
She moaned, arching her head back and grabbing my shoulders.
I couldn't help myself, and teased her, "Maybe we should let Bob get a look at your tits everyday."
She slapped my chest, "Stop it." Her tone was serious, but she didn't mean it, her teeth grit and she moaned through her words.
"What? I'm sure he'd love to get another look at these gorgeous things." I squeezed them again, pinching her nipples, a sensation that she loved.
She moaned loudly, grinding into me. Her pussy gushed, as she clamped down on my dick, cumming.
Her groan was loud enough to wake the neighborhood, and it caused my own orgasm to burst, as I came inside of her. Moments later we both slowly drifted off to sleep, without another mention of it.
A few days had passed and the weekend approached. I woke up late on Saturday and was groggily pouring myself some cereal when I looked out the window. To my surprise I saw Anna and Bob conversing. My wife looked to be planting some herbs in our garden, and Bob looked to be assisting her. She was dressed conservatively, but something stirred inside me at the sight of them interacting. Bob had seen her stark naked just days earlier, and here they were casually discussing botany.
Anna eventually came inside, a light sheen of morning sweat glistened on her skin.
I wasted no time, "I thought you were never gonna be able to speak to him again." I offered, with complete sarcasm.
She blushed.
I prodded, "Well? Was it awkward?"
"Yes! At first." She seemed nervous to be discussing it.
"What did he say?"
She fidgeted as she spoke, her blush not leaving her face, "Nothing, I don't know. He just came over and offered me help with the plants..."
She went to the cabinet for a glass and some water. Clearly feeling awkward. She continued.
"He apologized, but I told him it was my fault." She blushed deeper. "He jokingly told me if he could wake up to that every morning he'd finally be able to quit drinking coffee."
I couldn't help but laugh. "See! Nothing to worry about. What did you say to that?"
"N-Nothing, I guess I just laughed I think, I don't know. That was the end of the conversation."
We sat in silence for a moment, and she continued, "You know, I'm surprised you aren't more jealous about this."
I sighed, "Babe, it's Bob. Hes not an asshole, he doesn't have an agenda. He's our harmless older neighbor." I teased her more, "And it's not my fault you decided to flash him."
She called me on my bluff, "You know what I think!... I think you enjoy this. I think you like that I flashed him!"
I was caught off guard, but only for a moment, "I get a kick out of seeing you riled up, is all." I thought hard on my next comment, but said it regardless, "You know what I think? I think a part of you enjoyed teasing him."
"Tim!"
"Oh stop it Anna, it's not a big deal. I've been telling you for years to show off more of your body, you're a beautiful woman. I'm kind of glad you finally got caught."
"You're unbelievable! I can't believe I married such a perv."
I laughed, grabbing her by the waist and pulling her into my lap. "Stop being dramatic, and give me a kiss." She reciprocated, and I couldn't help but notice that she didn't deny it.
Another week went by without event, and we soon found ourselves enjoying another lazy Sunday. Anna and I had gone out with some friends for an early brunch, and we each enjoyed one too many mimosas.
We were back at home, frisky, rather tipsy, and pawing at each other on our couch.
Anna whined, "I want to go in the pool."
"So let's go in the pool." I replied.
She giggled and skipped upstairs to change, returning in her pink bikini.
"Not so fast." I spoke, the alcohol getting the best of me, continuing. "You never wear the bikini I got you on our Cabo trip, that thing was expensive and it gets no use."
Her face flashed red, but she said nothing. We regarded each other for a moment, and she slowly turned and went upstairs.
She came back down, nervous. Her beautiful tits were barely concealed by an incredibly thin black fabric, she spun around and her ass completely engulfed the G string. It almost looked like she was wearing nothing at all. It was perfect.
She clearly wasn't in agreement. "I can't go out in this."
"Yes you can, its a bikini, they are made specifically for people to wear, outside."
If she hadn't already had a few drinks, she probably never would have agreed. But I looked on as she opened the sliding glass door to head outside. She scurried across the deck and jumped in the pool in a hurry.
I went upstairs to quickly change, and when I arrived on our patio I noticed that Bob had made yet another appearance, and was already conversing with Anna. The refraction of the water obviously did a decent job of concealing just how much of her skin was on display, but at the same time, it was pretty clear she wasn't wearing much. There was a distinct look of regret on her face.
Bob greeted me as I walked over, "Hey there Tim. I was asking Anna if she wanted one of my famous Moscow Mules. She mentioned that you guys had broken the alcohol seal a bit early this morning."
I chuckled, nodding in agreement, "You know Bob. I don't want you to get the wrong impression. We aren't really heavy drinkers, but for whatever reason lately, on Sundays - we go nuts."
He laughed, "Sunday fun days is what you kids call it, right? I hear my niece say that all the time."
"Yeah, I guess so." I smiled, throwing caution to the wind. "I suppose I'll take you up on that offer. Anna?"
She shrugged her shoulders, smiling. "Sunday fun day." she said in agreement.
"Great." Bob seemed enthused that he was going to be able to share it with us, "Just need a little help in the kitchen carrying the liquor. Do you mind, Tim?"
Not sure what made me decide to throw this curve ball into the mix, but I did. "Shit. You know, I just remembered I had to send a client a quick document. Babe, why don't you help Bob out, I'll be right back."
I avoided looking directly at Anna, but I could see her death stare out of the corner of my eye. Without another word, I walked back inside. I quickly found my cell phone and pretended like I was typing away, walking toward the window for a view. I was smiling like an idiot in anticipation.
The window was ajar and it was easy to hear outside on the patio. I watched as Anna nervously walked out of the water, her beautiful ass on full display. The nipples on her big titties nearly edging around the fabric of her top as they bounced. Bob's eyes darted wide when he got a clear look at what she was wearing, but he recovered with poise. "Well... That sure is a beautiful suit." I heard him say.
Anna blushed, stuttering in reply. I watched as she quickly dried herself with a deck towel. "T-Thanks Bob. Tim made me wear it."
They began walking across the yard towards Bobs sliding door. "Well, he certainly has good taste.", I saw him smirk after the comment.
I looked on with strange excitement, watching as my wife's ass bounced back and forth, seemingly nude - as she disappeared into our neighbors house.
I got a view out of our kitchen window and into his. Anna was moving around the room, helping Bob pick up glasses and mix the vodka. She looked divine. I could no longer hear what was being said, but Anna and Bob began to laugh. I couldn't believe what I was seeing, my half naked wife was casually strolling around our neighbors kitchen. It was such an exciting sight, and it surprised me to realize just how much I enjoyed witnessing it.



Before long they exited his house, and were both walking back across the yard. I tossed my phone into the couch and rejoined them on the patio.
"Sorry about that." I spoke to both of them, but really - the apology was meant for Anna. She glared at me with fury, but I noticed that she suddenly seemed more comfortable in her suit. She no longer appeared to be in a rush to cover herself.
"No worries Tim." Bob said, placing the pitcher down on one of our tables, "Never gonna hear me complain about a beautiful woman in a bikini helping me out."
Anna blushed deeply, and I chuckled, "I guess that does make sense." I offered. I was ecstatic to hear Bob compliment her openly, but apparently his remark was Anna's queue to escape back into the pool water.
I decided to press, "Can you believe I had to talk her into wearing it?"
He replied, "You know, she told me, but I'm glad you did. Now everyone's a winner."
Anna's eyes were widened by the conversation, her blush was crimson, and I guess she felt the need to speak up, "Hello! I'm right here gentlemen! You're embarrassing me!"
Bob replied, chuckling, and handing me a glass of his drink, "You got absolutely nothing to be embarrassed about Anna, and I'm sure Tim agrees." Bob gave me a knowing smile.
I nodded as I took a deep sip, the alcohol from the morning clearly having a carefree effect on the vibe in our backyard. "Damn, this is good." I added.
"Thank you sir, been making it for years." I watched as he walked over to waters edge and offered a glass to my wife. Anna took a quick sip and also complimented the taste, "Wow. It really is good."
Bob nodded, pouring himself his own glass. "Careful with those, they're tasty, but they pack a punch."
The three of us settled into the patio, easing into a state of alcohol induced relaxation. I eventually joined my wife in the pool while Bob sat at waters edge. The conversation ranged from business to sports to entertainment, the cocktails kept flowing, and suddenly the three of us were all somewhat drunk.
Anna had seemingly now adopted the revealing suit like it was her second skin, entering and exiting the water without a care of Bobs lingering eye. As his state became more intoxicated his stares became more obvious. He definitely loved what he saw.
Anna had returned from the house with a tray of cheese and crackers, something to munch on. I watched as her glistening body bounced over to me, leaning down I stared directly at her massive tits. I couldn't help it, and a compliment escaped my lips, "Goddamn babe. Look at those things."
"Tim! We have company!" Anna scolded me, smiling with an embarrassed look on her face. She turned to walk over to Bob.
Bob had heard what I said, and had seen what I said it about. He stared right at her tits as she offered the plate to him. He spoke, "I have to agree with Tim. That top is all but a formality at this point." He blushed after the words escaped his mouth, realizing the comment may have been inappropriate.
Anna reacted, "Okay, that's it! Everyone's officially had too much to drink!"
Bob and I broke into a unified laughter, and Anna rejoined me in the water. We all lingered in silence for a moment, until Anna decided to suddenly give Bob a hard time.
"Why haven't you joined us in the pool, Bob, you afraid of the water?"
Bob replied chewing, mouth half full of cheese and crackers, "No suit, to be honest. Actually cant ever remember owning a bathing suit."
I sneaked up behind Anna, grabbing her waist. A couple hours had gone by and I was growing intoxicated by her exposed body. I wanted her, and I didn't care. I was also, drunkenly, absurdly, wanting her to give Bob another show. I whispered into her ear from behind. "It would really turn me on if you ditched your top."
She turned, facing me. "Tim, Bobs right there. Stop it." I could tell there was some excitement in her eyes, to go along with her intoxication.
I pressed her, "C'mon babe. Toss it, and then I'll kick him outta here so we can have some fun."
Anna looked right at me with sex in her eyes, whispering, "Fine, but don't get mad at me if you regret this."
I looked on, frozen, as she slumped under the water. She slowly untied her top, and suddenly her thin black bikini was floating in the water.
My dick stirred at the sight of it, and just when I thought she was done, I saw her playing around even deeper in the water. Suddenly another bunch of black fabric broached the waters surface. My wife had removed her G string!
I immediately went erect at the sight of it, and Anna stared at me with a teasing look in her eye. She grabbed her newly removed suit, balling it up in her palm. Inexplicably, she tossed it at Bob.
"Found a suit for you!" she teased.
I couldn't believe it!
The wet fabric hit him dead in the chest, startling him for a moment.
Bobs face immediately revealed the knowledge that my wife was now naked. He grabbed the suit, bunching it into his pocket, jokingly. "Souvenir!", he shouted.
The guy was quick with the wit, I had to give him that much. Anna and I both laughed, but there was now an air of eroticism that permeated the patio.
Bob quickly grabbed his empty glass, shaking it around in joking complaint, ice rattling against the sides, "I could really use a refill, but I'm just so damned comfortable. I'd really hate to move."
Anna looked at me, blushing, but her eyes were semi glazed, the alcohol and her arousal were getting the best of her. She shrugged at me as if to say, "You asked for it."
I watched on in immense arousal as she slowly exited the pool. Her large breasts now jiggling free, her beautiful pale nipples extremely hard in the afternoon sun. Bobs jaw dropped open in response. Her gorgeous ass escaped the water, and when she turned - it was possible to catch a glimpse of her sex. I had never been so turned on in my life. I couldn't believe the shift in her demeanor, just weeks ago she was one of the most reserved and protective women imaginable. Now here she was strolling around our patio completely nude, our neighbor feasting on her body with his eyes. I knew the alcohol was partially to blame, but so was my constant prodding.
Bob and I both watched in a stunned daze as she sultrily strode across the patio. She grabbed the pitcher of mix from the table, and returned to him, leaning over. Her large tits swayed forward as she bent, hovering above his body. She topped his drink off, seemingly intoxicated with arousal, "There you go." she said, sexily.
Bob couldn't help himself. Slack jawed. "God damn! Those tits!" He looked over at me in incredulous fashion. I just smiled back proudly. He continued to gawk at her as she slowly returned to me in the water.
I had never felt so proud of her, so turned on by her. I looked up at him, smiling. "I know it Bob. I'm a lucky fucking guy."
Anna kissed me with furious passion, and I knew she was inflamed, she whispered to me, "Baby, I'm so horny."
She instinctively reached underwater, finding my erect dick and removing it from my trunks. To my complete shock, she shoved me inside of her.
I was beyond aroused, but also confused. I instinctively began thrusting into her, scooping her up and wrapping her legs around me. I didn't give a second thought to the fact that Bob was right there. I moved her up against a wall of the pool, propping her up and exposing her body as I fucked her. She began to moan without a care.
We were both lost in our lust, seemingly unconcerned with our neighbor. We had never done anything even remotely this risque. I was lost in passionate delirium until Anna startled me by screaming out in surprise, "Oh! Oh my God!"
She was looking to her left, towards the side of the pool, and more specifically - towards Bob.
I glanced over, reminded of his presence, feeling my first pangs of regret and embarrassment, until I saw him.
Bob was staring right at Anna, watching as I made love to my wife. That wasn't what shocked her though, what shocked her was the fact that he had exposed himself, and was jerking off as he did. But beyond even that, was the alarming fact that Bob was massively hung.
His hog was enormous, maybe eleven inches long and incredibly thick. His large hand was pumping away at his member as he watched me penetrate Anna. We both noticed his size immediately, and it stunned us equally. Bob saw us gawking at him, and apparently felt the need to speak.
"Fuck... I'm sorry Tim. Your wife really gets my motor going and I'm not thinking straight. I shouldn't have pulled this guy out. I'll tidy up." He was blushing as he began to attempt to stuff his engorged meat back in his shorts, but Anna interrupted.
"Don't! I... I don't mind...", she blushed as she spoke, never breaking eye contact with his cock.
She spun around, looking at me with glazed over eyes. "Fuck me baby." she whispered it. Her tits were spilling out over the edge of the pool, now resting on the smooth tile surface.
Who was this woman? And why did i adore her every ounce of being?
I thrust into her yet again, this time with aggression. I took her from behind with vigor and speed, she was bouncing back and forth responding to my thrusts.
I soon noticed that she was staring at Bob, and Bob at her, and it only served to stir my passion further.
Anna was moaning loudly, I began to worry that the entire neighborhood would hear her. Despite that, I reached under the water and clutched her hips tightly, and attempted to get her to pop.
Bob was lost in tunnel vision, and drunkenly spoke to my wife as he watched, "Damn Anna, you got me hard as a rock." I glanced over once again and saw his immense member, unable to believe that our harmless older neighbor was packing such heat. He drew attention to it by shaking it as he spoke to her. Just when I thought things couldn't get any more excitable, she complimented him, "That's a damn big cock Bob!"
Beyond the fact that I had never heard my wife use the word 'cock' before, and beyond the fact that she had just complimented the size of another man. I was already past breaking point. I erupted, as did she, her pussy tightening around my dick as I came. She moaned loudly, and then we heard Bob.
"Fuck yeah, give her a proper fucking." His words escaped through grit teeth. We both looked over to see him erupting, rope after rope of cum exploding from his cock, his massive balls contracting tight to his shaft as he came. He groaned as he had his orgasm.
Eventually we all came to a still, and silence suddenly occupied the patio. The absurdity of it all caused me to erupt into a laughter, which was eventually mimicked by Anna, and then Bob.
"Alright neighbor, I think we're heading in for the night." I said, exasperated.
Bob, coming to his senses, and concealing himself in his shorts, spoke.
"Jesus. What the fuck just happened?"
Anna laughed, and I replied, "I have no idea."
He stood, embarrassed, and red faced. "I'll get this stuff in the morning." Referring to the alcohol mix and glasses. He turned to walk back to his home, and stopped, "Thank you both for the world class hospitality." He said, with a smirk, and vanished around the corner.
My wife looked at me with a cocktail of emotions in her eyes, but all I could do was kiss her, with love and passion.
For whatever reason, Anna and myself didn't speak of the event for a few days. We were quieter than normal with each other, and I chalked it up to us both needing some time to digest the experience. It was clear our sex in the pool was some of the best we'd ever had, but the question was... why?
Anna finally brought it up over dinner one evening.
"Do you want to talk about the other day?", she asked, softly.
I feigned ignorance. "What's there to talk about? We had some drinks, and an incredibly beautiful woman caused two men to behave idiotically." I paused, smiling, "Its a tale as old as the earth itself."
"Not it isn't Tim. We're married, and married people don't behave that way."
"Bullshit Anna. Tons of married couples do things like that. There is nothing wrong with what happened."
My tone was harsher than I intended, and I softened it with my next question, "Why do you say that... Do you regret it?"
She was playing with the peas on her plate as she spoke, "No, I- I don't know."
I had to reassure her, to make her understand that it was okay to behave as she did, "I've never seen you so sexually free, so excited, you were like an entirely different woman."
That caused her to blush, "...I guess I had fun." she said, giggling.
I smiled at her, relieved by her response, "Not as much fun as Bob had."
That caused her blush to deepen, and she chuckled, "Yeah, what a perv."
I called her out, "Maybe, but I could tell you enjoyed teasing him."
Her nerves got the best of her, and she slipped up, replying "... I was just surprised by how big his honker was." When the sentence escaped her mouth, she shut down, blushing again. She quickly tried to form an apology, thinking she hurt me with the comment, "I - I'm sorry... I"
I wasn't an idiot, I knew his cock had intrigued her. "Babe, please. I know. Who would have thought that horny old goat was hung like a donkey."
She blushed, and we slowly finished our meal.
When I was fucking her in bed later that evening, I brought up Bobs size again, refusing to let her escape without admitting the truth. It sort of fascinated me to hear her discussing our neighbors manhood.
"Don't feel bad about seeing his cock sweetheart, I could tell you liked it."
She grit her teeth as i pummeled her from behind, surprised by my comment, "Wh-What? No- I..."
I slapped her ass, "Please Anna, you were staring at his cock the entire time I was fucking you."
She moaned, "No- I... I've just never.. Oh!... I've never seen one that big."
I leaned down and kissed her back, still pumping away, "I know you haven't, and you liked it."
She moaned loudly this time, and I implored her to tell me, "Just admit it!"
She groaned, "Ohh!" and grit her teeth, "Fine! You pervert! I liked it... Oh! It was big... and manly, and it turned me on!"
We both erupted into a mutual orgasm, collapsing into each other.
A few more days passed and I realized we hadn't seen Bob since that fateful afternoon. Finally, we bumped into each other in the front yard as I was heading into work.
He was somewhat awkward at first, mirroring our last driveway conversation.
Scratching his head as I approached, He began, nervously, "God, I don't want to make these talks a regular thing Tim. I'm just not sure I behaved appropriately the other day."
"You behaved same as us Bob, nothing to be worried about. We all had quite a few drinks." I paused, deciding to admit to the next bit, "Besides, I've been trying to get Anna to loosen up for years now, glad its finally seeming to work."
He seemed relieved once again, "That wife of yours, I don't have to tell you. She's something else." he paused, "If every Sunday played out like that, I'd die a happy man."
I laughed, "You and me both." I opened the door to the car, "I'll make sure to holler the next time we have a pool day." I chuckled, feeling oddly free by the comment.
"Much obliged." Bob said, grinning. As I drove into the office I couldn't help but shake my head in amusement over how strange and exciting things had gotten.
Upon waking the next morning I opened the bedroom curtains to see Bob yet again, shirtless and walking around in his bedroom. His torso was thick, muscular, and somewhat hairy. He noticed me, and gave me a goofy wave, which I reciprocated.
I headed into our bathroom just as Anna was exiting the shower. Her beautiful body immediately began to excite me, and I quickly had an idea.
"Your admirer is over there, waiting for you." I said it casually.
It was too early, and she didn't immediately know what I meant, "Huh?" she replied, yawning.
"Bob's waiting for you.", I said it with a knowing smile.
She blushed, smirking "What do you mean?"
"I just waved good morning, he's in his room."
"Pervert." she smirked, but she walked out naked all the same.
Her face was red, with no alcohol in her system to give her courage, but she willingly flashed him all the same. I saw her wave, her huge breasts bouncing as she did. She smiled wide, and did a flirtatious curtsy.
"Alright, that's enough. It's too early for this." she said, and moved to close the curtain. Just as she was about to slide them shut, she stopped, "Oh." was all I heard her say. It was softly said, with a sexual tone.
I was brushing my teeth, watching her from inside the bathroom door. I had no view of the window, or Bob. She slowly sat down on the edge of the bed, watching him.
"Well Tim." she said. "Our neighbor is flashing his big piece of meat at your wife again." She chuckled, absurdly. I almost dropped my brush, and spoke with a mouth full of toothpaste, "You're joking."
"No... I'm certainly not. He's naked, and he's jerking his big cock for me." she paused, biting her lip. "God... That thing is huge." the last words escaped her mouth with a huskiness. I looked on as she instinctively spread her legs, exposing her pussy just to him for the first time.
I became impossibly excited, I had to have her that instant. "Alright Anna, close the damn blinds!" I began removing my pants as I said it.
She looked in my direction, with a sarcastic, pouty reply, "Aww, do I have too?" It was said in jest, but it excited me beyond measure.
"Close them!"
She smiled, standing up. I saw her wave goodbye to Bob, pointing to her wrist as if to indicate she was late for work.
As soon as she shut them I attacked her.
We fucked three times that morning, and neither of us made it to work.
A couple more weeks went by without much development, until something incredibly naughty, and incredibly erotic, changed things drastically.
Anna and I had just finished eating a lovely dinner, accompanied by a few glasses of Cabernet. We were lounging on our couch when my phone rang, it was Bob. I found it odd, because he had only called me a handful of times in the months that we'd known him.
"Neighbor." I answered it, as a I took a sip of wine.
"Timothy." He replied, jokingly.
"How can I help you?" I said.
On the surface, his voice was calm and deliberate, but there was an undertone of nervousness hidden in his words, "Hey man, I think I'm kind of fucking up this casserole that I'm making, and I need to bring it to this party for a friend tomorrow. Don't suppose there's any chance I could borrow Anna for awhile?"
I sat up, suddenly at attention. I wasn't sure how to react to the request - it was completely out of the blue. I stood up and walked slowly into the other room, "I- Uh. Yeah. I don't see why not. Let me see if she's available."
I paused, continuing, my words careful, "You just need help with a casserole?" I wanted him to be clear with me.
"Well sure, oh. I also wanted to give her the bikini back."
I had forgotten that he even had it. "Oh. Well that's sure to make her blush. I think she forgot that you even had it." I chuckled, awkwardly.
"Good! She deserves a little embarrassment. Teasing an old man like that." he laughed.
I don't know why I said what I said next, but I did, "Yeah, the nerve of this woman. You should probably teach her a lesson Bob." I said it somewhat jokingly, but the words hung there in dead air.
Bob replied, seemingly hinting at something, "You know what Tim. That's a great idea. I'll give that wife of yours a taste of her own medicine."
My face flushed, and I became filled with an odd, confused excitement, but I replied, "Alright. I'll send her on over."
"Good man." he replied, hanging up the phone.



I slowly walked back into the living room, trying to shed the expression of arousal from my face. Anna was waiting for me.
"Who was that?"
I acted nonchalantly, "Bob, he needs your help with a casserole."
Her face flushed red almost immediately. I was sure, she too, suspected an ulterior motive. "What ...right now?"
I nodded, "Yeah. He needs it for a party hes going to tomorrow, said hes butchering it - needs a woman's touch." I tried acting cool, as if the request was completely of the norm.
I suddenly realized that she was already dressed for bed, wearing a sheer nightie that her tits loved to bounce around in. It wasn't exactly erotic lingerie, but it wasn't something you'd wear anywhere other than in your own home.
The look on her face was one of excitement, confusion. "I- I guess I can help. I'll change real quick."
"No." I said, "You'll only be a minute." I gave her a knowing look.
She stood, blushing. "I- I don't know Tim. This isn't appropriate", pointing to her outfit.
"Really? That's the most clothes you've worn around him since we moved in." I said it jokingly, but my dick was stirring at the thought of her going over in her silken fabric.
She smiled, "Alright babe. If you say so.", she slowly walked to the rear, and opened the door in a teasing fashion, giving me one last look as she headed outside - a naughty grin on her face. "Gonna go help with a casserole." she said it almost as if she knew that wasn't all that was waiting for her at Bob's house.
I loved this woman. I watched in slow motion as she strode across the yard, approaching his house.
My heart skipped a beat when I saw Bob, he opened the rear door, shirtless and full of presence. He was wearing nothing but a pair of shorts, it seemed.
They smiled at each other, Anna blushed, and he put his arm around her waist, ushering her inside. Suddenly, she was out of my sight.
I scrambled for a view into his kitchen, but the blinds were closed. The light from inside was barely bleeding through the edges of the window.
My heart suddenly began to beat faster, but I forced myself to take a seat on the couch, and wait. Ten minutes passed, then twenty. All the television in the world couldn't make my mind shift gears. In a moment of fear I ran upstairs to get a terrified look into his bedroom, darkness, curtains open. I guess they were actually in the kitchen.
Another ten minutes passed, and I began pacing around the living room. After nearly 45 minutes had passed my mind got the best of me. I headed out the back door, slowly walking through the yard - trying to get a look into his kitchen. The light was on and it looked like there were some pots on the stove, but there was no sign of Bob or my wife.
I finally decided to creep down the side yard, eventually arriving at his living room window. There was a fortuitous gap in the curtain - or so I thought.
What I saw shook me to my core, but it also nearly made me faint from arousal. Bob and Anna were sitting on his couch. The first thing I noticed was that my wife's nightie was pulled down to her waist - her beautiful big tits exposed. Bobs massive mitts were pawing them, massaging them, pinching her nipples. I could make out my wife's faint moans through the glass as she titled her head back in pleasure. In a horror I realized that Bobs shorts were around his ankles, and his massive cock was exposed and towering upwards, impossibly big. I nearly collapsed when I saw Anna's delicate hand was wrapped around it. She was pumping him, her fingers slowly massaging up and down his impressive shaft. His hefty scrotum jostling up and down with her strokes. Her small fingers had no way of encircling all the way around his thick girth, but she stroked him passionately nonetheless.
My mouth had gone dry, my eyes wide, my knees weak - but before I could even react, Bob exploded. I witnessed his incredibly heavy balls pull upwards, pulsing, as a torrent of his cum unloaded from his engorged head. Rope after rope of thick seed showered down into both of their laps, coating Anna's hand as she pumped him to a satisfying completion.
Bob tilted his head back, clearly delirious in delight, groaning as he came from my wife's touch. I ducked back behind the wall, listening, stunned. My wife spoke, sultrily and aroused, "Wow Bob, you cum so much."
Bob replied, "Thank you darling. It's these big balls of mine." He paused, continuing. "God, that was fucking great." He laughed. "Can't tell you how badly I've wanted us to do something like that. You have a magical touch."
Anna's voice was nervous, confused, aroused, "I can't believe we just did that! Tim's gonna kill me!"
Bobs voice suddenly turned reassuring, I peeked inside to see him covering himself, Anna strapping her nightie back over her shoulders, both of them standing up, "Tim gets a kick out of you being a naughty girl, Anna. He's gonna love it."
She nervously walked out of my line of sight, heading to leave, "I hope your right..."
I sprinted back into our house, nearly diving onto the couch in our living room, trying desperately to appear composed.
I soon heard the sliding door open slowly, and I saw my disheveled wife walk into the room. Her hair was a mess, and her breathing heavy. The nightie was ruffled, and her face and eyes displayed a terrified expression.
I had never been so attracted to her. I stood, saying nothing. I grabbed her by the arm and threw her down on the couch, "T-Tim. W-wait..."
"Shut up." I said, lifting her nightie and exposing a sopping wet pussy, I flipped her over and buried myself in her sex with an unbelievable urgency. I had never felt her so soaked, she was beyond wet.
"God damn it Anna. I fucking love it when you act like a slut." I slapped her ass harder than I ever had before.
She moaned loudly, "Oh God Tim! Oh no! I was bad, I'm sorry!"
"Did you like playing with his big cock, you dirty little slut?" I grabbed her hips, and pounded into her with fury.
"Ohhh! No! How?" Anna buried her face into the pillows as I took her. She was overcome with shame, confused by my knowledge, but her pussy was gushing with her wetness. She was as horny as I could ever remember.
She started to buck hard, her pussy contracting violently, she screamed into the fabric of the couch cushion, cumming powerfully.
The sight of her orgasm caused my own eruption, and I spewed my seed inside of her, collapsing down on her back.
We slowly rolled off of each other, panting, red faced.
As soon as I caught my breath, I looked at her, "Tell me what happened. Tell me everything."
She sat up, gathering herself. She was nervous, and awkward, still breathing heavily. "I... I went inside and we were in his kitchen, mostly." She was stuttering as she spoke, "H-He, was brushing against me a lot in the kitchen, and I could feel him. He was excited." she covered her face in embarrassment.
"Its okay baby, I want to hear. Tell me."
"He came up behind me, and started playing with my boobs... It...It kinda got me kinda hot, and i was too embarrassed to tell him to stop."
I couldn't believe it. "Did he say anything?"
"He uh... um, he just said that he loves my tits, and that he can't get enough of them..." she paused, clearly excited by the memory.
"Once I finished with the food I covered the lid and set it to stew for a few minutes. I turned but before I could try to leave he pulled me into the living room sat me down on the couch."
She was blushing deeply, fidgeting in her seat as she explained it, "H-He kept playing with my boobs, and I just sat there, frozen. He stopped for a second and quickly pulled his shorts down, and his honker flopped out."
I, inexplicably, started getting hard again - hanging on every word of hers.
Her blush was deep, her eyes avoiding mine, "He asked me if I liked it."
My throat was suddenly dry, "Keep going Anna. What did you say?"
"...I... I told him I loved how big it is." she paused, and blushed even deeper. "He grabbed my hand and slowly brought it down to him, I don't know what came over me but I just... I don't know!"
I croaked, "Its okay baby... what else happened?"
She bit her lip, "He told me to play with his big hog, and to make him cum..." she paused, and took a deep breath, "So I did."
"Holy fuck." I replied, breathless.
"Oh baby what are we doing!? This is crazy!" She screamed, burying her face into her hands in confusion. I responded by pulling open her legs, exposing her inflamed sex. I gently shoved her back into the couch and aligned my manhood at her folds, "You're finally being a naughty girl, and i'm loving every second of it!" I said, as I stuffed my six inches into her.
A couple more days passed, and I arrived home late. I walked into the house, but Anna was nowhere to be found, despite her car being in the front driveway.
I shot her a text, "Where are you?"
A few seconds passed, and I received a reply, "Being naughty", she closed the message with a smiley face wink.
My blood pressure immediately shot up, I tried to look over into Bobs house but I couldn't make out much.
"What are you doing?" I replied.
I paced around the room, a minute went by, and then I received a message.
It was a small phone video, more arousing than any porn. My wife was kissing Bob's massive shaft up and down, wrapping her lips around his member and stuffing as much of his meat into her mouth as she could. Her small hand was massaging his heavy balls as she blew him. The noises of her suckling sent me over the edge, and I instinctively dropped down onto the couch, exposing myself. My wife was using her mouth on our neighbors manhood.
I heard Bob through the recording, "Mmm. Fuck yeah baby. Suck that big cock."
It looked as if Bob was holding her phone out in front of them, but the only view I had was of his large cock, and my wife's face, lips, and tongue providing it with pleasure.
She stopped for a moment, looking at the camera, and smiling wickedly. She then began planting wet kisses up and down his immense shaft.
"Fuckkk. That's it Anna. Show him how much you love this big hog."
I heard a giggle, and then the video stopped.
I replayed it immediately, and I only made it a few seconds in to my second viewing before I erupted, cumming on my lap.
"I need to see you." I texted her urgently, deliriously. A few moments and then a reply, "I'll be home in a minute, I'm gonna make him cum."
I groaned, leaning back into the sofa, a bizarre wave of relaxation overcame me, almost as if I feel into a momentary trance. Just as I was about to drift into a sleep the sliding door opened. Anna walked in, disheveled, but she wasn't scantily clad this time. She was actually still in the same dress that she wore to work, but her lipstick was smeared.
She looked down and saw my exposed dick, and the mess I made.
"So... I guess you liked the video?"
I looked at her, but could only make out a nod.
She smiled, giggling again, "I need to go brush my teeth baby, he came a lot." I looked on as her beautiful ass strode up the stairs.
I had a feeling it was going happen, and on the next Sunday, it inevitably did. My wife was frolicking naked around our pool, as was our neighbor. They were in and out of the water, kissing, petting. Bobs massive cock was on full display as he bounced around the patio. My wife showered it with playful compliments all afternoon. On occasion she would come over and sit with me as I laid out on one of the pool chairs, flirting with me in a buzzed state of erotic relaxation. We had all been drinking, Bob's famous Moscow Mules were flowing heavily. It was an incredibly bizarre afternoon, but I was erect for nearly the entire duration of it, especially when I noticed the two of them quietly playing with each other under the waters surface. It was a surreal afternoon to say the least. We had gotten a late start on this particular Sunday, and before I knew it, dusk approached.
Suddenly, I awoke, it was night. I shook my head, looking around the patio and seeing no one. I stood up, groggily, the alcohol still lingering in my system. At first I heard silence, but that was quickly interrupted by a distant moan. It was muffled, but I was fearfully sure it was my wife. I panicked, not knowing where it was coming from. I ran into the house, looking around for her. She wasn't in the living room. I bolted up the stairs into our bedroom. She wasn't in there either, why would she be? I stood for a moment, wondering, and just as I was turning to leave, I saw them.
It was dark in our bedroom, but the light shining from Bobs was ever present. They were both naked, my wife was on his bed, spread out on all fours. Her head was titled back as she moaned in pleasure. Her large breasts were swaying back and forth as Bob fucked her pussy from behind. His thrusts were powerful, and his large hands were firmly grasping her delicate waist as he penetrated her sex. There was a clear sheen of sweat on both of them, almost as if they had been mating for hours.
I collapsed onto the edge of our bed, the wind knocked out of me in an instant. The cocktail of emotions swirling in my body was overwhelming, but the one that dominated them all was arousal. I exposed my dick, but dared not touch it, as I was near to exploding even without physical provocation.
I had never seen her like this, never heard her like this, even through two panes of glass her moans were incredible. Her fingers were clutching his bed sheets as he pummeled her sex, she was screaming as he plunged in and out of her pussy with his huge cock. I knew in an instant that he was reaching areas of her womanhood that I had never been. I knew he was making her pleasure releasing vaginal nerve endings fire off in ways that I hadn't.
I suddenly realized that my jaw was wide open. I looked on in horror as Bob reached around, clutching her breasts, pulling her up into him as he fucked her.
"You like that baby?" Bob said. I could barely hear them, but their lips provided the context where the sound failed.
"I love it." my wife replied.
He slowed, pulling out of her and spinning her around on his bed, he laid her down on her back. Her pussy looked swollen, inflamed, and soaking wet. His massive organ was coated in an unreal amount of her cream, there was almost a full lather along his shaft. I had never seen Anna yield so much of her womanly essence before.
He leaned down and kissed her breasts, and then her mouth, as he aligned his behemoth at her sex once again, slowly shoving himself inside of her. I watched in aroused fascination as his thick shaft spread her open, her soaking labia stretching and hugging his meat, never letting go. Her juices and her need caused her pussy to cling to his organ. Her womanhood craved his large cock.
She lifted her legs, moaning loudly, her pretty feet writhing in the air as he invaded her. I watched as her delicate toes curled as he began pumping into her once again. His large balls began slapping against the lilly rear of her plump ass as she received him. Her arms reaching around as she clutched into his back, clawing into his skin as he took her.
I was startled suddenly by my phone, ringing loudly in the darkness of the room. Somehow, it was Anna calling.
I trembled as I answered, saying, "Hello?" like an idiot. The phone wasn't even in her hands.
I soon realized that it was somewhere under their sheets, and the call was accidental. It was a literal butt dial, one with the most punishing consequences.
The now clear sounds of their mating were harrowing. It shook me to my core as I heard her cries of pleasure. I set the phone to speaker, tossing it to my side in defeat.
"Give me that big cock Bobby! I fucking love ittt!", her moans were intoxicating, surreal.
"I love fucking this tight pussy baby. God damn you're the sexiest thing alive." He grunted as he thrust into my wife.
Anna's moans became fever pitch, and her squealing was giving way to something powerful looming in her loins, an orgasm brewing of the most intense magnitude.
"Oh! Oh! Oh fuck! Bob! You're gonna make... I'm, I'm gonna... I'm cumminggg!!" Her moan was primal. I looked on as her legs wrapped around his lower back, toes curling and locking downward. Her body erupted in convulsions as the most powerful orgasm of her life swept over her.
Bob roared, joining her in sexual climax, "Fuckkk Anna, I'm gonna cum in this married pussy baby!" His large balls unloaded, unleashing what had to be a massive load of seed, deep into my wife's willing womb.
They embraced and kissed passionately, eventually rolling off and laying at each others side. Bobs massive organ now lying limp and large across his thigh. My wife was breathing heavily, and I thought I could make out her pussy still quivering from the bombardment it had just received. He rested his hand on her tummy, chuckling, smiling wide.
"I think I stretched that married pussy out a bit. Did you like it?"
She laughed, through the haze of her sexual recovery, "Like it? I never even knew I could cum like that... I don't think I'll ever get enough of this big cock." She placed her hand on his manhood, gently caressing it as it laid at rest.
He smiled, leaning in and kissing her again, "That's why were neighbors, baby. I'm gonna fuck you nonstop Anna. Now... " he paused, slapping her ass. "You should probably get on back to your husband."
I snapped out of my funk, looking down at my crotch, suddenly realizing that I had cum all over myself.
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We had been doing this for years, my wife and I. Sipping on champagne in the back of Jim's limousine, on our way to yet another event. This one was a certified black tie affair, cocktails in the early hours and then dinner and awards to follow. A successful career in advertisement has its perks, and a fully compensated evening at a five star resort - I would think - qualifies as one.
These galas never seemed to bother her, that was for certain. Elizabeth looked absolutely gorgeous sitting snugly next to me, her legs crossed sexily in a tight black dress. She was smiling wide amidst a phone conversation with Lindsey, a friend of hers, who was also on her way to the party. At thirty-five years of age you might think a woman would be starting to display signs of weathering, but this certainly wasn't the case for my wife. Lizzy is a beautiful long haired brunette, curvaceous yet trim, her breasts and ass pop in any outfit she sees fit to wear. She has large natural tits that have maintained an unprecedented amount of perkiness despite their size. Her ass is plump but solid, maintained by a healthy exercise regiment. Reigning atop her feminine curves is a stunningly attractive face, a pale skinned hazel eyed beauty with luscious lips. By day my wife is a teacher at a local elementary school, but on her way into the city for an evening with socialites, she looks more a world class model.
"About fifteen minutes out, folks." Jim's voice crackled over the intercom. As I mentioned, my wife and I do this quite often. Four or five times a year my presence is required at an awards ceremony, a speaking event, or simply a holiday party. My company schedules and covers the travel expense, and for whatever reason Jim has been our limo driver for every one, seemingly every one for the last six or seven years. He's an older gentleman, and has been with his company for the majority of his adult life. He's tall, black and with a goatee that was beginning to show some strands of gray. His build is lean and somewhat lanky, but hes certainly not an unattractive man. Over the years he had become very comfortable with the two of us - especially Liz. My wife wasn't especially flirtatious by nature, but for whatever reason she made an exception for Jim.
Her flirtations with him weren't exactly surprising to be honest. Surviving these nights often called for the consumption of alcohol, lots of it in our case. As a result the drives home were exceedingly carefree, risque even. Couple the lowered inhibitions with my wife's poorly hidden attraction to black men, her flirtations with Jim were all but unsurprising. Although Liz had never dated or been with a black man before, sexually, I had teased her into an admission over our years together. Whenever she mentioned a celebrity crush it would often be a black man, and when I would catch her leering in public, an admittedly rare occurrence - it was quite usually towards a man with darker complexion. For whatever reason, it didn't bother me - on some perverse level, I almost found it arousing. It was exciting to know that I married a woman who wasn't hung up on societal and social norms, a woman who wasn't afraid of a little so-called taboo.
There had been a couple times when my wife and I had engaged in a bit of naughty fun in the back of Jim's limousine. On one occasion Liz had massaged my dick through my slacks in a state of drunken arousal. Another time I couldn't stop fondling her tits, pawing at them while kissing her furiously, eventually reaching into her panties to rub her to a small but shuddering orgasm. Both of these experiences happened in plain sight right here in the back of the limo, and on both occasions, I was nearly certain Jim had been watching. I distinctly recall his knowing smile, almost congratulatory, when we arrived back home. I would always tip him well, especially on those evenings - it never hurt to reinforce someones propensity for discretion.
As the memory faded from mind the limo came to a stop at our venue, and the door closest to Liz opened.
She put the phone in her clutch and shuffled to the edge of the seat, extending her leg to begin to take her first step exiting the back of the limo. Unfortunately as she stepped out her stiletto missed its footing, and she slipped violently. If not for Jim's quick reflexes, her face would have met the pavement. He caught her by her waist, rescuing us from a ruined evening. As he balanced her I couldn't help but notice his large hand cradling one of her breasts. Her skirt had hiked up, exposing a portion of her ass. Jim, reactive, grabbed the fabric and effectively shuffled it back down. Once I saw that she was safe on her footing I quickly exited the limo through the other door. Elizabeth's face was flushed red with embarrassment, but she turned and gave Jim a relieved hug.
"Thanks Jimmy, that was almost really bad."
"Just glad I caught you in time." He was smiling, but breathing heavily, sighing in relief.
I walked around the rear of the limo in a hurry, but she was already fully recovered. "You alright?" I asked, rather uselessly. I looked around, a couple onlookers were staring but for the most part people were entering the venue without having noticed the spill.
She nodded, still flushed, and took my arm. She turned one last time to Jim and thanked him again as we headed up the porte cochere towards the hotel entrance.
The evening inside of the hotel started off like so many before it, some intermingling, some drinks, some laughing - most of it harmless. My wife and I were well liked by most people at my company. I don't have an ultra outgoing personality, which may be an odd thing to hear about a marketing manager, but the caliber of my work was certainly loud enough to speak for itself. Elizabeth, in all her beauty and class, did nothing but help reinforce the image that I liked to portray for our family. It also didn't hurt that for what I lacked in social energy and exuberance, she made up for with an incredibly attractive personality.
We had nearly finished making our usual cocktail hour rounds, exchanging pleasantries with my secretary and her husband, a number of my close colleagues and their spouses, and my direct boss and his lovely wife. We chatted for awhile before heading to our respective tables for dinner.
"Heyyy you guys!" Lindsey was already seated at our table next to Mike, her husband and one of my close work associates.
"Hey lady!" Elizabeth replied, taking the chair next to her friend. Mike stood, and he and I exchanged an unnecessarily formal handshake. After some more conversation it wasn't long before the four of us were seated and enjoying a lovely meal. The cocktails and wine flowed in abundance and, seemingly before it started, the presentation was over. The rest of the night was to be casual drinks and dancing - the latter of which I loathed.
"So hows that Tucker job coming along?" Mike asked.
"Not bad, we should have the presentation ready by end of next week, but you know how QC is with that particular client - everything has to be perfect."
Mike and I had been, as usual, discussing work - we always found it hard to break away from the subject, both of us being natural workaholics. It actually didn't immediately dawn on us that our wives had already headed to the dance floor. We both looked up in unison to see them laughing and shaking around with wine glasses in hand.
"They didn't even ask us to join them." Mike said, somehow surprised.
I gave him a knowing look, "I think by now, they know what the answer would be." It was kind of an inside joke between the two of us. We both hated dancing, it was admittedly lame of us to not partake, but just something about the activity - I could never let loose and enjoy it. Mike clearly shared in my distaste.
Our wives however, not quite so much. I quickly noticed that they had already made some gentlemanly company. Two larger black men were occupying space behind them, joining in on their fun but from a respectful distance. A notable percentage of the demographic of the guests tonight were black, as it often was. It was a natural byproduct of the fact that many of our larger contracts were for the local Denver professional sports teams, and it was clear that these two men were athletes.
"I think that guy dancing with Lindsey is with Trenton's group, that son of a bitch hit on her at the last event." Mike seemed agitated by the realization, but made no move to remedy it. Trenton was a local sports agent, and he often utilized our firms services for branding with some of his biggest clients. I looked at the man dancing with Elizabeth, he was very tall, and built, but I didn't recognize him. He might have had half a foot on me, at least, myself standing at 5'-10". I looked on as he grew slightly more brazen, approaching from behind her and resting a hand on her hip. She turned and looked back at him, blushing, but she made no move to remove it. I saw him whisper something in her ear, and they both shared a laugh. He seemed to take that as approval to swoop in even nearer to her backside, grabbing her waist.
My heart quickened at the sight of it, it wasn't the first time another man had taken the opportunity to dance with her, but his size and complexion seemed to make this particular instance stand out from the others. Elizabeth's eyes widened as the man seemed to plant his crotch against her ass, cozying up to her body. She looked in my direction with mild worry in her eyes. Her face contorted from worried to relieved when she noticed me smirking in bemusement, instead of flush with anger. I wasn't particularly jealous, unlike my buddy Mike.
"I'm gonna use the restroom.", he offered, and then stood in a frustrated hurry.
"Alright man, see you in a bit." I quickly glanced at Lindsey to see her eyes closed, unabashedly enjoying the attention from her dark stranger as he ground himself into her rear. The song selections had recently upped the tempo.
But my gaze quickly returned to my wife, the two of them were now dancing with relative familiarity, and I noticed that the wine glass was somehow no longer in her possession. I felt a strange stirring as this man's hands roamed my wife's body. He was unafraid as he grazed her breasts and ass, seemingly mashing his crotch powerfully into her rear. Perverse thoughts crept through my mind, mere thin layers of fabric separated the heat of their bodies. He was essentially rubbing his clothed manhood against my wife, and she made no move to stop him. Suddenly his left hand reached up and made a subtle move to grope one her breasts, squeezing quickly but with confidence. My wife's eyes closed to his touch, enjoying the sensation.
Elizabeth's face shaded bright red, face flush, and just as it looked as he would reach up with both hands to really get a hold of her tits, the song ended. She seemed to come to her senses, shuffling her dress back into an appropriate position. The man pulled out his cellphone and exchanged a couple more words with her as she made an attempt to head back to our table. I saw her smile wide, and point to her wedding ring. The look on his face didn't change though, and he grabbed her arm gently, pulling her back close to his chest. He whispered a couple more sentences to her, smiling wide. My wife's blush deepened, and she seemed to spit out a few more words in a hurry, her hand lingering on his chest before she turned to leave.
She finally returned to me, beaming, a hint of guilt on her face. I noticed that Lindsey remained on the floor. My wife sat back down next to me, breathing heavily.
"Who's your friend?" I offered with a wry smile, sipping on my cocktail and pretending to glance at my watch.
"I didn't catch his name." she blushed, "But he's on the practice squad for the Broncos."
I laughed, "So he didn't bother to give you his name, but he made sure you knew he played for the Broncos. Got it." I paused, continuing "You know, that's the second guy tonight who's groped your tits, and neither of them have been me... Strange."
She continued to blush, and took a sip of wine, avoiding my observation with nothing but a playful shrug. "I actually had to give him my number, he wouldn't take no for an answer babe."
My jaw fell agape for a moment, but I recovered. "Oh wow! So he groped you and you gave him your number, anything else you want to tell me?"
I immediately realized that we both had too much to drink, again.
She giggled, replying with devilish tone, "I told you, if you keep refusing to dance with me I'm going to keep rewarding the men who do."
Her brazen flirtations, her carefree nature, it aroused me despite giving my ego a slight bruise. I leaned in and kissed her, feeling no pain from all the cocktails I had consumed. "You ready to get out of here?" I offered.
She smiled, sex in her eyes. "Definitely."
We both stood to leave, and I made a mental note that Mike hadn't yet returned. Lindsey was still dancing furiously with her newfound friend. Liz gave her a long distance wave. "Well she seems to be enjoying herself." I said, with more than a hint of sarcasm.
"Yep. You guys never give us any attention on the dance floor, so who can blame her?" my wife replied, defending her friends honor - and her own in the process.
I couldn't help but sigh in resignation.
Jim already had the doors open when we found the limo outside, "Evening folks, hope you enjoyed yourselves."
"Great time Jim, and thanks again for the save earlier." I replied, realizing I hadn't thanked him when it happened.
He smiled graciously, gently escorting Elizabeth into the limo, seemingly trying to protect her from another slip and fall. She smiled at him as she took her seat, turning to me once the doors closed. She attacked me with her beautiful lips, kissing me passionately. She didn't even stop when Jim opened the driver door. I noticed him glance back, momentarily distracted by my wife's vigor. He quickly averted his eyes however, igniting the engine and pulling out of the venue to start our drive back home.
She eventually came to her senses, pulling away and sitting down front facing, still breathing heavily. The Broncos player had clearly gotten her motor running. After a minute of silence Jim asked about our evening, "Y'all had fun? Anything entertaining happen in there?" He glanced up at us in the rear view mirror as he spoke.
I chuckled, figuring I'd have a bit of fun by causing my wife some mild embarrassment. "Nothing too exciting Jim, just Liz dancing up a storm with every guy in the place."
She smacked my arm, laughing and giving me a knowing look. "If by every guy he means one guy, and only because he refused to dance with me."
Jim chuckled and shook his head, it wasn't the first time he had heard her complaints about my refusals to dance.
"Might has well been even guy, this dude got enough action." I retorted.
She shrugged, smiling. "Serves you right, maybe next time you'll dance with me."
Jim chuckled from up front, "Y'all are too much."
Elizabeth egged me on, continuing, "He's a football player Jim, plays for the Broncos. Tall and muscular and handsome." Liz added with more exaggeration and a naughty look in her eyes.
"He's on the practice squad." I interjected, laughing. "And he wasn't that handsome."
"Well he wasn't as handsome as Jim, but he was still really handsome.", she added, playfully winking towards the front of the limo.
I shook my head smiling, and Jim replied with a laugh, "Well thank you, thank you. We can't all be this gifted though."
The alcohol allowed the sentence to break through my word filter, and I blurted, "I think I just need to accept the fact that my wife desperately wants to take a black man to bed."
Elizabeth looked at me wide eyed and red faced, and Jim burst into laughter. The comment seemed to really tickle him. "No worries Steve, in my experience all white women want that. Most just choose to hide it."
The return home limo conversation had officially entered the realm of risque, as it had many times before.
Liz turned to me, taunting look in her eye, "Well." she paused, "Guilty as charged." raising her hands in the air jokingly, as if she had been caught. I laughed, but felt a strange pang of arousal.
"I pains me to have to tell you this, but your husband is white." I dryly added.
She rested her hand on my thigh, "Oh that doesn't bother me baby, there's always porn." she leaned in and kissed me on the cheek.
Jim burst out into deeper laughter, and I couldn't help but chuckle again at just how many shots she was getting in. I also felt a horny stirring in my pants, and I couldn't wait to get home to fuck my wife proper.
I had thought back to the many times I had noticed an interracial porn in our computers browsing history, knowing full well that it wasn't me who watched it - at least not initially. I always clicked on her leftover links, fascinated to see what she had gotten off too while I was out of town, or working late. It always stiffened me right up to know my wife was playing with herself to the sight of a massive black appendage pumping in and out of a white woman. I wondered many times if she was imagining herself in the actresses position, naked on her back, sexy legs writhing in the air, taking a huge black shaft.
It wasn't just her preference in porn, either. Liz had told me stories about her college years. Both her and her roommate had steady boyfriends through most of it. While Liz behaved and focused on school, her roommate was constantly partying and sleeping around. Jessica and her boyfriend Brian apparently had an open relationship, but the way I heard it Jessica was definitely the one to take advantage of it. She would often invite guys from the basketball team over to cuckold Brian. Liz told me a number of stories where she'd have come home and her roommate would be in her room getting a pounding while her boyfriend was in the living room, studying. Liz admitted that she had masturbated to the sounds of those occurrences more than a couple times. She also said that her roommate was relentless in trying to get her to do the same, but she supposedly never caved. I couldn't help but wonder how much those experiences influenced her wants and desires, her sexual development through those formative college years. Surely those memories left an unscratched itch, and I shuddered at the thought.
"Alright folks, you're home."
I had to fix my throbbing erection before exiting the limousine. I walked up to Jim to thank him, handing him a folded hundred as tip in the process.
"Have a good night Jimmy, see you in a few months." Liz blew him a kiss as she scurried inside of our home.
He shook his head as he watched her escape into the house, round ass bouncing back in forth in her dress as the door closed behind her.
"She's quite a handful Steve, but you're a damn lucky man."
I was smart enough to know that 'You're a lucky man.' loosely translated into 'I wish I could fuck your wife.' but I smiled regardless, "Thanks for the lift Jim, see you soon."
Our sex that night was torrid, no words were shared during our intercourse, but it was sweaty and hard, and ended with her gentle orgasm, cumming on my five inches. Bringing Elizabeth to orgasm was always a victory for me. Mere moments thereafter we both passed out into a drunken and satisfied slumber.
A week had passed and my wife and I were enjoying some Chinese food and wine in our living room, classy dinner I know. It was a long work week for the both of us, and it was just nice to have a relaxing Friday night at home.
I was channel surfing and I eventually stumbled across our local newscast. As luck would have it, the sports reporter was talking about Bronco's training camp, the season would be starting up soon.



I glanced over at Elizabeth with what had to have been a shit eating grin. "Wonder if they'll talk about your boyfriend, assuming he hasn't gotten cut from the team already."
She blushed, taking another sip of wine. "He's actually texted me a couple times..."
The comment was a surprise to say the least, and caused me to stop chewing on my broccoli to look at her.
"Oh?", was all I could muster with a mouthful of food.
Liz blushed deeper, "Yeah, but I haven't replied."
I asked the obvious question, "What did he say?"
She slowly reached for her phone, tapping the screen a few times before reading the messages in a playful tone of voice,
"What up baby? It's Freddy from the party last weekend, just wanted to see what was good." she smirked, and continued, "And then he sent another this morning, 'Hey girl, hit me back, exclamation point. I know you had a good time dancing with me, another exclamation point.'" Liz chuckled, blushing.
"Well he's right about that last part..." I smirked, somehow finding this situation both incredibly amusing and strangely arousing. I wasn't sure what in particular excited me about it, but the fact that another man was attempting to court my wife, knowing that she was married, fascinated me. I also had a number of thoughts rush through my brain related to my wife's desire for black men. In a fateful moment I decided to push the envelope with her, "You can reply if you want, have some fun with it. I don't mind."
Liz looked at me with a raised eyebrow, "Sure you don't."
"No I'm serious." I gave her a sincere look to let her know it was fair game. "This is pretty hysterical actually, tease him a bit."
She looked at me with a mix of confusion, excitement, and amusement. She shrugged and chuckled, picking up the phone she said to me, "I guess it's rude to leave him hanging." she began texting.
I watched intently as her fingers tapped a reply. It was only a few short moments before she received a response. I saw her smile and start again with another text. Liz was a few glasses of red deep, so she seemed to be typing her messages without a care, and before long my wife was in a full blown casual text conversation with another man. There were a number of smirks and expressions she made that made me more than a little curious as to what she was talking about with him.
"Well, what's he saying?" I asked, finally.
She looked up at me playfully, "Now now, wait a second here, let me finish my chat with Freddy." she stuck her tongue out in teasing fashion, and I felt another strange pang of excitement.
"Oh hell no, tell me what he's saying." I had to know immediately.
"Fine fine, one sec."
She snapped some screenshots of her conversation with him, and began texting them to me. The images of her conversation flashed across my phone screen:
Elizabeth: 'Hey Freddy, I had a really good time dancing with you, but like I said... I'm married!'
Freddy: 'Damn girl, I'm happy you hit me back! You're married, so what? We were just dancing. Thought you said your hubby was cool with you dancing with other guys anyway?'
Elizabeth: 'He is... He doesn't like to dance.'
I cleared the developing lump in my throat with a swallow, and continued reading with bizarre excitement.
Freddy: 'Well there you go, then I'll just have to take you dancing again.'
The images of the other night flashed through my mind, Elizabeth, hot and bothered, shaking her ass into Freddy's crotch, his large hands exploring her body as they moved to the rhythm of the music.
Elizabeth: 'Lol will you now? Do you go dancing often?'
Freddy: 'Often enough baby. I'll get us in at Llona's, prime time Friday night. Any Friday you want.'
Llona's was one of, if not the most exclusive night club in Denver. Elizabeth had been wanting to go there for years, but we never did.
Elizabeth: 'Really? I have always wanted to check that place out. Don't tempt me!'
I glanced over at Elizabeth, who was still texting him, ahead of me in the conversation, she was taking screen shots and sending me their exchange as it progressed. I noticed that her face was flush, she clearly looked excited. She spoke but didn't take her eyes away from the screen, "This guy is relentless. He really wants to take me dancing next weekend. At least I think he does."
I don't know what came over me, but a vocal minority inside of me wanted her to do it, wanted her to go. I couldn't explain it. I asked, "Why does that seem to surprise you babe?"
She looked up at me, "Really Steve? For one I'm a few years older than him, for two - I'm fucking married." She lifted her hand flashing me the nice diamond ring I had bought her years ago, as if I needed a reminder.
"Like he said, it's just dancing." I glanced back down at my phone as I said it, but I knew she wouldn't let me off that easy. She looked at me in complete surprise.
"Are you serious? You'd let me go?"
I stumbled for words, and found them, "Well I don't know. If you promised to behave. God knows I won't ever step foot inside that place, and you've been hassling me to go for years."
"You did say we'd probably have to wait outside for hours before we got in, even if we did ever go." Her facial expression turned to ponderous, she was definitely thinking about it, but her reservations were more than apparent. "You saw how he was, dancing, with me." she put her hands up, air quoting the word 'dancing'.
"Well that's on you babe, I'm sure you'll keep him in check." No I wasn't.
I tried to brush off that comment as to not make it a focus of the discussion, but the images of the two of them flashed through my mind nonetheless. I couldn't believe we were in the midst of this conversation, and I certainly would have never expected to find it this exciting.
"I cant believe my husband would let me go on a date with an NFL player." She giggled again, really looking at me, perhaps still thinking I was bluffing.
"Practice squad player." I corrected. "And I thought it was just dancing, not a date."
She laughed, "You're really serious aren't you, won't you be jealous?"
"You know I'm not the jealous type babe, besides I'll just consider you owing me one."
Her voice raised at that reply, "Oh hell no, if this is just an excuse for you to take that secretary of yours out for drinks."
I broke into laughter, "Suzie? Are you kidding me? She's married and I've told you a thousand times I'm not attracted to her at all, shes a twig." I paused, clarifying my bargain, "I was more thinking sexual favors."
She seemed to relent for a moment, face flush and eyes full of deviant thought, she was once again seeming to weigh the options quietly to herself.
My phone vibrated and another text screen cap appeared, Lizzy still texting them to me as it progressed.
Freddy: 'Tempting is what i do baby! So what you think, I'll scoop you up next Friday?"
Elizabeth: 'I don't know! I need to ask my husband Freddy!'
Freddy: 'Dude seems cool, ask him! Shit if he won't take you dancing it's the least he can do.'
I looked up at her, unsure of what came over me to find this so exciting. I was also strangely relieved to see that the other man wanted me to know about it, that he wasn't necessarily trying to go behind my back. "Go ahead and have fun, just keep me updated."
She looked at me long, pensive, I saw her bite her lip. "This is crazy, but fine - just this one time."
One last message appeared on my screen.
Elizabeth: 'Okay Freddy, next Friday at 10:00. Dancing at Llola's.'
When the day finally arrived, I found myself feeling oddly nervous at work. I looked ahead to the night, wondering how it would feel to watch Elizabeth walk out the door to go dancing with another man, one who I didn't even know. Worry and excitement both coursed through my veins.
When she came downstairs at 9:45, I nearly spit out my scotch. She was wearing a gorgeous dress, it was a vibrant green color, low cut and allowing her heavy cleavage full viewing. She was also wearing thin silver necklaced that draped across her chest, brunette hair cascading beautifully down her shoulders, matching fuck-me pumps on her feet. She smiled at me radiantly, and spun to show off her rear. It was low cut there as well, and her plump ass was popping, green fabric squeezing her gorgeous curves. I felt my dick stir at the possibility of what was to come.
"Wow." was all I could manage as I choked down some burning scotch.
She sat down next to me, kissing me urgently. I immediately reciprocated. Why was this so fucking exciting?
"Steve this is pretty crazy." She offered in a hushed whisper, mirroring my thoughts. We both knew this was a few steps over our standard naughty line - but it was clear that we were both amped about it. It was entirely bizarre.
"It's just dancing." I said, kissing her again, trying to calm her nerves - and my own.
Suddenly her phone buzzed, and she looked at me with some mild panic in her eyes, "He's outside."
I kissed her deeply again, "Have fun, and text me please - be safe."
She walked to the door, turning as she opened it. "I love you."
"Love you too." and it closed behind her.
I scurried to the window after a moment had passed, glancing out as to not be seen. I saw a what looked to be a brand new Mercedes pulling out of our driveway, and quickly turning to leave the neighborhood. My stomach twisted in a strangely arousing knot.
The hours that followed were some of the most tortuous of my life. I had received one text about thirty minutes after she'd left:
Elizabeth: 'We're here, place is amazing!'
And nothing since. It was now 1:00 a.m. and my mind was absolutely racing over thoughts of what was happening. I tried to distract myself with television, the internet, my phone, half a bottle of scotch. Nothing worked.
Every time I allowed my mind to wander an image of her and him flashed through it. A crowded, sweaty dance floor, his large dark hands exploring her body, sexually clutching her breasts, rubbing his crotch against her rump. I felt my dick stir with arousal and it was completely inexplicable. Maybe I had one too many glasses of scotch, or maybe I was in the midst of discovering the pervert within me.
It was a few minutes away from 2:00 a.m. when I began texting her. Just as I was about to hit send the lock to our front door finally turned. My wife had returned home. She entered the house, closing the door immediately behind her. I saw the lights of his car momentarily shine through our living room window as he pulled away. She turned to me, her hair was disheveled, and her skin flush, but she looked just as beautiful as she did before she left. Elizabeth smiled at me with delight.
At first I didn't know what to say, my heart was racing. I finally managed a, "...Well?"
She blushed in embarrassment, "Are you mad?" she offered, shyly and sweetly.
I quickly realized I wasn't. I was just impossibly excited to hear about her evening, "I'm going to be if you don't start spilling the beans! But no... I'm not mad baby."
She slowly moved towards me, putting her clutch bag down on one of our end tables, taking a seat immediately next to me.
She kissed me, her breath was hot, her face damp, but there was love in her eyes.
"Well, did you have fun?", I managed.
She blushed deeper, and nodded, "Yeah, a lot of fun."
"So what did you end up doing?" I asked, desperate for an answer.
"Well we got there, and Freddy got us right in - I think he knew the bouncer." she paused, catching her breath before continuing. "Steve the place is so incredible, it has two beautiful bars and a massive dance floor, the music was great, the atmosphere was great. I actually think you'd like it... aside from the dancing."
"Well, yeah - that little part about the dancing." I paused, continuing, "Did you have a lot to drink?" I prodded, trying to keep the story moving.
She smiled, "I had a few, but Freddy only had a couple since he was driving."
I couldn't wait for more details, "... Did you dance a lot?"
She nodded, looking embarrassed, smiling, "He didn't stop, we danced for hours. We only stopped and sat down a few times, when we had our drinks."
I once again cleared a lump in my throat, asking with equal parts arousal and fear, "How was he with you?... Was he touchy feely?"
Her blush persisted, and she smiled but with guilt, "Well... yeah, but I mean we were dancing Steve, you know what goes on when people dance..." she was fumbling for the right words, "He was holding me, you know... touching me."
My dick suddenly jutted upwards with extreme arousal, which stunned me. I immediately pressed her further, "Did you grind on each other a lot?"
Elizabeth looked embarrassed by that question, "Steve..."
I persisted, so strangely excited, "C'mon babe, I let you go knowing what might happen on the dance floor. I'm not mad, just be honest with me."
She bit her lip, and continued, "Yeah... They were playing that kind of music... you know... Yeah, he was grinding on me plenty." Her blush was now crimson, and she avoided eye contact for a moment.
I don't know where it came from, but I suspected the scotch was partially to blame, I blurted, "Well... Is is cock big?"
"Steve!" she smacked my arm.
"C'mon Liz, you've had a thing for black men for years, I'm just curious - now that you've gotten up close and personal with one. Was he big?" My heart quickened in its pace, awaiting a response from my wife.
She looked at me, noticing the arousal in my eyes. She glanced down at my lap, and my tenting khakis gave me away. She reached for my dick slowly, feeling its hardness immediately. She grabbed it, squeezing me, "Oh my god Steve! This is exciting you!"
I gave nothing away, but felt the blast of embarrassment hit me like a wave.
"Answer the question babe. If he was grinding on you all night it's pretty obvious you felt his cock." I completely avoided acknowledging the fact that I was erect from her storytelling.
She countered me, having her own fuel of arousal and alcohol to light her fire. She straddled me, hiking her dress up as she did, rubbing her moist panties against my slacks.
"Oh I felt it alright." She kissed me erotically, mashing her tongue down my throat. I clutched her ass instinctively, responding to her kiss with my own passion. She continued, adopting a husky voice, seared with sexuality, "It's huge, actually."
I let out a delirious groan in response. What the hell was this?
She bit my ear gently, whispering taboo words into my soul, "He was rubbing me with it all night baby. I even grabbed it a few times with my hands, you know - through his pants." she paused again, kissing up and down my neck, eventually continuing, "I'm sorry baby... but I couldn't help it. He was turning me on with it, it felt so big and heavy."
"Oh my God... Lizzy." I tilted my head back and I realized in that moment, I accepted it. Her naughty behavior was impossibly arousing. She was my wife and the thought of a big cocked stranger playing with her did inexplicably arousing things to my psyche.
She began fumbling for my zipper, eventually pulling my rock hard dick out of my pants. She shifted on my lap, quickly pulling her panties to the side. My dick slid into her with ease, her pussy was as wet as I had ever felt it. She immediately began to ride me, continuing to tease me with her words.
"You like it don't you. You liked that I went on a date with a handsome black man." she kissed me again. "You like that he was rubbing his big cock all over me."
I was suddenly honest, unafraid, "I can't explain it, you being naughty is so fucking hot baby."
She bit her lip, both of us trapped in a haze of lust, alcohol, and taboo, "I could have been much naughtier you know."
My mind went reeling even further, "What do you mean?" I ripped down her dress, causing her beautiful tits to spill out. I immediately began sucking on them, biting her nipples gently like she loved. She moaned loudly, arching her head back, riding me. I was clutching her ass, and pulled back with my right hand, giving it a hard slap. "What do you mean Liz!?" I demanded she tell me.
She looked down at me, sexual devil in her eyes, "He asked me to go home with him."
The admission didn't surprise me, but I nearly came all the same.
"Oh God babe. What did you tell him?" I grunted, fighting back an orgasm.
"I told him I couldn't... but he knew a part of me wanted too." My wife began riding me harder, grinding her pussy into me with inflamed passion. Her nails dug into my shoulders as she fucked me. "He was rubbing my thigh in his car, trying to seduce me... I told him I couldn't fuck him. He looked into my eyes for a bit, and then pulled out his cock to tempt me some more."
"Oh fuck Lizzy, God damnit!"
She bit her lip, seemingly weighing just how blunt she was going to be about what happened, "He asked me if I'd ever seen a cock as big as his, and I told him no. I couldn't help myself baby...! I touched it a little bit, but I stopped! Steve his cock was so fucking big I'm sorry baby but I just had to play with it a little. You aren't mad at me are you?"
I grunted in a haze of arousal, "No baby... I'm not mad... Fuck, when did you become such a naughty slut!?"
Her own arousal was reaching fever pitch as she continued to fuck me, and she finally admitted, "He wants to cuck you Steve." she paused, the words not sinking in with me at first. She kissed me again, deeply, looking into my eyes with eroticism. She spoke again, retelling me what he told her in his car.
"He told me to ask you."
"Ask me what?" my eyes were closed, my world swirling around me.
"He wants to know if you'll let him fuck me... He wants me to cuck you."
"Oh God Lizzy, this is too much. I'm gonna cum baby."
She put her finger up to my lips, silencing my plea.
Her voice was laced with sexual cocaine, "You know what he means baby... just like Jess used to do to Brian in college. Back when I would play with myself and listen through the walls, when I wished it was me in her place."
My mind as gone, my thoughts beyond depraved, beyond any semblance of lucid. I groaned, "Do you want to cuck me Liz?"
That caused her to moan, buck even harder. I opened my eyes just long enough to see her biting her lip. "Oh God baby I do! I'm sorry! I want to cuck you with Freddy's big cock!"
It was too much, my balls contracted, and I erupted. I felt Elizabeth join me in orgasm, moaning with me as i ejaculated into her. I had never felt her pussy milk me with such ferocity, the orgasm was spectacular. I felt her body melting into mine as we exploded in delirious, taboo, pleasure - and then the night was over.
My slumber was deep, my dreams, vivid and harrowing. My wife writhing in pleasure beneath a hulking black frame. Moaning loudly, limbs flailing, dark shaft pummeling her womanhood. Black cock extracting mind numbing orgasms as she came with primal ferocity. I was nearly cumming when I finally opened my eyes.
I immediately noticed that it smelled of bacon and coffee in my bedroom. She had made me breakfast. When I glanced down to take note of the pleasurable sensation happening at my groin I was greeted by the top of my wife's head. She had been blowing me awake. Elizabeth noticed that I was finally up, and looked up at me with a sexy wink.
"Good morning baby. I'm getting started on those favors I owe you."
All the sights and sounds and memories of the night previous came flooding back in one mind blowing instant, and I came down her throat. She swallowed it all, which is something she rarely did.



The conversation we had that morning was sobering, and revelatory. She showed me a text that she had received earlier in the morning.
Freddy: 'Thank your husband for me, isn't often I get to take such a beautiful woman out for the evening. Make sure he knows what's going down next weekend too baby, don't want no drama.'
I didn't exactly know how to react to last night, but by the end of the conversation we had in the morning we both basically knew she'd see him again. The excitement of the evening was undeniable, and the sex we had at the end of it was some of the best of our entire relationship. The only massive, lingering issue, was the looming reality of my cuckolding. I knew Liz had wanted to bed a black man for a very long time. I thought back on some of the amatuer porns I had caught her watching over the years, realizing that the one filming the interracial action on screen was most likely the woman's husband, boyfriend. My dick stirred absurdly at the possibility of that harrowing reality. Could she actually take it that far? Could she actually be that impossibly naughty? More importantly, would I actually be okay with it once it happened? Why was the thought of my wife taking another man deep inside her feeling like an insane turn on, and not a disgusting betrayal?
It was only later that day when I received a few more screen caps of her text conversation with Freddy, which did nothing but solidify the reality of what was coming.
Freddy: 'So next Friday again baby? Same time? This time I'm taking you home for a little while, show you my place.'
Elizabeth: 'I don't know Freddy. I think so, but I'm nervous.'
The next message sent me reeling. It was an image that Freddy sent to her, with the caption: 'Don't worry baby. Look what you do to me girl. Gonna give it to you this weekend.'
It was a picture of his cock, and it was rock solid, black, and impossibly big. I couldn't exactly tell because there was no point of reference in the picture, but it had to have been at least ten inches long, and insanely thick. It was a gut punch and it sent me reeling, slumping into my couch in aroused defeat. I couldn't believe Elizabeth was brazen enough to actually forward me the text - but I was simultaneously relieved that she seemed to be hiding nothing from me.
I waited a moment, and the another snap of their conversation came through, my mind still scrambled - trying to reconcile that this was actually happening.
Elizabeth: 'I haven't stopped thinking about it. It's so sexy!'
Freddy: 'Gonna fuck that married pussy with it baby, better let your hubby know. He's gonna get cucked by that BBC, make sure he's mentally ready for it. Gonna send you home to him after I fill you up with it.'
My dick immediately strained as hard as ever, and I suddenly felt light headed.
Elizabeth: 'Fuck Freddy, you just made me so wet! I can't stop looking at it! My hubby is downstairs, but don't worry I'm gonna tell him.'
Just when I thought the conversation couldn't heighten beyond the level of eroticism that it was already at, my wife texted her own image.
It was a close-up shot of her beautifully puffy pussy, her pale folds inflamed with arousal, and her delicate fingers rummaging across her sopping wet clit. It was the most erotic image I had ever seen.
Freddy: 'Fuck yeah baby girl, get your nut to this BBC. Gonna fill that white pussy up!'
I pulled my dick out from my basketball shorts and pumped myself to an immediate orgasm. I couldn't believe how depraved I had become in such a short span of time, and I certainly couldn't believe how depraved she had become either. I grabbed a few paper towels and cleaned the cum I spurted, and then I quietly went upstairs. The door to our master was partially ajar, and there she was. Her sweatpants and panties were pulled down around her ankles, legs raised in the air. She was holding the phone up with her left and, gazing at the image of his massive black manhood, with her right she was diddling her pussy as vigorously as I had ever seen her, moaning softly with lust.
I couldn't help myself. I entered the room saying nothing. She looked at me with glazed, lust-filled eyes. I knelt at the bedside, and buried my face into her pussy, lapping at her glistening cunt. It wasn't long before she had a powerful orgasm. She screamed a harrowing truth as she erupted in bliss. "Oh my God baby! I can't believe we're doing actually doing this! I can't believe I'm actually going to cuck you!" It was at that exact moment that I knew it was inevitable. Freddy was going to fuck my wife.
When the night finally arrived, it started off much like the previous one. Scotch in hand waiting for my wife to come downstairs prepared for another man. She arrived in a similar dress, albeit this one was red, and her tits were bouncing more with her movements. I quickly realized she wasn't wearing a bra. I looked at her with longing, with worry, with lust. She walked over to me and leaned down, kissing me with love. She looked me in the eyes and said, "I love you Steve. I'll be home later."
"I love you too baby." It escaped my lips in a whisper. I watched her ass as she strode confidently to our front door, giving me one last knowing look as she closed it behind her.
This time I was calm, this time I sipped quietly on my scotch in our living room. No television, no computer, nothing to distract me. I waited, and it was only an hour before it inevitably arrived. They probably didn't even go dancing.
It was a single text from my wife, it was a text that confirmed that I was now a cuckold.
Elizabeth: 'I love you baby, but this is what happens when you don't dance with your wife! Freddy just cucked you baby! He just fucked your wife with his big black cock!"
The video was simultaneously the most arousing and horrifying thing I had ever seen. It was cropped below her head as if to hide her identity, but the beautifully large tits on screen clearly belonged to my wife. They were bouncing erotically atop her chest as he thrust into her. Her tight tummy was coated in a sheen of her sweat, her gorgeously feminine hips twisted and contorted with the pleasure she was experiencing. Below all of that, was the site of my cuckolding. His cock was unbelievably large as it churned in and out of my wife. It was coated in her cream, which contrasted luridly against the blackness of his shaft. It was clear that she had already cum several times from how much of her essence coated his cock. Her pussy was gripping to his organ in surreal fashion, and the moaning that was audible even through my phone speaker was something I had never heard come out of her. It was guttural. I quickly realized that she had always wanted this, and I was strangely, bizarrely, happy that I was okay with her finally getting it. My ego had never taken such a hit, but I had also never been so aroused.
It was only a ten second clip, but I came to it three times before she arrived back home.
It was nearly 4 am when the front door slammed closed, waking me from my sleep, pants still around my ankles. I quickly fixed myself while she stared from the doorway, moonlight casting a silhouette around her gorgeous frame.
She walked over to me. She looked entirely disheveled, her hair was a mess, her lipstick smeared. Her dress was ripped and there appeared to me some dried cum caked to her breasts. My dick arose as I looked upon her.
She leaned down to kiss me finally, and her breath tasted of heat and salt, there was a lingering muskiness to her scent. It was evident another man had taken her, made her his own. "Meet me in the bedroom my love." She whispered it.
I sat in silence and darkness for a moment, listening as she gently walked up the stairs to our bedroom, and I eventually stood to follow.
When I walked in the door she was already naked, laying spread eagle on our bed. She looked a sexual goddess. I noticed all the areas of dried semen, caked to her tummy and titties. Marks all over her sides, legs, from where he had suckled on her. And then there was her pussy mound, red and inflamed like I had never seen it before. Her lightly trimmed pubic hair was matted down and mashed. She was gently massaging her pussy when I stepped towards the bed.
"It's so sore baby. He really pounded your wife's pussy." She looked at me with a depth of lust in her eyes that I hadn't seen before. It was a mix of longing, of taunting, of love.
I don't know what possessed me to do it, but I slowly knelt at the bedside, bringing my face close to my wife's sex. I looked up at her, watching as she brought both her hands up to squeeze her breasts, biting her lip as she watched me intently. Like her mouth, her womanhood smelled of the same musk, a man with a much larger cock had been here recently. He had stuffed her full of his organ, extracting powerful orgasms that she hadn't experienced in her life before tonight.
I dove in mouth first, kissing the soft skin where her inner thigh met her pussy folds, teasing her, kissing around her engorged, swollen lips, and then i planted my mouth directly on her sex - and made love to it with my tongue.
"Mmm, Oh Goddd Steve. That's it baby. Kiss it and make it better. Lick that pussy and make it all better."
Her moaning was out of this world, "Oh my God Steve this is so fucking hot baby! My entire body is on fireee!!!"
It wasn't long before she was bucking in orgasm, and it wasn't long after that that I planted my dick inside of her. She felt hot, and messy, but amazing all the same. I came almost instantly, burying my face into her neck, groaning loudly as she clawed into my back. Once we were both done we looked at each other, it was a look we had never shared before in our years together - but it was a look of lust and love and acceptance. We kissed each other passionately, and fell off into another delirious sleep.
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It was our first proper vacation in years. I breathed a sigh of relief as I gazed out our suite window towards the calm ocean waters of the gulf. After seven years of marriage and a limited amount of time off it felt therapeutic to finally have a week away all to ourselves.
We had selected Naples because it was quiet, and peaceful, and a drastic change of scenery from the drab winter we had just suffered through in Ohio. I turned and looked towards the bed, where my wife rested in slumber. Vanessa was approaching thirty-five but she appeared more a girl in her twenties. She's a beautiful woman, really - standing she's roughly five and a half feet tall. Her frame is curvaceous and thick, having filled out slightly after our two children. I drank in her image as she lay curled asleep, expensive bedding draped across her plump behind, barely concealing her large natural breasts. My dick stirred suddenly. Our sex life had been less than exceptional in recent years, the both of us succumbing to the routine and daily stresses that sometimes make an appearance in a relationship. There was something about the expensive bedding and the ocean air that this hotel provided though...
"Are you staring at me?" her voice snapped sweetly through the previously silent void of our hotel room. She had awoken.
I smiled at her, "Couldn't help it, you look gorgeous."
"Creeper." she joked, tossing a pillow towards me in vain.
I mounted the bed, and moments later, her. I kissed her with passion, morning breath be damned. She opened her legs slowly, wrapping them around me seductively. I glanced down at her beautiful pussy, brown pubic hair trimmed and inviting, her glistening folds slowly pulling apart as her legs opened, exposing my home for the last decade, the place where I loved to be.
I shuffled my boxers down just far enough to allow my five inches to strike outwards, and I immediately planted my dick against her dampening mound. We kissed again, tongues swirling. There was a passion present in this bedroom that had been sorely missed in ours back home, and before we could speak another word I was inside of her.
Her moans were muffled but passionate as she buried her face into my chest. My wife's femininely sweet voice is notoriously sexy, and her coo's and gentle moans always aroused me to no end. I knew that I wouldn't last long, but I was desperate to make her cum. My mind wandered to the perverse thoughts that sometimes made an appearance in my head. Thoughts that made me curse my genetics for not having a bigger appendage, thoughts that made me aroused to think how Vanessa might react to one. I quickly shook them from mind, and just as I was about to lose control, I felt her orgasm clamp down on my shaft. We both came pleasurably.
"That was great." she said with a smile, breathing heavily as she now lay next to me. A light sheen of sweat had begun to make itself apparent on both of our bodies. I kissed her deeply, "Sure was. This entire week is gonna be great." I said, meaning it.
The hotel, more resort really, was incredible. Vanessa and I weren't wealthy, but we had saved up enough in preparation to really allow ourselves to enjoy this trip. On location there was a cavalcade of amenities, world class spa, world class gym, immense pool and exterior bar areas, a number of various restaurants, and not to mention the lovely surrounding beach. We spent that first full day wandering the premises, exploring the beach, and really soaking in the sights and sounds that would make up our surroundings for the week.
As dusk fell we showered and prepared for a ritzy meal at one of the hotels finer restaurants. I enjoyed a succulent sea bass with a wine pairing and Vanessa, for lack of a better word, wolfed down a perfectly cooked filet. We quickly ran through a bottle of red whilst sharing smiles, laughs, and great conversation. My wife looked absolutely divine in her black low cut dress, which did an excellent job at accentuating her large tits and ass. I was pretty certain one of the bus boys nearly tripped through the kitchen doors while gawking at her.
After dinner we decided to continue our escapades at the lobby bar, which was an immense room with crystalline light fixtures suspended from a massive vaulted ceiling above. We found a seat in between a few patrons and ordered a couple more glasses of wine. We sat for a moment to soak in our surroundings, and eventually struck up a casual conversation with the persons sitting next to us. Vanessa was chatting up another woman who was here on vacation, and myself - a gentleman who was in town on business. I actually quickly found myself enjoying the discussion I was having with Mark. He was visiting a local job site as a construction manager of sorts, and he often stayed at this particular hotel. I was in the same industry up in Ohio, so we quickly hit it off discussing our related careers, and then sports, and then a number of other topics.
"Is this your wife?" He finally interjected during a quieter moment, nodding towards Vanessa.
"Jesus, yeah. How rude of me." I turned to Vanessa, momentarily pulling her out of her own conversation, "Let me introduce you to Mark babe. He's in town as a PM, works hospitality construction similar to my line."
Vanessa smiled wide, clearly somewhat loose from the copious amount of wine we had both been drinking. "Hi there!" She extended her hand, and that's when I noticed how large Marks were. Her delicate hand was engulfed by his palm as they shook in greeting. I couldn't help but notice that my wife's immense cleavage was on full display as well, and I saw Mark steal a reactionary glance. It was more than understandable though, her tits were nearly popping out of her dress.
That was actually the first moment that I sized Mark up. He was maybe ten years older than my wife and I. I realized that he would probably be considered an attractive gentleman by most. He was black, tall, built, and with nice physical features.
"Mike and I were sharing stories about our careers, but what brings you to town? A nice little vacation I take it?" Mark seemingly asked us both.
Vanessa chimed in immediately, nodding, "Yep! It's been years since we've had a vacation, we just got out here yesterday. Have the entire week to ourselves." she smiled excitedly, her voice as sweet as ever.
Mark nodded, "That's great. Yeah I'm actually here for about a week as well, but the wife hates it when I'm gone for this long."
I glanced down at his hand, noticing his wedding ring for the first time. The conversation turned to home life, and we learned that he and his wife had been together for twenty years already, marrying relatively young. We discussed our kids, his kids, and a great many other things. It was clear that we both got on very well with Mark, but it was getting late - and we all eventually said our goodbyes for the evening.
The majority of the next morning and early afternoon was spent in our suite. Vanessa and I had discovered a newfound vigor on this trip, and we had an exceedingly difficult time keeping our hands off one another. It was a youthful rush of sexual energy and I hoped it wouldn't end. After our bedroom romp we eventually headed down to the beach. It was late afternoon when we arrived, and we easily found a nice spot to stretch out. I watched as my wife peeled off her outerwear, exposing a lovely red bikini. I noticed that her skin was already slightly more bronze than when we left home.
We relaxed for awhile, closing our eyes and soaking in the low hanging sun. I was about to drift off into a restful slumber when a familiar voice interrupted, "Hey there folks."
I opened my eyes to see Mark, smiling down at the both of us.
"Hey!" Vanessa replied, lowering her sunglasses to properly greet him.
"Meetings ended early today, figured I'd hit the beach for a minute." Mark offered.
I immediately noticed what excellent shape he was in for his age. His torso was chiseled and large, and he seemed to be even taller than he appeared the previous evening - but perhaps that was due the vantage point that lying down offered.
"Nice." Vanessa replied, continuing, "Yeah we've had a beautifully lazy day." she looked towards me, smiling and stretching. I noticed a blush appearing on her face. At first I thought she was feeling some mild embarrassment about Mark seeing her in a bikini, in which she looked impossibly attractive. However I glanced back at Mark and immediately realized that wasn't the case.
Mark was wearing snugly fitted bathing trunks, not quite as showy as a speedo, but certainly within the realm. Men typically only wear the sort when they are proud of something, and it was obvious that Mark was proud of what he was packing. There was an immense outline of manhood bulging outwards and downwards within the blue trunks. It was almost obscene, and I quickly averted my eyes.
"Doing nothing is part of the appeal of a vacation." Mark replied, smiling wide. He continued, "Well, I don't want to intrude, maybe I'll catch you guys at the bar later."
"Yeah man, for sure. We'll probably be down there later tonight." I replied. Mark nodded kindly, and walked off towards a secluded portion of the beach.
Once he was out of ear shot Vanessa turned to me, smiling, "Was I imagining that?" She blushed.
"Dude is packing." I said, in a matter of fact tone. I wasn't the jealous type, even though the size of his junk did bruise my ego somewhat.
"How can his wife even handle that thing?" she wondered aloud.
Her comment caught me by surprise, but the uninhibited comment aroused me - which was another surprise. I had certainly never heard her openly discuss another man's size before, and I decided to have some fun with her lewd pondering. "Don't be jealous, I'm sure you could handle it too babe." I quipped. It wasn't the first time I had joked with her about taking a bigger man, sometimes comments slipped out during sex - especially when my fantasies were rushing through my mind.
Her blush deepened "Mike stop... Don't tease me." her voice was sweet and tinged with embarrassment.
"I'm just joking around." I replied.
The ocean air had lowered my inhibitions, and I was feeling comfortable discussing the idea of Vanessa bedding another man - even if it was just in a joking manner.
"I have seen the way he's been looking at you though. I'm sure he'd kill for a tussle with you." I prodded her some more.
Her blush persisted, but she spoke in a joking manner - flipping her hair back flirtatiously in the process. "Who wouldn't?" She replied. I laughed, amused by her mock confidence. Vanessa reached for a beer from our beach pouch, popped it, and took a large sip. She seemed to be full of thought, and a smirk flashed across her face. She spoke in an exaggerated tone. "Well, I have never been with a black man before." shooting me a teasing look as the words escaped her lips. I guess the ocean air was doing wonders to lower her inhibitors as well. My dick instinctively twitched in arousal.
As we walked to the bar that night I couldn't help but think about Vanessa's comment on the beach. If she didn't find Mark attractive she wouldn't have even gone along with the joke. My wife had never really openly admitted to finding another man attractive, but it was clear she fancied him, and I'm sure his impressive manhood did nothing but intrigue her.
We had been sitting alone for nearly and hour and I was strangely disappointed at the thought that we might have missed Mark. I couldn't help but notice Vanessa looking around for a sight of him as well. We were a few cocktails deep, snuggled against each other and riffing with the bartender when he finally arrived.
"Evening folks." he said as he pulled up a chair next to me.
"Hey there." I replied, oddly happy to see him.
The three of us immediately dove into friendly conversation, and the drinks continued to flow. I noticed that he was a tad more flirtatious with Vanessa than he had been the previous evening, and I also noticed that my wife was willing to reciprocate. It was harmless really, lingering smiles, gentle touches of the arm during laughs, but they both were certainly enjoying the interaction.
About an hour had passed when Mark received a phone call, he picked it up, still sitting at the bar. "Hey love."
"Oh nothing, just down here at the bar."
"Yep, I'm actually sitting with the couple I told you about."
Vanessa and I glanced at each other in amusement. I guess we were worth mentioning.
Mark laughed, "No, no I didn't. Not everyone is into that lifestyle sugar."
Vanessa and I looked hard at each other this time, and I saw her face contort in intrigue. I had a similar reaction.
"Yes yes, I know." Mark chuckled again.
"Alright, okay baby - Alright. Love you too."
He put the phone down. "Sorry about that."
Vanessa and I must have been staring because he sort of looked at us and said, "Everything okay?"
Vanessa was four cocktails in and incredibly free spirited when she was this far down the rabbit hole, "Sorry Mark, couldn't help but overhear. What is this lifestyle that we're not into?" Her face was red but her expression was engaged and her eyes lively.
I chimed in, "Yeah I'm kind of curious as well." chuckling.
Mark looked suddenly embarrassed, "Oh, you heard that. Sorry about that."
Vanessa was desperate for a clue, "Well?"
He fidgeted in his bar stool, looking momentarily uncomfortable, but replied. "Look, uh. My wife and I have an open marriage of sorts. We married very young and we don't really mind the other one sowing some occasional wild oats, if you will. She actually kind of encourages it in my case."
My expression was blank but my blood pressure had to have risen.
Vanessa smiled, blushing, intrigued. "Well that is certainly interesting.. But what does that have to do with us?" She asked, rather naively. I already had more than an idea.
Mark chuckled, "Well I casually mentioned to Cynthia that I met a couple at my hotel. I told her that you both seemed like well established, good natured people. I also let it be known that the wife was particularly attractive." He turned to me mid explanation "Mike, I mean no offense."
"Sounds like you were just being honest." I quickly offered.
Mark chuckled again, continuing.
"So naturally my wife asked if I was going to pursue anything. She wondered if you two might be into sharing." He seemed to look at Vanessa as he finished speaking, and I turned to her with a massive smirk on my face.
You could see the realization move across her face as her expression changed. Her skin flushed beet red and she brought her hand up to her mouth to cover a dramatic gasp.
I burst out laughing.
Mark joined me with another chuckle, and continued, "So yeah, to answer your question. That's what I meant by lifestyle."
Vanessa quickly took another swig of the cocktail, seemingly terrified.
"Will you relax? You asked the man after all." I scolded her, mostly jokingly.
She found her voice, "I- I'm a little confused. Your wife lets you sleep with other women?"
Mark answered candidly, "Yeah, well, I'm only allowed to sleep with married women - she doesn't trust the single ones." He took a large swig of his drink, and continued, "I bull regularly for a married couple back home actually, and I'll occasionally meet a couple when I'm away on business."
"Bull?" Vanessa asked, again rather naively. My wife was a brilliant woman, but this conversation had put her fast on her heels.
"A Bull is a term used in the lifestyle. It basically means that I sleep with married women. I love taking married women to bed." Mark replied, bluntly.
There was something bizarrely arousing about Mark being so forward about the subject, especially considering that it was clear he would love to take Vanessa to bed, given the chance. I couldn't believe that after all my years fantasizing about this particular kink, that someone like Mark would show up and discuss it so openly with my wife and I.
My wife took another sip of her drink, face still flush. I noticed her breathing was rather heavy, and she seemed to still be mulling over the realization. She spoke, "And the husbands allow it?"
"Encourage it, really. I'll only partake if the husband knows about it, and wants it to happen. It's a huge rush for most men to watch their wife cuckold them."
He paused, and directed a follow-up question towards me.
"What about you Mike? You seem awfully quiet, and you don't seem as shocked as your wife here." Mark asked.
My mind was racing indeed, and every perverted thought that ran through it somehow ended with Vanessa on her back, writhing in pleasure. This was cuckolding that he was speaking about. Another man was sitting here, in front of Vanessa and I, laying the prospect of cuckolding right at our feet. I couldn't believe it, and although I had fantasized about Vanessa with another man many times over the years - hearing a real life offer sent my mind into overload.
"Mostly fascinated really, just kind of soaking it all in." I managed.
Mark replied, "So it's safe to say you two have never done anything of the sort." He chuckled again. "I told my wife I didn't think you had."
"Can't say that we have." I glanced at Vanessa, who was still blushing and visibly nervous. She shook her head in agreement.
"Well look, I don't want to weird you two out any more than I already have. I also have a painfully early meeting tomorrow, so I think it's time I took my leave. Hopefully I catch you guys tomorrow."
He stood, pausing as he left his cash on the counter. "Have a nice night." And with that, he turned and left us.
My wife and I were silent for a moment, and then I turned to her and spoke, "I told you he wants to fuck you."
We both broke into a muffled, absurd laughter.
The elevator ride up to our room consisted of Vanessa and I pawing at each other like teenagers. I wasn't sure what exactly had gotten into us, but I'm sure Mark's kinky admission had influenced our arousal to some degree.
We hopped into bed still fumbling at each others bodies when I decided to reach for the remote.
"What are you doing?" my wife managed, between kisses.
The brazen conversation at the bar had stirred my perverted mind into sexual overdrive. I decided to push things.
"How about a movie?" I replied, realizing we hadn't watched a porn together in quite a few years.
Vanessa smiled wickedly, blushing. "Go ahead." She acted as if she was relenting, but I knew she was aroused by the proposition.
"You know what, I'm gonna clean up real quick - you pick the movie." I tossed her the remote and headed to the bathroom.
I was near giddy as I showered, dick stiffening at the knowledge of what my wife might be doing in the other room. I was overly excited and cut the shower short to return to her. I still couldn't believe that we had discussed cuckolding with an actual bull - just moments ago.
I quickly dried myself and threw on my boxers, rushing out the bathroom with erect curiosity. As soon as I opened the door the sound of feminine moans and bodies slapping hit my ears. As I rounded the corner into the main bedroom I was greeted to the erotic sight of my nude wife. She was lying on the bed with her legs wide, feet resting on the bedding below. She was massaging her pussy as she took in the images on the screen. Her tits rested sexually on her chest, jiggling slightly as she played with herself. I noticed that her cocktail dress was tossed on the floor along with her stilettos and panties.
"I didn't mean to order this." She blushed when she noticed me.
"Order what?" I replied, as I approached the bed finally glancing at the television.
I was shocked to see a woman being pounded intensely by a massive black cock, her head arched back in pleasure as she took the large organ inside of her.



A knot twisted in my stomach as my dick strained to full hardness. "Wow." I looked at her, stunned. "I guess Mark's proposition got to you?" I managed, blood pressure rising - simultaneously horrified and aroused that it might have. I was legitimately shocked that she would actually have chosen an interracial film, as we had never seen one together. A million thoughts began racing through my mind.
She stammered, but didn't stop playing with her sopping mound. "No, I... I saw the Title, Naughty Wives - and tried previewing it. I don't know how to work the remote, I guess I ordered it accidentally."
I believed her, but teased her regardless, "Uh huh. Sure you did babe."
She blushed, temporarily closing her legs momentarily in embarrassment. "I'm serious..." she whined.
I said nothing, but approached her on the bed.
Vanessa's pussy looked divine, dampening and plump as her delicate fingers massaged her clit. I instinctively crawled towards her sex face first. She saw my intent and sexily opened her legs further, removing her hand.
I began smothering her naughty bits with kisses, up her inner thigh, around her mound, and eventually planting deep and passionate ones directly on her swollen clit. She moaned immediately in response, grabbing my head and hair as I licked her. I couldn't help but noticed how incredibly wet she was.
I glanced up to see her eyes fixated on the television, the moans of the the woman in the movie echoing from behind me. I removed my mouth to catch a breath, "Well? Do you like the movie?" I asked, somehow hoping she did.
She nodded, and bit her lip, speaking in her sexy voice, "It's crazy, but I do. I've never seen a black one before."
Her admission sent my blood pressure through the roof, and I couldn't help but further spur her arousal.
"I bet you Mark's even bigger than that." I don't know why I said it.
She clutched into my hair, moaning deeply.
I kissed her clit again, continuing "You can admit you find him attractive, it doesn't bother me."
"Mike, stoppp..." she whined, but clearly liked the direction I was going with this dirty talk.
I shuffled up on my knees, and plopped my throbbing dick against her mound - entering her with ease.
She began moaning immediately, louder than I had heard her in many years. In a moment of drunken arousal, I admitted it to her - again. "You know that I fantasize about you with a bigger man, right?"
Vanessa clawed into my shoulders as I fucked her, "Oh god Mike! Keep fucking me!"
My newfound arousal combined with the drinks down at the bar had removed my typical filter.
"Oh I will baby, and when I'm done I'm gonna call Mark up here for his turn."
Her eyes began to glaze, and I could sense a powerful orgasm brewing in her. I pushed her over the edge with my words, "I'll sit right there on that chair, and watch as he pounds you with that big cock of his. I know you want it Vanessa!"
Her eyes rolled into the back of her head as her body began to convulse, I had only seen her cum like this once or twice in our many years together. She bucked hard, moaning in pleasure. I looked down at her and came immediately. The lust, her beauty, and the admission of my cuckold fantasy was too much to bear.
We clutched at each other as our bodies shook into post-orgasm relaxation. I looked at her, and her at me - we kissed passionately, and both soon fell into a deep slumber.
We awoke late the following day, eventually heading down to the lobby for brunch. We both seemed be to gathering our thoughts on the evening until we finally sat down to eat. I looked across at her, she was as beautiful as ever, using her fork to delicately organize the eggs and bacon on her plate. Just as I was about to speak, she did.
"Were you serious about what you said last night?"
I was immediately excited to revisit the admission, and I spoke honestly to my wife, despite some embarrassment. "Yeah... I mean it's not something I think about all the time, but the thought of it does turn me on."
She blushed, speaking quietly so as to not have others near us hear. "You're all I need Mike. I can't believe you're such a perv." She said it jokingly, and she smiled more - still blushing. She spoke those words, but the look on her face indicated that at least the thought of it aroused her as well, and that did nothing but inspire me.
I matched her hushed tone, "I know I am babe, but it's just a kinky fantasy." I paused, "I guess hearing Mark admit to... what he does. I don't know, it breathed some life into it."
Her face turned flush, and I pressed her. "Would you fuck him?"
She played with more bacon on her plate, "Mike..."
"Judgement free zone Vanessa, I know you find him attractive."
"Yes, he's attractive - but we are married Mike - so no, of course I wouldn't fuck him."
"Of course we're married, and we're always going to be married."
I paused, and decided to paint an erotic picture to gauge her reaction.
I spoke in a lighthearted, mater of fact tone.
"We are at the bar tonight, Mark's there. We have a few drinks, you flirt with him a bit like you did last night. We go up to the room, the three of us. We strip you down, and he fucks you with that big cock of his. I watch - probably jerk off because I'll be so insanely turned on. Then we go to sleep, never see him again, and wake up knowing we had some kinky fun on a vacation one time."
She dropped her fork and it clashed loudly against her breakfast plate, causing some people to glance over at us. Vanessa's face was flush and her eyes wide. "Okay Mike, that's enough." she spoke in a whisper - and I decided it best left alone for the rest of the meal.
She refused to speak of it for the rest of the morning, and after a nap we eventually decided to head back down to the beach.
This time we didn't stop to lay down our blanket, and continued walking along the shore, soaking in the lovely day. I kept glancing at her, making knowing faces, causing her to blush. We had never had a conversation like we did that morning, and I desperately wanted to revisit it.
We had been walking for quite awhile when we approached a gathering of trees, and a sign. 'Clothing Optional Beyond This Point - No Phones - No Cameras'
Vanessa looked over at me, shrugging playfully. "Might as well, seems to be that kind of vacation." On a whim we continued through the brush. At first it wasn't noticeably different than the portion of the beach that we had just left. We continued strolling, some couples fully suited, swimming in the ocean. We walked past an older Hispanic man, nude - with a small penis and a large gut. I saw Vanessa quickly avert her eyes. Then we soon ran into a slightly younger couple who were also nude, and not unattractive - but we both avoided staring. I had never been on a nude beach before and it somehow felt surprisingly normal, even relaxing after a time. That is, until I saw Mark.
Vanessa stopped dead in her tracks, frozen, seemingly caught in a bad joke. I too, was kind of shocked by the chances of the encounter, having no idea Mark would be here, not even having the thought cross my mind. Suddenly I remembered him heading in this direction after our beach run-in the other day.
He was walking over to us, entirely nude except for a towel draped over his shoulder - his massive cock was swaying below his waist as he strode. We stood there like idiots, unsure how to react. I quickly tried to gather myself as he approached. He smiled, greeting us. "Hey there guys. Surprised to see you at this end of the beach."
His cock was obscene, massively thick and long, with a huge set of balls. I had never seen anything like it, and I quickly averted my eyes - finding words, fighting through the awkwardness of the encounter. "Yeah, it was kind of a spur of the moment decision. Carefree vacation mode and all." I vomited out a reply without coherency.
"First time on a nude beach?" He offered, to both of us. I quickly replied, "Yeah - not many in Ohio as I'm sure you know."
"Vanessa's idea?" He spoke, smiling at her. To my horror I noticed that my wife's eyes were locked on his manhood, Mark noticed as well.
She didn't even realize that she'd been asked a question, My terror turned to amused arousal as I tried to snap her out of her trance, "Well babe, was it your idea?"
Vanessa suddenly realized that she had been caught staring, her face once again blushing a deep shade of red. She put her hand up to her mouth. "Oh my god. How embarrassing."
Mark calmly assuaged her. He seemed to realize that we were out of our element. "No worries, I'm used to that." He chuckled as he removed the tower from his shoulder, and began draping it around his waist to cover up. The damage, however, was already done.
Vanessa continued to blush, stuttering, "I... I've just never - seen one that big."
My blood pressure skyrocketed, and I was unsure of how to interject in the conversation, or whether I should at all. I couldn't believe my eyes, or my ears. My wife openly admitting to this man that he was larger than me, clearly much larger than me - aroused me to no end.
"No problem at all, it's not the first time I've heard that." He smiled wide, clearly proud. "I'm actually gonna head back to my room, been out here baking in the sun way too long today. I don't suppose you two would want to meet for a drink later?"
I looked at Vanessa, wondering just how much shame she might be feeling right now. I almost felt bad for her, but I realize it ultimately wasn't a big deal. "Babe? We didn't have any plans."
She nodded slowly, coming to her senses but probably not even hearing my question, "Sure." she said.
"Great, I'll see you guys at the bar." Mark replied, and quickly walked off.
Vanessa stood frozen for a moment, seemingly with her mind blown. We looked and each other, saying nothing, and eventually turned to head back to the hotel. We were both silent the entire walk back to our room. Once we were finally inside Vanessa began to undress, for a moment I thought she was feeling intensely horny from the big cock sighting, possibly wanting to jump on me to quench her thirst. She walked up to me, kissing me deeply, but then she quickly made a move into the bathroom, closing the door behind her.
I stood there dumbfounded, wanting to hear her thoughts on the afternoon, on the bizarre and arousing encounter at the beach. But the only sound I heard was the showing turning on. Just as I was about to go take a seat on the bed the door re-opened. I saw Vanessa's head pop out.
"Babe... Why don't you head down to the convenience store and buy some condoms. Magnums please. I'm gonna start getting ready for tonight." She closed the door behind her again.
My mind exploded, and I stood still for a moment. When her words registered with my brain I rushed to the bathroom door smashing it open. Vanessa was naked, heavy tits hanging with one leg on the counter, shaving her legs.
"You're going to fuck him?" I asked, breathing heavily, panicked, stunned, aroused.
She glanced over at me, calmly. "Of course not silly, but I want to make sure we aren't being irresponsible in-case something stupid happens tonight. I'm not on the pill right now."
I was confused, lost in a maze of perverted arousal, "I don't understand. You know I don't fit into Magnums." I recalled one of the first times Vanessa and I made love, me naively thinking I could use one of my roommates Magnum condoms. I assumed it would fit fine despite its larger size. However my dick went swimming in it, and it wouldn't work for sex.
She replied, huskily. "I know you don't."
I continued to be at a loss, asking again. "I don't understand. If you're not going to fuck him, and I don't fit into them... Why do we need them?"
She pulled her leg down from the sink, turning to me. She leaned in, kissing me sexily, breasts mashing against my chest. She reached for my trunks, massaging my hardening dick beneath the fabric.
"I just want to have some large condoms on hand, in case." She kissed me again, this time tantalizingly on my neck.
"In case what?" I managed.
She was toying with me. I hated it, and I loved it. She spoke again, looking at me with sex in her eyes, "Are you going to get them?" was all she said.
In a trance, I nodded.
A couple hours later my wife and I were headed down to the hotel lobby. Vanessa looked absolutely divine in a tightly fitted green dress, her brown hair cascading down to her shoulders. She was glowing with sexual energy. As for myself, I was filled with a more nervous energy. I was enamored with my wife's condom teasing earlier in the afternoon. There were a thousand butterflies in my stomach as I wondered where the night might lead us. We had a light meal and headed over to our typical spot at the hotel bar, for whatever reason it was quieter than usual on this particular evening.
We ordered a couple glasses of wine and sat, simply regarding one another. Few words were spoken. I would graze her ear and fix an earring, and she would rest her hand on my knee, smiling sexily. We would lean in and steal the occasional kiss, and my eyes would linger on her cleavage, lightly glittered from moisturizer. It wasn't long before he arrived.
Mark was wearing beige slacks and a snug dress shirt, he immediately pulled up a chair next to me.
"Evening." He greeted us with a smile.
"Good evening." Vanessa spoke sweetly.
He quickly ordered a drink, and made sure to tell the bartender that we were on his tab tonight. I tried to stop him but he wouldn't have it. "It's the least I can do after the embarrassment I caused on the beach."
"Nonsense." I replied, "Serves us right for exploring in places we shouldn't have."
The conversation flowed naturally, despite the nude encounter earlier in the day. It wasn't long before we were all a bit tipsy, and I couldn't help but notice the lingering stares between Mark and my wife. An hour passed and the three of us were laughing and having a good time. Sexual energy was present in the room, and my mind continued to wonder about the possibilities for the end of the evening.
Mark received a phone call, and it was apparently his wife. "Yeah babe." He replied, and stood from his chair, pacing near the bar in a conversation with her. I leaned in for a kiss with Vanessa, who smiled back at me with lively eyes.
"Are you having a good time?" I asked, implying more, somehow.
She nodded.
"She wants to talk to you." Mark suddenly reappeared, phone in hand - directed towards Vanessa.
"Huh?... Me?" My wife awkwardly replied.
"She probably wants to embarrass me. Here, talk to her." He handed the phone to my wife, and took a seat, this time next to her.
My wife's face began to turn red, "Hi! This is Vanessa."
Her answers were all rather short, as if she was answering a session of rapid fire questions from Marks wife.
"Yeah." A laugh. "Yeah." Another laugh. The appearance of a deep blush, and a quiet gasp.
Her voice became rather hushed on occasion. "No." "Yeah." "I can't believe you're asking me that!" More laughing.
She glanced up at me, "He does, actually."
I was dying to know what they were talking about. I glanced down to noticed my wife adjusting her legs in her chair, her eyes now appeared somehow aroused, and my confusion was at an all time high.
"I don't know." A nod. "Yeah I know." "Alright, well - It was really nice to talk to you!"
"I will. Thank you."
Her face was beet red as she handed the phone back to Mark.
"Well, did she embarrass me?" Mark inquired quietly, joking.
Vanessa was stammering to find the words, "Um... Not exactly. She was actually very complimentary of you." She took a sip of her drink as she said it.
Mark laughed, pulling the phone up to his ear and began pacing again, finishing up his conversation with her.
"What did she say?" I asked of my wife in a hushed voice.
"You don't wanna know." She replied.
"I do, actually."
She looked right at me, "She was bragging about him, his endowment. She was trying to encourage us to go back to his room tonight. She was trying to encourage me to cuckold you."
I nearly dropped my glass, time freezing, fantasy further creeping into the reality of this vacation - and right when I was about to reply Mark sat back down next to Vanessa.
"Sorry about her, she's a loose cannon that one." He offered.
"No, she was very nice." Vanessa's tone was innocent in her reply.
Mark looked across at me this time, excitement in his eyes. "Is it true that you're actually keen on the idea, Mike?"
The earth seemed to stop spinning as I pieced together what was discussed on the phone a moment ago. I glanced at Vanessa who's face was bright red and eyes wide.
I didn't know how to reply, so I took a deep breath, and a long sip of wine, really searching for the right words.
"In theory." I managed.
Mark smiled, "Most men are, really. Most are also afraid to admit it - to themselves, to their wives."
Vanessa was nearly shaking with nervous excitement, and Mark decided to help her relax by placing his hand on her thigh.
"Here." He adjusted his seated position, moving slightly to face more towards Vanessa. "This is a little test I do with new couples. May I?" Mark gently reached for Vanessa's hand.
Vanessa's face was crimson, but she delicately laid her palm into his. I later learned that Vanessa already knew what he was going to attempt, his wife having told her during their bizarre conversation. I was locked in a trance, a strange feeling present in my stomach, an aroused one in my loins.
"Stop me at any time if this isn't working for either one of you." Mark somehow seemed extra genuine with the comment.
I looked on in aroused horror as he deftly placed it right onto what at first appeared to be his upper thigh. However I quickly noticed the bulge running down his pant leg. My wife's hand was on his cock!
Vanessa reached up to cover her mouth with her free hand, seemingly in shock. After years of fantasizing about such a perverted scene, to finally see it - it wreaked havoc on my mind. But I was immediately aroused.
I quickly shot down a huge gulp of wine whilst glancing around the bar. I was relieved to see no one else on our side of the counter, Mark probably having already noticed that.
He calmly removed his hand from hers, speaking softly. "Just leave it there Vanessa, explore it while you enjoy your drink."
"My god." My wife let the words out in a whisper. "I can't believe I'm doing this."
"Bah, it's just a little fun on your vacation. Right Mike?" He looked in my direction to gauge my reaction.
"No harm at all." I managed, somehow. I continued to look as my wife's small hand slowly moved up and down the length of his concealed cock, gently grasping at his thickness through his thin pants.
"Have you ever felt one that big?" Mark offered, calmly.
Vanessa's blush deepened, but she managed a reply, "God no."
We all sat in a totally delirious trance of lust and heightened arousal as my wife explored his manhood.
After a few minutes of heavy breathing and high blood pressure Mark offered, "Seems like you're both enjoying this."
Vanessa looked at me with worried, lustful eyes.
"Mark, why don't you give us one minute to talk." I spoke.
"Certainly." He stood, seemingly unconcerned with the massive tent in his pants as he headed to the restroom.
"Do you want to go up to his room?" I asked, anxious, panicked, hopeful.
"Oh god Mike what are we doing?" was her reply.
I leaned in and kissed her. "We have been married for years Vanessa. We love each other and we are just spicing things up on a vacation - it's completely normal, and incredibly exciting."




"Aren't you worried, embarrassed?" She asked, concerned.
"No, I'm excited. I can't explain it but I'm completely fucking excited."
I decided to see just how excited she was, and I reached into the bottom of her dress, rummaging for her panties. She gasped, eyes bolting wide. They were absolutely soaked.
"I think we should go up to his room." I said, smiling.
"...Okay." she whispered.
We both stood in a sexual trance. I looked around in a fog of impending sexual doom. Mark saw us both and returned.
I spoke, "I think we'll take you up on that offer Mark. A night cap up in your room."
He smiled, excited. "Great."
The elevator ride up to his room was probably the most sexually charged in human history. Mark stood behind Vanessa, snug to her rear. At one point he reached around and gently grasped her tummy, pulling her ass into his crotch. Her eyes once again darted wide, blushing. "I can't believe we're doing this." She spoke to the cab, to no one, to herself.
"You're gonna have fun tonight Vanessa." Mark confidently replied.
I was delirious with arousal, feeling like I was in another dimension with how fast things had progressed. The looming reality of my cuckolding was both sending my mind into a spiral, and turning my dick into steel.
When we arrived at this room he gently grabbed Vanessa by the hand, ushering her to the couch. I immediately noticed that his room was a presidential suite, and that this living room was much more spacious that ours, complete with a kitchenette.
"Mike, why don't you grab a cocktail out of the bar there. Make yourself comfortable." He sat my wife down next to him on a plush beige couch.
I opened the mini-fridge door in a fog, leaning down to grab some soda and some rum from the side panel. When I stood back up I saw my wife kissing another man for the first time in my life.
The moment would be burned into my mind for all time. My heart began pounding as their lips met, my stomach tied in knots, my dick stood rigid. One of her legs was draped over his as she continued to play with the massive erection beneath his tenting slacks. I stood frozen as one of his large hands cupped her breasts, seemingly tickling at her nipples beneath the fabric.
He paused and glanced up at me, Vanessa looked in my direction as well - eyes wild and blushing in deep embarrassment. "Why don't you have a seat Mike." He pointed to the single across from the couch.
As I slowly walked over and sat Mark leaned back onto the couch. I looked on in terror as he slowly began unbuckling his belt, it wasn't long before he was sliding his slacks down. He wasn't wearing any underwear and his massive black cock sprung immediately upwards, incredibly aroused, and incredibly thick. He shuffled the pants to the floor, tossing them to the side along with his loafers. His cock was now the center of attention in the room, his large balls rested on the sofa cushion, and he leaned back looking at Vanessa.
My wife's expression was wide eyed, fixated on his manhood. For the second time tonight he gently grabbed her hand, encouraging her to touch him. She did. I watched awestruck as her small hand tried, hopelessly, to encircle his girth. Her tiny fingers had no hope of reaching all the way around his thickness. She slowly began pumping his cock, completely entranced by it. Mark reached out and groped her tits as she jacked him off, leaning his head back in pleasure.
My dick began straining hard against my own pants, but I didn't move to adjust it - I was frozen. My mind couldn't process the scene occurring before me.
"It's so big." I heard my wife say through a haze of lust.
Mark slowly removed his shirt, exposing his impressive torso. He moved to stand, lifting my wife up out of her seat in the process. In one swift motion he unzipped the back of her dress, peeling it upwards and exposing my wife's sopping panties, and bursting bra. He wasted no time, Vanessa under his spell, he deftly unclasped her bra - allowing her large breasts to spill out, pale nipples as erect as I had ever seen them. His dark hand cupped them both, raising them, jiggling them - and then he buried his mouth onto her tit. It caused her head to tilt back and the first moan of undoubtedly many to escape her mouth.
My mouth went dry, it was the most erotic scene I had ever seen, my entire body was frozen, gripped to the chair - as I watched this well hung man control my wife.
Mark gently sat her back down on to the sofa, taking a seat next to her once again. He leaned back, allowing her to feast her eyes and her hands on his manhood. "Go ahead baby, play with my cock."
Vanessa immediately began pumping it again, I noticed her biting her bottom lip as her arousal dominated her body. Her tits were jiggling sexily as she jacked his huge cock. She began moving faster, inspired by the sexual site of her delicate white hand traveling up and down the entire length of his black shaft. His huge balls began flopping up and down on the sofa, and she reached out her other hand to massage those as well. Mark tilted his head back again in pleasure, now letting out his own reserved moan.
"God." He looked right at her. "I can't wait to fuck you baby."
Vanessa froze, seemingly remembering something important. She glanced at me for a moment, eyes lost in her own desire, and then she reached for her handbag now plopped on the side counter. She immediately pulled out the condoms I had purchased earlier.
Mark noticed what she had grabbed, and that they were Magnums. He let out a chuckle. "I don't think that's gonna fit sugar."
She glanced at him, and then his cock, and broke the seal on one of the packages. She began giggling as the latex condom snapped hopelessly against the wide girth of his cock head. It had no hope of fitting. "Don't worry Vanessa." He kissed her gently. "I'm gonna cum all over these big titties anyway." Vanessa leaned back into the sofa stunned and aroused by the lewdness of his comment. Mark then leaned in for another passionate kiss, massaging again at her breasts. Her legs instinctively splayed open, and he grabbed her pantie lining, peeling them down around her plump ass. She lifted her legs, allowing him access to do so, and I watched in perversion as my wifes panties slipped off her feet. Mark tossed them to the side.
Her pussy was inflamed and ready. They regarded each other with impossible lust, and Mark slowly leaned my wife down against the couch cushion, shifting his knees in between her legs in the process. He leaned atop her, looking down, and began to align his hulking member above her pussy - eventually resting it down against her folds. She squirmed in anticipation, momentarily covering her eyes in disbelief.
I swallowed hard, clearing the lump in my throat. He spoke to her, "Watch baby."
She looked down at the impending collision. Mark jostled his shaft against her folds which caused Vanessa to squeal in delight. I leaned in, unable to grasp the gravity of what was occurring. Slowly his large head began bumping at the entrance to her womanhood. She spread her legs more, inviting him inside of her. She titled her head back with a loud moan as his head entered her for the first time. She placed a hand on his chiseled abdomen to prevent him from entering too fast. "Go slow Mark, you're so big." She whispered it.
"I will sugar." He leaned down and kissed her. Their tongues met as he began another thrust - pushing another couple inches of his manhood inside of my wife. Her next moan was louder. "Oh god!" Every time he reversed you could see more and more of his organ covered in my wife's wetness, until eventually more than half of his huge cock had entered her.
I knew he was already deeper than I had ever been, and I wondered how she was feeling having that much dick inside of her.
"Oh my god, Markkk!" Her cry was loud, her pleasure obvious.
"Almost home love." He replied, and thrust back into her once again. It took several minutes, but I looked on in shock as my wife's delicate pussy lips clung to his cock. She was impossibly stretched as she finally took all that he had to offer. His massive black pouch was mushed against her plump lily rear - his huge shaft completely inside of her.
They looked into each others eyes. "Do you like this dick, Vanessa?" Mark asked, already knowing her answer.
"Yes." Was her reply. She bit her lip, continuing, "I've never felt so full."
"I'm gonna fuck this pussy good baby." He kissed her, she moaned, and he followed up on his promise.
He began to churn into my wife, huge shaft pumping in and out of her pussy - a white lathering developing on his length as she creamed all over him in delight. Her legs spread wide, and then around his lower back as she latched on for his ride. Her moaning ramped up slowly, but quickly turned feverish. I had never heard her react to sex in such a manner. "Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh! Mark! Markkk!" She would grunt in between her words, clawing into his shoulders as he ravished her. I began to hear his large nutsack flopping against my wife's ass as he drove his huge manhood into her pussy. Juices squirting out all over the couch cushion as their organs collided with one another.
"Oh god! Oh god! Oh my goddd!" Another groan, another moan. I could hear it building rapidly.
It was too much to bear, I had to unzip. I exposed my dick which was about to explode from delirious arousal. However I relented from touching myself for fear of premature release.
"Ohhh! Ohhh! Mark don't stoppp! I'm gonna...! Ohhh!"
Mark grunted, sweat developing on his brow as he took my wife to a place I never had - a hard vaginal orgasm.
He spoke, "That's it baby. Let it go! I'm gonna make that pussy cum!"
Her body convulsed, legs flailing as the orgasm surged through her body. She clawed hard into his back, screaming as loud as I had ever heard her. I looked on in disbelief as her eyes rolled back into her head. "Ohhh!! Myyy!! Fuckkk...!!" Her pussy was bucking on his huge cock as she unloaded her essence all over his shaft. Mark held onto her as the waves of pleasure took control of her nervous system. My wife gave herself to him as she achieved the highest sexual peak of her life.
He leaned down and kissed her as the orgasm finally subsided. I blinked for the first time in what felt like hours.
"Jesus christ." Was all she could manage.
"You're fucking hot Vanessa." was Marks reply. He pulled her up off the couch, smacking her ass as he began to position her back down on all fours. "Look at this ass too." My wife was still recovering from his first onslaught, blinking heavily as she steadied herself for him. He smacked his heavy member against her plump rear a few times, causing some of their sticky sexual essence to cling to her skin. Then he lowered himself and smacked upwards into her clit from her underside. She shuddered as more pleasure returned to her body. That's when she noticed me again, staring at her slack jawed and lust filled.
She smiled, blushing, impossibly embarrassed but as womanly as I had ever seen her. "You were right Mike, this was a good idea." She chuckled absurdly, which caused a smile from both Mark and I.
"Mike's having almost as good a time as you, trust me." Mark said to her. Somehow, against all societal norms, he was entirely right. I had never, not since my developing years as a teen first exploring the female body, been as sexually excited as I was here tonight. It was such an absolute mind fuck cocktail of primal emotions that caused the most intense kind of arousal from me.
Mark slapped her ass again, causing it to jiggle. She looked back at him sexily. "Fuck me." She said.
I almost came without physical provocation. Mark smiled, and stuffed himself in her from behind. Her eyes closed as she took him inside of her again. She loved it.
He began fucking her with passion, gripping tightly into her hips as he claimed her. Her heavy tits began swaying in the most erotic fashion. They bounced back and forth responding to this thrusts, the slapping noise and sexes meeting once again filled the air. Her moans and compliments weren't far behind.
"Oh goddd. It's so good." She looked back at him, "You fuck me so good Mark."
He smacked her ass. "I know it baby."
That's when she looked in my direction, locking into my eyes. I instinctively began pumping my dick.
"Oh god baby he's really fucking me!" She squealed it in a sexy high pitched voice that nearly caused me to cum on the spot.
"I know baby." I replied, throatily.
"Do you really like watching me?"
I drew her attention down to my throbbing dick, "What do you think?"
She moaned, "Oh my god this is so fucking naughty!" she buried her face into the couch cushion as Mark continued to pummel her.
Mark's groans started to grow more frequent, and I had to figure he wouldnt last much longer.
Vanessa looked back at me, "Come here Mike."
I stepped out of my pants, and approached her, dick absurdly sticking straight out. She balanced herself and pulled me to her mouth, engulfing my throbbing dick. It would take absolutely nothing to make me cum.
She sucked me for a few moments, eyes connecting with mine as Mark dominated her sex from behind. It was too much, and I was moments from cumming. Suddenly Mark groaned, pulling his cock out and twirling Vanessa onto her back, tits flopping wildly as she hit the couch. He unloaded, rope after rope of his heavy seed erupted from his engorged head, splashing against my wife's breasts and tummy. The sight of it caused my own eruption, and I came all over her face. She looked on in completely disbelief as her husband and a man she had only just met came all over her body. Although Mark's load was much more substantial than mine it made no difference to me - it was an insane sexual high for all three of us.
After the ejaculation had subsided the three of us were silent for a moment, and then Vanessa smiled. Suddenly we broke into a relaxed, relieved, satisfied laugh. Mark interjected, "I told you guys this would be fun. I've never had a bad experience doing stuff like this - I guess I know how to pick em."
After a few panting breaths, my wife spoke. "I need to clean up." Vanessa said, absurdly - standing. Cum was coating seemingly her entire body. Mark offered the shower in the other room, and she scurried through the door. Mark shuffled his pants on and moved to refill my drink. I strapped my own trousers back around my waist, and collapsed back into the couch.
"Good shit. Right Mike?" Mark offered, somehow casual.
I could only nod, still rather delirious. "I can't believe how hot that was, it doesn't make sense."
"Hah, I know it."
Before I could continue the discussion I found myself fast asleep, or rather, awoken to a darker room some hours later. I was groggy, and I realized that the sexual release, the drinking, the excitement - had all combined to sap my energy.
I glanced around to an empty room, but before long the noises made themselves apparent.
My wife was moaning, distant, but near. I soon saw a light shining through the cracked bedroom door. I stood, stomach once again in that now familiar knot, dick once again standing at attention. I slowly paced, barefoot, across the living room carpet.
Her groans grew louder, and the noises of their bodies mating began to make an appearance. I glanced into the door and saw them, naked, fucking on Marks large suite bed.
This was the site of my true cuckolding, where their honest admissions made an appearance. They were fucking freely, enraptured by one another's sexuality. They had experienced that initial explosion of sexual exploration, and now they were aimed at something deeper.
He had Vanessa doggy style on his bed. I looked on as my wife's large tits bounced violently as he took her from behind. Her ass jiggled as she received his assault. It was similar to the scene from earlier, but their words were more inciting.
"God I love this tight pussy." Mark grit his teeth and smacked my wife's ass, pumping his organ in and out of her as he spoke.
"Oh fuckkk..." Vanessa's moans were passionate and unshackled, she looked back into his eyes. "I love that big cock."
Their words were hushed, seemingly to avoid waking me. She moaned back at him as she spoke.
He grabbed some of her hair, picking up speed, his large nuts where smacking into her clit as he fucked her. He was in total control.
"Who's pussy is this?" He looked into her eyes as he asked. I had never been so assertive with her.
Her eyes glazed over as she searched for the words. A lump formed in my throat as I began to fidget with my dick as I watched. Vanessa moaned low, "Oh! Goddd... No one has ever fucked me like you Mark!"
He smacked her ass again, this time harder. Her cheeks rippled in response. I looked on as her toes began to curl. It was, absurdly, the first time I noticed her nail polish all evening. "Who own's this pussy Vanessa?" He repeated it.
She groaned again, closing her eyes as an orgasm brewed deep within her loins. He smacked her ass yet again, causing her to shake. "Tell me I own it Vanessa. This is my pussy."
She moaned again, his pace quickening, her tits bouncing as his cock reached depths of her womanhood that no other man had ever been.
She looked back at him one last time, eyes fully distant, lost in the purest form of lust. "It's your pussy Mark. Take it baby."
They both moaned deeply, lowly, truly. Vanessa squealed as her ass bucked back into his crotch, milking him as he released his seed deep into her womb. Her hands clutched into the bed sheets, her toes curled violently. He roared, "Oh fuck yeah baby! I'm cumming in this married pussy!" His massive scrotum pulled up into his shaft as it pulsed, unleashing rope after rope of potent seed deep into my wife. She screamed in complete pleasure as this man claimed her in every primal sense of the word.
I came in my pants as their mating came to completion in front of my eyes, squirting my own load against the fabric of my trousers. Vanessa collapsed face first into his bed, completely satisfied.
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I awoke with a heavy headache, eyes stinging and stomach in churn. I drank too much scotch last night, that was for certain. Worse, I had forgotten to mitigate the impending damage with any water. I also pumped out several orgasms, which had drained me of my testosterone. My physical ailments paled in comparison to what my real strife was, however. The memory of last night flooded back with unforgiving potency.
I glanced to my left, apparently Elizabeth had already awoken and left the room. The sound of the television slowly broke through the haze of my hangover, and I eventually realized she was downstairs. My wife had cuckolded me last night. The memory of it made me dizzy and flush with aroused confusion. Years of an unscratched itch had led to an explosion of interracial, extramarital lust. I was admittedly a willing participant in her dalliance. I don't know why, really. I suppose over our years together a lingering perversion had arisen in my mind as well. Deep down I knew she wanted to bed a well hung black man. Her years away at college had allowed her a window seat into that kind of sex. Her roommate at the time had craved it, cuckolding her own boyfriend regularly.
I began to slowly reach out for the cellphone on my nightstand. I swallowed nervously as I opened the text from Elizabeth, that fateful text. The video was still there, brief in duration but eternal in its consequence. His cock was massive, truly. I had seen the sort on occasion in porn, but to think this kind of hung cock would one day fuck my wife. It was incomprehensible, yet it was now my reality. I watched as Elizabeth's beautifully large tits bounced sexily as she took him. Her harrowing moans sent chills down my spine all over again. The video ended. I took a deep breath, noticing to my returning shame that my dick was as hard as a rock. Somehow, I pressed play again.
After watching it two more times I looked up to see her standing there, half in the doorway. She looked radiant, to be honest, beautiful in her bathrobe and without make-up on. She was smiling in greeting, having caught me viewing her video.
"Do you like that movie?" she asked, voice sweet - tinged with embarrassment. "We should probably delete it." She quickly added.
I fumbled with the phone in my own embarrassment, finally tossing it to the side. "Good morning." I managed.
We were silent for a moment, but she spoke. "I love you Steve." she continued to stand there, observing me. I sensed some hesitation on her part, she was clearly unsure as to how I was feeling about last night.
"I love you too." I replied, smiling. "Come here." I patted the bedside, masking my physical pain and my mental anguish.
She walked over to me slowly, tits bouncing beneath the silk of her robe. God she was gorgeous. She eventually sat down next to me on the bed, blushing deeply as she spoke.
The gravity of the situation seemed to hit her all at once. "I can't believe I did it." She covered her face with her hands, her voice somewhat emotional.
"We did it." I corrected her, gently removing those hands from her face and then holding them. "I encouraged you." I paused, thinking on my next words. "Look, Lizzy. It was super fucking hot." I shook my head, unable to believe it actually happened.
I continued, "I know you've been fantasizing about that for while." I paused. "I think I've kind of fantasized about it too."
"Really?" She replied, sheepishly.
"Look, I know I'm not the biggest guy in the worl-"
She cut me off. "Steve, I love your dick, and I love having sex with you, and most importantly I love you! Don't you dar-"
"C'mon babe. I know you love me, but that's not what this is about. I see the kind of porn you like. I saw you in that insanely hot video you texted to me." I said, pointing back to my phone. "I'm not naive."
She blushed deeper, admitting, "I... had fun."
The next questions were harder to ask, but they aroused me all the same.
"Did..." I sighed, pausing and shaking my head. It was an insane question to ask but I did nonetheless. "Did, he cum in you?" I took a deep breath, continuing. "How many times did you...?"
She pulled away, covering her face with her hands again, seemingly mortified.
"Stop Liz, it's done - you fucked him. Tell me the details."
She fought to find the words, but eventually regained her composure. "It was so dumb not to use condoms." She muttered under her breath, seemingly aghast with herself. "It all happened so fast."
I began breathing heavily at her retelling, I was impossibly aroused - but equally horrified. At that instant I was immensely thankful Lizzy had never lapsed on her birth control.
She continued, "But... No. He didn't cum in me."
I sighed in relief, stupidly, as if that was the dividing line in this equation. "Where did he cum?" I asked, desperate to know. This perversion was getting a hold of me faster than I'd have liked to admit. I wasn't sure why Elizabeth fucking this well hung NFL player had aroused me to such an extent, but it was intoxicating in its eroticism.
"Steve..."
I leaned in and kissed her passionately, mashing my tongue into her mouth with little tact. Moments later I came to my senses, pulling back. "Tell me." I pleaded.
She was surprised by my aggression, smiling at me with wide eyes. She continued, slowly "He came on my tummy, he came on my tits." She paused, "He came everywhere." She smiled wickedly, glancing down at my small tent beneath the bed sheets.
She continued, less concerned by her words and more emboldened by my arousal. "Honestly Steve, I lost count of how many times I came. I was naked in his bed for hours, it was non-stop." She began playing with my dick over the tenting bed sheets.
"Jesus." I managed, breathlessly. My arousal had reached a fever pitch. I leaned in and ripped her robe open, causing her large tits to spill out. My mind reeled as the imagery of another mans seed splattered all over them. I kissed her deeply on the lips, pulling her on top of me.
She immediately realized what my intentions were. "Oh. I see what you want." She bit her lip as she mounted me, peeling back her robe as she did.
"Be gentle baby, my pussy is really sore." She leaned in and kissed me on my neck, burying her face into my shoulder, grinding back and forth on my crotch. My dick was now nestled between the cheeks of her ass.
She turned her face towards mine and the warmth of her breath began tickling my cheeks, she whispered, "I really am sore Steve. He stretched me out with his big cock."
I suddenly convulsed, as cum shot out of my dick and across her rump. I clutched into her waist as my orgasm coursed through me. I couldn't believe her words alone had garnered this reaction from me.
"Oh my." My wife turned, looking back at her splattered ass. "This really turns you on, doesn't it? You've never done that before." She smiled lovingly at me, and kissed me deep. "Does this mean you want me to see him again?"
Two weeks later, she did.
Elizabeth and I had incredible sex leading up to their next encounter. Her escapade at his house, my cuckolding - was an intoxicating spark to our sex life. She would tease me about his size, his stamina, but always in a way that enhanced arousal - not in a way that humiliated.
When the night of their next date finally arrived, I couldn't keep my hands off her. This was especially true when she revealed that she was going bra-less yet again and wearing the set of lace panties that I loved. It was a complete mind melter to see her wearing them for another man.
As she kissed me goodbye she grabbed my crotch and said, "Behave yourself. We are coming back here tonight." My eyes darted open, but before I had a chance to reply she kissed again, deeply. "I love you. I'll be back soon."
I stood there, dumbfounded, watching as the door closed behind her. I felt a panic at the thought of them returning to the house, but that feeling soon gave way to excitement. What the fuck was wrong with me? Muscle memory allowed me to compose a scotch, and I soon found myself back in the chair, sipping on my drink and watching a game on the television. My wife was out on another date with her bull, and it was insane to think about.
It was only a couple hours that had passed before the lock to the door turned. My first instinct was to stand but I decided to stay seated, clutching my third glass of scotch. My wife was the first through the door, looking gorgeous in her black dress, her bra-less tits were bouncing sexily as she smiled at me. Her hair appeared damp and disheveled, her skin glowing from activity. Behind her was Freddy. Needless to say it was a shock to see him again, especially after what had occurred, especially knowing what was going to occur. He looked even larger than I recalled at the party last month. He was wearing slacks and a snugly fitted dress shirt, accenting an admittedly muscular torso.
"Hey babe." Elizabeth spoke excitedly, putting her purse down on the kitchen counter and moving towards me. I could tell she was masking some embarrassment, some trepidation. Freddy was following immediately behind her - but his expression was more stoic. She leaned in and kissed me deeply, her face was flush and her breath hot. "Hey. Have a good time?" I offered, trying my best to maintain a composed tone of voice.
"Yep." She smiled wickedly, eyes wild with arousal. She stood for a moment. I noticed that her nipples were jutting outwards from her dress, clearly excited. "You remember Freddy." She offered, introducing him to me for the first time. It was the most bizarre exchange of my life. Talking to this man who had fucked my wife. He extended his large hand in for a shake, which I met and reciprocated. "How could I forget." I replied, somehow jokingly. He chuckled, but I could sense that he was feeling some awkwardness as well.
He spoke, voice deeper than I imagined, "Nice to meet you Steve." He glanced up at the TV, noticing the final minutes of the game. "Oh damn. Tennessee actually pulled it off." In that brief moment I absurdly wondered what college he had attended, prior to joining the NFL.
I nodded, finding some common ground with the man. "Yeah, didn't look like they had a chance up until the fourth."
"Damn, impressive."
I nodded again, this time in agreement.
Elizabeth interjected, "Oh no. No sports tonight." She paused, smiling at both of us. "Nothing kills the mood faster than sports." She leaned into Freddy, resting her hand on his stomach and looking up at him. "Do you want to see the upstairs?"
Time stood still as soon as she asked it. I felt a cold chill run down my spine, she really was wasting no time. Freddy smiled and moved one of his large hands towards her ass, sensually rubbing it. "Sounds good to me." He looked at me, "That alright with you, Steve?"
Elizabeth was also looking towards me for approval. My mind reeled. I felt a lump in my throat and a knot in my stomach. I found my voice, "Yeah, definitely." I replied - somehow confident.
Elizabeth leaned down and kissed me with wild passion, she seemed to kiss me for an eternity until her body suddenly jostled forward, a slap echoing through the room. Freddy had planted one on her ass. I felt an incredible sense of eroticism. "I'll be right back baby." Elizabeth spoke sultrily as she stood, brushing her hair behind her ears. She grabbed his hand and slowly led him out of the room. I looked on in aroused horror as Freddy once again placed a hand on her ass. They both began to ascend the stairs, and I knew exactly where they were headed.
I couldn't help but wonder what an onlooker might have thought of me in this moment. How could I let him take my wife upstairs, in my own home? What kind of man does that make me? What would my friends or my colleagues think of me? I was a power player in my industry and extremely confident in my day to day life. Yet there was something inherently submissive about my compliance in this act - that was undeniable. But who was the weaker man, one who's controlling and jealous, or one who takes pleasure in seeing his wife break free of social norms, and become less inhibited? Surely any husband with an average penis and an understanding of sexual realities would admit that their wives, deep down, would love to try something larger. There was something supremely erotic about coming to terms with that. Encouraging that exploration was the ultimate display of trust.
"Ohhh!"
The first moan caused the hairs on the back of my neck to stand at attention. It echo'ed down the stairs and hit me square in my chest. My stomach turned and my dick strained to the extreme.
"Fuckkk!"
Her second moan caused the world to stop spinning. I muted the television instinctively, clutching into my chair - listening with perverted intent.
"Ohhh god!" My mouth became dry and I entered a delirious and heightened state of arousal. Moments later I heard the unmistakable sounds of bodies slapping together in lust. I couldn't believe my ears. I stood up, unsure of how to react. Seconds felt like years, I stood frozen - just listening. It was actually happening right upstairs. My wife was getting fucked.
"Oh my god!" Another groan from Elizabeth "Fuck meee!" She began to squeal as Freddy fucked her. I couldn't believe it. It felt as if the entire house might set fire, the air was so filled with electricity. I began to walk towards the stairway, quietly.
The sounds were intoxicating, her squealing, their naked bodies slapping together, the bed slamming into the wall. My wife was lost to her passion, moaning for his pleasure, "Don't stop! Don't stop! Oh my god! Freddyyy!"
The next sounds that echoed through the house were even more harrowing. My wife began to cum. It had taken less than a minute, which I could not fathom based on my experiences with her. Elizabeth's moans sounded deep and raw. I had never heard her grunt like that, never heard her scream in such pure satisfaction. "I'm c-c-umminggg...! I'm cumming on that big cockkk...!"
My mind was melting, my cock ready to explode without a physical touch. I began to climb the stairs in a trance, the taboo sounds of my wife's infidelity was leading me like a sirens song to the site of my cuckolding. That was when I heard him for the first time, muffled and raw. "Fuck yeah girl. Give me that pussy."
"Ohhh Freddy...! Fuck me baby!" My ears had to have been lying to me, my wife was never this sort of vocal - never this depraved. It was near impossible to process.
When I finally crested at the top of the stairs, I was looking right into my bedroom. What I saw will be burned into my mind for the rest of my life. It was, unequivocally, the sexiest sight I had ever seen. To see your wife, the woman you love, the person you are most intimate with. To see her, completely naked, writhing underneath a man with a massive cock. It's like a sexual atomic bomb that detonates within the deepest recesses of your mind. Her gorgeous legs were flailing in the air as he pounded her pussy. Her large ass mushed into our sheets, his huge balls flopping against her cheeks as his cock plowed in and out of her most intimate place. I couldn't believe my eyes. His thick black shaft was coated in her cream, I had to look twice, three times, unable to process how her labia was clinging to his substantial girth. Her toes were curled, one leg now wrapped around his lower back, the other quivering as she was bombarded with another brewing orgasm.
He enticed her to completion. "I'm gonna make that married pussy cum again girl. I can feel it. Cum on this bull cock."
Her delicate hands clawed into his large back as she did. Releasing in orgasm. She screamed in pleasure.
"Ohhh m-my g-...!" It was primal, as if her entire body was suffering from lock jaw as she came. Freddy held her, his cock still buried deep inside of her. I could see more of her essence cascade out of her pussy, smearing down his dark shaft.
It was more than I could stand, I pulled out my dick, afraid to touch it for fear of my own orgasm.
After the waves of pleasure subsided, she re-opened her eyes in satisfied delight. Freddy spoke, "Do you want to ride me baby?" He leaned down and suckled at one of her gorgeous tits. She shuddered, shaking her head. "I can't move. Please just keep fucking me. Please. I love the way you fuck me."
Her words were beyond comprehension, intoxicating, scathing, and true.
Freddy smiled, and this time kissed her on the mouth. The site of that, perhaps even beyond the sex, drove me wild. He slowly began to stuff her again, pumping in and out. I still couldn't reconcile his size, his stroke would come eight inches out, and his thick black shaft would still be inside of her. It was like a live action porn movie, and my wife was the star.
He continued to pump, once again picking up speed. He clutched at her tits, squeezing them, even slapping at them playfully. Elizabeth moaned loudly.
She looked down at their adjoined sexes, biting her lip. She was admiring how large he was, how he filled her up in such incredible fashion. Her eyes were glazed, consumed by lust. She spoke in inflamed tones, "God... I love how that looks. Ohhh...! Fuck me with that manly cock Freddy! Cuckold my husband with that manly fucking cock!"
"Oh fuck." Freddy grit his teeth, and locked in on his stroke, clutching her hips. "That's it girl. You're gonna get it."
"Oh my god, do it! Do it!" Elizabeth moaned, clawing into his arms as he took her. I looked down at their mating sexes, his huge balls flopping powerfully against her plump ass. Her legs began to splay yet again. She gave herself to him, letting control of her body and focusing only on the pleasure emanating from her womanhood.
She looked up at him, a devilish look now present in her eyes. She spoke with a sultry confidence. "Cum in me."
I nearly fell to my knees.
"Give me that bull cum Freddy."
She said it again, with more force. "Cum in me Freddy! Shoot that bull cum into my married pussyyy!"
"Oh damn! Oh fuck!" Freddy complied willingly. I watched in horror as his massive balls ascended to the underside of his shaft. His pouch tightened against his cock which too was engorging as it delivered a payload of seed deep inside of my wife.
"Yesss! O-Ohh god I can feel it-t! Oh g-god! Cum in meee!!" Elizabeth screamed as she received it, exploding in orgasm. She grunted in deep moans as her womb was coated in the seed of another man. She clawed into him, legs wrapping around his back, fingers and nails digging deep into his skin. "Yes... yes... yes! Cum in me... Yes... yes!"
The intense mating session in front of me finally came to a close. Freddy rested atop her for a moment, regaining his composure, breathing heavily. I stood there, still on the stairs, mind melted, my own cum in a pool on the carpet below me. As he finally moved to demount her I decided it best to return to my seat. But the last image before I turned to descend was that of his behemoth organ. It slid sloppily out of her pussy. A mess of their conjoined fluid bursting out of her hole and sliding perversely down the crack of her ass. I shuddered at the rawness of it all.
Downstairs I sat in silence for a moment, on my chair. I took another swig of scotch, now mostly water thanks to the melted ice. In a funk I reached for the television remote, deliriously turning the volume back up. Sports caster voices began to fill the void in the room.
After maybe five minutes, I saw Freddy at the bottom of the stairs. He was heading towards the door when he stopped to look at me.
"Nice meeting you Steve, and thanks again. You got yourself a wild woman up there." He smiled, and walked towards the door - closing it behind him.
I nodded in agreement, to no one in particular.
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Threesomes, swinging, sharing. These sexual taboos were not usually discussed between my wife and I. We joked around about it as much as any couple, I suppose. We were comfortable enough to tease one another about an attractive celebrity, or sometimes even a passerby, but we never had a 'serious' conversation about extra marital sex. The fact that we were generally more conservative about that sort of thing made the reality of my cuckolding that much more shocking, and that much more exciting.
Sure, over the years we had watched the occasional porn movie. Porn, as everyone knows, has a way of accentuating the large. Large tits, large asses, large dicks. Looking back now, it's hard to say I didn't notice my wife's excitement during those infrequent porn viewings. She never made specific mention of it, but she seemed to especially love scenes with very hung men. This was despite, on numerous occasions, insisting that she didn't mind that I was averagely hung. She was seemingly fascinated by impressively sized cocks. If I'm being completely honest, it was hard to deny my own arousal when I noticed my wife's excitement. I had to admit that there was something compelling about watching her gush over the sight of a large cock penetrating an attractive woman. It just felt natural, on a human and sexual level.
My wife would be described as an attractive woman. Now in her early forties, Samantha is a beautiful brunette. She has large natural breasts and a plump ass. She's a thick woman, but I doubt many men would label her as 'heavy'. I find hers to be an incredible figure, especially for a woman her age, and it's complimented further but her gorgeous face. She has stunning green eyes, a cute nose, and luscious lips that I loved to see wrapped around my dick. It was admittedly a sight that had grown infrequent lately.
My name is Steve, and I'm a reasonably attractive man, I guess. I'm a hair shy of 5'-10", and I try to keep myself in shape by eating reasonably well and exercising, when time permits at least. Samantha and I have been married for over twenty years, and throughout it all I'd say we've maintained a healthy sex life. We usually make time in the bedroom at least once or twice a week, even now.
In recent years, Samantha seems to have developed a bit of a desire for me to dominate her. In day to day life Samantha is a very headstrong and assertive woman. However in the bedroom she tends to take a more submissive role. While we did have good, even great sex on occasion, I'm not really overly assertive in the bedroom. It just wasn't in my nature. It was just that I never had it in me to take charge and grab my wife by the neck, throw her around and hold her down, really give it to her. For one, it's rather ridiculous to act in such a manner when you know deep down that your endowment doesn't lend itself to such acts. I'm roughly five inches long when aroused, without much in the way of girth. Further, Samantha's plump ass made various positions difficult for us. It's hard to role play as the bad boy stud when my dick isn't really large enough to breach her doggy style.
That's not to say I didn't try, I wouldn't be doing my husbandly duties if I didn't try to satisfy my wife's wants and desires. There had been a number of occasions where I'd have a few drinks and try my hand and getting rough and tumble with my her. I could tell she appreciated my attempts, but quite often my machismo efforts would yield giggles and jokes from the both of us, turning the attempted overly masculine display into a comedy routine. Again, that was fine, we usually ended the night with a passionate kiss and a loving exchange. But it was hard to not sometimes look across the bed and want to see her properly ravaged. Those perverted thoughts seemed to make an appearance more and more frequently in recent years.
The wild evening that altered my marriage took place at a business conference. My company organized a weekend event at a five star hotel downtown. The agenda was to go over the yearly financials, educate the team on a new product line, and throw an evening party in one of the ballrooms. This was mostly to thank the employees for a great fiscal year. Everyone was booked a complimentary room for two evenings. During the day I went to various meetings while Sam enjoyed the hotel spa.
The party itself ended up being very high energy. Samantha and I were seated at a table adjacent to some of the company directors. The music was blasting and there was a crowd of people dancing nearby on the dance floor. The food was served in abundance, and the alcohol flowed plentifully. Sam and I were engaged in several conversations with the couples sitting with us, mostly casual discussions. I couldn't help but notice that one of our directors, Franklin Trent, was eyeing Samantha from the nearby table. Franklin was one of the higher ups from our Northwestern division. He was a few years older than me, tall, thick, and distinguished, with some strands of gray in his dark hair. We had met him several times at other events similar to this one, but I never had a lengthy conversation with the man. Technically speaking, he was one of our high ranking executives. As I noticed his interest in Samantha, I couldn't help but recall a couple ridiculous company rumors related to him and our district managers wife. I quickly shook those absurdities from mind, and took another sip of my cocktail, once again glancing back in his direction.
I couldn't really blame him for staring, and he wasn't the only guy in the room giving my wife a look. Samantha was dressed in a gorgeous black dress, her large natural tits nearly popping out with her cleavage on full display. Her brown hair flowed beautifully down to her shoulders, and your eyes couldn't help but follow her curves down to her ass, which was hugged snugly by the black fabric. I thought nothing of his glances, at least at first.
Some time had passed and Samantha and I had become one of the last couples still sitting down at the tables. She was leaning into me, sipping on another martini, as we watched others dance.
"Do you think you're up for dancing?" she asked sweetly, knowing I was mildly injured. I had recently, and stupidly, dropped a bowling ball right on the crown of my foot, nearly fracturing it. I had a hard time walking normally at the moment, let alone dancing.
To be honest I hated dancing even when healthy, and I was in no mood to suffer through an awkward session of injured dancing. "I don't know babe, i'm feeling pretty stiff right now."
She smiled knowingly, "It's okay. I know."
We sat for a moment, sipping on our drinks, when a deep voice announced his presence from behind us.
"Excuse me, it's Steve, right?"
We turned in our seats to see none other than Franklin, standing tall behind us.
"Yes sir, that's correct. How are you?" I reached out and shook his hand. His hand was large and his grip was overly firm.
"I'm great Steve. Forgive me, I forget the name of your beautiful wife." he extended his hand to her, gently.
"Samantha." my wife smiled as she offered her delicate hand to him.
"Might I ask why a gorgeous couple like yourselves are not out on the dance floor?" Franklin asked with confidence, smile flashing across his face. He had piercing dark eyes and an aura of charisma about him.
I flinched "Well. Unfortunately I injured my foot, bowling."
Samantha smiled sadly, nodding in acknowledgement.
Franklin stood up straight, and spoke. "Bowling huh?" He chuckled, continuing, "That's too bad." he looked down at Samantha, almost feasting on her with his eyes. "I don't suppose I could offer your lovely wife a dance in your stead? She looks like she needs to get out there a move a little!"
A brief flush of jealously coursed through me at that moment, but I told myself it would be harmless. There were seemingly hundreds of people out there, and I didn't want to prevent her from having fun. I glanced at Samantha as if it ask "Do you want to dance with him?" I could immediately see excitement in her eyes.
I replied to Franklin, "Sure. Of course." Looking now at Samantha. "Honey?"
"I'd loved to." she beamed, and stood.
I shifted out of the way to allow my wife to stand, her ass jiggling tightly as her dress popped into place.
Franklin smiled and grabbed Samantha by her hand, leading her to the dance floor. I couldn't help but feel a pang of both excitement and embarrassment as I watched this large man walk my wife away from me.
At first they stayed separated, dancing in rhythm to a fast paced Latin number. I immediately noticed how good of a dancer Franklin was, keeping up with Samantha, who never failed to impress on a dance floor. It was odd, actually, I couldn't recall seeing a man of his age that was so proficient at dancing. I was drinking heavily as I watched them move, not knowing what else to do to distract myself. At first they were seemingly regarding each others pace and technique, keeping distance. However their bodies did eventually come together, Franklin wrapping his arm around her back, and then waist. They began laughing and talking as they moved, I was too far away to hear what about. At one point Samantha spun around. I looked on in mild surprise as Franklin reached around and grasped at her tummy. He pulled her into him, almost bringing her ass back into his crotch. He held her tightly and they swayed their hips in unison. Samantha glanced over at me, face flushed, and looked away smiling when she saw me staring. It was a teasing look, one I was not used to seeing from her. It was surprisingly arousing. They continued on like that for a few numbers. I soon noticed his hands brushing up and grazing her breasts as they moved, getting dangerously intimate but still staying barely within the line of appropriate.
I breathed a sign of relief when that song ended, turning my head back to my table and my phone once I noticed them returning. It was an attempt to look at ease.
They were laughing as they approached. Franklin spoke, "Steve, this woman is a handful. Keep her on ice for me please. I gotta take a quick call with Mr. Jones." He paused, now looking at my wife, continuing, "But I'll be back for round two!"
Samantha smiled as she sat down, face red, hair somewhat a mess, breathing heavily.
"Wow, I wasn't expecting that! He can certainly dance." was all she offered. I noticed that her dress was somewhat disheveled, her cleavage even more on display than earlier in the evening. She was glowing.
I took another sip, beginning to feel somewhat tipsy. "It sure looked like you were having fun out there." I offered, calmly.
She blushed in response "It's been awhile since I danced like that." She was clearly tipsy as well. I honestly wasn't mad, if anything it was interesting to see her dance so freely with another man. My mind raced with strange thoughts.
I swallowed my pride, and more of my drink. "I'm glad you're having a good time. I actually enjoyed watching you."
She smiled at me, leaning in to give me a kiss - which I happily reciprocated. She spoke openly. "Franklin seemed to enjoy himself. He was showering me with compliments." Her tone was exaggerated and playful.
That definitely piqued my interest, "Oh? What was he saying?"
"He said I was very attractive, and that he remembered me from the Dallas conference last year." she blushed, pausing for a moment.
I nearly choked. I was stunned by how forward he was with her. "Really?"
She nodded her head, still blushing. I could tell the excitement from the dance was compounded from the alcohol she had been consuming, her next words were a shock to me. "He was even pointing out some of the other women out there, saying they would kill to have my curves." When she said it I noticed a glimmer of excitement in her eyes, a look that I hadn't seen in many years. She composed herself after the comment, suddenly realizing Franklin's words may have upset me, noticing the color on my face, "Are you mad?"
I swallowed, clearing my throat, feeling a nervous energy. "I'm more shocked, than mad."
"Is it so hard to believe another man might find me attractive?" She was suddenly upset, almost as if his words had reminded her that I hadn't been very complimentary as of late. She was right, and I felt like an asshole.
"Of course not babe! You are the most beautiful woman in here. I'm just surprised he would be so forward as to say that. He's a director for the company for God's sake." I realized the alcohol may be partially to blame, continuing, "Maybe he's had a few too many."
She blushed again, perhaps realizing she was guilty of that as well. "I think everyone has. I'll tell him I'm tired if he asks to dance again."
For some reason that comment caused a strange feeling of disappointment, and I heard myself say. "You don't have to do that Sam. I can't dance tonight, and I want you to enjoy yourself."
She gave me a quizzical look, but took a sip of her drink and raised her eyebrows to speak, "Are you sure?" She smiled sweetly at me. "It's not very often you allow me to dance with other men." She giggled.
Before I could reply to her teasing comment Franklin had returned. He stood behind me clasping his hands once again around my shoulders, speaking to Samantha. "Ready for round two?"
My wife, still panting from their first bout, looked at me, and then at Franklin - responding with a smile. "My goodness. I guess I'm going to get a workout tonight."
Franklin chuckled, "We are just getting started Samantha." He moved from behind me and lifted her out of her seat, his large hands steadying her at the waist as he did.
"Be right back." Sam said to me, with a parting smile. I watched on in equal parts excitement and regret as they walked back to the dance floor. Franklin was somehow so naturally assertive with my wife.
Their next bout on the dance floor proved to be more flirtatious, but the alcoholic haze permeating the room somehow tempered that reality. I couldn't help but notice a bizarre chemistry between the two of them. They now moved like they had known each other for years, my wife seemed so comfortable in his arms. The thought of that bothered me more than I anticipated, but I inexplicably sat in a strange state of arousal, watching my wife dance with another man.
I looked on as they began pressing their bodies into one another, this time they were less concerned with decorum and more concerned with having fun. I watched in horror as Franklin suddenly grabbed my wife's ass during a faster section. I couldn't believe it! His large hands were now resting comfortably on her plump behind. Absurdly, I felt my dick begin to strain in my pants. What the hell was going on out there? They continued on like that for some time, exploring one another's bodies. My wife had her hands on his shoulders, on his back, pressed against his chest. Their faces were close, whispering comments to one another. I would have killed somebody to know what they were saying.
The dance number changed once again, and Franklin once again spun my wife around. In a cloudy moment I thought I saw a large bulge in his slacks, but the moment was gone as he pulled my wife's bottom back into him. She planted her ass back into his groin, her eyes a glaze, her hair a mess. Franklin looked over in my direction, noticing me. I froze, unable to peel my eyes away from the erotic and taboo scene playing out in front of me. I couldn't believe my wife was rubbing her gorgeous ass on to another mans crotch. It had all happened so fast, and I truly didn't know how to react to it.
Suddenly, Franklin smiled in my direction. He gave me a thumbs up. I instinctively nodded in response. The entire exchange was surreal, and I quickly looked around to make sure no one else was noticing what was going on. If anyone did, they were giving me no signs. Franklin was now whispering into my wife's ear, and her eyes were closed - listening.
Just when I thought the taboo nature of the moment had maxed out, I looked on in amazement as Franklin began to cup and grope Samantha's breasts. It wasn't in an overt way, but it was clear that he was copping a feel every few seconds. Her eyes remained closed as he explored her curves. His hands roamed down her tits towards her tummy, and back up to once again to squeeze them. Suddenly, the song ended, and so did their embrace. Samantha was blushing a deep shade of red as she made her way back to the table. Franklin reached for his phone to take a call, stepping away into the crowd.
My wife sat back down, breathing heavily, face flush and clearly embarrassed. At first neither of us said anything, but after a few moments, my wife found her voice.
"I think I've had too much to drink." She looked at me, scared, apologetic.
It was strange. I wanted to be furious. I wanted to stand up and cause a scene. I didn't, however. I was confused, embarrassed, but mostly - excited. Somehow, against all odds, against every jealous memory - I had enjoyed watching this man touch my wife.
The realization made me smile, absurdly, and I rode that wave of newfound knowledge into a confident reply.
"Did you have fun?" I somehow managed, smugly. "From the looks of it I'd say you two have known each other for years."
Samantha looked stunned and entirely embarrassed.
"I know, I'm sorry. I bet you're mad."
"If you had fun. I'm not mad." I smiled again. "Did you have fun?"
Her blush deepened. "I... Y-Yeah. The dancing was fun." My wife fumbled for words.
"I noticed you two talking a lot out there. What were you discussing?" I inquired, cheekily.
Samantha's embarrassment turned to mortification. She covered her face with her hands. "I don't know!" She replied, clearly frazzled.
"Sure you don't! Come on Sam. Tell me. I'm really not mad." I paused, trying to encourage her. "I enjoyed watching you out there."
She looked up at me, alcohol, arousal, and shame all present in her eyes.
"He, umm. H-He... asked me - If I liked how it felt."
"How what felt? The dancing?" I replied, naively.
"No." She blushed again, this time averting her eyes from mine.
"Then what babe?" I was legitimately confused.
Her frustration came through in that moment, my wife blurting. "His dick, Steve!"
My world stopped spinning. Her comment was too lewd, too taboo. It caused a short circuiting to my normal thought process.
"Wait. What?" Was all I could offer. I shook my head, not believing what I had heard.
"I don't know! I was just enjoying the moment and dancing, and I felt him. It felt really big! It confused me!" My wife replied, breathlessly.
"So you kept rubbing your butt on it?" I truly couldn't believe my ears. I was incredulous.
Samantha nodded, meekly. She spoke, her voice so quiet I could barely hear her over the music. "I don't know what happened baby. I'm sor-"
"Don't apologize Sam. I'm just processing it." I couldn't believe where my head was at. I was so aroused by her actions, by the sight of her. I didn't have any idea where these feelings were coming from, but I much preferred them to a jealous rage.
"How are you not mad? Jesus, I think we've both had one too many margaritas." She replied, nerves frazzled. Though I could hear the relief in her voice as well.
"I don't know babe. I really don't. But to be honest, I find you incredibly sexy right now."
Her eyes perked up, and she smiled at my comment. I could see an arousal there, a deep one. She spoke, and I could sense that my approval had given her some confidence, "Are you telling me that you enjoyed watching me be naughty?"
Before I could reply the familiar sensation of Franklin's large hands clamping down on my shoulders had returned.
"Ready for round three?" He boomed, seemingly unconcerned with how I felt about him groping my wife a few minutes earlier. Maybe he really was drunk.



I could sense Samantha feared my reaction, and attempted to diffuse his offer by replying, "I don't know Franklin. I think i'm gonna sit this one out." She paused, before continuing, "You're an incredible dancer though!"
Before Franklin could reply, I found myself interjecting, "Really babe? Don't tell me you're tired already."
Franklin spoke, "I agree! You look far too good out there to call it quits. Come on, one more dance!"
Samantha looked at me with a confused expression. I'm not sure why I pushed her, but the intrigue and my arousal were certainly the driving factor. She looked up and Franklin, and then back at me.
"Are you sure?" She asked.
"Why wouldn't I be?" I replied, essentially giving her a pass to go back out there and get fondled by this larger man.
She smiled knowingly. There was an excitement on her face that I wasn't used to seeing. She shrugged, "Okay."
Franklin moved to help her back up for the second time, and he shocked us both with his next comment.
"Excellent. I can't wait to get my hands back on this gorgeous butt."
I looked up in shock. Franklin simply gave me another thumbs up as he walked my wide-eyed wife away from the table. He wasted no time, resting his large paw on my wife's ass as they approached the dance floor. She looked back in my direction as he assumed position immediately behind her, it was a look that said 'Well Steve. You asked for it.'
I could see the arousal in her eyes as she planted her rump back into him. It was like her ass was magnetized to his crotch, and I knew she loved the feeling of his manhood touching her body. I suddenly noticed that my mouth was dry, and my focus laser locked on their movements. They seemed to be talking even more than their last session, and Franklin seemed to be even more touchy-feely with Samantha. For a few moments at a time I would lose sight of them in the crowd, and every time I did I would feel a flush of panic.
A minute had passed, and they continued to explore each others bodies. I noticed Samantha look up at me, her eyes on fire. Franklin was speaking to her from behind as they danced. I saw her lips moving as well, but could not make out her words. I watched as Franklin's hands once again moved up to her breasts, confidently cupping and squeezing them. My wife didn't break eye contact with me as he did - and it was a supremely erotic moment. They stayed like that for awhile, swaying, this man caressing my wife's large tits. I looked on as she tilted her head back and closed her eyes, enjoying his touch. She mouthed some more words to him, and I watched as he slowly spun my wife around, her back now turned to me. At first she rested her hands on his shoulders, as a slower number had begun. He gently took her hands and moved them downwards, first to his waist, and then I lost sight of them.
The angle was such that I could see my wife's expression as her hands rummaged around what I knew was his crotch. At first she looked shocked, and then her agape mouth transformed into a huge smile, and then she laughed in what looked like disbelief. She instinctively glanced back at me with a wicked smile, as if she wanted to scream to me about how large he felt. It was as if I was suddenly in an embarrassing dream that I couldn't wake from.
They turned just so, and I could now see that my wife was clearly touching and feeling at the fabric of his trousers. The sight of it nearly caused me to fall out of my chair. My heart was racing, and my mind reeling, but I couldn't peel my eyes away. My wife of nearly twenty years, the mother of my son, was now fondling someone else's manhood. Her hands were grasping at a thick outline, moving up and down his length. The only thing that separated her hand from his cock was a thin layer of khaki fabric. Just when I thought my mind was going to explode, the song ended, and the DJ announced he would be taking a ten minute break.
Franklin placed his arm around my wife's waist, and began walking her back to me. There was a ridiculous mast in his pants, that he seemed not to care about. The room was too dark, and too crowded, for anyone to really notice.
Samantha's face was radiant, her eyes devilish, as they approached the table. I noticed how much larger Franklin was than my wife, towering over her curvy frame. When I realized neither of them were taking a seat, I instinctively stood. Franklin continued to hold on to her waist in a painfully assertive way. This was my wife he was embracing!
He spoke, and I'll never forget his words, "Steve. I'm going to take Samantha up to my room." He paused, and looked down at Samantha, who's eyes were wide and cheeks flush with embarrassment. She looked as if she was entranced, completely under a spell. "Your wife told me you enjoyed watching us dance. I think you'd really enjoy watching us in the bedroom."
It was an out of body experience, surreal in every sense of the word. He was speaking with such nonchalance, such easy going confidence - almost as if this was a normal conversation for him. Twenty years ago I would have slugged the man without a second thought, but standing here now after two decades of routine. I was somehow, against all odds, intrigued.
I was also at a loss for words. I looked at Samantha. It was as if she wasn't actually herself. It was as if a woman who looked identical to my wife had taken her place - her purely sexual doppelganger. It was in that moment I realized I needed to see how far she wanted to take this. I was scared, I was confused, I was embarrassed. But more than any of those, I was aroused. I was desperate to see my wife in a way i hadn't before, totally and unforgivingly sexual. This man had captivated her, using his large manhood as a tool of enticement. She was seduced right in front of me, during the dancing that I allowed. The alcohol and his cock perhaps combining to act as the catalyst to breach her defenses. My wife was completely under Franklin's control.
I spoke, delirious, "Baby. Do you want to go upstairs with Franklin?" I asked, my words hinting at the insane prospect that I hoped she did.
"Please, call me Frank." He casually added.
Samantha paused, blushing, fidgeting as she stood. "Only if you do." My wife sweetly replied, nervous, anxious, excited.
That in itself was an admission, and an impossibly erotic one. I looked at her, and then at him. "Alright Frank, we'll head up with you." I couldn't believe I said it.
The elevator ride was a sexually charged dream. Never in my life had reality seemed so distant. Samantha looked at me a cocktail of emotions evident on her face. There was sex, fear, excitement all dancing wildly in her bright green eyes. She had grabbed at my arm, clutching into it for safety, for approval. Suddenly, Frank began to explore her body with his hands. I did nothing to stop him.
I watched as his hand traveled down her back, resting on her rump. He looked at me, commenting on it. "Steve, you wife really has an incredible ass."
I nodded in agreement. "She definitely does." He gave it another playful slap, and I saw a smile break out on Samantha's face. She was shaking with excitement, still clutching at my arm. Her smile excited me, and a bizarre tension began to boil inside of me. They continued to feverishly paw at each other as Franklin opened the door to his immense suite.
As soon as we entered the room he took her by the hand. "Steve, do me a favor and grab a couple bottles of water from the bar there. I'm going to take your wife into the bedroom."
It seemed with every opportunity, he reinforced his control on the situation. I complied willingly, driven by perverted arousal.
As I made my way to the bar I turned to see my wife's big ass swaying hypnotically as she followed this man into his bedroom. I couldn't believe my eyes as she crossed the threshold and disappeared out of view.
I swung the refrigerator door open in desperation, hurried in looking for the water. Once I had the bottles I began to make my way to the bedroom. I suddenly heard a giggle, and it caused me to stop dead in my tracks. The hairs on my neck stood tall, and a chill ran up my spine. The most harrowing and intoxicating sounds I had ever heard were now emanating from the doorway. My wife cooed and giggled as this man explored her body. My breathing grew erratic, and my heart quickened - but I remained motionless, listening.
Suddenly, through the doorway, I saw the black lace of panties fly across the bedroom. Before I could react, a bundle of black cloth followed, that was her dress. Their voices were as clear as if I was standing right next to them.
"You are beautiful Samantha, you look even better naked."
Franklin had seduced my wife into the nude, surely touching her all the same. I couldn't process the reality of it.
Suddenly, I heard the clanking of a belt buckle, and my dick stood erect within my slacks.
He continued, chuckling. "You really want to see it, don't you."
My wife spoke for the first time, excitement and fear both in her voice, "I really do."
Suddenly, all was quiet. The silence lasted what felt like an eternity, until Samantha spoke again. Her voice was husky.
"Jesus Frank. You have such a manly cock."
He chucked, "I'm all man baby. From head to toe."
I heard the terrifying sounds of their lips smacking in a passionate kiss, and then Frank spoke again, "On the dance floor you told me it was bigger than your husbands. Did you think it was this much bigger?"
"I didn't know this big was possible." She replied, honestly. Her voice was dripping with arousal, and I could only imagine her pussy was as well. Their lips met again, this time the kiss was wetter and longer.
"Speaking of which, where is your husband?" Frank replied. I didn't move, still unable to process this moment in time.
"I don't know." Samantha replied. Her voice was dismissive. She was clearly more interested in the eroticism occurring in their bedroom. It was both painful and painfully arousing to hear. I listened as their lips met again, this time Samantha's mild moans escaped from between their connected mouths.
Suddenly I heard a loud slap, surely it was his hand meeting my wife's naked ass. He spoke louder, as if he knew I was outside the room, listening, struggling to deal with the massive trepidation of the moment. "Get on the bed Samantha. Wherever he is, I'm sure he knows I'm about to fuck his wife." I heard the sound of sheets ruffling and a mattress moving from the weight of a person.
He continued, "What do you think Samantha? Am I about to fuck his wife?"
Time froze as I waited for the fateful reply.
Her voice was low and sultry, and I could tell that at her very core, she was loving his dominant words. "Yes." Was all she said.
I dropped the water bottles as another short circuiting of my mind occurred. The plastic containers bounced off the hardwood, and rolled across the living room floor. I listened as Frank joined her on the bed, more kissing and caressing ensued. This time the passion was more audible. I heard the wet noises of smacking lips, and the skin on skin rummaging of bodies exploring one another.
"Play with it baby. Just like that." Franks voice boomed between kisses.
"It's so fucking big." My wife replied, breathless. "I can't believe how heavy it is." Suddenly a giggle. "My hand doesn't even fit around it."
Franklin chuckled along with her. "I love it when you tell me I'm bigger than your husband." I knew he meant it.
Her voice was delirious, she sounded like a woman possessed. "God Frank. You're so much bigger than him." Samantha's voice was scathing. She was totally giving herself to the moment, and I couldn't believe how devastatingly arousing it was to hear. Still, I didn't have the courage to peak inside. I continued to stand there, paralyzed by both fear and excitement.
I heard a loud slap, but this time it sounded different. My wife screamed out in erotic agony. "Oh!" The noise echo'ed again, but I was unsure what it was, and then again, and again. I realized, to my horror, that Franklin was slapping his heavy meat down into what had to have been Samantha's sopping wet mound. "Oh my god!" Samantha screamed in electric delight.
"Samantha." Franklin grunted. "I think your pussy is ready for me."
Her voice was breathless. "I can't believe this is happening." It was a needy whine, a relenting moan.
The painful sound of silence suddenly filled the air, but was quickly broken by my wife's squeal.
"Jesus. Oh! Mmm-Fuck! Go slow Frank! Oh, Oh! You're so- Fucking biggg!"
"Relax and take it baby." He grunted. "You are so fucking sex-" She interrupted him with another incredible moan, surely taking more of his manhood inside of her.
Her screams were earth shattering, hitting me in my chest with such force I nearly wanted to fall to my knees. "Oh god Frank! You're filling me uppp!" The wet sounds of penetration were assaulting my ears, my wife moaning in consumed lust. My dick was ready to explode. Soon, the slower sounds increased in pace, and before long, their bodies were slapping together in erotic need. The noise filled the hotel room, and it was deafening.
"Take that cock baby." Franklin commanded.
I had never heard my wife so audible, so passion filled. Her moans were so much louder than I had heard in all our twenty years together. Her words, consumed with desire, as if all her repressed fantasies bubbled up and exploded into reality all at once.
"Fuck me Frankkk!!! Stud fuck me with your big cock!" The sounds of their bodies slapping together continued to haunt me.
It was more than I could handle, and I literally fell to my knees, my dick straining in my slacks. I touched it over the fabric, but immediately pulled away for fear of a perverted voyeuristic orgasm.
It wasn't long before she came for the first time. In a way, it sounded like it was truly the first time she ever came. I heard it building, spurred by Franklin's taunting words, and his powerful cock.
"You like this big cock baby?"
"I-I love it Frank!"
"I fuck you better than your husband, don't I?"
Another deep moan erupted from her, and then her honest and unforgiving reply, "Oh goddd! Yesss!"
"God damn it Samantha, you're body was meant to take my big cock. You're a natural cuckoldress."
"F-Fran-k. Fuckkk! I'm gonna. Oh my-"
"Ohhh-!"
"I'm- gonna! I'm g-gonna-!"
He spoke, enticing her to completion, "Do it baby. That married pussy is gonna cum all over my cock."
"I'mmm c-c-cumminggg-!"
It was a powerful and deep release, unlike anything I had ever given her. She was grunting and squealing. I dared not look in the room, but I could hear her thrashing on the bed as her body lost control. His huge cock had ripped the single most powerful orgasm of her life out of her.
It was quiet for a moment, and then another. It took every ounce of focus to not cum in my pants as I listened to her get conquered. A few more moments passed, and then I heard them both of them laugh.
"God." Samantha panted. "That was unbelievable."
"There's more where that came from Samantha." I listened as the two of them kissed feverishly.
"I want to take you from behind. I want to see that gorgeous ass bounce as I give it to you."
"Okay." My wife's voice sounded suddenly innocent and enthusiastic. That, perhaps, hurt even more than the lust filled moments.
I heard more shuffling on the bed, and decided to stand, realizing how pathetic I looked on my knees, listening to my wife being dominated.
Samantha giggled, "My husband never fucks me doggy."
"He's probably not big enough to handle this perfect ass." Franklin replied. I heard a powerful slap, and then another.
Suddenly, another moan escaped the room, and I knew he was taking her once again. It wasn't long before their bodies slapped together in chorus.
I don't know what clicked inside of me, but I suddenly decided that I needed to face this. I was being cuckolded, and I needed to witness it, and accept it. I took a deep breath, and entered the bedroom.
I'll never forget the sight that greeted me. Never.
Absurdly, the first thing I noticed was my Samantha's little feet. Her delicate soles and pleasure-curled toes. I noticed Frank's large back, ass, and hairy legs, hulking over my wife's bent over frame. It was then that I saw their incomprehensibly sexual collision. He had a massive set of balls, and they were swinging heavily as they smacked into the underside of my wife's clit. Her pussy was inflamed, lips soaking, and slit spread wide by his invading thickness. He was pumping away with fury - the noise of their colliding sexes was obscene. Her moans were louder and more chilling now that I was physically within the room. I looked underneath their intertwined legs and saw my wife's big tits bouncing in the distance, slapping together in sweaty perversion as this man took her. I couldn't believe how big his cock was, and how easily my wife was taking him - it shook me to my core as a man.
I was jolted out of my tunnel vision by Franklin's voice. "Nice of you to join us Steve." I looked up to notice an expansive mirror on the headboard of the bed. He was looking at me through the reflection on it. He continued to plow into my wife as he addressed me. Suddenly, Samantha's eyes met mine through reflection as well, and there was a terrifying eroticism in the moment. It was simultaneously the most humiliating and arousing moment of my entire life. There was so much emotion in her sex glazed eyes. They were apologetic, loving, and defiant. "I love you. But he's better than you, and I need this." Is what they seemed to say.
"Where's the water, Steve?" Franklin chuckled. Before I could reply, he continued, "Just kidding, Samantha and I are a little busy at the moment anyway." His mild taunt caused a moan from her. I didn't know what to do with myself, other than look on in awestruck disbelief.
"Don't just stand there. Sit down and watch me fuck your wife." He almost sounded annoyed by my presence.
"Fuck!" Samantha groaned, under her breath. She buried her face into the bed sheet in unrelenting arousal, seemingly turned on by Franklin's control of the room. I looked on as her big tits smushed into the bed sheets as Franklin continued to pound her from behind. He smacked her ass in delight as he claimed her, now directly in my view. I had to imagine it was an intoxicating moment for him. I'm sure it was an ego stroke of massive proportion to fuck my wife while I looked on in captivated wonder, knowing that he was bigger than me, knowing that he was fucking my wife better than I ever had.
Time seemed to melt together for awhile. I sat there, in the desk chair a few feet away from their love making. My dick was constantly erect in my slacks, and reality slipped away. I watched in a slow motion haze of acceptance. Their bodies became one in my memory, moaning in lust, switching positions, kissing with passion. They seemingly forgot I was even in the room. Every so often I would get a good look at his size as he penetrated her, and every time I did I shuddered at how dominant it looked stretching her out.
Towards the end of their mating, they had assumed a missionary position. Samantha was writhing beneath him as he fucked her at a now torrid pace. I could tell he was close.
Suddenly, he looked over at me. "Steve, is Samantha on birth control?"
My throat was dry, as I hadn't spoke in what seemed like an eternity. But I managed a reply, "Yes."
"Good, because I'm about to fucking cum in your wife!"
Samantha shrieked, it was the most humanistic scream I had ever heard in my life. It was almost primal in its power.
"Oh my goddd!!! Take meee!!! Take meee!!! Cum in meee!!!"



She submitted to him entirely, clawing into his big arms, toes curling as her legs locked around his lower back - instinctively pulling him close. Franks massive cock grew even wider as his orgasm arrived. I looked on in fascination as his large balls pulsed violently, his thick shaft completely buried inside of my wife's pussy. A massive torrent of his seed exploded deep into her womb, coating her insides entirely. He had truly, wholly, and completely, taken her.
They stayed like that for a moment, breathing heavily. My wife would shudder every few seconds, the after shock of her tremendous orgasm still coursing through her body. Slowly, Frank pulled himself out of her. I watched as his behemoth cock slid sloppily out of her ravaged pussy. It hung there, obscenely glistening in a combination of their juices. A pool of their cum sat within her opening, so much so that it overflew, spilling erotically down the crack of her ass, soaking the bed sheet where her butt rested. He kissed her, whispering, I could barely hear them, "Who's pussy is this?" He kissed her again. My wife shuddered, kissing him back, whispering, "It's yours Frank. It's yours whenever you want it."
Eventually Frank stood, smiling. He walked past me, his huge cock slowly softening, but still hanging fat and long. He smacked my shoulder. "Hope you enjoyed that. I'm sure you can see how much she needed it."
Before I had the time to form a reply he disappeared into the en suite bathroom, closing the door behind him.
I stood, noticing for the first time the wetness of my own orgasm smeared within my pants. I couldn't even recall when I came. I nervously approached the bed, the site of my thorough cuckolding. She was breathing heavily, her body glistening in a sheen of sweat. I glanced at her pussy for a moment, it looked so used, so utterly dominated. She opened her eyes, seeing me for the first time. She smiled, sweetly. "Hey baby."
"Hey." I replied, instinctively caressing her thigh.
"Are you okay?" She asked me, genuine concern in her voice.
"Yeah." I paused, unable to believe that this just happened, unable to believe how sexy she was. "I'm okay."
She leaned up, with a serious expression on her face. "Steve. Are you sure you're okay? You just watched another man totally fuck me." She covered her face as the gravity of the situation hit her. "Oh my god some of the things I said."
I immediately assuaged her fears, removing her hands from her face, kissing her passionately. Her breath was hot, and somehow unfamiliar. I wondered absurdly if she had taken him in her mouth. "Baby, relax. You were caught up in the moment. You just had some naughty fun." I was trying to convince myself just as much as I was trying to convince her.
"Steve are you absolutely sure you're okay?"
I replied, "I mean it was obviously a little humiliating Samantha, but seeing you like that. My god. It was the sexiest thing I've ever seen. It was overwhelmingly hot."
Her concern momentarily turned smile, "He fucked me so good baby. I never knew. I never knew it could be like that."
Those words hurt, but at the same time, I was legitimately happy that she got to experience this kind of sex.
"I love you." I managed.
"Oh my god Steve I love you so much." She grabbed me and kissed me passionately.
I felt my dick stir in my pants, aroused again for the umpteenth time of the night. I began to unbuckle my belt, desperate to fuck my wife. Right as I was about to unzip I felt the familiar sense of two large hands grabbing my shoulders.
"Easy there big fella." Frank chuckled. "You can reclaim her later. but in this hotel room we operate under natural law."
I was confused, but began to re-buckle my belt anyway. "What do you mean? Natural law?" I asked.
Frank replied, "Big dick gets the girl."
He gently motioned me away from the bed, and further - to the door of the bedroom. I looked back one last time as he ushered me out. I made eye contact with my beautiful naked wife. Her eyes were screaming a number of things.
"I'm sorry."
"Thank you."
"I love you."
I saw all those and more in her eyes. But most of all, I saw a deep attraction to this very hung, domineering executive, and I knew she wanted nothing more than to have him again.
"I'd like some privacy for round two Steve. You're welcome to hang out here." Franks voice was somehow apologetic.
The door closed behind me. I heard the lock engage, and never before had a sound echoed with such humiliating defeat.
Somehow though, I remained in the living room through the night. I dozed in and out of sleep and arousal. My dreams were the sounds of moaning, bodies slapping together, and my wife screaming his name .
I was a cuckold.
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"Ohhh! God!!"
"Oh God! Richarddd!!"
Ashley was cumming on him again. She moaned loudly, clutching into his large arms as the pleasure overtook her body. It was her third time tonight.
I never tired of watching her orgasm, especially when it was all over Richard's behemoth.
I was standing nude a few feet away from our bed, it was my usual spot during their love making. I pumped my own orgasm, squirting my seed onto the hardwood flooring below. I usually finished in Ashley, or at the very least, on top of her - but on this night my cuckolding was too visually stimulating, and I lost control.
Richard grunted deeply as he pulled his cock out of my wife, erupting in usual and impressive fashion, launching rope after rope of his cum across Ashley's heavy breasts and trim tummy. She squeezed her tits together, watching intently as his cum splashed across her skin, coating her goosebumped flesh and erect nipples. I could see the appreciation and attraction in her eyes as she watched him cum, she adored his masculine appendage.
After the three of us came down from our sexual high, we all laughed, as we usually did. We had been doing this for nearly two years now, and after all this time I would expected it to lose at least a fraction of its intensity. It didn't.
I walked over to my wife, who appeared to be recovering from her orgasm. Richard was standing, wiping the sweat from his brow, and I couldn't help but to notice his engorged black cock starting to deflate as he looked for his clothes near our bed. I leaned down and kissed Ashley, as I normally did when they were finished. It would have usually been my cue to mount and reclaim her, but as I said, tonight I came too early.
As crazy as it is to say, over the last couple years my wife and I had embraced the cuckolding lifestyle. Richard was our respectful, loving, and dominant bull. He never pushed us, at least not into uncomfortable or disrespectful territory. He also never made any distrustful attempts to have Ashley when I wasn't around. He knew his role, and frankly, it was first and foremost as our friend. More often than not, we would see Richard separate from a sexual setting. The three of us would occasionally go to a movie together, sometimes dinner. There were even many times where Richard and I would catch a sports game, without Ashley. Outside of the bedroom it was a respectful and fulfilling friendship, but inside the bedroom, everyone knew their role.
Their lovemaking was always amazing to watch. I never tired of seeing Ashley's womanhood stretch to accommodate Richard's incredible size. My wife would yield powerful vaginal orgasms to him, ones that I couldn't provide her with, and she would always scream passionately as she came. They way she would cream on his manhood, the way she would moan and clutch his body, the way her eyes would roll to the back of her head. There was no denying that my wife loved when he was inside of her, and reconciling that truth proved to be an insane spark or eroticism for our marriage. There were obviously moments where I felt embarrassed, or even mildly humiliated, but I think part of being cuckolded is mastering those feelings and transforming them into a deep arousal. I had gotten very good at doing that, and I never felt quite as aroused as when I was watching the two of them in the throes of lust. Every now and then they would kiss, and Ashley would let her words escape, confirming to us both that she would always be Richard's "black cock slut." Those comments were strikingly racy, and fueled by her passion. But once we were out of the bedroom, she was right back to being my loving wife. No one in our day to day lives would have ever suspected Ashley as a cuckoldress, and that only proved to make our secret sex life that much more exciting.
"You boys won't see me for a couple weeks." Ashley spoke with exaggerated disappointment, using a towel to clean her breasts of sweat and seed. She was heading out of state to visit her best friend from grade school, who was about to be giving birth to twins. I was originally going to fly out with her, but something came up at work, and we both felt it smarter for me to stay home and take care of it.
"Truly devastating." Richard replied, as he closed his belt loop, dressing himself.
"To be honest with you, I don't know how we're going to survive." I added. "Don't blame me if you come back to a disaster." I spoke in a joking manner.
Ashley had thrown on her nightie, breasts bouncing naturally beneath the thin silken fabric. She spoke, "Oh no you don't! Richard you better make sure he keeps this place clean!"
Richard looked up at me smiling, now buttoning his shirt, "We may need to rethink that party, John."
I laughed, and Ashley rolled her eyes in frustration, as she headed into the bathroom to finish cleaning up.
My two weeks of bachelor freedom started with a lot of beer, and a lot of televised sports. I loved my wife more than life itself, but I'd be lying if I said I wasn't enjoying the carefree evenings without responsibility. Richard would stop by and join me, usually bringing dinner with him. "God knows you aren't cooking." He would jokingly add.
One night, we actually took in an NBA game down at the arena. Richard treated me by purchasing seats only a few rows back from the court. It ended up being a great game, and a fun night, both of us throwing back premium scotch with reckless abandon.
We eventually stumbled back home, and I thanked him as we said our goodbyes for the evening. I made a mental note that I'd have to pay him back somehow. Suddenly, and to my amusement, I remembered he was regularly sleeping with my wife - and I jokingly told myself that we'd call it even.
As I began getting ready for bed, Ashley called.
"Hey baby." She spoke, seemingly happy to hear my voice. "What did you get into tonight?"
"Richard and I went to the game." I paused, appreciating the night, "It was actually a lot of fun."
I could hear her smile through the phone. "That's nice. I bet the two of you had a ton of female attention."
"Well you know me. Luckily Richard was there to keep them at bay. At one point he had to shove away three separate girls who were trying to get to me."
That comment garnered a loud laugh from Ashley, "Yeah, I'm sure that's exactly how it went."
I chuckled, and she continued. "Do me a favor and open my nightstand babe. I wanted to give Erica the name of the author from that book I'm reading."
I rolled across the bed, pulling open the drawer below and picking up the book in question, "Roberta Henrikson" I replied.
I heard the commotion of female voices in the background as she told one of them the name, and then she replied to me, "Thanks baby. I'll talk to you tomorrow. Love you."
"Love you too." I replied.
As I moved to place the book back in the nightstand something caught my eye. It was my wife's diary, barely visible beneath another large novel. I picked it up, driven by curiosity. I knew my wife kept a diary, and I knew she wrote in it often. It was strange to me, a grown woman still keeping one, but I suppose it wasn't unheard of.
I don't know why I opened it, but I did. I'd like to blame it on the scotch, but I knew there was a deeper curiosity there as well.
I flipped the pages, getting a general sense of the span of the book. It was a massive composition type binding, more a tomb really. It spanned multiple years, dating back to before we were even married. I don't know why I did what I did, but my instinct carried my thumbs, moving the pages back to a couple years ago, when we first moved in to the apartment. I quickly found the date that I was subconsciously looking for, and my mouth went dry as I read the first sentence.
-----
I slept with Richard last night!
Slept with isn't the correct wording actually - Richard fucked me last night - and John watched!
I still can't believe it actually happened... It was just so unbelievably exciting!
I never would have imagined I would ever have sex with another man, a man who wasn't John (who I love with all my heart), but when I saw Richard's cock, it's like my instincts took over - I lost control!
I was doing some reading this morning, and was relieved to see that what we did is becoming more and more common among married couples. "Cuckolding", I guess is what we did. It's kind of naughty to think that John would enjoy watching me with a bigger cock (and trust me, he did!)
Cock! I can't believe I'm writing that word, up until recently I never even used it. Up until Richard everything had been a dick, or a wiener - lol. But not with him, that man, has a COCK.
My mind can't stop picturing it. It was just so big! My roommate in college would always tease me by showing me pictures of big black cocks, and even though I would pretend they were gross, deep down they always excited me. I think any woman who's ever seen one would know what I'm talking about. I guess all those times left an impression on me, and when I saw Richard's, in real life - it was just so manly to look at - I can't explain it!
Don't get me wrong, I love John, and I love Johns dick. He's technically above average, I think. But Richard - It's not even a fair comparison, the man has a gift from the gods!
And I can't even begin to describe the sex. No man has ever come close to fucking me as good as Richard did last night. I had an orgasm so intense that I literally lost control of my body, it was amazing! My god, I'm getting soaking wet just thinking about it!
-----
I had finished reading the page of words, and I noticed that my mouth was agape, and my dick was fully erect. Even a thousand miles away, my wife was still able to drive me crazy. I pulled out my dick and began stroking as I continued to read her intimate thoughts. It was a shameful move, but I was simply too intrigued to stop, too aroused. I flipped ahead to another passage. This one was more recent.
-----
Lately, I have been having wild fantasies while having sex with Richard. I never feel more like a woman than when he's inside me (as much as that makes me blush to admit!), but it's been going even further than that recently. It's like sex with him unhinges my mind, and allows me to think wild, sexual thoughts!
I know it sounds silly, but sometimes I fantasize that I'm a Queen of some sort.
(I'm blushing as I write this, but I don't care!)
John is my King, and Richard is an invading conqueror.
Richard invades, and defeats John. He has me prepared on our bed. I protest, John protests, but it doesn't matter - Richard is now the ruler.
Richard removes his clothes, and his huge black cock hangs there. He's much, much bigger than John. He knows it. I know it. John knows it. My protest slowly relents as my womanly instincts take hold of my body. This man has defeated my husband. His body, and his cock are much larger than his as well. He is, by every measure, a more masculine and attractive man (only in my fantasy!).
I feel the wetness between my legs, to my initial shame. My husband looks on in horror, but ultimately accepts his fate.
I surrender to Richard, opening my legs, silken fabrics falling to the side and exposing my kitty to him.
John watches as Richard conquers me. His huge cock stretches me out as he invades me, I try to prevent the moans, but its hopeless - it feels too good. The screams echo the room as he fucks me. I wrap my legs around his lower back and surrender to him completely (This is one of my favorite things to do in real life. It's like Richard is the alpha male and I'm latching on to him giving him what's his to take!). The lovemaking is intense, and the three of us know I'm getting fucked better than I ever have by John. He looks on in anguish as my orgasms start to sweep over me.
(In real life John looks at me with such a longing, like he's never more attracted to me than when Richard is fucking me, it only helps reinforce this ridiculous fantasy!)
I cum hard, over and over again, all over Richard's manly cock. I look into my husbands eyes, my conquered King, as Richard roars, cumming deep inside me!
Obviously once we are out of the bedroom, those ridiculous fantasies fade away. I love and respect John more than any man alive. But in the moment, Richard does something to me, and cuckolding John sends my mind into overdrive. It's like high risk role play, and it's so unbelievably exciting!
-----
Her impossibly erotic diary entry was too much, and I came violently all over myself and our bed.
I leaned back into my pillows, delirious. I couldn't believe how arousing it was to read the naughty thoughts within the mind of my wife. To be honest, a part of me was relieved. In weaker moments I wondered if she ever wanted more out of her relationship with Richard, in really weak moments I wondered if she would leave me. After reading her fantasies though, everything that happened with him in the bedroom, seemed destined to stay in the bedroom. It was strange, but I fell even deeper in love with Ashley after reading her diary that night. I vowed to never open the book again, and quickly tossed it back in her nightstand drawer. Although I did cum to the memory of her erotic description nearly every night until she returned from her trip.
She was home the following week, and I couldn't help but recall that diary entry when we were back in bed together. The memory of it caused me to cum too quickly.
"Jesus. I'm sorry." I said, finishing my eruption insider her.
She clutched my back and kissed me. "It's okay baby."
"Maybe I should go get Richard to finish the job." I added, jokingly. It was a typical joking comment that I made when I felt that she wasn't completely satisfied with my efforts.
"No John. Stop." Her voice was suddenly curt.
It confused me, and I replied, "Huh? Everything okay?"
She appeared to mull over her thoughts for a moment, and then replied, "I think I want to take a break from seeing Richard for awhile. In the bedroom, I mean."
My initial reaction was disappointment, which in itself confused me. My feelings soon turned to concern, however.
"Is everything okay Ash? I know you love fucking him, I'm just wond-"
"I want to have a baby John." Her eyes were earnest and loving. Her words caught me completely off guard.
I looked into her eyes, silently, and then kissed her deep. "Okay." I replied, with love and excitement. It was sudden, and without warning - although I was certain that the trip and her friend had inspired her. I was surprised by the immense excitement I felt, and knew this would be the start of a new chapter for us.
Ashley stopped birth control a few days later, and a few days after that, I broke the news to Richard. Part of me expected him to be disappointed, maybe even masking some anger. I knew he loved bedding Ashley, so I couldn't help but wonder how he would truly react.
He nearly broke my back with how hard he hugged me.
"That's incredible John! I'm damn happy for the both of you!" I had never seen the man so enthusiastic.
My next sentence, was harder to speak. "Pretty much means we're - Uh - Gonna take it easy on the bedroom antics for awhile." I didn't know how to phrase it.
Richard gave me a look that more or less said, "No shit genius." But he laughed following it.
"Yeah, I'd assume as much." He paused, continuing, "No worries. I have the memories for those late nights by myself."
I joked, "With the amount that you nut when you're with Ashley, I figured you never masturbated." My comment caused a deep laugh from Richard.
A part of me loved these open, absurd conversations with our friend and bull. And that same part of me was going to miss them. Another part of me wondered if this was the end of our wild cuckolding adventure. Ultimately though, my desire to start a family was far more important than satisfying any sexual kink that my wife and I had developed. I knew Ashley felt the same.
Ashley and I fucked like rabbits for the first few months that she was off birth control. We still made teasing references to Richard during our love making. She would even make daring comments about the prospect of calling him over to finish the job, if I couldn't "stick the landing". In the moment, those erotic teases would always cause us both excitement, and we knew they were simply in good fun. Unfortunately, though, we would soon come to deeply regret them.
It wasn't until the sixth month of attempts that I learned of my condition. I thought back to a peewee football game in fourth grade. I took a cleated kick so hard to my groin that I was in the hospital for two weeks. I vaguely recall the potential impact to my sperm development, but to hear it spelled out for me in reality - it crushed me.
It crushed Ashley too.
There were many tears shed that day and the days following. It pains me to say that I began drinking heavily, unable to cope. It was mental torture, having to reconcile the reality of sterility. I would curse myself, somehow blaming my cuckolding fetish, convincing myself that I deserved it. In weak and drunken moments I would admit the same to Ashley, which caused her deep sorrow. She would insist that it was a ridiculous notion, one time even slapping me across the face, telling me to stop feeling sorry for myself - telling me that she still loved me and that this changed nothing for her. She even mentioned adoption, but I wasn't ready to think about alternatives yet.
Strangely, it wasn't until Richard found out, that my mental state started to improve.
"I heard about your condition John." His voice was direct, and honest. He had invited me out for breakfast, to which I begrudgingly accepted. I cringed at the thought of my wife talking about my sterility to our former bull. I hated myself.
I just shook my head, defeated, replying, "Yeah."
"You can't let this beat you John. I won't allow it." He urged.
"It's already beaten me Richard. I can't have kids. I'm sterile. There's no way to 'beat' it." I added air quotes for emphasis. I was in no mood to listen to pipe dream positivity.
"God damnit John. That's not what makes a man." He raised his voice, seemingly frustrated by my attitude.
"What makes a man than Richard, when he enjoys the sight of his wife with another man?" I blurted, not meaning it, but lashing out regardless. Thankfully, no one near us heard.
He was taken aback by my comment, and was silent for a moment. He finally spoke, "It kills me to see you like this."
We both sat in silence for a few more minutes, sipping on our coffee.
"You know George Washington was sterile." He added, clearly searching for any words that might comfort me.
"Yes. I know. My doctor told me the same thing." I took another sip of coffee. "Who gives a fuck about George Washington?"
"I suppose you're right." He conceded.
We sat again in silence again, this time for longer. I glanced up at him a few times, and could tell he was mulling over something heavy. His eyes were filled with the strife of a painful memory.
He spoke again, but this time in a tone that was somehow different. "I've never told anyone this John, so listen up." He paused, taking another sip of his coffee, eventually continuing, his words as heavy as I'd ever heard them.
"My wife was barren. It was one of her many medical complications."
The revelation stunned me.
"Candice and I tried and tried - for years. We didn't even visit a doctor until a fifth year without success." He paused again, sighing. "But you know what?"
"What?" I replied, genuinely curious.
"She's the best human being I've ever known, by miles. I don't think even one fraction less of that woman for not being able to bear my children. I've told you before, she was my heart, and those struggles, among others, only proved to bring us together." He paused, eyes full of emotion. "I suggest you do the same with Ashley."



With that, he stood, tossing a fifty dollar bill on the table, and then he turned to leave.
I didn't realize it at the time, but the conversation I had with Richard allowed me to finally break free from self pity, and start on the path back to happiness. There was progress over the next few months, but Ashley and I weren't having any sex, both depressed from our circumstance. One day, as I was picking her up from daycare, I saw her laughing as she played with two of the younger children. She looked so beautiful, so happy. In life you have these unsuspecting moments that change you, and that was one of them.
When she fastened her belt in the passenger seat, I kissed her, looking into her eyes. I spoke, "Let's look into sperm donors."
Her eyes welled up and she immediately began to cry. We kissed a few more times, our hearts finally returning to each other. "D-Don't you think. W-Wouldn't you prefer to adopt?" She asked.
Truth is, I had already been weighing the realities available to us.
"No." I paused, adding. "I love you, and want our child to be as much like you as possible. I also want you to experience everything that comes along with this, as much as you can."
Many tears were shed that day as well, but unlike earlier in the year, these tears brought with them happiness and potential.
We had incredible, loving sex over the next few weeks. We also began investigating donor options. However, every time we browsed the site and visited the fertility clinic, my mind would wander to a harrowing thought.
We would sit there, with every conceivable metric available to us. Height, weight, ethnicity, IQ, career, education, family history. Some men would score high in one category, and low in others. Regardless of the hard data, what were these men actually like? Were they assholes, degenerates? What was in their character? I greatly appreciated the option to pursue this method, and Ashley was beginning to narrow down what her preferred statistics were, but that nagging thought would not leave my mind.
After a few more weeks had passed, I finally built up the courage to speak with him.
The first time I ever saw Richard emotional, was the night I laid the proposition at his feet. He didn't cry, but he toiled over my words, and the anguish was visible on his face.
"I don't know what to say John. My first reaction is one of honor. I'm truly, genuinely, honored."
Before I could reply to that, he continued, "But my second reaction is far more complicated. There are a million emotions, thoughts, concerns, swirling in my mind."
I attempted to assuage his concerns where I could, "To be clear, just a few obvious points. One, you would have no responsibility to the child, neither financial nor in terms of guardianship. If you want we could certainly have some documents prepar-"
"That's the least of my worries John. My concerns were more, personal, internal."
I remembered what he mentioned about all those years, the attempts at a child of his own.
"Unfortunately, Richard, I never knew your lovely wife." I paused, weighing my words. "Forgive me if I'm overstepping, but I would hope Candice would find something beautiful about this circumstance, something beautifully ironic."
That caused his gaze to look downward, his eyes clearly damp with remembrance.
We sat in silence for a moment, and I continued, "I haven't mentioned this possibility to Ashley, but I have a hard time believing that the thought hasn't crossed her mind."
"The baby would be mixed race." He added.
The comment surprised me, but I replied. "No shit Richard." I somehow laughed. "Look, despite the bedroom race play about that cock of yours, neither Ashley nor myself take any of that into our day to day life. We are progressive people."
"I know you are, trust me. I know that." He paused, sipping heavily on his scotch, continuing, "But would that not cause an issue for you long term, an issue with your relatives?"
"We will make sure it doesn't, and if it does, they aren't family I need to be keeping around mine."
We continued to talk, and drink, for hours - hashing out details and potential concerns. It was a conversation that I'll never forget, one of the most fulfilling of my life.
Ashley was asleep on the living room couch when I returned. I didn't realize how late it had gotten.
She awoke quickly, almost as if she sensed something. "What were you talking about? You were over there for a long time."
I said nothing. I simply looked at her with the weight of the conversation surely present in my eyes. Somehow, she knew.
Richard.
She collapsed back down into the sofa, staring blankly into the distance, into our future.
"What will we tell our parents." Were her first words.
"That we've found a donor."
She laughed, "I doubt they'll be so understanding."
"It's our baby Ashley, not theirs."
We had an earnest and honest conversation about our parents, and friends, and then the line of questioning changed.
"Richard agreed?" She asked, eyes still staring into the distance.
"He's still weighing it, but I think he agrees."
"What about his wife? I'm sure he wants to be respectful, to her memory."
"Don't you think there's a beautiful irony to this, Ashley? As much as it hurts to admit, it almost feels like fate."
Tears began to run down her cheeks, and I immediately went to her, kissing her deeply.
"I love you." I said.
"I love you too John." We kissed again, and again, and those loving exchanges soothed my mind.
We sat for awhile, holding each other, both thinking about all that was to come - not the least of which, Richard.
"He's willing to donate at the clinic?" Ashley suddenly asked, seemingly naive.
I replied, "I'm sure he is." I paused, continuing, "But I can't see why we wouldn't do it naturally."
The words hung there. Despite all the overwhelming emotion of the day, there was still a very real sense of deep, humanistic, eroticism in that prospect.
We looked at each other, and kissed again - this time there was underlying arousal between our lips. We dared not say it, but we were certainly both thinking it. Richard had cum in Ashley before, but never with these life altering implications.
"I want you there for it." Her voice was a whisper of emotion.
"Of course baby. I'll be right there with you." We kissed again, this time with so much love I thought my heart might explode.
The fateful night occurred a few weeks later, while Ashley was at peak ovulation. We invited Richard over early in the day, as we wanted to reestablish the sexual bond between the two of them. It had been nearly a year since they had been intimate with each other. Ashley paraded around the house in a pure white nightie, her tits bounced beautifully, and she wore no underwear. For some reason Richard and I both spent the day in our boxers. It was almost ceremonial, in a way. We relaxed, watched television, and sipped on small portions of wine - to ease the nerves.
There was a moment late in the afternoon when I walked in on the two of them kissing passionately on the couch, hands roaming each others bodies.
"I missed you." Ashley spoke, voice hush and inflamed with passion.
"I missed you too." Richard replied, his hand was gently caressing her rear end.
I had seen them kiss many times before, but this time it was heightened. It was mystifying to watch their lips smack, knowing that later he would be impregnating her.
As dusk approached, we prepared the bed. Ashley insisted that the night be special, and neither Richard nor myself could fault her for it. She placed a few candles in the room, again - almost ceremonially.
Once she was done, Ashley took a seat on the bed, candlelight flickering and filling the room. Her cheeks were rosy, and her face, beautiful. I was unable to comprehend what was about to occur. Her breath was quick, and her incredible tits heaved up and down on her chest as she waited for us. I looked down to where the lace of her nightie ended, and was inspired by her small, shaven patch of pubic hair, and glistening folds. I knelt at the edge of the bed, and instinctively grabbed her thighs, pulling her womanhood close to my face.
I kissed up and down her thighs, at the base of her navel, I even gently lifted her leg and kissed the underside of her butt, delirious with love and lust. Eventually, I planted kisses directly on her sopping wet mound, making love to her beautiful clit with my tongue. She moaned, and caressed my head in appreciation.
Behind me I heard Richard step out of his underwear. I glanced up at Ashley, and had seen the look before - only this time there was more intent in her gaze. Normally she would have made a lust filled comment about his size, but tonight, with the magnitude of the consequences at hand, her eyes said more than her words ever could. She gazed at his cock with longing. Suddenly, the wetness from her pussy was exponentially more substantial, and her juices ran down my chin like a waterfall.
In that moment I realized, in a way, I was preparing my wife to receive him. It was a surprising arousal to think that I was performing the role of dutiful husband, lubricating my wife's womanhood before an unspeakable lovemaking was to occur. She shuddered in a small orgasm, and I kissed the inside of her thighs, wiping her excess juices off of my face in the process.
She sat up for a moment, eyes intense and full of natural, instinctual arousal. She slowly began peeling off her nightie, and I moved to assist her. Her beautifully big tits spilled out as we both removed her lace, they swung gently against her torso. Somehow, they looked swollen, and in need. I knew it was time.
I moved to the side of the bed, looking into her eyes, and kissing her one last time. I frequently think back on the moment, as it was the best kiss of my life.
"I don't deserve you." Her voice was hushed, and filled with love.
"No baby. You got that backwards." I replied.
Richard had already moved to the foot of the bed, it was then that I once again noticed his size. It was hanging there, as massive as ever, a couple feet above my wife's naked body, a couple moments from behind inside of her.
"Are you ready?" His voice was purposeful, and kind.
Ashley's eyes started to widen, as the primal instincts within her took hold. She nodded, "Take me." Her voice was hushed, but filled with desire. She leaned back on the bed, and slowly started spreading her legs for him.
I stepped to the side as Richard assumed his position on our bed. My wife's legs were opening to allow him entry, like they had many times before. This time, however, it was unquestionably more taboo. They spread slowly, and sexually, and the glistening lips of her womanhood came into haunting view. All three of us knew that she was not just offering her pleasure to him, but her unprotected womb as well. She wanted him to take her, and then fill her with his potent seed. That thought made me shudder in incomprehensible defeat, but even more in unbelievable arousal. Suddenly, his engorged head smushed into her folds, causing her head to tilt back, her eyes to close.
"Mmm! Yesss!" Her voice was hushed, but her pleasure wouldn't be denied.
His thrusts were purposeful and loving, and before long, he was entirely inside of her.
"F-Fuckkk..." Ashley, moaned in response to his size, as she always did. She clawed into his shoulders as her body reacted to his powerful thrusts. Richard was now stuffing her full, this time with the purpose of using his powerful manhood to breed her.
It seemed like Ashley wanted to stay in control of her feelings, as if she felt she shouldn't be enjoying this particular bout of lovemaking, given the stakes. She bit her lips, and stifled her moans, but eventually it was hopeless. Her walls came down, and the truth escaped. I couldn't blame her for it.
"Fuck meee!" My wife's words were hushed, but you could hear the passion and pleasure dripping off every syllable. "Oh God Richard! Please fuck meee!"
I moved behind him, looking intently at their penetration. The sight was not merely just arousing, it was somehow evolutionary, and primal. I don't know why I focused on their colliding sexes as much as I did, but I couldn't peel my eyes away.
Absurdly, more than anything, I noticed the size of Richards balls. They had always been exceptionally large, but on this evening, they seemed to have their own gravitational pull. They were massive, groomed, and slapping erotically into Ashley's plump rear. It was insane to think, that they would soon erupt, jet firing his seed deep into my wife.
His thrusting was intense, and driven by natural instinct. I looked on for what seemed like minutes, and I quickly realized that even he wouldn't last long tonight. They had been without each other for too many months, and the reality of their mating was too arousing to describe, too primal, too real. My wife moaned passionately, and they kissed deeply and often. As their wet lips smacked in passion, and they stared into each others eyes, I knew. They were, at least on some level, making love. How could they not be? It was painful to realize, and to witness. However the rational side of my brain was in control, and I convinced myself that this was simply nature in its purest form.
Suddenly, Richard spoke, it was to both of us. "I'm going to cum." It was even sooner than I had anticipated.
Since we started our journey down this rabbit hole, I had often thought that there couldn't possibly be anything more arousing than watching another man fuck your wife.
I was wrong.
Watching another man impregnate your wife is infinitely more intense.
I had never heard Richard roar so loudly. I looked on in amazement as his massive balls contracted. I could physically see their weight ascending and descending within his pouch, in sync with the eruption of semen that was exploding from his cock head buried deep inside my wife. Up and down, they went, squeezing impossibly as he came harder than I had ever seen him before. My view focused a few inches beyond his erupting testicles, now locked in on my wife's stretched sex. It was inflamed and bucking as she received him. Her skin expanded and contracted along with his pulsating cock. Her pussy was quivering as she erupted in her own incomprehensible orgasm.
I appreciated the fact that Ashley attempted to stifle her pleasure, but at the same time I wished she hadn't. I wanted her to let go and bask in the waves of satisfaction that she was receiving from her impregnation, and the powerful, humanistic orgasm that came along with it. I was glad to see, that despite her best efforts, she submitted to the moment, and the words escaped her mouth.
"Ohhh! Ohhh!! Yesss! Cum in me! Cum in me! Cum in meee!!" I looked on as her fingers clawed into his hips, her red nail polish and wedding ring shining in the candle light. Richard continued to buck, pumping in and out of her with that powerful instinctive drive, coating her womb with his seed. She screamed one last time, "Richard!! Oh Goddd!! Give me a babyyy!!"
He groaned loudly as he continued to pump her full of his cum. His eruption seemed to last nearly a minute, his pulsating balls squeezing in release for an extraordinary amount of time. I had never seen anything like it. I came as well, without physical provocation. Ironically, my load was also large, albeit useless - my own cum hit our flooring as it had many times before, but the puddle it created was much larger than it usually was.
Finally, the room was silent. All that was audible was the breathing. Something natural had just occurred on my marital bed, and I immediately knew Richard had successfully impregnated Ashley. If I did have any remaining doubts, they were immediately silenced when Richard pulled his manhood out of her.
The plopping noise was perverse, but also very human. Ashley's vaginal mound was stuffed, entirely filled with his seed. I immediately noticed a heavy stream of his cum begin to cascade out of her sex, pouring down between the folds of her ass. It completely soaked our bedding. I could only imagine how much of it was still deep inside of her. Richard rolled over to the side, his deflating cock obscenely slapping flaccid across his thigh. He was clearly physically, and emotionally, spent.
"John, come here." My wife broke the silence.
I slowly approached her side, her face was radiant. She was smiling, but there was a certain melancholy in her eyes.
"Kiss me my love."
I leaned down, and we shared a deep moment, our lips meeting. She grabbed me by the hand, and gently placed it on her tummy. It nearly made me emotional.
We stayed like that, for awhile. Kissing, my hand resting on her stomach. I knew what was happening biologically, mere inches below the surface.
Richard sat up, seemingly to make a move to leave. Ashley quickly stopped him.
"No." She paused, looking at both of us, and then at him. "I want you to stay with us tonight. Sleep here, next to me."
When she said it, it immediately felt right, and I think Richard sensed it as well. "Okay." Was all that he said.
Ashley moved to the middle of the bed, and pulled me on it next to her. She nestled between the two of us, and no one spoke a word. Soon, everyone was fast asleep.
She began showing in a few months time.
The baby bump suited her, and somehow her natural glow was even brighter than it normally was. She smiled wide all the time, and I loved seeing the hop in her step. Ashley was a deep happy woman throughout her entire pregnancy, and the thought of that satisfied me greatly.
We had a lot of sex during those nine months, and during that time Ashley didn't want Richard involved in the bedroom. Later in life, I learned that it was her way of subliminally reinforcing that the baby was mine, and on some level - I think it worked. We would make passionate love, I would cum in her, and her bump would grow bigger and bigger.
Our family, our friends, everyone, was told that we had found a donor from the clinic, and utilized the standard syringe insertion for the pregnancy to take. There were some strange facial expressions made, and interesting conversations had, when we had told them of the donors race - but ultimately none of that mattered. The only people that knew the truth were Myself, Ashley, Richard, and Ashley's doctor.
The day finally arrived, and we named him Michael. I loved him immediately, and was surprised by how close a resemblance he bore to Ashley, albeit somewhat darker. He was an exceptionally happy and healthy child.
After living for some time with Michael in the apartment, we decided it best to move out to the suburbs, as families often did. We still saw Richard, maybe four or five times a year. We would block out a few days, usually sending our son to his grandparents house during his visits. Our bond with Richard continued to deepen over that time, despite not seeing him quite as often as we used too. I think Ashley and I both grew to consider him as our best friend, although our relationship with the man was obviously much more complicated than that.
"Oh yeah baby. Just like that!"
Ashley was writhing underneath him as he stuffed her. I might have been biased, but I think my wife looked even better now in her fourties. Sure, there were a few added pounds and some new wrinkles, but she was still a certifiable sex pot. To be honest, I think Richard also preferred her with the added thickness.
"God damn woman! You missed this big black cock!" He grunted deep as he pumped into her. It was stunning to see him able to still able perform at his age, especially given the size of his organ. He insisted time and time again that he didn't even need any pharmaceutical help either. He cited that science would never be able to make a better erection drug than my wife.



That caused her to swoon, and open her legs for him as she had so many times in the past. I would look on, as I always did, naked and impossibly erect. I, too, had gained some weight in my advanced age, but somehow, Richard had maintained his physique. My wife would wrap her legs around his back, clawing into him, and he would bombard her with those deep vaginal orgasms that only he could give her. She would cream all over his impossibly large tube of onyx, his heavy black balls would flop and slap, smacking the lily white skin of her gorgeous ass. He would satisfy her on a deep sexual level, that few women ever get to experience.
Ashley locked up, convulsing in yet another unbelievable contraction, "Ohhh Goddd!! Yesss!! I-I'm c-cumminggg! I'm cumming for my stud!!"
I always came when she called him her stud. I couldn't help it - there was too much literal meaning behind those impossibly naughty words. I spurted on our bedroom floor, pleasure filled waves overcoming me. It certainly wasn't the first time I had cum early while watching them together.
Richard roared, "I love watching that married pussy cum on my black cock!" He bucked powerfully as his balls pulsed violently, cream-pieing my wife. It was the fourth time today that he unloaded into Ashley's pussy.
Unlike years past, however, there was no fear of pregnancy. Richard had long since had a vasectomy.
Also unlike years passed, they didn't move to disengage immediately. They looked into each others eyes with love, and kissed passionately. I had learned not to let it bother me, as I could only accept the feelings they had for each other. I was my wife's heart, and I always would be - but there's no doubt she had carved out a small place inside of her for this man. He was the man who took her to unbelievable sexual heights, and he was also the man who had, near 15 years ago, impregnated her. Their feelings, only made sense.
Richard's visits kept up over the next couple years, but our trips to the bedroom ended abruptly. "Father time comes for us all." Was the quote he had offered. It mattered not, Ashley and I were both happy to simply spend time with our friend, and we did, for a time.
Richard passed away suddenly, at the age of 65. To make matters worse, we didn't learn of his death until a letter arrived in the mail. It was a notice of trust fund for Michael, and a very healthy one at that. It was an extremely emotional moment in time for us, and for Ashley especially. After his death, we both entered into a reflective, solemn state of mind. It lasted for months.
It wasn't until Michael came home from a party one night, that we were once again able to enjoy a hearty laugh. He had just become a senior in high school, and he was a late bloomer, but had absolutely sky rocketed in height and stature over the last year.
Ashley and I were sitting on the couch, watching a serial, as he entered. He was crying, holding something in his hand.
"Whats wrong Mike?" I immediately asked.
His emotions overtook him, and he dropped the wrapper on the floor.
"I keep trying bigger sizes and nothing fits me. Amanda and I were going to-" His tears got the best of him, and he ran to his room, stifling them.
Ashley and I both looked at the floor, and noticed a Magnum XL condom wrapper, broken.
At first I was flabbergasted that he was this sexually active, it seemed like just weeks ago he was disgusted by the thought of girls. Secondly, I was a bit depressed to think that he had grown up this quickly. Mostly, though, I was proud he was making a effort to practice safe sex. We had a long talk with him, and after Ashley left the room, I explained to him that I would order him some custom ones. I also took a moment to explain to him how lucky he was, and that most guys would kill to be in his position. That, at least, brought a smile to his face.
It wasn't until he fell asleep, that Ashley and I exploded in muffled laughter. We laughed to tears, for nearly two hours. It was a cathartic, absurd, and surreal evening. I think we both realized how fucking crazy life could be, and how lucky we were to have experienced ours together.
Some more time passed, and we slowly succumbed to routine. On a whim, I decided to add some spice back into our sex life. We were well past the point of exploring the option of finding a new bull. Besides, I don't think Ashley would have even wanted to. I did, however, make a perverted stop at the local Adult store, coming home with an impressively sized dildo, of which I'm sure one could guess the color.
Later that night she was moaning as I stuffed it in and out of her. It wasn't long before she came, hard, all over the silicon of the fake black cock. I looked at her beautiful body as she shuddered in pleasure. I noticed her thick curves, and mildly wrinkled creases, they aroused me to no end.
Eventually her orgasm subsided, and she noticed my erect dick jutting outwards. She smiled, and spoke, "After all these years, you still love watching me cum on a big black cock."
I nestled up against her womanhood, and entered her with my own dick. I looked into her eyes, there was a life time of experience, respect, and companionship there. Risks taken, challenges overcome, fantasies explored. I wouldn't have traded it for anything.
Her voice was sweet, as if she was seeing the same thing in mine. "I love you John."
"I love you too, Ashley."
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Tim Roberts was a large man.
Though after years of knowing him, Steve didn't pay much mind to his 6'-3", 240 pound frame. He was somewhat hairy, hardened thick, and certainly physically imposing at first glance. It didn't take long for one to realize, however, that his hulking presence was merely a facade. At his core he was a warm, welcoming, and jovial man. He was 45 years of age, making him nearly 10 years older than Steve. He was also a rugged man, but despite some signs of weathering and wrinkling on his face, Tim maintained a youthful glow.
Today, however, Tim's body language was weaker than normal. Steve had to admit it was for good reason. Tim's house had recently burned down. Well, not exactly burned down - but a disastrous fire had destroyed much of it. Having no family in the state, and having no time to really deal with hotel accommodations - Steve kindly invited Tim to stay with he and his wife, Stephanie. Tim had arrived with two large suitcases, but he'd also arrived without much of his usual positivity.
"I really appreciate this Steve." Tim spoke, somewhat solemnly and devoid of his usual jovial tone. He was legitimately depressed over his circumstance - but also genuinely thankful that Steve had stepped up to help him out. Tim's restoration contractors had anticipated a mere three weeks until they'd have his home back in livable condition. It was a very costly, expedited schedule.
"Dude. It's nothing. Steph and I both feel terrible that you're having to deal with this." Steve paused as he spoke, attempting to further assuage Tim's fears of imposing. "Besides, we have the space. Come on in."
While extremely welcoming on the outside, internally, Steve wasn't quite as carefree. There was something inherently awkward about having your boss stay at your home. Especially for the extended time period that Tim would likely be residing for. A night or two was one thing, a few weeks to a month - entirely different. He shook the negative thoughts from his mind, reminding himself that Tim wasn't just his "boss." While technically accurate, Steve would probably first describe Tim as a friend. They had grown very close over their years together at the small construction company.
Tim smiled warmly, walking into the home with the two large suitcases in hand. "I hope you and Steph are ready to keep me in check. I'm a terrible house guest."
Steve's main motivation for allowing Tim the residence was that of basic human compassion. As mentioned, Tim didn't have any family in the area, nor did his homeowners insurance cover displacement. Steve would not soon forget the distraught look on Tim's face when he had received the call from the fire department dispatcher. In addition to the basic moral obligation that Steve felt, there were secondary reasons as well. He knew that if Tim had to pony up the expense for a month at a high end hotel, he'd be hurting even worse financially than he already was. Steve also knew that loss would most likely show up in the form of reduced bonuses or cut hours for himself and the other employees. He was a loyal man, and he felt it was in his best interest to help Tim out in any way he could.
Steve ushered Tim in to the living room, giving him the lay of the land as he spoke. "You'll have the entire downstairs to yourself. The only time we really come down here is to grab something from the kitchen." He paused, correcting myself, "Or maybe when Steph is having one of her midnight cravings. She likes to sneak down here for some chocolate." He smirked, "Usually in a state of undress."
Tim smiled, "She doesn't like to go topless, does she?" he replied, in joking fashion. He immediately regretted the comment. Normally this sort of exchange was customary between the two of them, but he quickly realized it was inappropriate timing considering all Steve was doing to accommodate him. "Ah, shit... I'm sorry Steve." Tim scratched his head nervously, continuing "I should probably cut my shit for awhile."
In actuality, the joke wasn't out of place. Stephanie's tits were a constant source of teasing among all three of them. Stephanie had spectacular breasts, natural double D's that hung proudly and youthfully, seemingly defying the laws of physics. Steve wasn't at all offended by his boss's comment. It actually made him recall the night years ago, when the elephant in the room (her incredible bust) was first discussed.
---------------------
"Steve. You know I love you, so what I'm about to say, I say with love." Tim offered, between sips of his Miller Lite. It was true that he had grown close to Steve. He was close with all his employees, but there was an earnestness to Steve that Tim was particularly fond of.
"How in the hell did you land such a smoking hot wife?"
Steve, having had a few himself, could only laugh at the comment. A part of him wondered how Tim had gone so long without a mention of his wife's "talent". Tim, and basically any man who saw Stephanie, couldn't help but gawk at her. Especially at her fantastic chest.
"High school sweethearts, boss." Steve replied, the 'boss' was levied with heavy sarcasm, intending to annoy Tim. In reality, Steve was immensely proud of his wife, and contrary to their early years of dating - lately, for some inexplicable reason, he enjoyed seeing men stumble over her.
"Man, stop calling me boss." Tim replied with a laugh, continuing. "Don't get me wrong. You aren't an ugly guy, it's just - Those tits man!" His face grew flush, suddenly realizing he may have taken the jesting too far with his employee.
Steve took in in stride, or rather, in pride. "I know buddy. I'm a lucky guy." He took his own swig of beer, adding. "You can look all you want, but the touching is for me Timothy." This time he called him Timothy, in another effort to annoy. Happy hour had taken its toll on both men.
Tim laughed again, "Fucking asshole. Don't call me Timothy either."
Steve truly wasn't bothered by Tim's comment. He knew how lucky he was, and how spectacular his wife's tits, and everything else, were. As Tim mentioned, Steve wasn't an unattractive guy, but he wasn't a stud either. He knew he was more or less an ordinary dude, physically. He was a hair over 5'-9", and certainly didn't equal his wife when it came to sexual endowments. He looked forward to teasing Stephanie about the revelation when he returned home later that night. After all - Steve enjoyed getting a rise out of her, and knew the comment from his boss would make her blush.
"Tim thinks you have great tits." Steve clumsily blurted, almost as soon as he walked in the door.
Stephanie had been washing the dishes, and looked up in amused surprise. It was clear her husband was quite tipsy. She sighed, another happy hour with Steve and his boss. She was strangely intrigued by the prospect of being their topic of discussion, though. It wasn't the first time someone had complimented her breasts. However, she quickly found that this instance tickled her in a different way. To Stephanie, Tim was an exceedingly masculine man, and he was also her husbands boss. Naturally, this piqued her interest more than the typical passerby.
She blushed. "You think everyone loves my tits." She tried to downplay the comment - but ultimately wanted to know where it came from.
Steve retold the bar conversation, to his wife's surprising arousal. She loved Steve, and they had a good sex life, but she couldn't help but enjoy the thought of her husbands boss lusting over her. What red blooded woman doesn't appreciate when her body is noticed, especially by such a masculine man? What she didn't immediately realize, was that her husband seemed to get a kick out of it as well. Steve found himself excited by Tim's admission, to his own surprise. Further, he found himself beginning to encourage Stephanie to flaunt her cleavage more and more, especially when Tim was around.
"Just tease the poor bastard." Steve smirked, as Stephanie slipped into a revealing dress weeks later. She was surprised by her husbands recent suggestions, but admitted the game was a fun way of spicing things up for the long married couple.
It was a construction awards event. Tim had asked that Steve and Stephanie attend with him, his own date having coming down with an illness just days prior. Stephanie allowed her bust to hang low most of the evening. As usual, she noticed Tim's open stares. Towards the end of the night, and after several glasses of wine, she brazenly decided to call him on it.
"You know Tim. My eyes are actually up here." She draped her finger across the top of her breasts as she said it, and then pointed upwards to her face.
It was a bold faced call-out. Both Steve and Tim's eyes shot wide open.
To his credit, Tim owned it with poise. Although both husband and wife did notice a hint of redness appear on his face. He threw back a swig of his cocktail, "In my defense, I would argue that it's impossible not to look at those things. They're spellbinding." He glanced at Steve for reassurance, and for confirmation that he wasn't upset by the conversation. "Help me out here, Steve."
Stephanie smiled, and Steve couldn't help but laugh, but all three of them were suddenly feeling a foreign sense of excitement. It was a mild excitement, but it was new for all three of them.
Stephanie looked towards her husband. "Spellbinding huh? Well that's a word I've never heard to describe them."
Tim interjected, "Trust me it's a compliment." And Stephanie replied, sensing his unease.
"Not to worry, Tim. Steve already told me that you liked them." She glanced down at her own bust, squeezing her arms together in playful fashion, making her cleavage pop even further upwards for a moment. She felt a sudden heat between her legs. It was undeniably exciting to draw attention to her bust in the presence of Tim. If Steve hadn't been aware of the proceedings, she would have never acted so provocatively. However since Steve seemed to encourage her teasing, she was feeling a sort of playful excitement from it all. After all, people looked at her tits all the time, what was really the problem with drawing attention to them for once?
From that evening forward the three of them would often tease about Stephanie's breasts. Maybe at a holiday party, or a happy hour gathering, a comment would slip out from Tim, or from even from Stephanie. Sometimes Steve would brag to Tim, showing him pictures of her in swimming suits, or low cut tops. It was an admittedly atypical dynamic between an employee, his wife, and his boss - but it seemed totally harmless to the three of them.
---------------------
Back in the current moment, in Steve's living room, Steve knew it was still just that - totally harmless.
"Please Tim. At this point I'd think it was weird if you weren't joking about Steph's tits." He paused, smirking. "Unfortunately no, she doesn't like to go topless - although she does walk around the house bra-less pretty frequently." He added, "Though I doubt she'll be doing much of that while you're here."
"We'll have to convince her otherwise." Tim chuckled, relieved that Steve maintained a positive attitude about the ribbing. Tim was obviously not attempting to catch Stephanie in any compromising situations, but he was instinctively intrigued about the thought of her without a bra. Just as he was able to shake the image from his mind, the front door burst open.
Stephanie stumbled in in a rush, grocery bags hanging from her arms, breathing heavily. She had spent the morning preparing the guest bedroom and bath for Tim, and had bolted out the door a couple hours earlier to stock up on essentials. Even in her rushed, disheveled state she looked gorgeous. Her large breasts where concealed but bouncing underneath a gray throw-around tee. Her brunette hair shining healthily despite being entangled in the purse string at her shoulder. Her gorgeous face flush as she struggled to kick the door closed.
When Steve had met Stephanie in grade school, she was somewhat of an ugly duckling, but he loved her carefree and good natured personality. They had been neighbors at the time, and an easy fate seemed to bring them together. At some point in high school her breasts swelled and her feminine features developed beautifully, while Steve more or less developed in average fashion. He was quick to marry her, and for over fifteen years they had been immensely happy together.
Tim and Steve both moved to help her. Tim eased her of the groceries and Steve untangled her hair from her purse. She flinched in mild pain as he unthreaded the knot. Once she gathered herself she moved to give Tim a hug in greeting.
"Oh no. It's the lady who's gonna hate me in a few weeks time." Tim joked as they embraced. He couldn't help but notice her heavy breasts press into his chest.
"I doubt that Tim." Stephanie paused, still flush and breathing heavily, she looked at her husband. "We are happy to have you, especially considering what happened." It was true, at her core she was glad to help Tim, the man who'd been a good boss to her husband, and in general a kind and decent person. It had to have been extremely tough to deal with such a disastrous situation with his home. Beyond that, however, the fringes of Stephanie's psyche were tingling in mild excitement. She was surprised her husband was as willing as he was, to allow his boss to stay at their home. Stephanie was raised conservatively, and there was an unspoken taboo about another man residing with a husband and wife - even temporarily. Further pushing that boundary was the fact that Tim was clearly the more masculine male under the roof for the time being. She loved her husband, and was still very attracted to him to this day - but there was no denying that his boss was the more handsome, the more classically manly, of the two.
She shook those thoughts from her mind, they were merely mild excitements that were obviously not going to manifest in any real way. She would never hurt Steve, or compromise what they had built together. Everyone fantasizes from time to time, and there was no harm in her doing so either. She thought of her pretty friend Tiffany, and knew that Steve had a naughty thought or two about her over the years.
Tim made himself scarce the first few nights of his stay. He left to work before Steve, and was home long after. It wasn't until the first Friday that Tim joined the couple for an evening dinner. It was far from a formal gathering. Steve and Stephanie both sat in gym clothes, while Tim was still in work attire. Chinese food and beer were on the menu which, despite being offensively unhealthy, hit the spot for all three of them.
"Sorry it's take out tonight. I couldn't make it out of the office in time." Stephanie offered, apologetically. She had recently begun working part time at a local insurance agency, and was often required to work late.
"Nonsense. I've actually been craving Chinese." Tim replied, gratefully.
The three of them enjoyed the meal, and the beers. Even Stephanie, who was usually a wine drinker, had a couple brews. As they wrapped up the meal Tim couldn't help but steal glances at Stephanie's cleavage. Her popping tits had begun making an appearance due to her low hanging sports bra. The beer, and the carefree attitude of the Friday evening, yielded an opportunity to continue their game.
"Those things just can't help themselves, can they?" Tim casually pointed his fork at Stephanie's breasts.
Stephanie blushed. She had chosen this particular athletic top because it was revealing in nature. She had recently grown to love showing off her breasts. "They have a mind of there own." She admitted. She clamped her fingers down on the top of the fabric, and jostled the top back up her chest, tits jiggling down into place as she did so. She felt that enjoyable and familiar excitement that crept up when her breasts were the topic at hand.
"Jesus Tim, you new at this?" Steve jokingly added. "Now they've gone into hiding."
Steve couldn't explain it, but he had grown to love when there was an open dialogue about his wife's tits.
Tim joined in on the joke. "Fuck man. You're right." He paused, leaning back in his chair and dropping his fork - finally done with the meal. "You know, I'm actually disappointed." His voice was playful.
"Disappointed?" Stephanie replied, curious.
"I heard rumors about a certain woman who lived here." He glanced at Steve smirking, continuing, "Rumors that this woman didn't wear bras around the house." He was speaking in a sarcastic and exaggerated tone. He stood, taking his dirty dishes towards the sink, and grabbing Steve's in the process. He continued with the joke, "I guess I heard wrong."
Steve laughed, "You can never trust gossip." Deep down he was strangely excited by the prospect of Stephanie going bra-less in front of Tim.
Stephanie was a bit surprised by the joke, but assumed it was just in Tim's assertive nature to be brazen. She was also oddly excited by the realization that her husband had informed Tim of that personal tidbit. She quickly realized she was going to have some fun with her temporary resident, and teased him back. "Tell you what Tim. You do those dishes, and I'll think about skipping the bra next time." She said, jokingly.
Tim glanced at Steve, and Steve at Tim. They were both smiling with juvenile excitement. Tim made another exaggerated gesture, this time squeezing the dish soap into the washcloth, and smacking on the hot water.
The three of them laughed.
The evening seemed to end uneventfully, with Tim lying in the guestroom bed downstairs. He was reviewing an update from the restoration contractors on his phone when he thought he heard a faint moan from above.
Steve and Stephanie were trying their best to be quiet, but they were both horny from the beer and the teasing at the dinner table.
"Fuck me baby." Stephanie whispered. She wrapped her legs around her husbands lower back as he thrust into her. Her pussy was inflamed and drenched in arousal. She needed to get fucked, but she wanted to be considerate to their house guest downstairs. She whimpered into Steve's shoulder as the gentle pleasure cascaded across her body.
Steve was aligned with her arousal, his balls already boiling in heightened passion.
Part of him wanted to remain silent for fear of Tim's ear shot, but another part of him didn't care if his boss heard. He certainly wasn't going to go three weeks without sex.
"Lucky bastard." Tim whispered to himself. He thought back to the last time he himself had gotten laid, a few months prior. Tim had been a notorious ladies man through most of his life, only recently slowing down due to workload and the obvious stress that the house fire had caused.
He could tell they were trying their best to be quiet, but he could still make out the sounds of faint moans and bed squeaking through the ceiling above him. To his surprise, the last moan from Stephanie caused his member to stiffen. He took it in hand, quietly wondering if she might have ever seen one as big as his.
Tim Roberts was hung, impressively so. His cock was a girthy ten inches, fat and very solid when aroused. His balls were equally masculine, heavy and large. Nearly every woman he'd bedded throughout his life had become infatuated with his manhood. He began to stroke it perversely, as he listened in on his friends wife not ten feet above him.
Upstairs, Steve was lovingly thrusting his own average length into Stephanie. His smaller testicles quickly ascended as he spurted his release into his wife. She moaned gently as a small orgasm caused her body to shudder. Steve felt a familiar sense of pride as he noted his wife's satisfaction. He always loved when he was able to make her pop.
Stephanie was thankful for the release, breathing heavily as she returned to a baseline resting state. She could always tell when her husband was inspired in the bedroom, and appreciated his efforts in satisfying her. Still, she knew part of her arousal on this night was triggered by the house guest downstairs. She wondered if Tim heard, ultimately not caring if he did. Everyone was an adult in this house, and adults understood adult needs.'



Downstairs, Tim erupted, blasting an immense load across his hairy stomach. His eruption was triggered by the thought of his cock in between Stephanie's tits. It was a common fantasy for him. After cleaning up, he drifted off into the first relaxing slumber he'd had in quite some time.
The following Monday morning, Steve found himself cringing in the work trailer as Tim blasted his recovery crew on the phone.
"What the fuck do you mean, twelve thousand dollars!?" Tim yelled. "That's a pretty large change order for something that should have been apparent, Frank!"
Steve decided it was best to take a step outside, feeling sorry that Tim was getting hit with yet another headache related to his house. He adjusted his hard hat, and pulled out his personal cellphone, noting a text from Stephanie.
'I'm gonna be home early tonight, does pot roast sound good for dinner?'
Steve texted his reply, 'It does babe.'
He added a follow-up, 'Tim's getting nickle and dimed on the recovery, just got hit with another CO. 12 Grand. Sucks.'
Stephanie replied with a sad face emoji, and a comment, 'We should try and cheer him up.'
In a moment of amusement, Steve recalled the conversation from the other night. He smirked as he replied, 'You should skip the bra tonight.' He suddenly realized, to his surprise, that he actually wanted her to. He wasn't aware at the time, but the decision to suggest this to his wife would end up being a fateful one.
When Stephanie read her husbands text she felt a sudden jolt of excitement. She was surprised that Steve would offer up the suggestion, but she had to admit it excited her. She glanced around the office, looking at some of the women working next to her. She couldn't help but cringe as she recalled some of their stories about their own jealous and controlling husbands, their own lackluster sex lives. She was thankful that her high school sweetheart was seemingly much more loving and open to some naughty, albeit harmless, fun. Stephanie was now feeling suddenly energized.
'Wouldn't you be upset?' She replied, trying to attain his level of seriousness. She noticed a subtle moistness developing between her legs, and crossed them, in an attempt to control it.
Steve chuckled to himself as he read her question. 'No, I think it would be hot.' He admitted. He sent another. 'You know I get a kick out of you teasing him.'
Stephanie smiled devilishly at her husbands confirmation, replying. 'Okay. I'll wear one of my white tees.' She added a winking kiss emoji for flair. Her heart was suddenly beating faster.
Steve felt his dick strain against his work jeans, and spent the remainder of the day trying to control his excitement. 'Whats the big deal? It's just a tee shirt.' He thought.
When he finally walked in the door that evening, he felt that strain in his jeans once again. Stephanie looked simultaneously both casual and done-up. Her make-up was sexily applied, but she was wearing nothing but a long white nightie and elastic gym shorts. Her huge tits were bouncing absurdly below the thin fabric, jiggling enticingly at every minor movement of her person. Steve stood at the entry way, eyes wide in a moment of voyeurism. Her breasts swung forward naturally as she finished placing the wine at the dinner table. Steve couldn't believe how excited this was making him. For some reason the thought of Tim seeing her in such a state really amused him.
She looked up at him, blushing, smiling. "Hey." was all she offered. Stephanie was feeling her own sense of ridiculous excitement. 'Will you relax.' She thought, trying to convince herself. 'There's absolutely nothing wrong with dressing this way in my own home.'
Still, when Tim finally arrived her heart nearly jumped out of her chest. Steve and Stephanie were already seated at the table eating dinner. They had both decided not to make a big deal about the meal, Steve unsure of when Tim would actually arrive.
"Grab yourself a plate." Steve offered. "Foods on the stove."
Tim dropped his bag near the front door and removed his work coat. "Thanks." He replied, sighing deeply, seemingly decompressing. "What a fucking day."
"You work that bullshit out?" Steve offered, curious to know, but more curious to see his reaction to Stephanie's attire.
"I guess man, these assholes don't know what they're doing. Hey Steph." Tim greeted Stephanie, completely unaware of the state of her tits. He fixed himself a plate and joined them at the dinner table. Once sat he immediately poured himself a heavy glass of wine.
It was actually disappointing at first. Tim was so distracted from the stress of the day, he didn't even notice Stephanie's situation. It wasn't until later, when she stood to start cleaning up, that Tim saw the first movement beneath her shirt.
He watched as she strode to the kitchen sink, her tits bouncing erotically to each of her steps. Tim blinked, unsure of what he was actually seeing. When she dropped off the first batch of dishes into the sink she returned to the table. Tim was unable to avert his eyes, and Stephanie knew it. She leaned in and scooped up his own plate. Tim was gazing at her swaying breasts as they hung heavily during her lean. When she stood straight, they jostled back in their natural place. Tim, reactive, looked towards Steve. Steve tried his best to conceal a smirk as he sipped on his wine, but Tim finally realized she was without bra support.
Steve spoke, "I told her you had a rough day."
Tim could only laugh, and he let out a deep guffaw in delight and appreciation. He wasn't sure most marriages operated in this fashion, but somehow he thought it was sign of a healthy one. Further, he was having great fun being playfully teased by his friend's wife.
Before anything else was said, Stephanie suddenly screamed in surprise.
As fate would have it, a large serving spoon was underneath one of the baking pans she was cleaning. The water was pouring out of the faucet, and as she leaned down to plug the drain she hit the handle of the spoon, smacking it right underneath the waterfall. To her horror, the water exploded upwards and drenched the upper portion of her shirt.
She screamed, but reacted quickly to shut the water off. Stephanie stood there for a moment, completely at a loss, unable to reconcile the irony of the situation. Her shirt was totally soaked.
"Everything alright?" She heard her husband ask from behind her.
All she could do was laugh, she titled her head back in defeat, chuckling. She soon turned, revealing the accident.
It was an extremely sexy accident.
"Jesus!" Tim said, feasting his eyes on her revealed tits. Her impossibly large breasts hung there, small pale areolas and stiffening nipples as clearly visible as if she was wearing nothing at all.
Steve nearly choked on his Merlot, spitting it back into his glass and reacting, "Holy shit!"
Stephanie shook her head in disbelief, an embarrassed redness showed on her face. 'Fuck it.' She thought. Ten years of teasing, multiple glasses of wine, and a now invisible shirt all combined to create one supremely erotic moment.
"Welp, I guess this top is useless." Stephanie spoke, resigned to her fate. She couldn't believe she was actually going to do it, but she did.
Steve watched in a mixture of excitement and horror as his wife slowly peeled her shirt up and over her head. Both men stared in arousal as her beautiful breasts spilled out from underneath the soaking fabric, glistening in their own wetness. Tim immediately felt his heart beat rise, and his cock begin to swell in his jeans. He was unable to believe his luck. He glanced towards Steve, interested to see how he'd react to the moment.
An explosion of various thoughts and feelings were coursing through Steve's mind and body. It was a revelatory moment for the long time husband. He realized, to his fascination, that he was extremely excited by his wife's exhibitionism. A part of his mind was screaming at him to recoil. His wife was exposing her gorgeous tits to his boss, of all people. Of course that was something to discourage. That voice was ultimately stifled, however, by the intense and true arousal that he was experiencing from deep within him. Steve glanced towards Tim, and nearly laughed at the shocked expression on his boss's face. Steve spoke, "I would say Happy Birthday, but I don't think that's for another couple months."
Stephanie was relieved, and a bit aroused, by her husbands reaction. She loved that he was so enthusiastic about her body, so willing to show her off. Still, she couldn't believe she actually had done it, but she felt her nipples stiffening as Tim looked at her with hunger. In a way, she felt that this moment was a long time coming. Somehow she always knew, that eventually, Tim was going to get a look at her naked breasts.
"Those are goddamn incredible." Tim found his voice, staring, jeans bulging beneath the table. He was wondering to himself if they had planned this, if the two of them got some kick out of this sort of thing.
She blushed deeper by his compliment, but soon realized it was time to cover up, speaking. "I better head upstairs."
The two men leered as she bounced by them to head out of the kitchen. At the last moment, Steve reached for her hand. It was his second fateful decision of the day.
"Why don't you just relax on the couch for a minute? I'll bring you a glass of wine. There's no need to go upstairs." He looked a Tim. "We'll clean up in here." He turned back to his wife, looking intensely into her eyes and wondering how she'd react to such a bold and unexpected suggestion.
Stephanie couldn't believe her ears. Did her husband really just say that? She had to make sure, "Wait. You... want me topless?"
Steve wouldn't have suggested it if he thought she was uncomfortable. Nearly two decades with the love of his life had yielded certain tells, sexual and otherwise. He could tell by her body language, her eyes, her breathing - that Stephanie was extremely aroused by her state of undress.
"Of course I do." He looked at Tim, "What do you think Tim? Does she need another shirt?"
Tim suddenly realized how intensely locked into their conversation he was, almost as if he was half in a dream. He also didn't want to come across as a lecherous pervert or some kind of creep. He replied, speaking to both of them, "I absolutely love the view, but I want whatever you guys want. I'm just happy to be here." Deep down he hoped she'd continue with the show, it'd been a long time since Tim had been a part of unexpected, sexually charged fun.
His comment only proved to further assuage the couple of any fears they might have had. Stephanie shrugged with a naughty smile, and passed by the stairs into the living room - completely topless. After a few moments passed, the sounds of the television filled the room.
Now out of ear shot, Tim smacked Steve on the leg under the table, whispering. "What the fuck is going on?" He asked of his friend and employee.
Steve began standing, picking up the remaining glassware from the table as he did, replying, "I don't know, but you're welcome."
Tim followed him to the sink, "You sure you're cool with this?"
Steve laughed, "Yeah man, this is the kind of shit you do when you've been together for twenty fucking years. You need to keep things interesting somehow." He seemed to realize it for the first time as the words escaped his mouth.
"So you've done this before?" Tim replied, handing him his utensils to toss in the sink.
"Sure haven't."
Tim didn't quite get it, but he wasn't gonna make a big deal out of it. "Look man, I'm not complaining, and I'm obviously cool with it. I just, you know, want to make sure everyone's on the same page." He scratched the back of his head, showing some nerves over the situation. He really didn't want to overstep his boundaries, and this circumstance was certainly loaded.
Steve turned the faucet off, and wiped his hands on the dish towel to dry them. "Enjoy the view, and remember this next time you're wondering who's picking up the tab at the bar." Steve made a conscious effort to separate this naughtiness from their dynamic at work, but he wasn't above playing it as if it was a supreme favor.
Both men were feeling excitement as they made their way out of the kitchen. Steve spoke. "I'm gonna hit the bathroom real quick."
Tim replied with some mild panic, "Well fuck man. Then I'm gonna change or something. Not gonna walk into that living room without you." He muffled an absurd laugh.
Steve smirked at his boss's enthusiasm. He had never seen him in such a state. "Fine."
Out in the living room, Stephanie was breathing heavily. She was thankful that her yoga shorts were black, because she feared the wetness escaping between her lips would have surely dampened the fabric by now. She couldn't believe she was sitting topless with her husbands boss in the house, she couldn't believe her husband had been the one to suggest it, and she definitely couldn't believe how excited it was making her.
In the guest bedroom Tim was desperately trying to escape his work jeans. The size of his manhood always caused discomfort when it was constrained, and he scanned the dresser drawer for a pair of shorts. When he finally slid the jeans off he looked down at his cock, jutting outwards. He wondered if it was the smarter idea to stay put in the bedroom for the evening. He didn't know where the night was headed, and he certainly didn't want anything to happen that anyone would regret. The mental image of Stephanie's unbelievable tits came rushing back, droplets of water cascading down her curvature. "Fuck it." he said to himself, and began to step into his shorts.
In the bathroom, Steve's own arousal was so strong that it was beginning to scare him. 'Where did this come from?' he wondered. It was almost as if over the last week a curtain had been pulled back on his fantasies, exposing them for the first time. His dick stiffened impossibly hard as he perversely imagined Tim taking his wife's tits in his hands. He washed his own in a hurry to rush back to the living room, stopping in the kitchen to grab the bottle of wine. 'We're gonna need more of this.' He thought to himself.
When Steve finally approached Stephanie sitting on the couch, he handed her a full glass of wine. "You're so fucking hot." He whispered, Tim not yet having returned to the room.
Stephanie was very much in love with her husband in that moment. It was like she could sense the pride he had for her beaming from within him. She smiled at him, and whispered, "This is crazy."
"Crazy hot." Steve replied. He looked at the empty spot on the couch next to her, and in another fateful decision, he decided to opt for the single plush chair closer to the television.
Stephanie noticed, and her heart beat rose even higher. She couldn't believe he was being this adventurous. It aroused her to no end to see her husband acting so boldly.
"Is there a cover charge?" Tim joked, walking back into the room. He couldn't believe how good Stephanie's tits looked, and he soon noticed that the only available seat was right next to her on the couch. He wondered if Steve had planned that as well.
Stephanie was quick to accept the joke, as it was able to break some of the tension in the room, replying, "Cover charge is you're doing dishes for two weeks."
"Well damn, that might be the best deal I've ever gotten." Her breasts only seemed to get more and more attractive the closer he got to her. As he sat down on the couch he noticed them bounce to the movement.
Steve pointed to the end table next to Tim, "Full wine glass there for you."
Tim grabbed it, appreciative. He figured it would help him relax and melt into this bizarre but arousing evening. He offered a toast, "To supportive friends." He paused, smiling. "And unsupported tits."
Steve and Stephanie both laughed. The nerves that Stephanie were experiencing caused her to somehow miss her next sip of the Merlot, the wine spilled out her glass and splashed down onto her neck, some strands of it cascaded down her breasts. It was a very erotic sight.
"Damn babe, you're a clumsy mess tonight, huh?" Steve smiled, loving how beautiful she looked. His jeans were tenting with a rock hard erection.
She blushed, flicking away some of wine from her tits, her nipples stiffening as both men gazed at the responsive jiggle. "Not my finest moment, I guess." She added, with a blush.
"I beg to differ." Tim interjected, unable to peel his eyes away from her chest. He continued to stare, appreciative of every unbelievably feminine detail of her breasts. Stephanie looked up at his feasting eyes, and then back down at her own bosom. In instinctive submission, she leaned back into the couch to give him a full view. They sat like that, for a few moments, the eroticism in the air so thick it could be cut with a knife. Tim's dominant sexual tendencies were beginning to boil from within him.
Steve could see the look in their eyes. He knew that they wanted each other. He had known that for years, but it was heightened by this situation, clearly ready to explode. It frightened him, but once again his arousal dominated all of the doubts that were racing through his mind.
Tim's mouth was dry, he desperately wanted to touch her, instead he managed, "They are even nicer than I imagined."
Stephanie smiled, and drew even more attention to her chest by taking each heavy breast in her hands. They spilled over the sides of her small palms, hanging off the tips of her fingers. She jiggled them for effect. "They haven't fit in my hands since highschool. They don't even fit in Steve's." She offered, with a giggle.
"I bet they would fit in mine." Tim was reactive in his response, not thinking of any potential consequences to his words.
Stephanie suddenly felt light headed, and her tummy was fluttering at the thought of him touching her. The room was silent, and she could no longer control herself. Her nipples were on fire and her shorts were soaked through from her arousal. From the moment she peeled her shirt off she wanted nothing more than for this handsome man to take a hold of her breasts with his large hands. She quickly remembered her husband and looked over at him. She nearly fainted when she saw his permissive gaze.
Steve's mind was spiraling out of control, the only anchor point he had to reality was his deep arousal. He looked at Tim, and managed, "I'll take that bet."
Tim wasted no time, he dominantly and tenderly took her in his hands. Before Stephanie could gasp in reaction to her husbands unbelievable approval, she arched her head back in pleasure. Tim couldn't believe how good she felt, how impossibly sexy it was to touch her gorgeous tits for the first time. An avalanche of extreme eroticism hit all three of them at once. There were certain undeniable realities that ran through their minds. Tim was Steve's boss. Stephanie was Steve's wife, and over ten years younger than Tim. Yet here he was, openly groping this younger married woman, right in front of her husband, his employee. Tim suddenly felt and intoxicating swelling of ego.
Stephanie immediately noticed how much larger his hands were than her husbands, his fingers thicker, his skin rough and calloused. It was an experienced touch, and it was absolutely amazing. Stephanie felt the already soaked fabric of her shorts continue to dampen outwards towards her inner thigh. Her womanhood was gushing in arousal, to her shame, and incredible excitement. Tim was both deliberate and gentle as he groped her. He gently squeezed her, picking each breast up and expertly tickling at her excruciatingly aroused nipples. Every time he did she felt a jolt of sexual desire course through her entire body. He would use the inside of his thumb to wipe away the last remnants of the wine, but his main focus was on feeling her. Tim felt his own manhood swelling to full mast within his shorts, and knew it was only a matter of time before she noticed him.



Truth be told, Stephanie had already noticed his size, years ago. She was much more deft when it came to stealing glances than her husband or his boss. She had always enjoyed sneaking stares at the heavy bulge in Tim's jeans. The sight of it would cause her intimate parts to dampen with forbidden desire. In her life she had only been with one man other than Steve, before she had met him, and he had an even smaller penis than her husband. She was instinctively drawn to Tim's manhood, as if she realized his size was something she naturally craved as a woman. She was now eyeing the massive erection in delight, wishing it wasn't concealed by the fabric of his shorts.
Steve didn't notice, at least not at first. He was suffering from the most severe case of tunnel vision imaginable. His focus totally locked in on Tim's hands fondling his wife's tits. He, perversely, loved the sight of it. What had possibly come over him?
His excitement went from overloaded, to otherworldly, upon hearing his wife speak.
"Jesus Tim, what do you have there?" Her voice was sultry as she spoke.
The sparkle of the diamond on Stephanie's wedding ring suddenly caught Steve's attention. Her left hand was rummaging below the scene of the action at her chest. Steve nearly had a heart attack when he saw his wife's delicate hand exploring an absolutely towering bulge in Tim's shorts.
"Oh fuck. Stephanie, what are you doing?" Tim spoke, delirious. He wanted nothing more than for her to continue, but he was terrified of the repercussions. He decided he needed to re-engage Steve, plead with him to put a stop to it.
"Steve! Your wife is out of control!" He didn't know what else to say, his cry was of desperation as if his last sense of social decorum was lashing out in an attempt to revert this situation to normalcy. It was made in vain.
Steve saw it as an opportunity to reassert himself in the situation, he somehow heard himself speak through the haze of aroused confusion, "What? You've never had a woman rub on your junk before?"
"Fuck. You're both crazy." Tim titled his had back against the couch cushion, closing his eyes, hands dropping away from Stephanie's breasts. He gave up, and now began to focus on her touch.
Stephanie was undone by her husbands comment. She couldn't believe he was so calm, so okay with what was happening here. She decided she needed to truly see where his head was at, speaking. "Yeah Tim. You've never had a woman rub on your big junk before?" Her voice was playful.
She pulled back the elastic loop on his shorts. Tim seemed to instinctively react, lifting his ass off the couch, allowing Stephanie to pull his shorts down his legs. The room fell silent as Tim's massive cock sprung into view. Neither Steve nor Stephanie could believe their eyes. Stephanie, despite being prepared for the sight of it, was not prepared for the sight of it. She hadn't seen much pornography in her life, and she was having a hard time understanding how a man could be so large. She had never seen anything so masculine, so completely attractive. She gazed at his cock, soaking in every detail as her pussy gushed more feminine essence into her soaking shorts. Despite having hairy arms and torso, Tim's manhood was noticeably well groomed. She looked at his large, heavy balls, engorged and resting on the couch. Her eyes started the ascent. His girthy shaft was probably twice as thick as her husbands, and it continued upwards for an eternity. His length, again, at least twice as long as Steve's. It was the most arousing thing she had ever seen. She had a sudden need to kiss it, to take it in her mouth. Instead, she fought those urges, and grabbed it with her small, delicate hands.
Steve nearly fainted when he saw his wife begin to pump on Tim's monstrous cock. He noticed that her tiny hands couldn't even encircle his substantial girth. She pumped him with enthusiasm, staring at his manhood with desire. Steve thought he might jump out of his chair and scream for this madness to stop, but instead he looked on with mouth agape, mind blown. The sight of Tim's size caused Steve's jealousy to spike tremendously, but somehow, seeing his wife's arousal caused his excitement to spike in equal measure. It was as if there was a tug-of-war being played out in his mind, between his rational brain and his sexual one. They were deadlocked, and all that his boss's huge cock served to do was increase the tension on the rope. Suddenly Steve found his voice.
"Jesus Tim. Who'd have thought you were packing that kind of heat?"
Tim looked up at his employee. It was a surreal moment, speaking to his long time friend as his cock was being stroked. Adding to that was the obvious fact that the one who was stroking his cock was that friends wife. "Well you know me Steve. I've never been one to brag."
Stephanie had never been so aroused in her entire life. The heat of Tim's member, the weight of it, the unbelievable size of it. It was doing something to her mind. She needed to take him in her mouth, and unspeakably, other places. She fought to take control of her desires, and simply continued to pump the gorgeously fat cock in her hand. She gazed down at his heavy balls, still not believing how much larger, plumper, they were than her husbands. They had to have been at least twice as large as Steve's. She suddenly noticed that she was biting her lip.
Tim now looked at Stephanie, feeling a natural high from what was occurring in this living room. He could tell she was fascinated by his size, which didn't surprise him, but it stroked his ego immensely. He spoke, looking at her incredible bouncing tits as he did, "Dishes for four weeks?" He decided to add some levity to this increasingly nuclear situation.
Stephanie blushed, but continued to fondle him. She was now using both hands, exploring his length in delight, and occasionally caressing his boiling balls. She replied, smiling, "I think we can keep it at two. I'll give you the big cock discount."
Tim absolutely loved hearing her compliment his size, especially right in front of her husband. He instinctively reached out and grabbed a hold of her tits again, remembering how many times he day dreamed about seeing them smothering his member. He realized now was the moment for him to realize that fantasy, speaking, "I don't want to push my luck, but I really want to slap those things with him." He nodded towards his groin as he said it. Stephanie immediately knew what he wanted, and had an instinctual need to submit to his request.
She slid down to her knees, pointing her curvy ass towards her husband as she faced Tim on the couch. Stephanie wasted no time, picking up each heavy breast in her hands, and gently smashing them together. Tim's huge, masculine cock, was now in between them. Tim groaned as he felt her delicious tits smothering his engorged organ, and he immediately knew he would soon be cumming on her. The reality of this moment was so indescribably taboo, and he knew he would savor it.
Stephanie began to rub her tits up and down his shaft. She was delirious at the sight of it. She thought back on the few times Steve and had tried titty fucking her over the years, and how each session would end in their playful laughter as his smaller dick was lost within her bust. This time was much different, Tim's manhood stood proudly, giving Stephanie an equally satisfying sensation as she enjoyed the massage her tits were receiving from his manly appendage. She looked down. Tim's angry cock head was near bursting, and she smelled his orgasm brewing.
The sight of her perfect tits running up and down his cock was too much, and he grunted, erupting in pleasure. The first thick rope hit her square in the chin, causing her to flinch in surprise. His cum exploded strand after strand, shooting upwards and then returning, splattering erotically across the smooth skin of her beautiful neck and breasts. She couldn't believe how much he was cumming, and she jiggled her tits up an down his pulsating organ to encourage more of his release, to give him more pleasure.
Once the dust settled, and her tits sat glazed in Tim's cum, Stephanie seemed to snap out of her trance. She felt suddenly panicked, and stood abruptly, turning to face her husband. She expected to witness him furious, or perhaps even absent from the room. She was relieved to instead see him awestruck, his jeans tented in arousal.
Steve couldn't believe his eyes. There were no words to describe how erotic his wife looked. When Stephanie turned, her big tits swayed from her movement. They were coated in an obscene amount of cum, so much so it looked as if several men had unloaded on her bust. Before he could say a word, she took two strides over to him, and grabbed him by the hand.
"I need you upstairs."
She pulled Steve up and out of the chair, and dragged him quickly out of the room.
Tim sat there, awestruck, with a deflating cock and a smile on his face. He leaned his head back into the couch, closing his eyes.
Stephanie peeled her shorts off as soon as she hit the bed, tossing them into the master bath. The fabric was so wet it made a smacking sound as it hit the tile of the bathroom floor. Steve, seeing red, ripped his shirt off, and nearly burst out of his jeans, exposing himself to his wife for the first time that evening.
As much as she hated to admit it, it was the first time Stephanie had ever felt a sense of disappointment by the sight of her husbands dick. She loved this crazy man with all her heart, she would die for him, she would do absolutely anything for him. But in that moment, she shamefully wished she could have traded him for his boss. Just for the night. There was a newfound longing in her loins, a longing to experience something large, her pussy was aching with a need to be filled deep. She shook that upsetting thought from her mind, and opened her legs to her husband with a loving smile.
Steve was as aroused as he could ever remember being. He gazed at his wife's sex, noting how inflamed her lips looked, how absolutely damp her inner thighs were. It was then he realized her tits were still glazed in another mans cum. He looked at her intoxicating bust with unbelieving eyes.
Stephanie blushed, noticing his stare. "Do you want me to clean up?"
"No." Steve paused, dick jutting outwards in hardness. "There's no time for that."
He was inside her a moment later, and it was the wettest his wife had ever felt. He started thrusting immediately, leaning down to kiss her, absurdly smelling the musk from his Tim's cum caked to her chest and neck. Stephanie reached her legs up and wrapped them around Steve's back, encouraging him deeper. There was an unfamiliar need in her loins, as if her pussy was craving to be stretched. Unfortunately, it was a sensation that her husband couldn't provide. Still, Steve felt good, and it wasn't long before she came.
"Mmm-mm - Oh! Fuck! Yesss." She hissed as she grabbed his shoulders, the mild pleasure warming her body.
Once her orgasm subsided she looked into her husbands eyes. God, she loved this man. She noticed him gazing at her bouncing breasts, undoubtedly blown away by the site of another man's nut splattered all over them. She saw the excitement in his eyes, and decided to use it to spur him further.
"He came a lot huh?" She was using that voice he loved, when they were locked together in passion. It was sultry, and sexual, and it always made him pop.
"Fuck Steph." Steve looked up into her eyes, there was an unrecognizable spark deep within them, and he somehow knew that, after tonight, their sex life would never be quite the same.
She began tickling his back with the nails on her fingers, and using her legs to pull him as deeply into her as she could, continuing "He has a really big cock." She bit her lip as she said it, staring into her husbands eyes somehow apologetically, somehow consolatory. Steve knew in that moment, to his complete horror and equal arousal, that she wanted Tim to fuck her.
"Oh fuck!" Steve's small balls gave way, and her spurted into his loving wife. She pulled him down into her, kissing him passionately. When his orgasm finally ended, he rolled off to the side of her, grabbing her hand in affection, their fingers intertwined - and soon they were fast asleep.
Her embarrassment hit her with the morning sun. Stephanie's face became flush when she heard Steve walking down the stairs. She was sober now, but hungover, and disheveled in her silken bathrobe. She clung to her cup of coffee like it was a lifesaver in a sea of worry. She stood next to the window, for warmth and reassurance.
Steve looked around when he hit the final step, "Tim?"
"He left for work before I woke up." She replied, genuinely thankful that was the case.
Steve was so in love with her. He walked right over to her, grabbing her and kissing her deeply. "Good morning, naughty wife."
For some reason, a flash of anger suddenly hit Stephanie. She snapped, "How can you be so okay with what happened last night? You watched another man grope me!" She turned around, feeling real shame, "You watched me grope - another man."
Steve grabbed her coffee cup from behind her, placing it on the kitchen counter, turning her gently to face him. He smiled, and kissed her again.
"Baby. We have been together for twenty years."
Stephanie stood still, looking into his eyes, listening to his words. Mild shame still coursing through her body.
"I love you, more than anything. I think you're the sexiest woman on the planet." Steve now picked up her coffee, taking a sip for his own reassurance, "We just had a little crazy fun last night, with someone we know. It was so hot to watch you act so naughty."
Stephanie did know that her husband loved her, even despite his newly discovered voyeuristic tendencies. She shook her head in wonder, "Aren't you worried? Aren't you, embarrassed?"
Steve took another sip of his coffee. "A little, but none of those feelings come close to how exciting it was to watch." He kissed her deeply. "I'm not a moron Steph. I know you've always found Tim attractive."
"Stev-"
"Stop. Do you honestly think I believe I'm the only man you find sexy? How many times have you given me shit for staring at Tiffany?"
Now her anger spiked even higher, "Oh, so this is all just an excuse to let you have some fun with fucking Tiffa-."
"No! God damn it that's not what I meant. I have zero interest in Tiffany, other than the occasional glance." He paused, weighing his words, "Twenty years ago I would have killed a man for looking at you the wrong way. I guess after all this time together our trust, and our relationship is at a point where, internally, I feel completely secure. I love seeing you revved up, even when it's not me doing the revving."
Her husbands words were honest, and somehow refreshing. Her anger and her shame both began to subside. "Well you certainly got me revved up last night." Stephanie smiled.
"I'm pretty sure it was Tim's monster that got you revved up." He kissed her again.
Now she blushed, badly, covering her face. She eventually spoke, "What now? Do we just pretend it never happened?"
Steve felt an incredible excitement as he spoke his next fateful words, "Well. We can forget it ever happened."
He paused, looking into her eyes,
"But I think the more natural course of action is to let you two take it all the way."
The color left his wife's face, and her eyes went wide, but Steve could see that naughty spark, deep within them.
The ache between Stephanie's legs suddenly returned, and it seemed to pulse, keeping pace with her now pounding heart beat.
"Sorry I'm late." Steve offered, as he walked through the front door of the construction trailer.
Tim looked up from several pay applications he was filling out, and smiled. "Wild night, no problem."
It was an awkward moment for both men.
Tim continued, "Look man, I think I'm gonna look for a hotel."
Steve cringed, angry that Tim was allowing the fun they had last night to already impact the dynamic of their relationship. His boss was already running scared to a hotel.
"Don't be fucking ridiculous man. Jesus." Steve didn't understand why both Stephanie and Tim were seemingly struggling with separating the bedroom play from real life. I guess there was some fear there, some guilt. He continued nonetheless, "Never would have thought I'd see the day where a naked woman would make you run for the hills."
"That naked woman is your fucking wife, jackass!" His voice was hushed, to make sure it didn't carry beyond the walls of the trailer.
"I know, you being single and all- I know you're probably having a hard time understanding what happened last night." Steve paused, realizing he too, was speaking from a place of inexperience. Stephanie and him had never done anything remotely of the sort before. His words were confident despite it, "Look. I'm cool with it, she's certainly cool with it. How are you not cool with it?"
Tim buried his face in his hands, exasperated. He groaned, finally leaning back in his chair. "I am, cool, with it Steve. It's just- I don't want anyone to have any regrets. You're telling me you two have never done anything like that before?"
"Nope."
"So why now?"
"How should I know? Clearly the broad fancies you and that-" Steve paused, laughing. "That's another fucking thing! How did you keep that monster a secret for all these years?"
"What kind of asshole goes around bragging about the size of his cock? Also, I'm a big guy in general, in case you haven't noticed. You should have put two and two together." Tim took a swig of water, exhausted from this ridiculous conversation.
Steve continued wading through the explanation, "I guess after so many years with somebody, you realize neither of you are going anywhere. Maybe you also start to realize some extramarital fun could be a nice way of spicing things up. All I know is that I got a kick out of watching her."
Tim was blown away, but at the same time, deep down, he sort of understood. "I could tell. It surprised me though." He took another sip of water, cursing the dryness in his mouth. He never would have thought Steve would be the type of man to let his wife fool around, he seemed too proud. He replied, "Hell, I've seen you kick the shit out of a man for insulting Greg about his limp, and yet you're okay with me having a go with your old lady?"
Steve shrugged, "I like seeing her revved up, and I guess after twenty years it takes something wild to really get that to happen." He paused, smiling "Also who said anything about having a go with her?" He laughed, and it caused Tim, in all his gruff manliness - to blush. Steve continued, "Give the guy and inch and he wants to take a mile."
Tim did want to fuck her, there was no doubt about that. He knew, by the way Stephanie was gazing at his size last night, that she wanted to take him for a ride as well. Suddenly, his phone rang. He looked down and saw the restoration contractors were calling to annoy him for the third time this morning. That frustration combined with the absurd conversation he was in caused his blood to boil, and he snapped for no reason in particular.
"Look. Don't blame me if I end up in bed with your wife, I warned you I was willing to find a hotel! Now get back to work!"
Steve was amused by Tim's exasperation, and he laughed. He began to leave the trailer, but before he closed to the door, he shouted back at his boss. "Just so you know. You have my permission if you want to."
The look on Tim's face was priceless.
It was approaching two in the afternoon and Tim was done with this shit show of a day. Between the restoration contractors and the hassle he was dealing with at one of their jobs that just wouldn't end, he needed a break. Strangely, he had found himself to be extremely horny for most of the morning. Maybe that unresolved tension was adding to his stress. He shook his head, chuckling to himself as he remembered Steve's admission, and the bizarre prospect he found himself in. Tim had decided he was going to fuck Stephanie. She had too much of what he wanted, and he had a free pass from her husband.



Boldly, Tim decided to text her.
"Hey Stephanie. Are you home?"
Stephanie felt a flutter of nerves the second she saw the text from him. Tim had only texted her a handful of times over the years, mostly to inquire on Steve's whereabouts. This timing was too obvious.
'Actually I am.' She replied, face flush.
'I was thinking of heading home early, but I didn't want to bother you.' Tim replied, probing.
Her heartbeat increased. She wondered what he meant by that exactly - but replied, 'You wouldn't be a bother. I'm actually just watching some terrible afternoon TV.'
Tim smirked, and continued, 'I had to send Steve to the Robinson job, he probably won't be home until later.'
Stephanie's face grew even more flush, and the reality of the situation started to dawn on her. She replied, 'Always putting my husband to work.' It was meant as a joke, but she suddenly realized that it came across as teasing. She then felt the heat between her legs.
Tim's smirk turned smile, and he knew he had her. His cock was swelling in his jeans, and he suddenly couldn't wait to get back to the house. He sent her another text, this one was monumentally bold, but that was sometimes in Tim's nature.
'I'm the man of the house this afternoon. I want you to get naked, and wait for me on my bed.'
Stephanie stood up out of the sofa as the words registered in her brain. She was suddenly in a panic, and began to pace around the living room, unable to believe that he actually sent it. For a moment she wondered if Steve had taken his phone in another one of his encouraging games. She decided to find out, and let her husband know just what his boss had planned for her. She took a screen shot of her chat, and sent it to Steve.
Tim had already done the same, although he merely texted his employee. 'I need you to wait for the inspectors at the Robinson job, we need sign offs on both plumbing and electrical.'
'I know asshole.' Was Steve's immediate reply.
'I know you know, but I'm telling you because you may be tempted to leave early.'
'Why's that?'
Tim smirked, and turned on the ignition to his truck. He finished his reply. 'Because, I've had a shitty day, and I'm actually on my way back to your house. I'm also feeling particularly ramped up, and might need to take my energy out on a certain big titted woman.'
Steve nearly fainted as he read Tim's words, but before he could reply images arrived from his wife's phone number. Text also accompanied them, 'I hope this is what you wanted!!!'
Steve was now frozen in disbelief. A sudden jolt of fear ran through him, but again, there was that monumentally indescribable arousal as well. He took a deep breath, attempting to get control of his emotions, and simply replied to both of them at once in a group text, 'Have fun.' He immediately picked up the City contacts docket, and began calling the inspectors in an attempt to get them to the site early.
Stephanie thought she might hyperventilate she was breathing so erratically. The phone fell out of her hand and onto the couch cushion below her. Tim would be home in a few minutes, and she knew they would soon make love. She was a married woman, yet here she was, running upstairs to her bedroom to freshen up. She peeled off her shirt, and unsnapped her bra. Her beautiful breasts spilled into view. She grabbed them, speaking to them in her closet mirror. "This is all your fault."
She smiled wide in absurdity, and kicked off her shoes, peeling down her jeans and panties in one motion. She looked at her self again in the mirror, completely nude for her husband's boss, and she realized she had never been more horny in her entire life.
She was laying on Tim's guestroom bed when he finally opened the front door. Her breathing was rapid, and heavy, and she couldn't believe any of this was actually happening. Her juices were already flowing out from her sex. She couldn't wait for this stud of a man to walk through the door. She couldn't wait for her husbands boss to mount this bed, and then her. She bit her lip, and began rummaging around her inflamed lips and clit with her delicate fingers. She was delirious, not herself.
When the bedroom door finally opened the reality hit the both of them. They were actually going to fuck each other.
"Hi." Tim said, closing the door behind him.
"Hi." Stephanie replied, biting her lip.
"You look lovely." Tim continued.
"Thank you." Stephanie smiled, blushing deep as she realized how naked she was for this man who wasn't her husband.
Tim unbuttoned his shirt, and then tossed it to the side. Stephanie immediately noticed how muscular his large frame was, how hairy his chest and arms were. He looked like a lumberjack, and she loved it.
Her eyes grew wide as he clanked his belt loose, and then unzipped his jeans. He deftly stepped out of the denim, his massive cock flopping upright, completely erect, and completely dominant in it's size. She had never wanted anything so badly in her entire life.
"No underwear?" Stephanie smiled.
"I never wear it, it's too constrictive for this guy." He replied, grabbing the member.
She bit her lip again, "I can believe it."
Tim then walked over to the side of the bed, cock bouncing as he strode. Stephanie instinctively shuffled towards the side, looking up at him with naughty eyes. She couldn't believe how badly she wanted to please him, to submit to him. It was a foreign sexual role for the long time wife.
"I've been thinking about this monster all day." She spoke, as she reached up to touch him.
"It's been thinking about you as well." Tim replied, smiling. He couldn't believe how fast his cock had tamed her. His ego soared as she stroked it with desire. Suddenly, she shifted up onto her knees, and began planting passionate kisses along his length. Stephanie couldn't believe how much more of a man Tim was than her husband, physically. He was so large, both in stature and in manhood. She had never felt like more of a woman than she did in that moment, while she planted passionate kisses along the heavy shaft of another man.
Suddenly, Tim grabbed her shoulders forcefully, and placed her back on the bed. He mounted her, and shuffled between her legs, and then he placed the weight of his organ atop her inflamed womanhood. He then leaned down and kissed her for the first time.
It was an explosion for both of them. A naughty, taboo, explosion. His lips engulfed hers, soft and delicate, yet powerful. Their tongues met, and Stephanie's entire body was suddenly electrically charged. She instinctively raised her pelvis, rubbing her soaking clit against the underside of his shaft. She didn't care about anything else in the world at that moment.
"I need you inside me." The words escaped her lips between kisses. "Please fuck me Tim."
The rush of confidence and ego was hard to describe for Tim. He looked down as he began to slowly stuff his cock into his employee's willing wife. He had never felt so dominant, so powerful, he was intoxicated by the moment. He loved Steve, and he respected his manhood outside of the bedroom. However he knew he was moments away from conquering the man's wife. He knew he was about to take her to a place that her husband could never hope to reach.
"Ohhh!" "Oh god!" Stephanie couldn't believe the sensation she was experiencing as his fat head breached her sex. She was nearly delirious as she spread her legs for this man. She was a married woman, yet here she was gazing downward as her husband's boss stuffed his huge cock into her. It aroused her to no end to see his thickness push into her, causing an explosion of pleasure with every thrust. He was stretching her so wide it almost hurt, but the pain was a facade, as it ultimately the discomfort gave away to a deep satisfaction.
"Timmm! You're so fucking biggg!" She couldn't help but scream as she clutched into his hairy arms. Her nails clawing into his big biceps as he continued to slowly claim her married pussy.
"God you look fucking hot Stephanie. Just relax and take it. Take it baby." Tim grunted as he continued to work himself into her. Before long he had stuffed his entire cock into her pussy, and he immediately sensed that she was on the verge of losing control. He looked down at her incredible tits, not believing that he was the one fucking her, that he was the one causing them to bounce. Her face was contorting, she looked like a sexual goddess as she stared into his eyes.
Stephanie was experiencing something profound. The edges of her vision were fading away as her focus locked in on the rugged handsomeness of the man that was giving her this feeling. She never knew she could feel this way. She never knew sex could feel so absolutely divine. Her pussy was stretched to an incomprehensible limit, perhaps three times as full as it had ever been with her husband. Tim was causing pleasure to explode outwards from previously uncharted nerve endings deep inside of her. Those firing synapses were brewing to form something life altering for her. She felt it growing, with each stroke of his manhood, with each stuffing of his cock into her, the rumblings of an incomprehensible orgasm were starting to coalesce. Suddenly her mouth opened in shock, and her nails clawed into Tim's arms so deeply that she almost drew blood.
Tim felt no pain, he was too enraptured by the sight of her. His ego exploded as she did, and Tim watched his employee's wife cum hard on his cock. He knew immediately that she had never had an orgasm even close to as powerful as the one that he was giving her.
At first the sound out of her gaping mouth was silence, her eyes open in disbelief, and then the pleasure crashed over her. Her eyes slammed shut, eyes rolling to the back of her head beneath her shut lids, her legs flailed in spasm, and then locked against Tim's muscular back.
"Oh- Ohh- Ohhh! Oh god- Oh god- Oh god! I'm cumminggg!!! Tim! You're making me cummm!!!"
Tim could only smile in delight as he watched this beautiful woman convulse beneath him. He continued to thrust in and out of her in an attempt to extract every possible ounce of pleasure out of her eruption. He looked down at their colliding sexes, her lips clinging to his shaft as he pulled out, and greedily pulling him back inside of her as he thrust inwards. His cock was coated in an unbelievable amount of her womanly cream. He was certain it was the most he had ever seen a woman yield.
She finally regained control of her limbs, panting deeply, the intense waves of pleasure finally beginning to subside after seemingly an eternity in powerful orgasm. She opened her eyes again, and saw Tim smiling at her.
"Are you okay?" He offered.
She could only nod, and then again, blinking her vision back into focus. "I've never been more okay."
She kissed him deeply.
"Are you ready for more?" Tim replied, kissing her back, and then sucking at her beautiful nipples.
"Yes please." She smiled with submissive enthusiasm.
Tim slowly began pumping into her again, this time their was even more passion between them. They kissed deeply, tongues swirling in lust. Stephanie now understood what this man could do to her, and Tim now understood how much she loved what he could do to her. They kissed again, wild extramarital sex occurring beneath the roof of the home she shared with her husband.
As her body was experiencing unfathomable pleasure her mind was experiencing a bombardment of emotions. She felt fear, an intense fear that she wouldn't get to experience this again, and then that fear turned anger. She thought of Steve. She loved her husband, but she had married a man that had no hope of giving her this kind of sexual pleasure. As his boss's beautiful cock ravaged her, causing her to squeal in delight, causing her to submit to his masculinity, she became angry. She looked up at Tim, and noted his hairy and muscled body, his masculine features. She looked down at his manly cock, powerfully pumping in and out of her, making her pussy stretch and cream in pleasure. He deserved to know how manly he was, he deserved the ego stroke, the arousal, of hearing her praise him. He deserved to know how much better a lover he was than Steve, it was only natural, only right.
She bit her lip, and looked up at Tim, grabbing his arms. Her voice was sultry.
"You're so much bigger than my husband." It was a cruel thing to say, she knew. But it was also completely honest, and it served to deeply arouse both of them. In that moment Tim learned that there was nothing hotter than hearing a married woman tell you you were bigger than her husband. The eroticism was increased exponentially by the taboo fact that he was also her husbands boss.
He felt like a conqueror, and he thrust into her with fury, admitting, "I love the man. But he's an idiot. I'm never gonna get enough of this pussy." He grit his teeth as he picked up pace. He felt his large balls begin to slap against the rear of her ass. That perverse slapping noise began to fill the room along with Stephanie's moans.
"Ohhh! Oh god Tim! You're so good!" She wrapped her arms around his large frame and submitted to his dominating thrusts. She never wanted him to stop. Ever.
Tim was getting close. He had enjoyed some great sex over the course of his life, but this bout with his employee's wife might have been the best he'd ever had. She was beautiful, and active, and impossibly naughty. He looked down into her eyes as his orgasm began to brew.
She was heightened, moaning from his bombardment. Stephanie loved the feeling of his heavy balls slapping against her rear, loved the explosion of pleasure emanating out from her pussy as he made her his. "Oh fuck! Oh! Ohh! Ohhh! Tim! Yes! Yes! Yes!" She looked up into his eyes, submitting to him. She could feel his shaft begin to grow even wider, and she wanted him to cum inside of her, to claim her as he deserved. "You- You fuck- Oh! You fuck me so- Oh God Timm! You fuck me so much better than my husbanddd!!!" Stephanie nearly blacked out from the orgasm that exploded though her body.
Tim roared as he felt his balls erupt, his shaft engorging as he unloaded rope after rope. His cum blasted deep into her married womb, and he knew she craved every drop of him. It was one of the best feelings of Tim's entire life, and it satisfied the man on a primal level.
Stephanie's mind was trying to process the incomprehensible sensation of another mans seed exploding in her belly. It felt like a fire hose was blasting deep within her loins, and it only served to enhance her massive orgasm. She clawed into his back as she screamed, creaming all over Tim's supreme cock yet again.
Finally, it was quiet. After the delirious glow of their first mating subsided, they laid together in Tim's bed, kissing each other. Stephanie gently caressed his length, speaking softly.
"So you bossed my husband around at work, and then you came home and bossed my pussy around." She looked up at him with a teasing eye. "I bet you feel awfully satisfied."
He smirked, patting her ass, "Well, I am the boss."
She kissed him again, and then rolled on top of him, his now stiffening cock resting between the crack of her plump ass. "I want you again." She whispered.
They fucked for another two hours, and Stephanie lost track of how many times she experienced powerful orgasm. The two of them soon realized that this wouldn't be the last time they had each other.
What they didn't realize, was that the door had been cracked open nearly their entire time together, and Steve's voyeuristic eye had witnessed it all.
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Brent was sweating profusely as he dropped the final box down onto the tile floor of the apartment. "That's the last of it." He breathlessly spoke, wiping his brow with his forearm.
"Good job babe", Amanda replied, un-boxing some of their clothes on the living room floor. She was impressed by her husband's efforts in unloading the moving truck, especially considering that he wasn't the blue collar type.
She gave her husband a once over, noticing that he was struggling to catch his breath. "Grab a Gatorade from the fridge. I just stocked it up with some drinks."
He nodded, smiling, "Thanks lady."
Amanda watched as he twisted open the bottle, desperately pouring the thirst quenching drink into his mouth. Brent wasn't a large man, standing at about five-foot-eight inches tall, he was maybe an inch below average male height. His physique was rather ordinary as well, as her husband wasn't one for the gym, or even recreational sports for that matter. He had recently turned twenty-seven, and Amanda couldn't help but notice that her husband was starting to show some early signs of aging. Brent's bald spot seemed to be growing at a rapid pace, and the late hours he spent on his computer didn't help with his complexion or energy levels. Amanda unknowingly sighed, remembering how youthful and full of vigor her husband was when they had met at university. That was only seven short years ago.
Brent noticed her sigh, asking, "Whats wrong babe?" He wiped the excess Gatorade from the chin as the words escaped his mouth.
Amanda smiled, shaking the silly negativity from mind, "Nothing my love. I'm just tired."
It wasn't all bad, she reminded herself. Brent was now a successful software developer, with relative financial freedom. Amanda and Brent had recently decided to move to a quieter part of the country, Brent now able to manage his businesses from nearly anywhere. They were tired of the chaotic days that Southern California unrelentingly offered, and opted for a quieter suburb a few hours outside of Chicago. It was a beautiful area, but it would be several months before the construction was completed on their new home. In the meantime, they had found an upscale apartment complex about five minutes away from their future residence. Even more importantly than their well standing finances, Amanda and her husband also connected excellently on a mental level. They were both reserved, and shared interests in science, technology, and fiction. They were both rather shy, and both somewhat nerdy, especially Brent.
"Coming through." The voice of Darius suddenly boomed from the exterior hallway. Amanda looked up, feeling those butterflies in her stomach once again. His six-foot-four, two-hundred and thirty pound muscle-bound frame moved through the entrance. He was carrying Amanda's dresser. She looked up and couldn't help but notice his large muscles rippling across his dark complexion. They had met Darius during their initial visit to the apartment complex a month previous, and Amanda always felt an electricity when he was around. It was strange, actually, Amanda didn't often find herself intrigued by black men, but something about Darius captivated her. Her husband's voice snapped her out of her inappropriate stare. "Let me help you with that", Brent kindly offered, shuffling over to the door.
"No worries. I got this." Darius replied, easily navigating the foyer and moving past him.
'Not like you'd be much help anyway.' Darius thought.
Darius liked Brent well enough. He seemed like a nice guy, but he also seemed uncoordinated and unsure, and he wasn't much help unloading the truck. 'I should have accepted the money.' Darius regretted, shaking that thought from his mind. He had ran into the couple a month back, whilst they were scouting the complex for apartments. When he realized they would be moving in across the hall, he felt it only appropriate to lend a hand.
"Jesus Darius, how can you carry that thing?" Amanda blurted in admiration. The dresser must have weighed two-hundred pounds, and it had taken two of the movers to load it on the truck back in California. She added, "Thank you so much for the help."
"No problem Sugar." Darius replied. "Where do you want this?"
"In our bedroom, please." Amanda replied, sweetly.
While Darius was more than happy to tolerate Brent, but he really liked Amanda. 'What guy wouldn't?' He thought to himself. Sure she seemed a tad demure, her healthy brunette hair knotted up and tucked behind her head, reading glasses covering her cute face. She also dressed rather conservatively. The few times he had seen her she was wearing a heavy dress, or loose fitting jeans, and neither form fit her in revealing ways. Still, Darius could tell Amanda had a great body. He noticed her plump rear a few times this afternoon, when she helped carry things down from the truck. Even now, he could make out the outline of her large breasts beneath the fabric of her shirt. While perhaps initially unassuming, Darius found Amanda to be an extremely attractive woman, amplified further by a lovely personality. He wasn't quite sure how her seemingly average husband had landed her.
"Fuck yeah!" Brent squealed, cumming.
It was later in the evening, and boxes were scattered about the newly occupied apartment. The bedroom was dark, but moonlight provided some small visibility as Brent spasmed to completion. It was an awkward love making session, but still, it was technically husband and wife christening their new residence.
Amanda looked up at Brent, pouting. "Not fair baby. I didn't get mine." She pleaded. Brent and Amanda's sex life hadn't been in the best place these last few months, Brent seeming preoccupied on most nights. Amanda was willing to give her husband a pass, however. After all, he was under a ton of stress coordinating the move, and keeping the business afloat in the process.
Despite her willing understanding, nature wouldn't be denied. Amanda squirmed, her womanhood clearly inflamed and unsatisfied from her husband's effort. It was frustrating because, on the rare occasion that they did have sex, Brent would cum rather quickly. That issue was exasperated by the harsh fact that Amanda's husband wasn't very endowed to begin with. Brent was maybe five inches long, on a good day, and didn't have much in the way of girth, either. She looked down at his penis, which was now deflating and shrouded by his unkempt pubic hair. Amanda wasn't very sexually experienced prior to meeting her husband, and lately she couldn't help but notice an unfamiliar craving for... more.
"I'm sorry baby." Brent replied, feeling an all too familiar pang of inadequacy. His wife was a beautiful woman, and he hated that more and more frequently he didn't have the ability to give her what she deserved. 'Too much fucking stress.' He thought to himself. He glanced down at his less than ample manhood, and his perverted mind wandered back to that shameful, recurring, thought.
Amanda bit her lip, nipples stiffening. She was feeling abnormally horny for some reason. Suddenly, the memory of muscular Darius flashed through her mind. She was immediately surprised with herself, body feeling flush, ashamed for allowing her mind to wander to such a place. She shook the image away, but couldn't help spreading her legs open for her husband, pleading. "Maybe you could use that magical tongue of yours?" She blushed, never having asked him for oral after intercourse before. For some reason, Amanda desperately needed to pop.
Brent was surprised by the request, and momentarily hesitant to satisfy it, considering the strange fact that he had only moments ago finished in her. 'Don't be an idiot.' He then thought, realizing he had no one to blame but himself. He looked back down at his gorgeous wife, she was now squeezing her large natural tits together, pinching her pink nipples. Brent had rarely seen her so sexually excited, and he was beginning to regret his early ejaculation even more. His eyes followed her beautiful figure down to her trim stomach, and curvaceous hips. Soon he had all the inspiration he needed. Brent planted his lips down onto the mound of her pussy, and began to kiss and tongue her sex with passion.
For all of Brent's shortcomings, Amanda thought, he was undeniably great with his tongue. Her hand clutched into the bed sheets, wedding ring sparkling in the moonlight. Soon, she came.
Later in the week Amanda found herself out for a morning jog. Unlike her husband, she liked to put some time aside to maintain her figure. She immediately realized how superior the air quality was in this part of the country. She shuddered as she recalled the noise and the haze that littered her runs back in California. Her mind was wandering but her heart was racing from the fast pace she was keeping. Suddenly, her left ankle buckled on an unforeseen break in the asphalt. The pain shot up her leg with intensity, and she fell hard onto her side.
"Fuck!" She screamed, grasping at her ankle. She knew immediately that it was a sprain. Amanda wiped the redness away from her palms, gathering herself, and attempting to stand. She quickly realized it would be a near impossible task to try and walk back to the apartment. Brent was out running errands in an effort to setup their home network, but she saw no other choice but to call him for help. Insult was added to injury when she noticed a newly made crack across the face of her phone screen. She sighed, but before she tapped on the contact to call Brent, a deep voice boomed from up the road.
"Amanda! Are you alright?"
Her heart skipped a beat when she saw Darius, jogging in the opposite direction. She suddenly felt embarrassed, now standing hobbled with all her weight on her right leg.
"You alright?" He repeated as he got closer.
Amanda answered, "Hey, not really. I think I sprained the hell out of my ankle."
Darius nodded, a heavy coat of sweat covering his body. Amanda noticed that he seemed to be calm, his run having not exacerbated his breathing at all. He spoke, "I saw you trip on this garbage." He kicked the loose chunk of asphalt into the grass. "These guys need to do a better job of maintaining the roads."
"I shouldn't have been running so close to the edge." Amanda admitted.
"Can you walk?" Darius asked, already sensing that she probably couldn't.
"I don't think so. I was just about to call Brent to come get me." She confirmed.
"We're only about half a mile out. I'll carry you back." Darius offered, hoping she would accept. It was the first time he had seen her without her glasses on, and he noticed her lovely hazel eyes. Darius looked her over, enjoying the sight of her large breasts being hugged by a runners tank top, and her ass looked plump in pink lycra shorts. Just as he suspected, Amanda had a killer body.
Amanda suddenly felt embarrassed, unsure, "I-Uh. That's a long way. I should probably just call Brent."
"Nonsense." Darius insisted, "You're light as a feather, and I was on my way back anyway." He flashed a smile at her, and Amanda felt those inappropriate butterflies in her stomach once again.
"Umm. O-Okay." She stuttered, not wanting to be rude. Besides, she would end up standing on the side of the road for an hour if she had to wait for her husband.
Before she could say anything else, Darius leaned down and scooped her up in his arms. Amanda took a breath, and before she knew it she was being cradled by this large man. She was stunned by how easily he had picked her up, and even more impressed by how easily he seemed to be moving with her. She smelt his musk, sweaty from his run, but it wasn't unpleasant at all. It was actually, somehow, intoxicating. She looked down at her legs and noticed his large black hands holding her pale thighs, fingers pressing into her skin in support. Absurdly, she felt a heat developing between her thighs. 'What's wrong with me?' She thought, embarrassed with herself.
Darius was enjoying the moment even more than Amanda. This woman was gorgeous, and she smelled incredible. He couldn't help but steal glances at her breasts as they bounced to his stride. Still, he didn't want to make her feel uncomfortable, and mostly kept his eyes on the road.
"Are you alright?" He offered, when they were about half way home.
"Yeah." Amanda replied, feeling strangely safe in his arms.
When they finally approached their front doors, Amanda was surprised to see Darius take out his keys and enter his apartment. Before she could react, he gently laid her down on his couch and headed into the kitchen. "Be right back, Sugar."
Amanda glanced around his living room. She was impressed by how elegantly furnished it was. She ran her hands across the suede couch, and leaned back against the cushion waiting for him.
Darius soon returned with an ice pack and some kind of herbal oil, which she immediately noticed had a very pleasant smell to it.
He sat down next to her, and quickly moved her legs onto his lap. It all happened incredibly fast, and Amanda suddenly realized that Brent probably wouldn't be happy with this picture.
"Maybe I should wait for Brent." She offered, awkwardly.
"Let me get some ice on this first, before it swells too badly." Darius confidently replied. Deftly, he untied her left shoe, quickly pulling it off, and her sock with it. Exposing her foot to Darius made those butterflies flutter again.
He took her feminine foot in his large hand, and Amanda hissed as the ice pack hit her ankle. "Cold", she smiled.
Darius smiled back at her, "I like the nail polish on these toes." He continued to intelligently move the ice pack around her ankle and foot, feeling excited to have her attractive legs in his care.
They both sat there in relative silence, an obvious sexual tension building between the two of them. Amanda had never experienced a moment quite like this. She was conservative, shy, reserved, and growing up she always ran from boys. Since her marriage, she had never allowed another man to touch her, and she certainly hadn't allowed another man such closeness as now. She was consistently surprised by Darius's confidence, and ability to take charge of every situation, no matter how small. 'He's very masculine', she couldn't help but notice, as his bicep rippled whilst he moved the ice pack around her foot.
Darius then gently removed the bag, placing it on the floor in front of them. He leaned back up, and suddenly began massaging her foot with a strong, sensual touch. Amanda panicked, and in a bizarre effort to protect her husband, spoke, "I- I'm not sure Brent would be okay with that." She blushed, feeling awkward about the comment.
"Why not?" Darius replied, "I'm a Physical Therapist, remember? This is what I do for a living." He chuckled.
Amanda's embarrassment deepened as she remembered Darius previously mentioning that. "Of course." She replied, the situation suddenly having a much needed excuse to feel appropriate. Before she could say anything else Darius placed her left foot down onto his crotch, reaching for her right. As he began to untie her opposite shoe, Amanda felt her heel brush against something large.
There was a warmth emanating from his shorts, and she felt the substantial thickness of what had to be his manhood. She nearly gasped, and quickly positioned her foot closer to his knees. Suddenly her own warmth began to develop between her thighs. She was startled by her reaction to this man, her body never having betrayed her in the past. 'I really need to get it together', Amanda thought.
Darius didn't react, but he loved that Amanda had just brushed her foot against his cock. Her other sock came off, and he deftly squirted the herbal oil into his hands, soon rubbing them together. Darius began massaging her feet immediately, and Amanda's head arched back in pleasure. He was skilled, rubbing them with a delicate strength that relaxed her. Soon, he was working his way up her calves as well, massaging those too with a professional expertise.
They would occasionally glance into each others eyes, Amanda's stomach filling with excitement whenever they did. Amanda couldn't recall ever being in a room filled with such clear sexual tension, it both scared and excited her. She had to keep reminding herself that Darius was a trained professional, and that this was simply treatment for her ailment.
"Feel good?" He inquired.
"Feels incredible." Amanda replied, smiling. "I'm gonna have to tell Brent to learn the technique." For whatever reason her mind was constantly bringing her husband back to the forefront. Amanda assumed it was a defense mechanism.
"I'd be happy to teach him." Darius smiled back, continuing, "Hows your ankle?"
"Seems better." Amanda said, realizing it as she spoke. She wiggled her foot around, and the pain was substantially lessened. "How?"
"The oil has excellent anti-inflammatory components, and it works wonders. I also like to think I'm good at what I do", Darius chuckled.
Before Amanda could reply, she heard the commotion from across the hall. Keys rattling and boxes shuffling. Her husband had returned home. Instinctively she sat up, and looked to dart out the front door.
"Relax." Darius offered. "Let me help you."
Brent turned as he heard the door open behind him. He was surprised, to say the least, to see Darius walking Amanda out of the apartment. He quickly noticed that his wife was barefoot, and limping while hanging upon Darius's large frame.
"What happened? Are you alright?" Brent's mind was ten different places at once.
Amanda smiled sweetly through a grimace, "I'm alright. I hurt my ankle running." She looked up, smiling at Darius, continuing, "Darius treated me with some of his therapy oil."
"It was no problem." He smiled, gently handing her to Brent. "Feel better." He offered.
"Bye." Amanda said, "Thanks again."
"What do you mean he carried you?" Brent asked, minutes later in their living room. He was experiencing a strange mix of emotions over what had happened. Brent didn't dislike Darius, but he wasn't exactly fond of the way he called his wife, 'Sugar' either. He was also feeling somewhat jealous over the memory of Amanda holding on to his large body. Suddenly, Brent's mind wandered to that unmentionable place, and a dangerous excitement bubbled just below his discomfort.
"I couldn't walk, babe. I can still barely walk." Amanda replied, sensing her husband's unease.
"So he just rubbed your ankle?" Brent probed, heart beat slightly faster than it was before he arrived home.
Amanda nodded, "Yes, well - and my calves." She didn't like to lie to her husband. She continued, "He used this oil from his company, or something. It really helped with the pain, and the swelling."
Brent was feeling something foreign inside him. Growing up he had been an extremely jealous boy, and then young man. Even during his early years with Amanda, he would get fits of anger if he even noticed another guy looking her way. Sitting here now in the living room, he was fighting a strange arousal over the thought of Darius touching his wife. It was confusing, and more than a little disturbing.
"I'm sorry I wasn't there." He offered, meaning it on a couple different levels.
"It's not your fault babe. I should have been looking where I was running, the asphalt along the edge of Brookewood is in bad shape."
Brent then knelt down in front of his wife, taking her foot in his hand. He began to rub it, gently, with a sudden desire to please her. Amanda smiled at his gesture, but couldn't help immediately compare his touch to Darius's. Darius had much larger hands, and they were stronger. He also employed a trained technique that really relieved her of her pain. Brent was prodding around with his thumb, unsure. Still, Amanda smiled at her husband, thankful he was putting in an effort.



Brent then kissed the top of her foot, looking up at her, "Let me get you some wine."
Ten minutes later Amanda's legs were spread wide on the living room couch, and her husband's face buried in between them. Amanda was rummaging her fingers through Brent's hair as he kissed her pussy, flicking his tongue up and down her clit.
"Mmm." Amanda whined, "Just like that baby."
Brent loved going down on his wife, as Amanda's pussy was picture perfect femininity. It was plump, welcoming, and delicious, with a small patch of trimmed pubic hair that tickled his nose on occasion. As Brent kissed up and down her sex, he looked up at his wife. She was sipping on the glass of wine that he offered, completely relaxed and enjoying the moment. Her hips were gently swaying back and forward on the couch cushion, as she moved in rhythm to his tongue.
Amanda looked down at her husband as he pleasured her. She couldn't help but notice how attentive Brent had been since he arrived home, and she wondered if Darius might have had an influence on that. She rested her legs on his back, noticing the mild bruise on her left ankle. Suddenly the image of those strong black hands flashed through her mind, and her pussy grew even wetter. She took another sip of wine, closing her eyes, and clutching into Brent's hair. Her hips began to softly buck, and the orgasm swept over her.
"Yes! Yes!" Amanda hissed, cumming, but the guilt crept up as soon as the mild orgasm subsided.
Brent smiled as his wife's release soaked his chin. A few minutes later he was pumping away into Amanda, his five inches very rigid and near explosion. He glanced down at her gorgeous tits as they bounced sexily on her chest. That intoxicating sight caused him to unload, cumming quickly.
"Yes!" Brent squealed, which yielded a smile from Amanda. She always thought it was funny the way he coupled his orgasms with a high pitched moan. When he was done, Amanda quickly stood, giving her husband a quick kiss on the cheek. "Thanks baby. That was nice."
"Anytime darling." Brent replied, exhausted. He too, was suffering from his own post orgasm guilt. He had allowed his thoughts to wander to that place again. That inexplicable place that had Amanda on her back, receiving pleasure from a man more endowed than himself.
A couple weeks passed and Brent and Amanda found themselves now comfortably within a new routine. Brent continued to push forward in establishing the mobile business, constantly looking for new hardware and affordable office space locations. Amanda started researching the possibility of opening a small interior design firm, more as a passion than as a relied upon source of income.
One evening Amanda decided to cook a roast and saute some vegetables for dinner, also bringing home a six pack of beer for Brent. He was in the living room watching a technology piece whilst also typing away on his Macbook, as was the evening ritual. When Amanda was getting ready to add the cream to the pan, she realized she had forgotten to get more earlier in the day.
"Damn it." She cursed.
"You alright?" Brent asked from the other room.
Amanda sighed, "Yes. I just forgot to get more cream today at the store."
"Maybe Darius has some." Brent offered quickly, distracted by his screen.
Amanda perked up, realizing she might be able to avoid another trip.
She walked across the hall and gave his front door a healthy knock. Amanda caught herself fixing her apron and hair quickly before he opened it. 'You're such an idiot. Why do you even care?' She thought. She was quickly reminded when the door swung open.
Darius had one hand on his waist, holding up a bath towel that was draped around his lower body. His torso was exposed, and Amanda was immediately struck by how impressive it was. He had gorgeous musculature, defined and large, but also proportionate with his height. He had a clearly distinguishable six-pack, which she recognized as an atypical thing for a man in his mid thirties.
"Hey there." Darius smiled, thrilled that Amanda had stopped by. His ego immediately began to swell as he noticed her eyes roaming his body.
Amanda tried her best to appear unphased by his current state of undress, but her eyes continued to move across his dark figure.
She smiled, blushing, "Hi. I guess I came at a bad time."
"Never a bad time for you to come around." Darius flirted. Amanda instinctively reached for her hair, smiling and twirling it in response as she continue to smile. "I was actually hoping you might have some cream. I'm in the middle of cooking something and realized I forgot to get more at the store today."
"Sure. One sec." He turned, and strode to the kitchen. Amanda took the opportunity to admire his large back, also rippling with definition. A moment passed, and he returned with an unopened carton of half and half. "Will this work?"
Amanda nodded, relieved, "Thanks a lot. This is perfect!"
"Anytime Sugar." Darius replied. When he closed the door he couldn't help but regret not inviting her in. Amanda had become more and more flirtatious in recent weeks, and lately the prospect of taking her to bed seemed realistic to Darius. It was nothing personal against Brent, but from the day Darius met Amanda he knew they had a strong sexual chemistry. Ever since he was a teenager he had an incredible lust for married women, and married women rarely came as desirable as Amanda.
Just as he was about to close the door to the bathroom and hop in the shower, another knock arrived at his front door. He deftly moved to the peephole, and was thrilled to confirm that it was Amanda again. Darius thought hard for a moment, and brazenly decided that he was going to take things up a level. He opened the towel at his waist, tossing it behind the door swing. His heavy cock now hung there, suspended over eight inches long at complete flaccidity. He unlatched the lock, and swung the front door open.
Initially unaware at what was greeting her upon return, Amanda smiled as the door reopened. She looked up at his eyes, but then her gaze instinctively moved down his torso and towards his waist. She gasped when she saw it for the first time. Darius's exposed cock was the most masculine thing Amanda had ever seen. His penis was fat and long, hanging dark and manly as a feast for her eyes. It was unbelievable in its thickness, its length, its presence, and Amanda couldn't help but draw a comparison to what she was familiar with. It was nearly twice as long as her husband's member, and Darius wasn't even aroused. It was perhaps three times as wide as Brent's as well. Suddenly, startlingly, there was a powerful desire emanating from deep within Amanda's loins.
She couldn't find words, she didn't even know what words to look for. Her face immediately went flush, and she stuttered, "D-Did you lose your towel?" She was as nervous as she'd ever been, but also dangerously aroused.
"I'm sorry, but I can be a bit of an exhibitionist sometimes, especially when there's a beautiful woman around. I usually walk around my place in the nude." Darius replied, with complete confidence.
Amanda didn't know how to respond to that, she simply continued to stare at his incredible appendage. Her panties were beginning to dampen and the butterflies that so often made an appearance in her belly were now flying in a hurricane.
Darius loved the way she looked at him, and it started to show in the form of his own arousal. Slowly his manhood grew, rising upward and hardening before Amanda's very eyes. Her mouth dropped agape as she watched it take full form. Before long his cock was over ten inches long, incredibly fat, and jutting outward at Amanda in complete pride.
Darius spoke, his voice deep and piercing, "What do you think, Amanda? See what you do to me?"
Amanda couldn't find the words, "It's- I, - I've never." She took a breath, continuing, "It's the biggest thing I've ever seen." Her face flush crimson as soon as the compliment left her tongue.
Darius smiled, "Bigger than your husband's, I take it?"
'Brent!' Amanda's mind was screaming at her to flee. Finally she found her voice, stuttering, "I- I... I, gotta go!" Amanda's face was beet red, and she left, not even thinking to hand the carton of half and half back to Darius.
He chuckled, and watched her beautiful ass sway as she scurried back into her apartment.
Amanda sprinted past the living room and back into the kitchen, breathing heavily, mind scrambled. She cracked an egg into the pan on the stove top, adding salt and stirring the sauce together. She was having a hard time understanding what just happened, and was doing anything to distract herself from the memory of it. She actually continued that way for the remainder of the evening, staying active as a busy body, and even cleaning up parts of the apartment she would have never thought to tidy.
"Are you alright? You seem distracted." Brent finally asked, taking one of his rare breaks from the computer.
"Fine", Amanda blurted, dusting under the kitchen table.
Her husband shrugged, and grabbed another beer from the refrigerator.
Later that evening, the two of them were laying together in bed. Brent was nose deep in something on his phone, and Amanda was staring blankly at the ceiling, restless. She realized she couldn't contain herself any longer.
"I saw Darius naked."
The words echoed across the bedroom. Amanda hated lying to her husband, and she worried that keeping what happened earlier a secret would fester into problems later on.
Brent wasn't sure he had heard her correctly.
"Excuse me?" Was all he could offer, calmly. He glanced towards his wife, unsure.
Amanda looked back at him, confirming, "When he opened the door today, he was completely naked. I- I- Uh. I saw him."
A potent cocktail of emotions immediately bubbled up and exploded within Brent. Jealousy, anger, fear - but an inexplicable excitement seemed to dominate them all.
'What the fuck?' He thought.
"What the fuck?" He said, leaning up and putting his phone down on the nightstand beside him.
Amanda covered her face with her hands, mortified. "I don't know babe. I obviously didn't ask him too."
"I didn't say you did Amanda, but still - What the fuck? What did- What was said?"
She sat up along with her husband, stress levels but also excitement rising. "Nothing really. He just handed me the carton of cream." Amanda blushed crimson.
Brent's blood pressure was on the rise. His line of questioning understandably, predictably, moving towards one thing in particular.
"You saw his dick?" He asked, voice almost cracking as he did. He nearly screamed it, his tone sounding furious, but it was sparked from a place of disbelief, not anger.
"Well yeah. It was hard to miss!" Amanda instinctively reacted, frustration in her voice. She understood that Brent would be upset, but at the same time she felt like she didn't deserve to deal with an attitude. It wasn't her fault.
A knot developed deep within Brent's gut. He could tell by the reply that Darius was large. He was beginning to feel as if the universe was laughing at him, cursing him for his perversions, putting his deviant fantasy right into the forefront of possibility. His wife had seen another man in the nude today, a man with seemingly a large penis. Why on earth was that fact exciting him, and not driving him into a jealous rage?
Amanda could sense an internal struggle that her husband was dealing with, his eyes were rife with emotion.
"Don't be mad baby, please." She implored sweetly, hoping to assuage his anguish.
"Did he try to touch you?" Brent then asked, suddenly desperate for more information.
"Of course not!" Amanda replied, blushing again, "I think he just wanted to- To show off."
His wife was once again using context to imply something impressive about the mans appendage. It continued to build an inexplicable arousal in Brent. He wanted more. "He really didn't say anything? Impossible."
Amanda covered her face again, hating that she was wired to always be honest. "He. Uh- He- asked- " Her words were muffled beneath her hands.
"Tell me." Brent persisted.
His wife, still blushing, replied, "He asked me if he was bigger than you." She said it as if it caused her pain, as if the she was ripping off a band-aid.
Brent's mind was sent reeling, his blood pressure rising along with his arousal and disbelief. 'How could this possibly have happened? How could Darius have the nerve to ask such a loaded question? The only reason he would ask such a thing is if he had a legitimate interest in sleeping with Amanda.
"What did you say?" He replied, words almost turning whisper as the dangerous question escaped his lips.
Amanda nearly screamed, "Nothing! I ran back inside!"
Brent was beside himself, unable to believe the conversation he found himself in. Absurdly, he felt his dick beginning to stir.
"Well? Was he bigger than me?" He asked, somehow confidently, but already knowing the answer.
Amanda was taken aback by the question, legitimately shocked by her husband's insane words, "Brent!"
"Tell me Amanda. I'm a big boy. I can take it." Brent continued, false bravado suddenly exploding from within him. He was being steered by his unmentionable fantasy.
That's when Amanda noticed it, her husband's small tent pitching near his groin. This conversation was exciting him!
The sight of her husband's erection made Amanda realize how excited she was as well. She could feel her panties dampening at an alarming rate. Her face was still flush with embarrassment, but arousal slowly began to creep into the bedroom.
She then smiled at him, suddenly feeling strangely emboldened. "Are you sure?"
Brent's arousal continued to skyrocket, and he too was becoming inflamed with excitement. A deliriousness seemed to permeate the room, eroticism now controlling both husband and wife.
"Yes." He croaked.
Her reply was near a whisper, and it caused waves of both jealousy and intense arousal to crash into Brent. "He's bigger."
"Jesus." Brent groaned, turning into a man possessed. He couldn't believe it, but he desperately wanted to hear more taboo words from his wife, "How much bigger?"
"This is exciting you." Amanda spoke, now looking up into her husband's' eyes. It wasn't a question. Her nipples began to stiffen at the naughtiness of it all.
"Yes." Brent answered, honestly. He felt embarrassment, but it was drowned out completely by excitement. He asked again, "How much bigger Amanda?"
"Okay." Amanda replied, smiling. She slowly sat up, leaning towards her husband. "Well. I didn't get a long look, but- " She continued, leaning down into him, kissing him. She then reached towards his erection, "He was probably twice as big as this." Amanda grabbed his dick from above the bed sheets, and slowly began massaging his shaft with her hand.
"Jesus." Brent groaned again, betraying his facade, succumbing to his withheld arousal.
She laid down next to him then, and got a good grip on his dick, her face now nestled into Brent's neck. They were quiet for a moment, both reveling in the insane level of eroticism that neither of them could quite understand. She kissed him more, lovingly, and was somehow inspired to tease him further. She grasped up and down his length, seemingly investigative, pumping faster, "Yeah. I would say he's maybe even three times as big as this little guy."
She couldn't believe she had said it, and she certainly couldn't believe she felt the warm wetness of her husband's ejaculate soaking her hand through the bed sheets. Brent was shuddering, muffling his squeals of pleasure as both body and mind betrayed him.
She wasn't sure why the admission turned her husband on in such a perverted way. She wasn't sure how Brent could have possibly cum over the realization that Darius had impressive endowment. Amanda didn't care, however. She had never been so excited in all their years together. It was like a weight was lifted off of her shoulders, truth flying free. They both always knew that Brent was no stud in the bedroom, no sexual dynamo. Now that they had seemingly addressed that fact, using Darius's manhood as a stark comparison, Amanda felt open to be more assertive with her husband. She rolled onto her back, peeling her panties off of her legs, glistening wetness already covering her womanhood.
"I need your tongue." Amanda spoke, smiling wickedly at her husband.
Brent, still delirious, found a smile from within his perverted haze. He was admittedly embarrassed by the dirty talk that he and his wife had just engaged in - but he also knew it had been deeply arousing for both of them. He fumbled over to her, and fell face first onto his wife's beautiful pussy. He began pleasuring her with expertise.
Amanda couldn't believe how hot this was. Before she had admitted to what happened earlier in the afternoon, she was certain tonight would end in a yelling match. Instead, she was basking in the pleasure of her husband's tongue, gently stroking his hair as he employed his skills down below.
She looked down at him smiling, "So does this mean you aren't going to yell at Darius for flashing me?" Her face was flush, and arched her head back in delight. They were never this teasing with each other, and Amanda found herself absolutely loving the naughty honesty.
Brent pulled up, kissing some wetness onto her inner thigh, speaking, "I'll give him a pass. Just this once." He immediately dove back into her sex, consumed by a desire to please her.
"That's really nice of you." Amanda smiled, picturing Darius's incredible package as the orgasm swept across her body. This time, she didn't feel quite as guilty for thinking of him.
Nothing more was immediately said about the naughtiness of that evening, not until a week later when Darius ran into Amanda in the hall.
Darius realized his bout of exhibitionism may have rubbed Amanda the wrong way, and he felt it wise to make amends for it. He smiled in embarrassment when he finally saw her taking the trash out. "Hey. I think I need to apolog-"
Amanda cut him off. "Don't worry about it." she replied, her too in blushing embarrassment. She realized she was nervous to be talking about the encounter, despite having used it as imaginative sexual fuel. "I took it as a compliment."
Darius was immediately relieved, and somewhat excited by her response. "I'm glad." Darius smiled, realizing how much he loved an open dialogue about his manhood with this married woman. He continued, "It's just." He paused, wanting to drive home his sincerity. "You're beautiful Amanda, and I found it hard to control myself. I'm sorry."
"Thank you." Amanda blushed, stomach tingling. "That's very nice of you." She realized how absurd her response was, accepting his compliment as a married woman. Still, her willing reception to his confidence was directly linked to their dangerous chemistry. Amanda was certain that if Darius hadn't been so attractive, she would have found his nudity offensive, along with his flirtatious words. Unfortunately for her, he was very attractive.
For some inexplicable reason, her natural honesty sparked further admission. "Just so you know, I'm always open with my husband, and I told him about your little compliment." She paused, continuing with a smile. "Well, 'little' probably isn't right word."
Darius's smile turned into a face of concern, "Oh boy. I bet he's not too happy with me. Honestly- "
Amanda cut him off again. "He's fine. Don't worry." Amanda replied nonchalantly, placing her trash into the chute.
"What do you mean, he's fine?" Darius replied, more than a little curious.
Amanda's embarrassment persisted, as she realized she probably should have left that detail out. She stuttered out another embarrassed reply, "He- He was okay with it."



Darius smiled, intensely intrigued, "Interesting." It was in that exchange that he realized his opportunity to fuck Amanda had grown exponentially.
He decided to use the moment to tease her again. "That reminds me. You never answered my question."
"What question?" Amanda replied, not immediately realizing what he meant.
"Am I bigger than Brent?" He flashed a dangerous smile at her as the words escaped his mouth.
"You're bad." She smiled back, face flush and naughty butterflies returning to her tummy.
"I am, but that doesn't answer my question." Darius persisted.
Amanda could only blush again, quickly replying before walking back into her apartment. "Yes."
A month passed, and Amanda and Brent somehow found themselves in the midst of an improvement to their sex life. The revelation of the hung neighbor across the hall had served as a sexual heightening for the married couple. Over the last few weeks both of them became more willing to tease one another over something previously unimaginable, another mans impressive endowment.
Both husband and wife enjoyed the dirty talk, despite the embarrassment that it would sometimes cause Brent, and sometimes even because of it. "Maybe we should invite Darius over to finish the job. I bet he would fuck me good." Amanda would devilishly chide, enticing Brent to thrust harder, and somehow - last a bit longer in the bedroom. Brent would tunnel vision on his wife's sex when she would tease him with such powerful taunts. His dick would stiffen, and his pace would quicken. "When did you become so damn naughty?" He would reply, leaning down to kiss her.
"When I got a first hand look at that big cock." Amanda would smile back as she prodded her husband, somehow, those playful barbs were incredible to hear. She had never spoken even close to this sexually in the past, and both Brent and Amanda found themselves intoxicated by the eroticism of it.
They were having sex almost every night, and the love making was some of the best of their marriage. Though Amanda was still left without orgasm most of the time. On one evening, Brent had a few more beers than was his normal intake, and the fantasy continued to spill into reality.
He was thrusting into Amanda, his five inches doing the best it could. He looked down at his wife's beautiful face, her eyes closed.
His honesty overwhelmed him in the moment. "I want you to try a big cock." Brent heard himself saying.
Amanda opened her eyes, and looked up at her husband wickedly.
"I bet you do." Was her reply, willingly participating in his game.
"I'm serious. It would be so hot." Brent breathlessly replied.
"Is that what you want baby?" Amanda reached up and grabbed his neck, continuing, "You want me to fuck a BIG cock?" Her voice was a whine, sultrily accenting the word 'big'. She loved this particular line of dirty talk, although she hadn't realized that her husband was truly meaning it.
"Fuck. I think I do." Brent was getting close.
"I'd like to try a big one." Amanda admitted, continuing, "I think I want to feel a big one in me." She bit her lip after the words escaped her mouth.
"Oh fuck baby!" Brent let out his patented high pitch squeal, his small balls contracting as he spurted into Amanda.
They were both quiet for a moment, and then a small bout of laughter arrived for both of them.
"You've become such a pervert. I kinda love it." Amanda replied, breathing heavily.
Brent could only smile in agreement.
"Welcome, welcome." Darius smiled as he invited Brent and Amanda into his apartment. It was two weeks later, and Darius was having some friends over for dinner. He made an effort to invite Brent and Amanda as well, as one of the guys in attendance was looking for consul as it related to software development. Darius had mentioned that his neighbor was very successful in that sector.
"Nice place." Brent complimented, appreciative that Darius had recommended his expertise. Additionally, that dangerous part of his psyche was tingling with excitement over taking his wife into the lions den for an evening of drinks. 'Get a hold of yourself, you deviant. You don't actually want anything to happen.' Brent tried to shake the perverted thoughts from mind. There was a strange dynamic between Darius and himself as of late. They both knew that Darius has exposed himself to Amanda, and they both knew that Brent was okay with that. As such, flirtations between Darius and Amanda were aplenty, but a certain line of respect was still exercised by Darius when he would talk with Brent. It was odd, but exciting in a way.
"Thank you." Darius replied, smoothly, leaning down to give Amanda and greeting kiss on the cheek.
Brent noticed the inoffensive gesture, but still felt a knot in his stomach.
"That cologne is very nice." Amanda offered to the host, feeling those butterflies once again. The man did something to her, as much as she was afraid to admit it. She stole a glance at his khaki slacks, and felt an excitement when she saw something large shifting beneath the fabric.
"Thank you Sugar." Darius smiled in reply.
The evening started as one would expect, with cocktails flowing and conversation a plenty. Amanda was thrilled to see Brent engaged in a conversation with Darius's friends. He normally sulked or stood disengaged off to the side at parties and social gatherings.
For whatever reason, perhaps magnetism, Amanda spent most of her evening with Darius. She even helped him with food and drinks in the kitchen, which afforded some small privacy via the cabinetry and counters. "You look beautiful tonight, as always." Darius confidently offered, pouring another round of cocktails for Brent and the guys in the living room. Darius wasn't lying. Amanda was wearing a long sleeved, snugly fitted black top, and a short plaid skirt. Both articles did an excellent job of accentuating her incredible curves. Additionally, for once, she had let her hair down, and it flowed beautifully down to her shoulders. Darius reached in delicately and lifted up her glasses, "Let me get a look at those pretty eyes".
Amanda immediately blushed, feeling a deep excitement from the gesture. "What, you don't like my glasses?" She asked, sweetly, unsure of how adults actually flirted, having so little experience herself. Amanda was surprised by how willing she was to reciprocate on his casual advances. 'Easy on the wine.' Amanda reminded herself, though she immediately took another sip.
Darius chuckled, turning back to the drinks he was making. "I like your glasses. I just like your eyes even more."
Amanda's blush deepened, already taken aback by how forward Darius was being, especially with her husband in the adjacent room. She then looked down at the cocktails that he was fixing, noticing a heavy pour of whisky into each of the glasses. She glanced over at Brent, near the table. "Wow, babe. You're actually drinking whisky tonight?" Amanda was surprised to say the least. Her husband wasn't big on liquor, and usually stuck with something easier to manage, like beer.
Brent shrugged, feeling good. He was in an incredibly engaging conversation about his business, and he loved how these less experienced guys were hanging on his every word. "It's Friday. I'm allowed to get wild." He shouted back to his wife.
Three hours passed and Darius had just walked the remaining guests to the front door. Amanda looked out into the living room as she rinsed a wine glass with one of Darius's sponges. She shook her head in disappointment at the sight of him.
Brent was passed out, slumped across Darius's couch. She had warned him to slow down, but he refused to heed her, and had perhaps seven drinks in total. 'I wonder if Darius would be willing to carry him home.' Amanda thought to herself, sighing.
Suddenly a powerful presence arrived behind her, and a gentle touch caressed her shoulders, "You didn't have to do that." Darius spoke softly, referring to Amanda's willingness to do some of the dishes. A delicious chill ran up Amanda's spine, and she smiled.
Darius was now immediately behind her, shirtless, and wearing only snugly fitted boxers. He gently rested himself against her rear as she managed the sink. Amanda's eyes shot open in panic as she realized what he was doing.
"Darius!" Amanda shouted in a whisper. "My husband is right there!"
"Brent!" Darius voice boomed, loudly, across the apartment. Amanda's eyes immediately shot over to her husband, wondering how he would react to seeing the now shirtless host so close to his wife. 'Let's see just how much of the teasing you can handle.' Amanda thought to herself.
Nothing.
"He's out, Sugar. He wont be waking up for hours." Darius added, casually.
Amanda was stunned, but could only continue to wash the dishes, unsure of how to react otherwise. Her heart was now beating a mile a minute, impossibly excited to have Darius so close to her, but frozen as to what was appropriate.
Suddenly his large hands began to massage her shoulders, her neck. More chills immediately began to course through Amanda's body, his touch was intoxicating, almost - otherworldly. She savored it, and Darius could sense her enjoyment.
Her tension eased and she slowly placed the plate she was rinsing down on the counter, eyes closing in pleasure.
"Let's head into my bedroom. I'll give you a real massage." It was a whisper, but his words cut to her very core.
She was shaken, but aroused - scared, but excited. Could she possibly accept? Despite all the bedroom talk her and Brent were toying with over the last month, there's no way it should ever be brought to life. Right?
'No. That's the wine even letting you consider it.' Amanda thought, reminding herself to stay strong.
"I don't think - I'm not sure Brent would be okay with that." Amanda replied, legitimately not sure if he would or not.
Darius replied, still exploring her back, shoulders, and neck. He finally laid the truth of the matter on the table, "I think he would Amanda." Suddenly Darius leaned down, his breath causing goosebumps on her neck. He whispered, "Let's go to my room and get naked."
Amanda's mind was blown away by the proposition finally coming to life. Her thoughts fumbled, clawing for reality to come back to her. She instinctively turned around, offering Darius one last futile attempt to stop nature from taking its course, "What if Brent wakes up?" Her mind was scrambling for excuses.
Darius leaned down, and kissed her.
The electricity immediately shot through them both simultaneously. Amanda felt his large lips engulfing hers, soft and delicious. The goosebumps now exploded across her body, and her womanhood immediately warmed and dampened. Beneath her bra, her nipples were hardening, large breasts desperate for his touch.
Slowly, he pulled away. Their lips parted, but she could still taste him.
"He won't wake up Sugar. He's crashed out." Darius replied.
"What if he does?" Amanda repeated, shaking in excitement, fear, arousal.
Darius kissed her again, this time smashing his hardening cock into her tummy. She immediately surrendered to the warmth and hardness of his manhood pressing into her body. Darius continued, "If he does, he can stay out here and listen to us fuck."
Amanda gasped, and their tongues interlocked again in a passionate kiss.
She was on his bed, delirious. She looked to the right, and saw her top, and her skirt, laying haphazardly on his bedroom floor. She looked to her left, noticing how sexy her body looked in his closet mirror, unable to believe she was actually here. She then looked towards the foot of the bed, and saw her new lover begin to peel down his boxers.
The wetness on her panties began to spread as she watched inch after inch of his impossibly big cock come into view. She instinctively reached her hands up to her breasts, squeezing them in intoxicated arousal as she looked on. Eventually, the elastic band of his boxers fell below the head of his cock. His length sprung up erotically, powerfully, and it was now the commanding presence in the apartment. It was so big, so manly, she couldn't believe how different it was from her husband's smaller penis.
He placed one knee on the edge of his bed, leaning over her. Darius swiftly reached up, grasping the black lace of her panties at her waist. Amanda instinctively lifted her ass off of his bed, and he deftly pulled the fabric down. Amanda felt drunk on arousal as she watched them escape past her feet. She shuddered in delight as this large man tossed her lace into the pile of her clothes on the floor.
"I can't believe this is happening." Amanda whined, blushing as she now spread her legs for this man who wasn't her husband. She couldn't believe the last two months in their new apartment had led up to this moment. She couldn't believe the naughty role play her and her husband had been engaging with had opened this very real door to her husband's impending cuckolding. She thought of him, not twenty feet away in the next room, and her pussy began soaking from the taboo nature of the moment.
Darius smiled, "God Amanda. You are fucking gorgeous." He glanced down at her pussy, aroused entirely but its pure feminine appearance. Her white folds were plump, her clit pale and pink, and a wetness framed it in perfect glistening invitation.
"Let me see those titties." His complimentary tone suddenly turned authoritative.
Amanda heeded to his control, and immediately leaned up to unclasp her bra.
Darius couldn't believe his eyes as her massive tits spilled out onto her torso. Amanda's breasts were large, and seemed to hang with unbelievable perkiness despite their size. Her nipples were large, womanly, and perfect.
"Damn Sugar." Was all Darius could offer, smiling in excitement.
Amanda couldn't believe she was completely naked in another mans bed, she couldn't believe that any of this was real. Her nipples were hardening to the likeness of diamonds, and she instinctively began rummaging her fingers through her soaking clit.
Darius placed his other knee onto the bed, erotically noticing the sparkle on her wedding ring as her fingers explored her pussy. He moved between her, his thighs gently spreading her legs into a position where she could take him. Amanda instinctively laid down, spreading for him, never breaking eye contact with his hulking black cock. It hung there, incredibly hard, incredibly dominant. She watched in slow motion as Darius then placed his manhood down in between the folds of her pussy.
To Amanda, it was the most surreal moment of her life. She looked at his thick shaft as he rubbed it into her soaking wet clit, the first of many impossibly electric waves of pleasure exploding out across her body.
"Oh!" Amanda cried out, arching her head back in wonder. Suddenly, he slapped the heavy weight of it down into the folds of her sex, massaging his girth across her clit. She looked down at the collision, her wetness already splashing into his shaft. "Ohh! Fuck!" She couldn't believe her eyes.
Darius couldn't believe his, either. Amanda wasn't the first married woman he had bedded, but she was by far the most gorgeous. He was thrilled that this was the body hiding under all those clothes. Further, his ego was wickedly inflamed by the taboo fact that Amanda's husband was passed out in the next room. Darius couldn't wait any longer. He pulled his cock back, and aligned it at the opening of Amanda's married pussy. He then grabbed her waist gently, but with control.
For Amanda, everything else in the world disappeared. Her eyes slammed shut as she first felt his wide head connect with her sex. She instinctively reached down to her tummy, and spread her legs wide, as she felt the immense pressure of his cock entering her.
It was incomprehensible. She was being stretched in a way that made her gasp with shock. She reactively placed her other hand on Darius's chiseled abdomen, whining, "Pl-Please. Slow. Go- slow."
Suddenly she felt his lips upon hers, their tongues interlocked. "I will Sugar, don't worry." Was his whispered, reassuring reply.
Amanda gasped again, more of his length invading her. Her pussy was electrified, sending shock waves of pleasure out to the furthest reaches of her body. Even her fingertips seemed alive with sexual energy. She couldn't believe how good he felt, how full she was becoming.
"Watch it, Amanda." Darius spoke. "Watch me fuck you."
Amanda opened her eyes, now looking downward at the site of their mating. Her mind was melting as she took note of the impossible collision. It was the sexiest thing she had ever seen. His cock was so utterly large, and driving deep inside of her. His black shaft was glistening, already soaking from her wetness.
"That's amazing." She found herself admitting, biting her lip in stunned, erotic fascination.
"You were made for a big cock, Sugar." Darius added, smiling. He leaned down, and again they kissed passionately. He squeezed her breasts, and took a hold of her waist, feeding her pussy the rest of his length.
Soon she had accepted all that he had to offer, and Amanda had never felt more full, more womanly, in her entire life. She looked up at this chiseled body, thankful that she was making love to such a masculine specimen of a man. His muscles rippled in their darkness as he pumped in and out of her. She ran her fingernails down his large biceps, and grasped at his strong forearms as Darius fucked her like she had never been fucked before.
The nerve endings were firing in record pace now, a sensation that the long time wife had never felt was brewing deep within her. Darius connected with a rhythm, and found his stride. Suddenly he was pummeling Amanda as if she had been taking large cocks her entire. It didn't take long before she was screaming in pleasure. "Oh! Ohh! Ohhh! Oh my goddd!!"
They both looked down at the collision, now rapid and inflamed with human need. Darius noticed a thick lather of Amanda's cream beginning to coat his shaft, and he could sense that she was on the verge of something profound. "I can't believe you're inside of meee!" Amanda whined, head shaking in disbelief, body coursing with a type of pleasure she never thought possible.
Amanda continued to moan, giving in to the moment, and this man. "Daruis! Oh! Oh! Ohhh! My goddd! It's unbelievable!!" The sound of Darius's large ball sack flopping into Amanda's ass created a taboo chorus of lovemaking that was now echoing across the apartment. Amanda grunted, as deep feelings overwhelmed her, "Oh my goddd! Oh my goddd! Dariusss! Fuck meee!" Their bodies continued to slap together in lust, a beautiful wife getting fucked deeply by a well hung man as her husband slept in the next room.
It had been brewing since he first entered her, and now it was on the verge of arrival. The pressurized sensation was growing from within the deepest recesses of Amanda's loins. Suddenly, it exploded, and a literal life changing orgasm crashed onto her shores. She lost control for a moment, waves of pleasure exploding out from her pussy and wreaking inexplicable satisfaction on her entire body. Amanda's eyes slammed shut, and she grunted as the feeling overwhelmed her. "Ohhh!! Ohhh!! Mmmm!! Mmmm!! Fuckkk!! Dariusss!!" His name escaped her mouth with a hiss, and in that deeply human moment, Amanda perversely realized that he had given her something that her husband never could.
Darius was stunned by her reaction. He looked down to see Amanda cumming on his shaft in violent fashion, he had never seen a woman yield so much of herself before. He had never felt a woman squeeze his cock with such needful release, bucking powerfully as she shook to satisfied completion.
Amanda's incredible orgasm finally subsided, and Darius slowed his pace as she caught her breath. He leaned down and kissed her, passionately, finally asking, "Are you alright?" He kissed her neck, and across her collar bone, as he waited patiently for a reply.



"Yes." Amanda finally managed.
"God. Yes." She repeated, and then a beaming smile broke out on her face.
She opened her eyes again, for the first time in what felt like hours. She looked up at Darius's handsome face, and noticed the intent look in his eyes. They were focused on pleasuring her. "Kiss me." She pleaded, adoring the sensations that this man was able to provide.
Their lips met, tongues intertwining once again. Darius had just given her the best orgasm of her entire life.
When Amanda fully recovered, they adjusted positions on his bed. Darius now wanting to take her from behind. "On your knees." He demanded, smiling. Amanda found herself becoming addicted to his dominance. 'Brent is never this assertive in bed.' She thought, wiggling her plump white rear in invitation. She then arched her head back, moaning, as she now felt Darius's big cock slowly penetrate her from behind. She gasped in pleasure, "My husband never fucks me from behind." Amanda realized, audibly.
"You need a big cock to handle a perfect ass like this." Darius replied, slapping it hard.
Amanda moaned loudly in response, the sound of his strong hand hitting her ass bouncing across the room. Moments later she was laying face down, bracing herself with her forearms as this huge man fucked her from behind. She clutched into his bed sheets, and bucked back onto Darius, matching his thrusts. It was divine. Amanda looked up, noticing herself in his mirror as she took him. She bit her lip as she watched her large tits bounce in the reflection.
Amanda realized that she loved the way she looked while Darius was fucking her. "I'm fucking hot." She spoke, absurdly.
"Fucking right you are." Darius replied, slapping her ass again, causing a redness to develop on her plump white behind.
Their eyes met in the mirror, both enjoying staring at one another as they fucked. They soon began to brew something powerful once again, their interlocked stare implying a cocktail of naughty thoughts.
They both seemed to remember Brent at the same time. Amanda and Darius smiled wickedly, Amanda blushing deeply as the erotic slapping noise of their naked bodies continued to fill the bedroom. Bed springs were squeaking, and Amanda's moans were loud and impassioned.
"I love fucking this married pussy." Darius growled.
Amanda was overwhelmed by the taboo nature of the comment, another orgasm now on the verge of hitting her.
She continued to look into his eyes through the reflection in the mirror, and replied, "I love fucking that big cock."
Darius could only take so much stimuli, and he knew he was approaching critical mass. The harrowing sensation of his own orgasm began to build. Incredible pleasure began to crash over his body as he felt his large testicles rise and his behemoth shaft expand further. Suddenly, his roar filled the room, and his cum, Amanda's married pussy.
Amanda clutched into his bed sheets once again, mouth shooting open in silent gasp as she felt his girth grow even wider. Suddenly she felt the intense pressure of his warmth exploding deep into her pussy. Her orgasm fired off in immediate response to him filling her with his cum. Amanda screamed in complete submission as Darius's thick black cock massaged her insides to completion. He bucked, squeezing her hips as his cock head fired thick ropes of seed into her womb. They were both screaming loudly as their sex organs convulsed together in unison, it was a primal moment. Their beautiful, interracial, extramarital mating session, had finally completed.
Eventually, the bedroom fell silent, without a sound other than the heavy breathing of the two lovers.
Amanda laid there for a moment, on all fours. Her large breasts were smushed into the bedspread, her back covered in a sheen of sweat. Her ass was red from the slapping it received, her pussy inflamed from the utterly manly pounding Darius had just given it. She had never been so sexually satisfied.
Somehow, it was only then that she remembered she wasn't on birth control.
Brent awoke, head in a vice. His eyes were blurry and his throat dry. His dream was somehow lurid, despite his deep and drunken slumber. Amanda's voice, moaning in deep lust. The sound of a bed banging into a wall, and a deep male voice grunting. The sounds of wet skin slapping together in intercourse. "Fuck meee!!" Amanda's screams were harrowing echoes in Brent's memory.
"Fuck." He coarsely moaned, trying to establish where exactly he was. The sunlight beamed in through a crack in the blinds, striking him in the face. He raised his hand to deter it. "Fuck." He said it again, realizing he was on Darius's couch. His stomach lurched, but he held fast and steadied himself.
He looked around the living room, and glanced into the kitchen. Empty, he noted.
Suddenly, his mind went to Amanda. 'Where is she?' He worried, knot in his stomach returning, this time for reasons other than a massive hangover.
Almost as soon as his heart started to race in panic, Brent saw a door open from down the hall. He was relieved, but also stunned, to see his wife walking out towards him. What room was that?
She seemed to be wearing the same outfit she had worn last night, albeit her hair and make-up were entirely a mess. Brent noticed that there was an apologetic look in her eyes, but he also noted that her skin was radiant, and she looked gorgeous despite her dishevelment.
"How are you feeling?" His wife asked, sweetly.
"Rough." Brent answered honestly, voice gravel.
Her husband looked like a disaster, Amanda noticed. The guilt started to bubble up within her as she looked into his eyes. Suddenly though, the warmth between her legs returned, as she recalled the incredible night Darius had given her.
"I guess I slept on the couch." Brent offered, it was an obvious assessment. He then looked at her, mind still cloudy and mental bandwidth allocated to managing his crushing hangover. Still, he managed, "Where did you sleep?"
Amanda had walked out of the door deciding to be honest, as always.
"I slept in Darius's room." The words were like a battering ram to Brent's chest.
His eyes opened wide, and the lurching in his stomach returned, "What do you mean you slept in Darius's room?"
Amanda repeated herself, unflinching in her honestly. "I slept in Darius's room Brent. I -" She blushed, but said it anyway, "I- I let him fuck me."
The sentence was a sniper shot, piercing through the hangover haze and nailing right into the deepest recesses of Brent's brain.
He could only wince, face becoming flush, mind unable to process it. He leaned forward in strange discomfort.
Amanda knelt down in front of her physically and mentally ailing husband, resting a hand on his knee. "Baby. I love you." She looked up at his eyes, "But I had sex with Darius last night, and I need to get to the pharmacy really badly. We can talk on the way or you can wait next door and we will talk when I get back."
Before Brent could form a reply Darius walked out of the same room his wife had just exited. The sight of him was humiliation in itself. He was shirtless, his massive body chiseled and nearly the antithesis of Brent's flabby torso. Brent was aghast to see him wearing nothing but snugly fitting boxers, an anxiousness developing in the pit of Brent's stomach as he noticed the massive bulge running down the fabric of them.
Had this man really been in his wife?
"There he is." Darius boomed, continuing, "How you feeling?"
Brent couldn't believe the circumstance, and certainly couldn't believe how casual Darius was acting considering what had apparently just happened. Still, Brent could only reply, "Like shit."
Darius laughed, "I've been there." He paused, pulling a couple mugs down from his cupboard, "Want some coffee?" Darius was making an effort to be cordial, hoping to soften some of what Brent was surely dealing with.
Brent was less than amused by the conversation, head still spinning, "No thanks. I'll grab a cup next door." He found it in himself to stand, head spinning as soon as he did.
Amanda stood with him, slowly helping him to the door.
Brent didn't make it back across the hallway before hurling. Amanda winced as her husband painfully expunged his night of bad decisions, hoping that some of hers were expunged along with them.
"Are you alright?" She offered, steadying him.
Finally, the hurl allowed Brent enough relief to actually speak, "How could I possibly be alright Amanda? You just told me you fucked Darius." His words were filled with anger, but deep down, Brent wasn't very angry. It was simply a programmed reaction, what a husband should sound like after such an event had occurred. It was bizarre to Brent, that despite his physical misery, an excitement dominated his emotions.
Amanda's guilt was overwhelming, but she needed to stay logical. "Brent, I don't have time for this right now. I really need to get to the pharmacy, or I'll be right there with you throwing up from morning sickness."
Brent could only turn away, retching once again onto the floor. How was he experiencing this absurd arousal despite his miserable state of being? 'That asshole came in my wife.' Was the harrowing thought now echoing through Brent's mind. It did anger him, but it also deeply excited him.
"I'll be back baby." Amanda walked towards the front door to their apartment, unlocking it, and then she took the keys out to the car to head to the drug store.
Brent stumbled into the shower, trying to wash away the stink of his vomit, along with stink of his cuckolding. Absurdly, despite his immense shame, he noticed his dick standing tall as the shower water rained down around him.
"What the fuck-" He spoke, his voice echoing around him. His mind flashed to the recent bedroom antics he and his wave had been partaking in over the last month. Brent knew those role playing sessions had to have been a catalyst in causing this. Still, despite their games, their teasing hints, despite the excitement that caused. Brent never would have believed Amanda would actually do it.
Suddenly, Brent heard the front door close. He continued to stand there, leaning against the tile of the shower wall, mulling over the new dynamic in his marriage. He closed his eyes for a time, cursing himself, and his hangover. Suddenly the imagery of Darius and Amanda, nude, locked in intercourse, came crashing through his mind.
"What the fuck." He spoke again, grabbing his dick in disbelief. Against every ounce of sanity he had, he began to stroke himself.
"What are you doing?" His wife's voice startled him, and he turned to see her naked and entering the shower. "Are you jerking off?" She asked again.
Brent turned, releasing his dick from his grasp. He looked at Amanda's naked body, and his arousal only deepened at the sight of her. There were scratches and hickies across her tits and neck. Her right ass cheek had a small bruise on it, and there was a wobble in her step, as if she was sore.
"Are you alright?" Brent asked, eyes scouring her body.
Amanda looked down at herself, and blushed, realizing what her husband was bearing witness too. "Yes baby. I'm fine." She paused, still noticing his erect dick, small and angry. She continued, "Are you alright?" She slowly walked over to her husband, touching his waist.
Brent wanted to play furious, maybe even curse her, he wanted to feel betrayed - but all he felt was that overwhelming blend of jealousy and arousal.
"Was he good?"
Amanda stood there, unsure how to take the tone of his question. Slowly, tentatively, she reached for his dick. Her fingers encircled his manhood, and she slowly, delicately, began to pump her husband.
She looked up at him, wildness in her eyes. "Are you sure?" Amanda asked.
Brent nodded, "Tell me."
Amanda leaned into his neck, kissing him lovingly as the shower water rained down around them. She stroked her husband's dick as she admitted to him the magnitude of her sexual awakening from the night previous.
"He was unbelievable."
"Bigger than me?" Brent croaked.
Amanda kissed his neck again, "Oh god baby. Yes, much bigger than you."
Brent began to feel lightheaded, and took a deep breath in order to stay conscious.
"You really fucked him Amanda?" He asked, still in disbelief.
"Yes my love. We fucked for hours." She continued to stroke his dick. She couldn't help but notice how small he felt in her hands now.
"Jesus." Brent groaned. "Did- Did he make you c-cum?"
Amanda giggled, and then slowly began to fondle his boiling balls with a loving touch. "Yes. I think I even had a vaginal orgasm. It was so strong I almost blacked out."
"Oh fuck, Amanda." It took every ounce of self control for Brent not to cum on the spot.
"Why did you have to go to the drug store?" Brent managed, already knowing, but wanting to hear it from his wife's mouth regardless.
Amanda blushed, "I needed to get a pill. He didn't use a condom."
"He came in you?" His voice cracked as he asked the question.
Amanda kissed him, and began pumping his dick faster, enticing him to the most shameful orgasm imaginable, replying, "Yes baby. He came in me three times. He came in me deeper than you do, because his cock is so big. It had me worried."
Brent bucked, squealing again, he shot the biggest load he could remember onto the shower floor. Amanda kissed his neck with passion as the orgasm coursed through his body, spurring him, "That's it baby. Cum for me. Good boy."
Somehow, even before Amanda stepped in the shower, she knew Brent's anger was going to turn arousal. Not only had Darius predicted it, but she had sensed it since the first night Darius had flashed her. Brent seemed to revel in it, against his very programming.
When he finally came to a stop, he breathed an exasperated exhale.
"Feeling better?" Amanda asked. Brent looked at his wife, and couldn't help but notice how beautiful she looked, almost as if he was seeing her in a new light. He kissed her passionately, and Amanda reciprocated. Minutes later, they had soaked their sheets because Brent had thrown her onto the bed. Before she could protest, his mouth was buried on her sex.
Amanda's body was inflamed, relishing in the perverse nature of her husband's cunnilingus. Just hours ago Darius had been pumping her full of his cum, and now her husband was flicking his tongue across her used clit. She blushed at the thought of the naughtiness of it all. Amanda rummaged her hands through her husband's hair, soaking in his prowess. He seemed extra attentive, and before long she came hard, fueled by the taboo nature of the entire scenario.
Days went by and Amanda noticed Brent was acting rather quiet around her. Some distance in the rear view had allowed them both some space for reflection, and the guilt that Amanda kept suppressing finally boiled to a head.
She broke down crying at the dinner table, nearly in a sob, "I'm so sorry Brent."
Brent was taken aback by her outburst, and moved to console her. "I'm sorry too baby."
Amanda was stunned by his response, speaking through tears, "What? What do you have to be sorry for?"
Brent had spent every waking moment of the last several days searching his soul. It was a shameful realization to know you were made a cuckold, especially by your wife, and woman you loved most. However, simultaneously, Brent had to reconcile so very real arousal brought on by his wife's dalliance. He kept thinking about them together, and every time he did his dick would stir to complete arousal. He even woke in the middle of the night previous, and jerked off in their bathroom, thinking back on her rumble with Darius. How could he possibly explain his feelings to Amanda?
Brent tried to answer her question, however, "I don't know. I guess for not being more attentive, for being distant and obsessed with my computer, for not putting enough time in working on my body." He paused, continuing red faced, "For not bringing my game in the bedroom."
Amanda hated to see him this defeated, "Brent-"
"It's okay baby." He stood up, kissing her. "If I'm being completely honest with you, and myself, I can't stop fantasizing about you and Darius."
Amanda's eyes shot wide open, and her emotion turned from regret, to intrigued confusion.
"To be honest I think even before you slept with him, a part of me had secretly hoped you would." Brent decided to put it all out on the table.
"Brent, what are you saying?" Amanda's voice was kind, interested, worried.
"I've always thought you were the most beautiful woman, Amanda, and deep down I think, like most married men, I kind of think its hot to see my wife act naughty, and sexual." Brent paused, exhaling, "To see you interacting with Darius, and then learning that he was - so well hung. I think it spawned some perverted fantasies for me. Hell, even last night, I woke up and part of me hoped you snuck out of bed and went across the hall to fuck him."
Amanda gasped, covering her mouth. Despite her conflicted feelings over her husband's admission, her panties were beginning to dampen.
She wouldn't allow him to let her off the hook that easily, though, her morals remained in tact, "I still shouldn't have done it with your permission." She blushed, remembering that he had technically given it to her during some of their more inflamed sessions of teasing.
"You kind of had it." Brent smiled, thinking of those same moments in bed together. He continued, "So I'm partially to blame." Brent smiled for the first time in what felt like weeks.
"I love you Brent." She kissed him.
"I love you too, Amanda."
Two more weeks passed, and Brent had to fly back to California to sort a couple things out for the business.
"Do you want me to come with you?" Amanda offered, worrying that her husband might fear the worst during his trip.
"No babe, it'll only be a couple days. I'll be back before you know it."
When Amanda was dropping Brent off at the airport, he leaned in for a kiss goodbye. Upon doing so, he dropped a bomb on his wife.
"You can have some fun with Darius while I'm gone. If you want."
Amanda's eyes darted open in surprise. "A-Are you sure?" Hearing her husband offer such a naughty prospect, it excited her to no end. Truth be told, Amanda couldn't stop thinking about her night with Darius. She had been purposefully avoiding him since that evening, for fear she may succumb to his advances once again.
"I'm sure. The only rule I have is that you tell me what happens, and that you're-" Brent paused, hinting at birth control. "You're safe."
Amanda blushed. "Should I get back on the pill?"
Brent and Amanda hadn't been trying for children, but at the same time they hadn't been not trying either. It was a bizarre idea for both of them, the concept that she would get back on protection because another man would be fucking her. Bizarre, but deeply exciting.
"Maybe for a little while." Brent offered, not quite believing his own words.
"We'll see." Amanda offered, not quite believing the conversation either. Still, she kissed her husband deeply, insanely aroused by his naughty approval.
Three hours later Amanda was on her back, in her marital bed. Darius's huge unprotected cock was pumping in and out of her pussy, already having ripped several orgasms from her married sex.
They were coated in sweat, Amanda's pussy soaking wet as he plunged his thick black cock in and out of her. She clawed into his muscled back, pink fingernail polish reflecting the candlelight in the bedroom. Darius's large black balls were smacking into her plump white rear. Amanda was once again delirious with the pleasure this man was giving her, screaming loudly.
"Ohh! Ohh! Ohh my god!! Fuck meee!"



Darius couldn't believe his luck. Part of him was worried he'd never see Amanda again, that the married couple would pick up and move after their dalliance from weeks previous. When she showed up at his front door earlier in the evening, all she said was, "I want you to come over and fuck me."
"What about your husband?" Darius had to reply.
"He's out of town, and he's okay with it."
He looked down at her large tits bouncing sexily across her frame, and then he leaned down to kiss her, their tongues twirling in a sort of lust that could not be feigned. Her married pussy clung to his thick black member, massaging it in such deeply perverse pleasure. Darius was thrilled that Brent was deciding to embrace his role as a cuckold, and he smiled as his ego soared at the reality of fucking this beautiful married woman.
"You like the way I fuck you don't you Sugar." Darius teased, finally on the verge of cumming himself.
Amanda clawed even harder into his back as she felt another orgasm brewing. "I love the way you fuck me! No one has ever fucked me like you!"
Darius grunted, once again feeling an indescribable pleasure begin to explode from his recoiling testicles. His shaft engorged, and he screamed. "Fuck! That married pussy is making me nut!"
Amanda joined him in pleasure chorus, her own orgasm exploding across her body, and causing her to convulse. "Cum in meee!!"
They bucked hard, two bodies melting into one as black manhood and white womanhood conjoined in orgasmic release. Eventually their bucking subsided, and the lay intertwined in each others arms, breathing heavily.
"He's gone for two days?" Darius asked.
Amanda could only nod, still catching her breath.
"Good. I'm gonna call into work tomorrow. I'm taking the day off."
Amanda looked down at his onyx tube, the large black cock that brought her so much pleasure, now coated in a sheen of her womanly cream. She shuddered, impossibly excited to spend the day with Darius.
They were naked from sunup to sundown, and Amanda couldn't help but feel a pang of guilt that she had never experienced that sort of sexual romp in all her years with her husband.
'If Brent could fuck me like Darius, maybe we would have.' She thought, gripping into the chiseled black chest of her neighbor, riding his manly cock to completion for the seventh time today.
Brent had actually called her earlier in the afternoon, which resulted in the most sexual conversation the married couple had ever experienced.
"He's here right now." Amanda spoke sultrily, responding to her husband's rapid fire questions. She was currently laying naked with Darius, on their marital bed.
"In our room?" Brent replied, breathless in disbelief. He fell instinctively onto his hotel bed, sitting in aroused confusion.
"Yea. He can hear our conversation." Amanda replied, biting her lip in naughty arousal.
"What up Brent!" Darius boomed, his involvement in their game now adding another perverse layer to an already taboo dynamic.
"I'm rubbing his cock, Brent. My hand doesn't even fit around it." Amanda pumped his dark member, consistently fascinated by its hulking size, masculine presence. She watched intently as his large balls gently rose and fell to her stroke. She bit her lip, so impossibly aroused by Darius's manhood.
Brent's mouth was dry, lump in his throat heavy. He couldn't believe their marriage had arrived at such an insane place, and further, he couldn't believe how much he loved it. "He's really that much bigger than me?" Brent asked, the question loaded.
"Oh god honey. Yes." Was Amanda's breathless reply.
Darius smiled, leaning up and position himself to align his cock at Amanda's pussy. "Not to worry Brent. I'm showing your wife a good time." He leaned down into the phone as he said it, teasing the husband.
Amanda's face was beet red, but she absolutely loved this unbelievable, naughty conversation. She spread her legs slowly as she felt his manhood enter her, biting her lip in a whine to her husband, "Oh my god baby, he's putting it inside me again!"
Brent was stroking himself like a man possessed as he listened to the impossible scenario play out over the phone. This was perverted, delicious, madness.
"Baby! Oh god it feels so good! He stretches me out!" Brent listened on as he heard the commotion of their bed shaking, the unmistakable sounds of bodies slapping together in lust. Darius grunted as he plunged into Amanda's pussy, growing addicted to her tightness.
"Get off that phone. I'm gonna make you cum." Darius spoke loud enough so that Brent could hear him.
Amanda moaned, "Ohh! Fuckkk! Baby I love you, but I gotta go! Darius is fucking meee-"
Suddenly silence for Brent, the call now ended. He pumped his dick furiously, and within moments he came, spurting onto the hotel room floor.
Brent flew back the following day, and couldn't help but be stunned by how in love with Amanda he had become. He had always loved his wife, to be sure, but lately something was heightened, charged, about her. It was something about the way she was willing to be so uninhibited, so willingly taboo. It excited Brent beyond words, and further - made him somehow proud.
Next Saturday afternoon, Amanda had returned to the apartment after one of her runs. Brent was sitting down in the living room as Amanda sprawled out on the couch opposite him. He couldn't help but notice her plump rear as it jiggled in her lycra shorts.
Amanda groaned, "I think I pulled a hammy." She reached behind her, groping at her upper thigh.
"Well you've been running hard almost every day, maybe you need a break." Brent offered, smiling. He could tell the injury wasn't serious.
"I need a massage, is what I need." Amanda retorted, smiling.
Brent closed the laptop screen, and stood, walking over to his wife. He sat down next to her and began rubbing up her thigh.
Amanda interjected, "Thank you baby, but I was actually hoping for a more professional massage." She leaned back at him, thumb nail in her mouth, biting it in teasing fashion.
"Do you want me to go ask him?" Brent heard himself say, becoming both nervous and excited by the prospect.
"Could you? I don't want to move." Amanda replied, thankful and aroused. There was something naughty about asking her husband to go call upon her hung lover, for a rub down.
Minutes later Brent found himself knocking at the door of the man who was fucking his wife.
"Hey Brent." Darius smiled, surprised to see him.
Brent somehow retained confidence around Darius. He had grown to realize he wasn't humiliated by his place as a cuckold, if anything he took a strange sort of pride in being so progressive about his wife's satisfaction. "Hey man. Amanda pulled a hammy running a minute ago, she was looking for a massage. You busy?"
Darius was intrigued to see Brent at the helm of the invitation. Nonetheless, he willingly accepted, excited by an opportunity to cuckold the husband in person. Darius was a natural alpha male in the bedroom, and he learned more and more that the conquest excited him.
He accepted the invitation, "I'm free. Let me grab my kit."
Amanda was moaning softly as Darius moved his large black hands up and down her upper thighs. Brent was seated across from them, desperately trying to distract himself with his computer, but failing.
"That feels nice." Amanda hissed, smiling.
"Thank you Sugar." Darius replied.
Darius continued to massage up and down her thick white thigh, glancing his fingers against her lycra shorts and ass cheeks whenever he did. Amanda glanced back at him. "Why don't you take those off, so you have more room to work?" She bit her lip sexily, glancing over at Brent to gauge his reaction. She had the intention of fucking Darius from before she left for her run, and was excited to involve Brent.
Brent heard the impossibly arousing request, but pretended to be caught up with the numbers on his monitor.
Amanda wouldn't let him off the hook that easily, however. She wanted her husband to see what Darius had been doing to her. It wasn't an intention to humiliate him, she had no desire to do that. She simply thought it would arouse him even further, to offer him a role in his cuckolding.
"Is that okay baby?" Amanda asked her husband.
Brent's eyes widened, but he was steadfast in his reply, "Is what okay?"
"If Darius takes off my shorts, so he can rub my butt a little?" She smiled sexily in her husband's direction.
Brent cleared his throat, arousal levels skyrocketing in his perverted mind. "Yeah, that's okay."
Darius smiled, in tune with the game Amanda was playing. He immediately peeled the lycra shorts down Amanda's lily white ass. The plumpness of her cheeks came into view, and Darius noticed that she wasn't wearing any panties. It caused his heavy cock to begin to stir.
Darius continued his rub down, now proceeding up her ass, squeezing her cheeks in delight. It caused more moans of pleasure from the wife. "Mmm. Keep doing that."
Minutes passed, and Amanda decided to roll over, pulling her running shirt off in the process. Only her tight fitting sports bra remained, her busty tits bursting beneath the elastic fabric.
She wanted to get naked for Darius, and her husband. She looked towards Brent, asking again, "Baby. I'm going to take off my bra. Is that okay?"
Brent glanced over, and nearly gasped when he realized that his wife wasn't wearing any panties. She was simply laying naked on the couch for Darius's feasting eyes.
She arched her head back at her husband, making erotic eye contact with him. "Is it?"
Brent cleared his throat, unbelievably aroused, pangs of jealousy and embarrassment bouncing against his psyche. He could only nod, and watched in horror as Amanda peeled her bra off. Her large milky tits spilled out and jiggled sexily in their taboo freedom.
Darius immediately began caressing their weight, gently tickling her pale nipples as he fondled Brent's wife's big tits right in front of him.
"Do all your clients get naked for you?" Amanda asked, teasingly.
"Just you Sugar." Darius couldn't help himself, and leaned down to kiss her. Amanda's delicate hand instinctively reached for the massive tent in Darius's basketball shorts. Brent watched in aroused horror as her tiny fingers encircled his concealed length, as her lips smashed against his.
They kissed again. "I want you to take me into my bedroom and fuck me." Amanda's words were breathless, and Brent's world was now closing in around him. His vision was laser focused on the impossible, lust filled groping session occurring in front of him. All the teasing, all the imagination, was nothing compared to the intensity of the real thing.
"Is that okay baby?" Amanda asked again, this time the stakes deliriously high.
"Is what okay?" Brent croaked, it was a useless effort to delay the inevitable.
Amanda repeated, lustfully, "Is it okay if Darius takes me into our bedroom and fucks me?"
Brent's mind was sent reeling. He couldn't believe this was reality, and still, "Yes." He heard himself say.
They stood, Amanda smiling wickedly, pulling Darius around the corner and into their bedroom. Brent remained seated, unable to process what was happening. A minute went by, and then another, and then suddenly his wife's voice sent a chill up his spine.
"Put it in me." It was a hushed comment, but it was as loud as a mountaintop scream to Brent.
Brent's mouth went dry, but his slacks rose in impossible arousal. He heard the commotion of bodies on their bed, the faint squeaks of the sturdy frame. His wife was being fucked!
She tried to curtail her passion, but it inevitably grew, quickly. Her moans graduated from muffled squeals into delirious moans in less than a minute. Brent's mouth was dry as he listened to the love of his life scream in satisfaction. "Its so big! Fuck me!! Fuck me with that big cock!" Oh goddd!!" The sounds of their bodies slapping together in lust accompanied her impassioned groans.
"Jesus." Brent whispered to himself.
Amanda was delirious in lust over the reality of getting stuffed by their stud neighbor, her husband listening from outside the doorway. Months of teasing and acceptance. Now Brent would bear witness to the true nature of his cuckolding.
Brent managed to stand, finally, driven by an instinctual need to see the erotic act of human nature occurring in his bedroom. He walked slowly, unable to comprehend how loud his wife was being, her throes of passion unlike anything he had heard before.
"Yes!! Yes!! Ohh Goddd!! Darius!! Stuff me babyyy! Stuff my tight pussy with your big cockkk!!" Amanda was inflamed with taboo passion, her dirty talk elevating to a realm near that of fiction. She wanted her husband to witness her pleasure, and for that honest acceptance to excite him as well.
Brent grabbed onto the door frame, their sexual explosion growing louder as he approached. When he finally looked into his bedroom, he nearly collapsed.
To see another man, on his bed, pistoning an incomprehensibly large cock into his wife. He would never forget it.
To Brent, initially, he was hit by a strong wave of embarrassment. How could he allow such an unspeakable act to occur under his roof? His wife was being fucked by another man for gods sake! What the fuck was going on?! He quickly composed himself, desperate to remain calm. Suddenly an even more potent wave of eroticism and arousal hit him. It was indescribable in its intensity, in its harrowing visual reality. Amanda's plump ass was smushed into their bed cushion, and mere inches above that was a collision of life altering magnitude. Brent's eyes widened as he bore witness to his wife's stretched pussy, clinging perversely to Darius's thick black shaft as it plunged forcefully in and out of her. He couldn't fathom how easily she was taking his size, his dark width coated in an intoxicating cream of Amanda's wetness. The sound of their mating was surreal, soaked and primal and inflamed. Every time Darius would pull out and thrust into her she would moan in delight, and the squishing sound of her womanhood desperately accepting his black cock would be burnt into Brent's mind forever. They had only been fucking for minutes, but Brent realized he had never seen her so wet, so willing.
Immediately beneath the collision of their sexes, Darius's large balls slapped erotically against Amanda's rear with every stroke, absurdly concealing and revealing her delicate asshole with every thrust. Her gorgeous legs wrapped above his behind, latching onto his lower back. Brent was aroused even by her feminine feet, pink nail polish on her toes as they curled in response to the pleasure she was receiving. Further atop the the sight of their love making, his stomach roiled upon noticing her wedding ring, as her hands clawed into his black muscular back.
"Fuck mee!! Fuck mee!! Fuck meee!!" The flopping noise was perverse, haunting, taunting. Brent's dick was the hardest it had ever been, and he instinctively unzipped, exposing himself whilst still standing in the doorway to his own bedroom.
It was a bombardment of emotions. Humiliation, fear, excitement, pride, wonder, jealousy, sadness, happiness, satisfaction. Striking deeper than any of those, however, was arousal.
Brent was truly and deeply aroused by the sight of his wife writhing beneath the pleasure that Darius was giving her. Why should he hate himself for it? Probably less than one percent of men were as endowed as Darius. Somehow, against every component of social programming, Brent was thrilled that his wife was on the receiving end of porn star endowment. It was true that men loved to see their wives acting naughty, and this was the ultimate in acting naughty.
Amanda, through her throes of lust, somehow noticed that her husband was now watching from the doorway, and it only served to enhance her pleasure and arousal. She couldn't believe the man she married, the love of her life, was watching this hung stud pump her full of his huge black cock. It was the naughtiest possible reality, and she wanted to draw Brent's attention to the sight of it.
She moaned between Darius's masculine thrusts, "Do you like watching baby?"
Brent noticed her glazed eyes of lust, staring back at him. He could only nod at his sexual goddess of a wife.
"You see how big his cock is? I told you it was huge." Amanda drew Brent's attention back to the extramarital collision of black cock and white pussy. His manhood really was massive, girth impossibly wide, blackness driving deep into his wife's sex. The lips of her womanhood were stretched so sexually, as her wetness clung to his organ in complete need.
Brent found his voice through his trance, wanting some kind of verbal communication with the love of his life. "Are you having fun baby? Do you like it?" He asked, now stroking his dick in ultimate acceptance.
Amanda moaned, "Oh god! Fuck yes baby! He's fucking me so good!" Brent still couldn't believe how inflamed his wife's words were, it was almost as if she had become an entirely new woman in her lewdness.
Darius began to pick up his speed, him too, savoring in his role as alpha male in the bedroom. It was intoxicating for him, to take this married woman to such sexual heights while her lesser equipped husband watched in envious wonder. He whispered into Amanda's ear, "Brent can't fuck you like this."
Amanda groaned in response to the deeply taboo honesty of Darius's dirty talk. She whispered back, kissing his neck "No. He can't."
"Say it. Say it Sugar." Darius was pumping away with a primal need to hear her admission.
Amanda groaned deeper, giving in to his request. She whined, sultrily, tauntingly, loud enough so that Brent could hear, "Oh goddd Darius! Your big cock fucks me so much better than my husband's!"
Brent's mouth hung agape, somehow deeply aroused by his wife's cutting admission.
The flopping noise of their mating sexes then increased further, as did the pitch of Amanda's moans. "Ohh! Ohhh! Ohhh! Ohhh! Yes!! Do me with your big cock!!"
Brent's eyes with transfixed on the taboo interracial sex occurring in his marital bed, and he knew an orgasm was close for all three of them.
Amanda prodded her husband further, giving in to her impeding release, "Oh god baby! He's stretching me out! Look at his big cock stretch my pussy!!"
Darius began to grunt, and he too could feel a deep orgasm on the verge of exploding.
"Fuck me Darius! Fuck me with your manly cock!!" Amanda implored.
"It's coming Sugar." Darius groaned, arching his back just moments from ejaculation. "I'm gonna cum in that married pussy!" He roared, and Brent watched in aroused horror as Darius's massive black balls ascended tight to the underside of his engorged shaft, pulsating as it delivered a payload of seed deep into Brent's wife's wanting pussy.
"Fuckk!! Meee!! Yesss!! Goddd!! Take me! Take me! Take me! Take meee!!" Amanda's voice was harrowing as her own orgasm exploded along with Darius's cock. She clawed into his strong back, eyes rolling back into her head as her husband watched her cum for another man. Brent squirted his own ejaculate uselessly onto the bedroom floor as he watched Darius's cock continue to contract and pulse, launching rope after rope of cum deep into Amanda's womb. The irony of where each man finished was not lost on Brent, and somehow it was yet another layer of perverted arousal for the husband.
Seconds went by, and silence filled the room. The three of them were breathing heavily as the cloud of lust slowly dissipated. Brent watched in awe as Darius slowly pulled his cock out of Amanda. It's black length was inflamed, and soaking in Amanda's cum. His heavy organ escaped her pussy with a perverse plopping sound, exposing a stretched opening. Brent couldn't believe his eyes. Darius's cum was smeared across his wife's still pulsating womanhood, a stark reminder of how thoroughly Brent was just cuckolded.



Brent realized, in that moment, that he would never be able to satisfy his wife on such a deep sexual level.
He smiled in melancholy, somehow thankful that Amanda was able to get it elsewhere.
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It all started in High School, I suppose. It was then that I learned I wasn't like most of the other boys.
My growth spurt hit me early, and puberty proved profoundly beneficial. I shot up to well over six feet as a young teenager, and that helped propel me into varsity basketball even as a freshman.
My height wasn't the only blessing puberty bestowed on me. As you might guess, I enlarged horizontally as well.
Truth be told, my penis grew so exceptionally that it scared me. After all, I was technically still a kid. It was worrying enough that I remember desperately showing the "condition" to my mom. I needed to know that I was okay, that I was normal.
"Honey, that thing is a blessing from God." She said, laughing.
I soon learned her meaning, both from the positive rumors and giggling girls at school, and from the envious and fascinated stares from the other kids in my gym class.
My newly grown manhood quickly became a never ending source for my blossoming confidence . That confidence eventually turned sexual, and opened the door to a rather adventurous college experience, where I enjoyed countless women. It was actually during my time away at university that I first learned what it meant to be a "Bull". My roommate at the time was a bookworm, not involved in athletics and with a physique to match his interests. The communal dorm showers didn't do him any favors in my mind. He was plain looking and with small, beta male endowment. Somehow though, he had landed a very attractive girlfriend. Allie seemed rather conservative by nature, but was always very flirtatious with me. One drunken evening she slipped into my top bunk, insisting that she had always wanted to have sex with a black guy. She also insisted that Joey, asleep below, would let me have sex with her if I wanted. I took it in stride, and confidently fucked her. Allie screamed, moaned, and came in pleasure. Joey obviously awoke from his slumber, but he wasn't mad. I still remember his wide-eyed expression and his small dick tenting his boxers as he watched me fuck his girlfriend for the first time. Allie clawed into me, complimenting my muscles and my dick, cumming hard multiple times in front of her boyfriend. It continued like that for a semester. I would fuck Allie almost daily, usually while Joey was at class, but sometimes even while he was in the room. I was perhaps too young to appreciate the human dynamics at play, chalking it up to a wild college experience. However looking back now there were clear alpha and beta male roles at play, and from that point on I always considered men with small penises to be naturally weak, at least as it related to sex.
Throughout college, and even into my adult life, I never had much in the way of a steady girlfriend. I had grown addicted to the experience. The deeply impressed look on a woman's face when she saw me for the first time, the reactions she would yield when she felt me inside her for the first time. I never grew tired of those moments, and as such I never had any interest in settling down. Even now, in my mid thirties, I was still addicted to the conquest. Little did I know, that addiction would grow even stronger when I began to embrace my role as a Bull.
I played basketball through most of college, and even though I was good at it, I was never quite talented enough to consider the NBA a realistic option. I learned to love coaching, and ended up as a high school basketball coach for an excellent national program, based at a local private school. My efforts were responsible for many kids being recruited to Division 1 schools, where some eventually even turned professional. Further to my basketball based career, I stayed physically active, and played in a recreational adult league at my local gym.
That's where I met Jim and Francine.
Jim was a local accountant, not extremely wealthy, but I couldn't help but lust over his brand new 7 Series. He was a rather unassuming guy, physically. He was white, and stood at about 5'-8" with a slightly pudgy build. Even though he had a relatively average physical nature, he was a pretty good ball player. He could thread passes between defenders legs, no look behind his back, and his hustle was second to none. I was glad to have him on my team.
The two of us got along well, and were rather friendly at the gym. We even grabbed a couple beers at a local bar on occasion, when his wife would permit it.
The BWM wasn't the only thing of Jim's that I lusted over. Francine was a gorgeous brunette, curvaceous but also tight in all the places a woman should be. Her tits were large, and her ass - exceptionally plump. She stood at roughly 5'-6", and her sultry dark eyes and attractive lips helped frame a gorgeously feminine face. Despite finding her immensely attractive, and despite my storied history with women, I didn't pursue a sexual relationship with her out of a begrudging respect for Jim.
Still, Francine made it easy for thoughts to wander. It was clear the woman liked to flirt, at least with me. I could see the attraction in her eyes there in her lingering stares, her blushing smiles. She seemed to enjoy my company. That's not to say she would have been unfaithful to Jim, though. If anything the two of them seemed to have a stronger relationship than most married couples I knew. They joked and teased one another like newlyweds, despite being together for many years. I could simply tell that, on a purely physical level, Francine was buying what I was selling. Still, I figured the relationship would never be more than anything other than a flirtatious one, and Jim would simply remain a gym buddy.
Things started to change, however, one day after a game. I was in the showers, cleaning up in an effort to get home. Jim rarely hit the locker room after our games, as I understood it he would normally drive home to shower. This day, however, I was cleaning up, as I normally would, when suddenly his surprised voice caught my ear.
"Jesus Mark. I thought George W was supposed to have gotten rid of all the weapons of mass destruction."
I glanced down and to my right, opening my eyes after rubbing the soap from my face. I saw him, turning away from his previous glance at what was no doubt my penis. At this point in my life, I was well used to gawkers of all shapes and sizes, even friends. When you're as hung as me, it becomes a novelty in non-sexual situations.
I chuckled in response, "Good one Jim."
One comment begets another, and I couldn't help but glance down at Jim's package. It was small, unimpressive, so I decided not to add anything as it related to him. I couldn't help but consider the start contrast in sexual endowment between him and his wife. Francine was curvaceous, with large sexual assets and an extremely feminine aura. There was no way she could have lusted over the small appendage attached to her husbands groin, it was utterly boyish.
To my surprise, Jim replied within my very train of thought, "Can't even imagine what Francine would do with that thing."
I smirked, amused by his willingness to bring his wife into the conversation while naked, and in the presence of my much larger package. I replied. "She'd probably have a ball with it. Most women do." I laughed.
I immediately wondered how he'd react to the comment, after all, this was his wife that I was talking about. I was thankful to hear him chuckle. He replied, "No wonder you're single, packing all that heat it must be a cake walk to close the deal."
"I enjoy my freedom." Was my blunt and honest reply.
"Lucky bastard." Jim added, chuckling. He shut off his shower valve, the squeaking noise echoing through the locker room.
"Well, that's enough cock talk for one day. I guess I'll catch you next week man."
"See you Jim." I replied, thankful to have some privacy.
The week passed uneventfully and after the following game Jim and I were once again chatting in the locker room, this time in celebratory fashion. We had clinched a playoff spot for the fifth season in a row.
"Hey man." He suddenly offered in between the game discussion, "You know how Francine usually trains during our games?" He scratched his head, seemingly nervously.
I nodded, well aware of their combined gym routine. "Yeah, what about it?" I replied.
"She's been hounding me to help her get into a regiment, give her a weight lifting program. I figured, as a coach, you'd have some tips. You think you'd mind spending some time with her in the weight room?"
His request was a curious one, especially coming on the heels of our shower encounter last week. My mind couldn't help but wander to the perverse but unlikely thought that Jim might have a cuckolds leanings. "You don't think you could give her some light cycle stuff?" I replied, in an effort to gauge his intent. I wasn't trying to dissuade him, though. I was happy to spend some time with Francine.
He replied, "I guess I could, but when I mentioned the prospect of you helping, she seemed more receptive. She always prefers a professional when it's an option."
I nodded, still curious, "No problem. I'll try to keep it inconspicuous so gym management doesn't think I'm trying to encroach on their instructors."
"Good call." Jim replied, "And thanks."
"When do you think, like an hour before the game next week?" I asked.
He nodded, "That sounds good." Continuing, "One last thing though. Maybe keep that weapon of yours away from my wife." The comment was in jest, a dumb smile on his face as he made it.
"No promises." I replied, enjoying the joke, and my natural inclination to exert my control over any situation related to my endowment.
He laughed, loudly. "Oh man. I hope I'm not in trouble."
I had rarely seen a man so amused by joking about the prospect of his wife falling victim to my size. Maybe my considerations weren't unfounded.
Francine was smiling when I arrived in the weight room the following week. Her appearance caught me off guard. To be honest, she looked extremely attractive.
Her brunette hair flowed down to her shoulders, and her ample bosom was bursting beneath a black sports bra. I noticed that she was wearing more make-up than she normally did at the gym, though it was tastefully applied. Her big ass was popping in matching yoga pants, and a pleasant lilac smell hit my nostrils as I approached in greeting.
"Hey trainer." She smiled.
I put my finger up to my lips in a mock effort to shush her. "Don't say that too loud, I don't want to get in trouble with the actual trainers."
She giggled, already blushing, "Oh, okay. Sorry Mark."
I noticed her size me up with her eyes, as she always did. Though this time her stare lingered on my crotch longer than usual. It was always a good feeling to have an attractive woman appreciate my physique.
"Jim?" Was my one word question.
"He'll be here in time for the game." She replied. "I made him do a few chores before he left the house."
I nodded, and we got to work.
Francine proved to be a surprisingly good student, immediately applying any techniques I gave her. I was admittedly finding it hard to keep my eyes off her curves, and my fingers off her body as I helped her with her form. She would smile at me, "Like that?" And I would nod in approval. Truth be told, I begun to feel a strong electricity as our bodies maintained such an intimate proximity, and I could tell she felt it as well. She continued gaze up at me, seeking validation on her exercise, always blushing at my compliments. The entire session was strangely intoxicating, and I had to continually remind myself that the sexy woman in front of me was off limits.
The sexual tension only continued to build.
We soon moved to the bench press, and Francine immediately commenced with the sets I had given her. She was repping the bar on her fourth when I noticed her pace begin to slow. I glanced down from my spotters position to see her wide eyed and locked on something above her. It only took me a moment to realize that she was staring up my legs. I wore loose fitting gym shorts, and my large manhood swayed over eight inches long at flaccidity. My initial reaction, to be honest, was one of excitement. I loved it when women noticed me. My alpha mentality took control, and I positioned my right leg to give her a better view. My heavy balls and hanging cock were a mere foot above her head, and she continued to shamelessly stare at them.
Our eyes met for a moment, and I was surprised by her brazen words. "Jesus Mark. My husband told me you were big, but that thing is unbelievable."
Her compliment caused an intense arousal from deep within me.
"Careful Francine. If you keep staring at my cock like that you may cause me to pitch a tent."
I noticed a her skin turning flush, an embarrassed smile break out on her face. "I'm pretty sure if those shorts tented they would be big enough to camp under." The smile turned sexy as she continued to rep the bar.
I chuckled at her wit. "Jim is going to be mad. He told me to keep it out of your sight."
She replied, "He was probably just joking, he wouldn't want to deny me such lovely scenery."
I felt the beginnings of an erection, and let her continue to lustfully stare at my manhood as it grew in front of her eyes.
"How was it?" Jim asked me, during one of the timeouts.
I replied honestly, breathing heavily from the previous fast break. "Good. Francine is a quick learner. I was impressed."
He nodded, smiling. "Thanks for the help. Same time next week?"
"Sounds good to me." I replied, curiosity still growing as it related to this entire situation. My interest was further spurred by my equally growing attraction to Jim's wife. I decided to press him.
"Gotta admit Jim. Francine caught a glance at my package while I was spotting her on the bench. Kind of funny considering the joke you made, but I figured I'd own up to it. My fault for wearing loose fitting shorts."
I noticed embarrassment break out on Jim's face, followed by a chuckle. "I had a feeling that might happen. I guess I should be lucky she's still in one piece."
I laughed, and started to seriously consider the prospect that Jim might actually want my flirtation with his wife to move further. He didn't seem the least bit upset over my admission. If anything, he appeared to be excited.
The following week was uneventful as well, save for the text I received from Francine, 'Looking forward to our session!'
Absurdly, I felt excitement over the prospect of seeing her again. As usual she looked gorgeous in a similar workout outfit, smiling widely upon my arrival. This time we were even more flirtatious. I couldn't help but notice the electricity as my large hands ran up and down her back, or across her thighs, as I moved her into various positions.
"Do you like watching me squat?" She suddenly asked, catching me in a trance as I stared at her incredible ass stretching upwards and downwards. I looked up to see her staring at me in the mirror, a devilish smile on her face. She knew I was caught.
"Definitely. You have an incredible ass." Was my honest reply. I was a man, not a child, and I wasn't ashamed to appreciate her figure, even if she was married.
She continued her teasing stare, before adding, "Are we going to do any bench exercises today?" A smile flashed across her lips as she said it, and I immediately knew what she wanted.
There was no sense in playing games, as soon as Francine grabbed the bar, she made an obvious effort to look up at my package.
She smiled, "That's the big inspiration I needed for the work out."
I loved this woman's free flowing wit, but also started to worry things were getting out of hand. At the same time, however, part of me seemed to think Jim was the puppet master in this flirtation. It was strange, and hard to explain, but somehow I just knew it.
"So Jim mentioned that I was large, huh?" I asked, suddenly remembering her admission from last week.
Her reply caught me off guard. "Yeah. He was bragging about you, teasing me that I wouldn't know what to do with something that big."
I chuckled, still amused by how dangerously forthcoming Jim was willing to be. I decided to probe to discover any potential intent. "I love Jim, but I'm surprised he would joke about that. Most men are very defensive with their women, once they learn of my situation."
Francine shrugged, slowly repping the bar as she glanced back and forth between me and my swaying manhood. "Who said he was joking?"
Her eyes began to shine with arousal, and her cheeks showed blush. She added, "To be completely honest Mark, Jim and I were both virgins before we got married, and lately we've been sort of playing with the idea of turning Jim into a cuckold." She paused, perhaps thinking I wouldn't understand what that meant. She added, blushing, "It's like very naughty role play, and involves Jim letting me have sex with another man."
My eyes widened at the admission, and suddenly the last few weeks all made sense. I fucking knew it. I smiled at her, and replied, "I know what cuckolding is Francine. In college I used to have sex with my roommates girlfriend all the time." I smiled down at her, and felt another stirring. My ego was soaring at the prospect of taking my relationship with Francine to a sexual level.
She blushed deeper, eyes going wide, "Oh wow. So you've actually been a Bull before? I had a feeling you might have. I told Jim you certainly look that part!"
I chuckled, "I wasn't aware of the terminology back in college, but yes, I suppose I have."
She smiled, and continued, "To be honest, we've been talking about it for years. It's just been hard to take that crazy step from fantasy to reality, hard to find the right guy."
I was growing intoxicated by this conversation. My endowment had taken me to places that most men could only dream of, and I was realizing it may soon be taking me to another.
"What are the prerequisites for the right guy?" I asked, smiling at her. She seemed very forthcoming and very excited.
"Someone discreet, and trustworthy. That's the most important part. Someone respectful." She paused, smiling, "Someone muscular, and handsome, and-" She nodded up to my crotch, "Someone hung."
"I think I know a guy." I jokingly replied, although my humor mostly served to mask my growing arousal. If Jim and Francine wanted me for this cause, I was very willing, and equally able.
She giggled, showing signs of arousal amidst her excitement, "Truth be told, your name has come up in discussion, especially after Jim caught a glance at your - situation."
She laughed, and I smiled in reply, "I'm flattered."
Before I could continue, a voice interrupted us. "Francine!" Jim's voice was distant, but snapped the reality back into both of us. Francine sat up on the bench, nearly smacking her head into the bar as she did.
"We're around the corner baby." Francine shouted, trying to compose herself in the process.
Jim strode around the corner, already in his basketball uniform. "Hows the workout going?" He offered with a goofy smile.
Francine blushed, "Good. Mark has been really helpful."
"Told you this guy knows what he's doing." Jim replied, reaching up to pat me on the shoulder. He then added, looking at both of us, "You two look nervous, did I interrupt something?"
Francine blushed, gently grabbing her husbands hand, "I was actually just talking to Mark about our little problem."
"What problem?" Jim replied.
Francine fidgeted, nervously, "You know baby. Our Bull problem."
Jim's eyes shot open in disbelief, and his own look of deep embarrassment appeared on his face. "Oh wow. So it's finally out in the open." He appeared suddenly uncomfortable.
She moved closer to him, "Well, you've been teasing me about it. Daring me to mention it to Mark."



Jim chuckled, face red, "You're right babe, I just - didn't think you actually would." He shook his head in disbelief, adding, "Well, I guess Mark thinks I'm a deviant now."
I immediately felt the need to jump in, "Not at all man. I mean, I'm surprised, but I've always thought you two had a good marriage. I'm not here to judge anyone. Besides, like I told Francine." I looked around to make sure no one was listening to this risque conversation, continuing, "I'm familiar with being a Bull. I've done this sort of thing before."
Jim's eyes bulged, clearly surprised by my admission. I could see his mind beginning to race.
I added, "As I'm sure you've guessed Jim, I've had my fair share of sexual adventures. No reason to not act mature about them." I threw caution to the wind, continuing, "Besides, there's infinitely weirder shit out there then wanting your wife to have sex with another guy. In the grand scheme of things, it's pretty vanilla."
I could tell my comment resonated with them, a look of ease now breaking through on both their faces. I couldn't believe this conversation was actually happening.
Jim looked at Francine, and then back at me. "Wanna grab a drink after the game, discuss this like adults?"
I smiled, nodding, "Sure."
We found a secluded booth away from the crowd, and immediately ordered a few beers to help lubricate this potentially awkward conversation.
At first our discussion was about non sexual things, the game, the restaurant - but we soon broached the topic at hand.
Jim chuckled, admitting, "It's just nuts to think that we are actually talking about this. Been a bedroom fantasy for Francine and I for a long time, and I know it sounds weird at first. Like, how could a husband want that?"
We talked about the dominant and submissive nature of the act, and how it had been hard for Jim to come to grips with his small penis size - and how this fantasy seemed to stem from that. He admitted that he has recently grown to accept his below average endowment, and that very acceptance has become a serious turn on, knowing that he inexplicably wants Francine pleasured by a man with something larger.
"It's like, why hate myself? It's not something I can control, and there's something ridiculously compelling about accepting that I don't have what it takes to really give it to my wife in that porn star type way."
He looked at a blushing Francine, who replied "That's not true baby."
Jim chuckled, "Please love, look at these tits." He then squeezed her side, causing her to giggle, adding, "And these curves."
Jim sighed, and then looked in my direction, smiling, "I guess that's where you come in, Mark."
I took a swig of my cocktail and looked at Jim with unwavering confidence. "With respect Jim, I would love to have sex with your wife." I smiled at Francine, adding, "If she'd have me."
She blushed, and Jim pressed her, "Well babe. Do you want-?"
I saw her nod, as she interrupted her husband. "Yes. That sounds like a lot of fun."
My cock began to stir beneath the table, and Jim chuckled.
He added, "The only thing I'm worried about is that once you get a ride on his monster, you may cut me off entirely."
Francine gasped, laughed and then smacked her husband on the shoulder, "Don't be ridiculous!"
I felt emboldened by the free spirited nature of the conversation, and decided to push my luck by reaching my hand across the table to engulf Francine's. I added, smiling, "Well. I make no promises on that regard."
Jim's eyes widened, and looked down at my hand caressing his wife's. At first he seemed in shock, and then a smile crept across his face. Francine too, was blushing, and looked in her husbands direction to gauge his reaction.
"See. Why does that fucking turn me on so much?" Jim offered, seemingly happy about the realization, but also flabbergasted by it.
Francine's eyes looked devilish, perhaps inflamed by my touch. She leaned in and kissed her husband, before adding. "Because you want me with another man, you pervert, it's like you've been saying for years."
Jim laughed, shrugging in what looked like resignation. He reached for his wallet, and threw some bills on the table. "Mark, I'm taking my wife home for the night, but we'll be in touch soon."
I nodded, surprised by his spontaneous action, "Alright man. Goodnight."
"Goodnight Mark." Francine added with a smile, and I watched the two of them escape into the night.
Within fifteen minutes of them leaving, I received a text from Jim, "Want to come over for dinner tomorrow?"
I smiled, tapping my reply, "I'd love too."
Their house was lovely, but perhaps a couple rooms too large for just the two of them.
"We want to start a family, eventually." Jim offered between bites of his food. There was definitely an air of excitement about the kitchen, and you could cut through the sexual tension with a knife.
Just when I thought I couldn't be more attracted to Francine, I was able to bear witness to her cooking. The dinner was savory, an incredibly tender roast, complimented by an excellent Pinot, and some impeccably sauteed vegetables.
"This meal is mind blowing Francine. Thank you." I smiled across the table at her. She had donned a house dress, but it form fit her curves perfectly. She had also blown dry her hair, and that lovely lilac scent hit my nostrils in between the delicious aromas of the meal. She gazed at me, arousal in her eyes. There was a very real chemistry that had developed between us, and with every passing moment I wanted to explore it.
Jim seemed to fade into the background of the meal, offering joking comments that would interrupt the lustful stares I shared with his wife. I knew he could sense our developing intensity, and I wondered how he was feeling about the fact that his wife clearly wanted me to take her. The harsh reality is that Francine and I were only thinking about one thing, and that one thing was the impeding sexual experience we would give one another. I was obviously the alpha male in the room, the man with the bigger body, the man with the bigger cock, the man with the more attractive physique, and the man who would be fucking her on this night.
"Well, I'm gonna give you two some privacy. I need to get some work done." Jim's words suddenly interrupted our haze of attraction. Francine's eyes widened upon the realization that her husband would soon be taking his leave.
Jim scooped up his dishes, grabbing Francine's and mine as well. "Need to catch up on some accounts." He motioned his head in the direction of the open door across the kitchen, presumably to his home office. It was all a show, an effort to maintain some sense of decorum. He knew as well as we, where this night would end, with me inside his wife. He had already mentioned that he wasn't sure he could watch the act, and felt better suited to listen from his office. It admittedly turned me on to know I would be fucking this gorgeous married woman with her husband willingly accepting his fate, from within his own home. As harsh as it was to admit, for this evening at least, Jim ceased being my friend, and simply became the cuckold to the woman I would be having sex with.
"Are you sure you want me to keep Mark company baby?" Francine suddenly asked of her husband, confusion, arousal, need all present in her eyes. I noticed they both looked nervous, faces red and breathing heavy.
"Yes baby. I love you." He placed the dishes down into the kitchen sink, and kissed her one last time. He then refilled his wine glass, and walked into his office - closing the door behind him.
"I guess it's just you and me." Francine blushed.
"That works for me baby." I replied, looking directly into her eyes. I was overwhelmed with excitement over the prospect finally getting her naked.
She took a large sip of wine, "Jim already gave you the tour down here, but I was wondering if you wanted to see upstairs."
"I'd love too." I replied, smiling. I noticed that her entire face was flush, and that she continued to breathe heavily. We were going to waste no time, our foreplay having retroactively started weeks prior.
We ascended the stairs, and I couldn't help but stare at her beautiful ass, bouncing beneath the floral fabric of her dress. I slapped it, causing her to startle, and then a giggle escaped her lips.
"This is the den." She waved her hand towards the nook in front of us.
I nodded, and she began to stride down the hall, stopping to point into the master suite. It was elegantly furnished.
"And this is our room."
"Lovely." I replied, taking the opportunity to place my hand on her hip. She quickly placed her palm atop mine, chills then coursing through my body. She took me by the hand, and moved a few more steps down the hall.
I glanced into an open doorway, and noticed another large bed, and some candles lit atop a nightstand.
"This is the guestroom." Her voice cracked, and I knew what it meant. I couldn't help but smile. I could sense this was difficult for her, to venture down what had to be a foreign path of seduction. She was actually quite good at it, and it was clear her confidence was bolstered by her husband's permission.
She walked to the edge of the bed, and then turned and sat - her large breasts bouncing erotically as her rear hit the comforter. "Do you want to spend some time in here?" Her voice cracked again.
I closed the door behind me.
I turned back to her, smiling, and was met by her own wide, delirious smile. "Of course I do."
She spoke softly. "I can't believe I'm doing this." She paused, brushing her lovely hair behind one of her ears as she searched for the right words.
"I can't believe Jim's fantasies have led to this-"
"Just Jim's?" I interrupted.
She smiled, shaking her head, "No. I guess not just Jim's."
"After many years in a marriage, things can get a bit - dull." She smiled in melancholic fashion, and took a sip of her wine before adding, "He's been insisting for years, that I need more."
I took a step closer to her, before asking, "Do you need more, Francine?"
"I- sometimes-" She paused, stuttering while stealing a glance at my crotch, face turning red. "I think most women fantasize about a big man."
I gently grabbed the wine glass from her hand, placing it down next to me. I slowly interlocked my fingers with hers, and then moved her palm down to my trousers, where I motioned her in encouragement to explore my length. I was immediately feeling comfortable in my role. It was like something was awakening in me, all my years of sexual prowess, coming to a head by willingly participating in a married woman's sexual awakening.
Her voice was a hushed whisper, and she licked her lips as her fingers explored me, "God Mark. It's so big."
I loved the sensation of her small hands moving up and down my shaft, currently concealed by the fabric of my khaki's. It had only been a few minutes, but I was already growing addicted to her touch.
I felt supremely confident in that moment. My ego was surging, and I found myself unbuttoning my shirt, top to bottom. Her eyes watched my every move as she leaned back on the bed, using both hands to balance herself. Soon, I tossed the shirt to the side.
One of her hands shot up to explore my abdomen, moving upwards towards my chest. "God. Look at these muscles. You even have a six pack." It was more than obvious that she liked what she saw. I glanced down and noticed her wedding ring sparkling in the candle light as her white hand explored my black torso. I was suddenly kicked into overdrive.
I quickly kicked off my shoes, and my hands moved towards my belt buckle.
I unclasped my belt, and dropped my pants. My heavy cock was already erect, flopping upwards and jutting outwards with presence and weight. Her eyes were wide in deeply aroused fascination.
She covered her face with her hands for a moment. "Wow. I can't believe this is happening."
It wouldn't be the last time she said those words.
I removed her hands from her face, and lifted her to her feet in gentle but commanding fashion.
It was then that we kissed.
The electricity was incomprehensible, almost scary in its power. Her lips were soft, warm, and delicious as we met in lust. Our tongues immediately darted in and out, exploring one another's mouths with inflamed but delicate proficiency.
"Is this really happening?" She asked again, during a moment apart. There was deep excitement in her eyes.
I reached down to the bottom of her dress and began to deftly peel it upwards, and she raised her arms in acceptance. With every consent that Francine provided me, my ego inflamed that much more. I was looking at her now, her impossibly feminine body only concealed by black lace panties and bra. Her eyes widened as my cock touched her for the first time, moving sexily up her tummy so that the underside of my thickness was resting against her belly button. I reached behind her during one of our passionate kisses, and unclasped her bra. Her beautiful breasts spilled out, large and natural. They had minimal sag despite their fullness, and I immediately took them in hand, flickering her pale areolas. Her head arched backwards and a moan escaped her lips.
"I can't believe this is happening." She repeated, looking down in a trance with mouth open in stunned disbelief as my large hands explored her breasts.
I chuckled as I looked upon her beautiful body. "You are beautiful, Francine." She then looked up at me, desire in her eyes. Our lips once again collided in lust.
I grabbed her by her waist, and gently tossed her backwards onto the bed. She laughed as her back hit the cushion, smiling up at me. I couldn't help but notice her incredible tits bouncing erotically with the motion of her body.
I joined her on the bed, watching as she instinctively spread her legs for me. It was always deeply erotic to witness a woman submitting to you, the primal act of opening her legs to her lover. I had seen it hundreds of times throughout my life, but this time it was different, it was somehow - profound.
Francine's soon to be cuckolded husband was waiting downstairs, willingly submitting her to me. My cock stiffened into a diamond, and I knew I was going to give her something she had never experienced before. The sexually dominant side of my personality became very present in the moment, and I heard myself say, "Take your panties off."
Her cheeks flush, but she willingly complied. She sexily lifted her legs, her gorgeous white rump coming into view as she began to slide the lace down her thighs. The candlelight hit her glistening wet mound, plump, trimmed, and beautiful in its captivation. As they slid past her feminine feet she balled them up into her hands and threw them at me.
I caught them, instinctively raising the fabric to my nose to inhale her essence. I noticed another layer of lust hit her eyes as she bit her lip in response.
I quickly tossed her panties to the side, assuming my place on the bed. I laid next to her, caressing her thigh with my hand. We turned our heads, and kissed, lips smacking in passion.
I watched as her delicate hand reached to my manhood. Her small fingers grasped my girth. She had no hope of encircling it.
"Jesus." Her words were hushed.
Slowly she began to pump me, fascination coursing through both of us. She employed her other hand to explore me as well, reaching down to my heavy balls and feeling their weight, delicately massaging them with her feminine fingers.
"I can't believe I'm playing with your cock Mark." She whispered it into my neck, her hot breath sending a chill up my spine.
I leaned in and kissed her as my reply. She looked me in the eyes as she continued to pump my shaft.
"Not used to a cock that big, are you Francine?"
She shook her head, of course she wasn't.
"Do you want me to fuck you?"
She bit her lip, eyes starting to glaze over in a haze of lust. She nodded.
"Say it baby."
She kissed me again. "I want you to fuck me. I need this so bad."
My cock strained in further hardness with her added reply, "Jesus Mark. I need you to fuck me!"
I grabbed her by her waist and lifted her delicate frame into a straddle atop me, her beautiful hair cascaded down into my face, smell of feminine lilac only inflaming my already heightened arousal. My big cock was now nestled into the crack of her plump ass, the warmth of her cheeks driving me insane with lust. Her luscious tits hung down and smashed into my chest.
"Wait." Was her hushed comment.
Suddenly, she leaned across me, which allowed me the room to plant heavy kisses across her nipples. I heard her stifled moans and the shuffling of a nightstand drawer. She returned with a Magnum condom box.
I smiled, "Baby, there's no way I can fit into those."
She frowned, "Jim bought them, in case-" A look of determination then hit her face, and she admitted, "It's okay. I will get a morning after pill tomorrow."
The realization that I would be fucking her completely raw, only served to further enhance my arousal.
I smiled, replying, "Jim doesn't understand large condoms baby. Magnums are for average men who want to feel above average, I can't even fit comfortably into the XL's. There's no way those'll fit."
I grabbed the Magnum box from her hand, and tossed them across the room.
"I can't believe I'm doing this." She echoed, blushing.
I turned her over, laying her down into the bed cushion, and aligning my cock at the entrance to her womanhood.
She giggled, offering, "Jim tried one of those Magnums on and his little guy was swimming in it."
I slapped my thickness down onto her mound, which caused her to scream in shocked delight, "Ohh!"
I chuckled, "Not surprising. I've seen your husband in the showers. He has a little dick." I didn't mean for it to be an insult, I was simply being honest. Still, giving voice to her husbands sexual status as a beta male inherently served to arouse us both.
She bit her lip, blushing. She nodded, spreading her legs wide for me. Her glistening lips pulling apart, exposing her feminine pinkness, lubricated and ready to be taken. She spoke. Her voice was a naughty whine, "I think I'm a cruel woman Mark. Your big cock makes me so wet. It's so much bigger than my husbands, and that really turns me on!"
I chuckled, buying into my role yet further. I replied, "It's not cruel Francine, it's just nature. It's normal for a woman to be aroused by a big cock."
She squealed as I slapped my cock against her clit. I demanded, "Do you want me to fuck you Francine?"
She grabbed my arms, running her fingers across my biceps. Her words were a scathing whisper, her arousal taking control of her. Her body arched in desperation as she rubbed her mound into my engorged head.
She screamed, "I want your big cock inside me!"
The gasp as I entered her was inspiration. She clawed into my arms, and then my shoulders, as my length invaded her for the first time. I knew to move in slowly, her womanhood wasn't used to my size. I would gently thrust an inch, and then retract, allowing her time to stretch and accommodate me. Her gasp became another, and then a moan escaped her lips.
"Ohhh! Wowww! Ohhh myyy!" She abruptly placed her hands on my abdomen, afraid of the potential, but almost as quickly removed them, suddenly ready for more of me. I smiled. I loved this part of the conquest.
She then moved her hands to her face, covering her eyes in disbelief. "Mark! Fuck you are so big!" She gasped again as over half of me was now inside her. "I can't- I can't believe it."
I reached down and clutched her tits, one in each hand, massaging them as I continued to stuff my cock into her married pussy. Once again, the realization that her husband was downstairs, that she was a married woman willingly giving herself to me, spurred my arousal to previously uncharted levels.



I took control, and after a few more thrusts I was completely inside of her. She screamed in delight as she locked her legs around my waist, pulling me into her to kiss me.
Her pussy was a delicious vice on my shaft. "Damn Francine, you feel incredible. You are so fucking tight." I kissed her, our eyes meeting in lust while I was inside her. She moaned, "Mark holy f- You're stretching me outtt!"
I was impressed by how quickly she had accommodated all of me, but like her own husband had admitted, she was built for a bigger man.
I grabbed her waist with control, and truly began fucking her. Her eyes widened and her fingers clawed into my arms. Her moans were intoxicating as the squeaking of the bed echoed through the room. I was fucking her, and by the look on her face, the squirming of her body, and the screams leaving her mouth, I knew it was like she had never experienced before.
"Mark! Mark! Mark! Ohhh! Wowww!! Ohhh my g-g-goddd!"
Our bodies slapped together, my heavy testicles smashing into her plump rear as I stuffed my cock in and out of her. I had found my stride, and I looked down to notice my black shaft lathered in a cream of her essence. She was lubricated, willing, and giving it up for me. The thought of it was erotic beyond words.
"Take it baby." I grunted.
"It feels s-s-o good! Fuck!" She whined.
"You're giving that pussy up for me baby. You're taking this big cock." I spurred her with my taunting.
"Ohh god Markkk! Take meee! Fuck me with your big cock!"
I arched my thrust, and really began to hammer her into submission. Her eyes began to glaze over, and her stare became distant. Her fingers locked into my arms, and her legs around my waist. It was finally happening for her, Francine was experiencing the first powerful orgasm of her entire life.
She grunted, breathlessly gasping incomprehensible words as her body experienced something profound.
"F-f-f-uccckkk!! Wh-what- is-is? Markkk!! I'm c-c-cumminggg!!"
I leaned down and whispered into her ear as the release exploded across her body. "Give it up for me baby. Cum all over me." I kissed her neck, still thrusting her to completion. She was shuddering as she moaned, nearly in seizure as her pussy creamed all over my pistoning organ. It felt incredible, and if I was a lesser man, the contractions within the walls of her pussy may have caused my own release. I remained steadfast, however, and simply continued to plunge into her.
Eventually, she fell still, and I brought my thrusts to a halt. Her eyes were closed, and mild shudders coursed across her body.
"You gave it up for me baby." I whispered in her ear. "I bet you aren't used to that." I chuckled, kissing her glistening neck.
She struggled to find her voice, swallowing to clear her throat, but eventually came her hushed reply, "I didn't know it could be like that."
I grabbed a handful of her breasts, massaging them, and then I stroked my fingers across her stomach - causing goosebumps to appear across her flesh.
"You naughty girl. You came hard for me. Do you want some more?"
"Okay." She replied, eyes still closed, smiling in delight.
I gave her a moment to recover, but soon propped her up on the bed. The same way I had deftly positioned her body during our various workout routines, I now employed the technique to get her onto all fours. It was an incredible sight. She had such a gorgeous ass, fat and inviting. Her natural breasts hung down with natural sexiness.
I slapped my heavy manhood down onto her ass, and pushed her forward so that she was bracing her stance with her forearms.
"Does Jim ever fuck you doggy?" I asked, calmly, while reaching across her back and taking her hair in my hand.
"No." Was her reply.
I gently twisted my hand so that I had a good hold on her flowing brunette hair, softly pulling back to arch her head backwards. She giggled in response, clearly enjoying a dominant man's sexual assertion.
"I didn't think so." I responded, slapping my shaft up into the folds of her pussy, massaging her lips open, and then slowly penetrating her once again.
She screamed in pleasure, "Ohh!"
As I sank my length into her married sex, I added, "His dick isn't big enough to get past this perfect ass." I pushed her down while still grabbing her hair, and began to thrust in and out of her. She groaned in response.
"You ready to get fucked by a man?" I was suddenly inflamed with ego, perhaps the position adding fuel to my role as her alpha.
"Mark!" Was her delirious reply. I slapped her right ass check hard. She squealed, "Oh! Yes baby! Fuck meee!"
I began to quicken my pace until I was once again bucking into her. This time I asserted total control over her body, keeping her head pinned back in such a fashion that she was in a submissive stance as I fucked her. My groin slapped against her jiggling ass, my vantage point on my lubricated black cock disappearing into her white pussy. I slapped her plump ass cheek again, causing her skin to faintly redden in response.
"Oh my god!!" She squealed, submitting to me.
"You like this baby?" I asked, sensing that she was in total delight. Most women, at least every now and then, yearn to be truly taken by a dominant man.
She screeched in pleasure as the slapping sounds filled the bedroom, "I fucking love ittt!! Fuck meee!! Fuck meee!! Fuck meee!! I need itttt!!"
I grunted, "Fuck yes Francine. Give it up for me baby, give me that pussy." I was molding into my role as conquering alpha male, intoxicated by this married woman's complete surrender.
"Oh! Oh! Yess! Yess! Take meee!! I'm gonna cum againnn!!"
I slapped her ass again, pulling her hair back as I once again felt her pussy convulse and tighten down on my Bullish shaft.
She squealed, obscenities taking hold of her mind as she fell in complete lust with my sexual prowess, "I'm cumminggg on that big cockkk!! I'm cumming on your big manly cock! Ohhh make me cummm!!"
"Do it!" I growled, slapping her ass again as she violently bucked back into me, unleashing more of her cream all over my shaft. My entire crotch was soaked with her wetness, her lubrication splashing out across my groin upon every sexual collision. I reached over and clutched her tits hard in my hands. She grunted deeply as the orgasm exploded across her body. I pulled her backwards and upwards into my chest as she squealed and surrendered. I turned her mouth towards mine, and kissed her deeply. "Good girl." I offered between our kisses.
After a moment of breathless wonder, she fell backwards onto the bed, laughing.
I smiled, proud of what I was giving her, delighted that she was enjoying herself.
Her face was flush, and her skin, sweaty and sexual. She continued to giggle, "This is unreal."
She glanced up at my inflamed cock, black and towering, covered entirely in her essence.
"God. Look at that fucking cock." She smiled up at me.
I shuffled close to her, opening her legs once again, and aligning it back at the entrance to her womanhood.
We looked into each others eyes in that moment, and each saw the raw realness of what was happening here tonight. It was the kind of a look that a married woman and her Bull could only share, a combination of submission and lust. I was an infinitely better lover than her husband, and she would always know it.
We continued to stare into each others eyes as we fucked each other. She ran her hands across my body, opening her legs and once again locking them around my waist, this time with a sensual delicacy.
"Fuck me baby." She whispered it.
We entered into a state of earnest admissions, scathing, sexual, completely and brutally true. It was in these moments that I knew I would embrace my role as a Bull, and it was in these moments I connected with something primal within myself. The rush of conquering another mans wife with his knowing submission, suited me on the deepest levels of my psyche.
I stared into Francine's eyes. It was clear she needed this, a real man inside of her. It was clear in her physical reaction, her submission, and her instinctual willingness to cuckold her husband.
"You like getting fucked by your Bull." My voice was steady, and it wasn't a question. I continued to stuff her, slowly, her moans consistent and inspiring.
She nodded her head in agreement, whispering her own truths into reality. It was a hiss. "I love it."
"You like my big Bull cock. You like it better than your husbands little dick, don't you." I replied, continuing to pump my big cock in and out of her, knowing the truth would arouse her.
This time her agreement was a nod. "Oh god Mark I love the way you fuck me."
I leaned down, kissing her passionately, and eventually turning my head to the side as I continued to focus on my increased thrusts. The wetness of her sex clinging to my shaft combined with the shaking of the bed frame to fill the room. Soon, the sounds of my heavy ball sack flopping into her ass, and her squealing, joined the chorus.
Suddenly, Francine began to whisper pure, unfiltered, sexual jet fuel into my ear.
"You fuck me like a man, Mark. Please, don't ever stop fucking me."
"You love this fat cock in your married little pussy." I replied.
Her lips were inches from my ear, her whispers, chill inducing and the spark I needed to make my balls boil.
"I love it so much. I love letting you fuck my pussy." She groaned, almost as if the erotic truth was too much to bear. "It's not fair how much better your cock is! It's not fairrr!" She whined.
"You like giving it up for me baby? You like making your little husband wait downstairs while you spread your legs for a real man?" I felt it brewing, deep in my loins. My pace increased.
"You can have me whenever you want it Mark. I mean that. I'll make his little dick wait downstairs and you can fuck me whenever you want!" She moaned, her own orgasm brewing once again. She continued, impossibly, "Take me Mark, please. Fucking take me. Take my pussy. Pleaseee baby!!" She groaned, fingernails digging harder into my skin, walls of her pussy collapsing around my girth. Her eyes began to roll into the back of her head, but not before she screamed, "Cum in me with your big cock Mark!! Oh god please cum in meee!! Cum in me and make my husband a cuckold!!" It was the last words she whispered before I unleashed.
Many men would agree that one of the best feelings in life, is to inseminate a woman, especially for the first time. It's part of the many reasons I had grown addicted to the conquest. This was something beyond even that, however, to stare into the eyes of a married woman as she looks back into yours in complete need. The depths of her soul instinctively calling for a real man to impregnate her - it was nuclear. I felt my orgasm explode, my heavy balls contracting in release as the jets of semen launched downwards through the girth of my pulsing shaft. My angry head spewed rope after rope of my cum deep into Francine's welcoming womb, coating her insides in my seed. I was cumming deeper than her husband had ever been. She screamed in complete submission as she finally experienced the orgasmic explosion of a mans cock.
I roared as I continued to pump my seed into her womb, claiming her in that very human moment. Her pussy convulsed in instinctual response, milking my shaft for every drop of semen that my heavy balls had produced. Her nails clawed into my back as her beautiful face contorted in deep satisfaction. "I'm yours." She whispered in unspeakable satisfaction, again, "I'm fucking yours." I kissed her deeply as our life altering love making finally came to an end.
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"Remind you of someone?" My husband asked as our waiter walked away with the dishes. I blushed.
"What- who?" I managed, raising my wine glass to mask my embarrassment. It was no use, I was caught.
Jim chuckled, "Don't be coy Allie. The waiter."
I felt the heat of shame on my face, and that shame soon turned into frustration, mostly over my poor luck. I wasn't the type of wife who was overly flirtatious, nor the type of woman who got caught ogling random men. The truth was, the waiter did remind me of someone, and I guess I had been staring enough throughout the dinner for Jim to have noticed.
"Mr. Thomas, maybe a little bit." I reluctantly admitted.
---------
Mr. Thomas, Jim's boss, was perhaps the one exception to my previous statement. He was in his mid forties, making him roughly ten years older than Jim or I. He was a tall man, with a masculine face, black, bald, and with a goatee that had a mild hint of grey beginning to accent his already distinguished look. He was readily attractive, although not necessarily in an obvious, male-model type way. It was more so in the commanding way that he carried himself. He controlled a respect that most men didn't, and his charisma was extraordinary. Those things in themselves, however, shouldn't have been enough to draw my conservative and faithful eye. The catalysts for my budding, begrudging, attraction to Mr. Thomas, were his persistent flirtations towards me, and stranger, my husband's seeming approval of them.
Jim wasn't necessarily a shy man. He was confident in his work, confident in social situations, confident in his ability to provide for me, and confident in a number of other areas in his life (like his golf game). However, for whatever reason, reasons beyond your standard employee employer relationship, Jim was noticeably subservient to Mr. Thomas. He was so subservient, in fact, that when his boss would openly flirt with me, Jim would mostly just smile in acceptance. My husbands reactions to his bosses advances were even stranger when I considered how jealous and protective Jim was with seemingly every other man who made a pass at me. Early in our marriage, he even got into a fist fight with someone who hit on me during a night out ice skating.
I used to question Jim on his adulation towards his boss, especially as it related to the complacency he showed when Mr. Thomas would hit on me. "You heard what he said about my dress. Right?" or "He had his hand on my waist during introductions. You weren't mad?"
Sometimes Jim would be embarrassed, but mostly he was steadfast. He would easily reply with something like, "It's only Mr. Thomas Allie. I just take it as a compliment." Thankfully though, Jim would also consider my discomfort, as a good husband should. Sometimes asking, "Do you want me to ask him to stop? Does it bother you?"
At first, it did bother me. I found his behavior inappropriate on a number of levels, professionally, ethically. However, over time, I suppose Mr. Thomas's charisma began to work it's charm on even me. Worse, I eventually began to enjoy the previously unwanted attention. I think, subliminally, my husbands overwhelming respect for him rubbed off on me, and I too began to take note of how impressive a man he was. Further, his flirtations towards me increased my own confidence. It was admittedly fun to have the attention of the attractive, popular male, even if nothing was to ultimately come from it.
Why did I have Mr. Thomas's attention in the first place? Well, that was easier to explain.
I grew up as your typical Jewish American Princess, spoiled and girly. I probably would have been considered attractive starting all the way back in high school, though I didn't really grow in sexual confidence until college. I'm a classic brunette, and more than a couple people have described me as the 'girl next door'. I have nice lips, and a delicate, feminine nose. I have hazel doe eyes that tend to draw a lot of attention, or at least they used to when I was younger. Older men tend to appreciate more obvious assets, like my ample curves.
I guess there's no other way to put it, I have large breasts and a big butt. To be honest, I'm not sure where either came from. My mother is wash board skinny, and none of the women on my dad's side are particularly curvaceous. I suppose my curves are a blessing, but only recently have I come to appreciate them. Through most of my twenties I actually thought they looked ridiculous on my five and a half foot frame.
I was raised conservatively, as my mother frowned heavily on promiscuity. Even through college, I preferred to maintain a steady boyfriend over the thought of sleeping around. Maybe I'm weird, but I've never really considered sex to be all that amazing. My college boyfriends fumbled around nervously, often finishing before I could. Jim too, usually failed to make me orgasm during our love making. I began to believe that I simply wasn't the type of woman who could orgasm easily, and even when I did, they were very mild. On the positive side, Jim and I had recently decided to work on starting a family, and I did notice an uptick in my libido since dropping my birth control.
---------
"I guess he does look a bit like him." I heard my husband say. "Maybe I should keep an eye on him. Make sure he doesn't try to slap your butt." Jim smiled, in juvenile fashion.
The comment surprised me, "Oh really? So we are joking about that now?" I felt a pang of anger flash through me as I replied.
---------
It was last month, at the company Christmas party. It was customary for company parties to feature copious amount of liquor, but the holiday events were especially loose. Most of the guests had already left the apartment, and Jim, Mr. Thomas, and I were drunkenly cleaning up in the kitchen at around one in the morning.
I remember leaning over Mr. Thomas's island counter as I wiped the marble with a paper towel. I was suddenly startled as I felt the fabric of my dress being pulled over my rump, the conditioned air of the apartment hitting the bare skin of my butt. Suddenly a large hand gently slapped down on my skin, and gave me a squeeze.
My eyes darted wide, and my heart quickened in a momentary panic. I then heard the deep baritone voice of Mr. Thomas, as he spoke to my husband. "Jim. I hope you are taking care of this beautiful woman. She deserves the absolute best."
I looked at my husband, hoping he would know what to do. I remember his embarrassed face, and his drunken smile. "I try my best, sir."
Mr. Thomas's large hand continued to caress my butt for a few moments longer, moving across the lace of my panties and squeezing the other side of my rear. He then asked of me, "Is that true, Allie? Is your husband taking care of business?"
I couldn't believe that Jim was willingly watching his boss grope me, worse, he was smiling about it. I could tell he was very embarrassed by the situation, but I could also sense that he didn't want to say anything to Mr. Thomas to deter him.
Still, despite my anger, I was the ever-dutiful wife, and I replied, "Jim- takes care of me." I awkwardly chuckled, mortified.
"Good." Mr. Thomas let my dress fall back into place, and continued to move about the kitchen as if nothing ever happened.
I remember feeling furious, and to be honest, most of my anger was directed towards my husband. My mind raced, I thought harassment, and I thought to scream. I shot the most disgusted look my face could conjur towards Jim, and walked out of the kitchen.
The car ride back to the house was hellfire. I unloaded on Jim as he carefully made his way back to our home.
"That's it! You are fucking done working for that man!"
"How could you watch him grab me like that!?"
"You just stood there, smiling like an idiot!"
Jim was clearly regretful, red faced and embarrassed, "I'm really sorry babe. We were all drunk, and I didn't know how to react. I didn't want to cause a scene."
"Better to let your boss grope me! God Jim, I cannot fucking believe you!" I rarely cursed, but the situation, and the alcohol, had me inflamed on a level I rarely reached.
"You're lucky no one else was in the room! What if someone else had seen?"
"He wouldn't have done it if anyone else was there." Jim replied.
His response only angered me further. "Oh so no big deal then! Only my husband got to see!"
It wasn't until later, in the shower, that I managed to calm down a fraction. As the water splashed across my naked body I felt a horrible shot of arousal, my nipples stiffening, and my pussy dampening at the infuriating memory. Yes, I was absolutely livid at my husband, for allowing such an intrusion to take place. Deeper, though, the real root of my anger was myself, because as Mr. Thomas's momentarily explored my butt, I was taken aback by a terrifying heat that developed between my legs.
I disliked boisterous men, cocky men, arrogant men. Why then, had such a bold, inappropriate move, from such a confident man, turned me on in such a scary way?
When I returned to the bedroom, I mounted my husband, inflamed with arousal. "Shut up and fuck me." I told him, as he looked up at me in confusion. It was a torrid session of love making, and one of the rare times when Jim was able to bring me to orgasm.
---------
My testy reply took Jim aback, and he fumbled his napkin searching for a save, "No. I just- The sex was good that night."
I managed to calm down, deciding to let his ill-made comment slide by, "No action tonight, Mr. Stirling. I'm getting past my period." I threw back the remainder of my Pinot, adding with a smile, "But I will take some dessert."
A disheartening look appeared on Jim's face, he was clearly hoping to get lucky tonight. He sighed, "Well. I guess I'll call Mr. Thomas over here to get us some cake." He managed a joking smile, looking around for our waiter.
I laughed, "You would like that, wouldn't you? Mr. Thomas waiting on you for once."
He smirked, "A man can dream."
Almost on cue, my husband's phone rang.
Before he even had a chance to reach for it, I nearly shouted, "Oh no. Not tonight. Jim don't-"
He looked at me in defeat, "Allie, please. It might be an emergency."
"No sex for a week if you answer it." I challenged him, already knowing he would still pick it up.
I leaned back in my chair in disgust.
"Mr. Thomas." Jim spoke, sitting up at attention as he waited for his boss's reply.
I watched as my husband nodded, speaking into his phone, "Mr. Parker, I remember him. Yes. Certainly."
Jim spoke with such overt professionalism when speaking with Mr. Thomas, it was almost comical. He looked up at me. "Okay. That shouldn't be a problem. Alright sir. I'll add it to the calendar. Okay. Enjoy your weekend."
"Is the world ending?" I chided as he put the phone down on the table.
"No, but you aren't gonna like it." Jim replied.
"Oh god. What is it?" I braced myself for whatever might come.
"Two weeks from now, dinner at Mr. Thomas's apartment. Do you remember Mr. Parker?" He gently answered.
I sighed, nodding my head, "Big client of yours. Lives in the same building as Mr. Thomas."
"His former business partner is flying in, has a ton of money, and is looking for new software for his new business venture. Mr. Thomas would like me there to close the deal, and since Mr. Parker's wife will also be in attendance, he'd like you there as well."
"Why do you need to frame it so professionally Jim? I'm your wife, remember? Can't you just say we have a dinner?"
He blushed, realizing his own odd habits, "Sorry."
I added, "I just don't understand why that couldn't have waited until Monday."
My husband shrugged, "You know how he is."
"Yes. I do." Was my reply.
My day job, and career, was that of a Math Teacher. I loved Geometry, and currently taught it to seventh grade students at the local high school. I was sitting in the teacher's lounge, the day of the scheduled dinner at Mr. Thomas's apartment. The local news was on, and the weather report was troubling.
I called my husband, who answered, "Hey love."
"Hi honey. I'm calling because I'm guessing the dinner tonight is cancelled." I probed.
Jim was already in tune with what my concern was, "No actually. Mr. Thomas promised that it'll wrap up early, the storm shouldn't hit until tomorrow morning."
I sighed, frustrated. "I really hope so Jim. I don't want to get stuck in a blizzard."
"Don't worry. If it runs long I'll tell Mr. Thomas that we have to leave, to beat the weather." He replied.
"Sure you will." I replied, amused by that idea.
"I will. Look, I gotta go. I'm walking into a meeting." His voice was hurried.
To say I was angry, would have been a serious understatement. It was already coming down heavily on our drive into downtown.
"This is honestly ridiculous Jim." I voiced my distaste as we arrived at the valet, the snow was coming down around us as we headed into the lobby. The valet even looked surprised to see a visiting arrival, and made sure to note that services would be shutting down early tonight.
"We'll be quick." Jim promised.
"No we won't." I knew.
His voice boomed when he opened the door. "Jim, Allie. Thank you for braving the weather, we'll try to make this quick."
"No problem Mr. Thomas." My husband replied, shaking his boss's large hand.
Mr. Thomas gave me a look with his piercing, dark eyes, adding, "Lovely as always, Allie. Let me take your coat."
"Thank you." I replied, both annoyed by, and glad to receive his compliment. I expected to be somewhat angered to see Mr. Thomas again, considering what happened last time. In reality, I wasn't, and I actually found myself feeling strangely excited to be back in his company. I slowly moved into the large open space that took up the majority of his loft style penthouse. His apartment was always impressive, large vaulted ceilings with an incredible view of the city below. It was beautifully lit, and elegantly furnished, with tasteful finishes on nearly every square inch of the home. The large main space made it an ideal place for the various parties; it also included his bedroom, an office, and a large kitchen.
I felt a knot in the pit of my stomach when I noticed how heavily the snow was already falling outside one of his expansive windows.
The anxiousness only increased when I then felt Mr. Thomas place his hand on my waist, as he casually lead me deeper into the apartment. Jim followed in tow. Once again, my husband was bearing witness to his more assertive boss, and simply followed behind as Mr. Thomas held me by my waist. Why was Jim so willingly submissive in this man's presence? I glanced upwards at his towering frame, noting his handsome profile. My nose picked up on Mr. Thomas's patented scent, some kind of cologne that had tinges of vanilla and masculinity. It was hard to describe, but I had grown to love it. I even asked him what it was once, for Jim to use. He chuckled, joking that it was his natural aura.
We passed his free-standing wine cellar, filled with expensive liquors, reds, and whites. It was then that I saw three people sitting around his large dining table, sipping on various cocktails.
"Mr. Parker and Mrs. Parker, Mr. Schneider. I'd like to introduce you to Mr. and Mrs. Stirling." The three of them stood from the table, both men were dressed well, and of average height and stature, not unlike Jim, although I did consider Jim to be more attractive than either. Mrs. Parker was a reasonably attractive blonde, maybe in her fifties. All three of them looked very well to do.
"I believe we've met." Jim offered to Mr. Parker as they shook hands, jokingly. They saw each other quite often at the office.
"I believe we have." Mr. Parker replied, adding, "Thanks for braving the weather, we'll try to make this quick."
'Everyone keeps saying that, but none of you have to worry about heading back in this mess.' I thought, to myself.
"My, aren't you absolutely stunning." The woman offered. Mr. Thomas gently let go of his hold on me, and I moved to shake her hand.
"Thank you." I paused, noticing her gorgeous red dress, continuing, "You are as well." I replied, smiling.
"You're too kind dear. Please, call me Sheryl."
"Allie." I replied.
Dinner was surprisingly pleasant. So pleasant, in fact, that my worry over the weather fell towards the back of my mind. The catered meal was delicious, and as with any gathering at Mr. Thomas's place, the alcohol flowed in over-abundance. The conversation between the men was mostly business, however, throughout the meal I caught Mr. Thomas looking at me with his captivating eyes. It was a common occurrence, and like I previously admitted, I had shamefully come to enjoy the excitement that came along with his attention. Unlike most men, when I would catch his eyes, he wouldn't balk. He would simply continue to gaze at me, almost predatory in his confidence. It would always cause me to break, and to look away in embarrassment. Worse, it would even yield a fluttering sensation in my stomach, and sometimes even an inexplicable heat between my legs. I would look to my husband for relief, for some kind of safety, but he was distracted with his own conversations, consumed by the business of the evening.
After an hour had passed, and most of the food had been consumed, the three men disappeared into the office to "talk numbers". I'd probably be better suited for the task, the Math teacher inside of me knew. Sheryl and I remained, wine glasses in hand. Through the dinner we had discussed our various careers, aspirations. Sheryl was an accomplished writer, even penning several plays that made it to screen adaptations. I offered some commentary on education, and arguments for an increase in teacher's salaries. She was receptive to all of it, and even added her own insight on the matter. Sheryl was also riotous, a legitimate treat to converse with, unabashed, and unafraid to engage in risque conversation as well.
"So, how did you and Jim end up together?" She probed.
I could sense there was more meaning behind her question than the general inquiry of it.
"Well. We met shortly after college, at a technology conference. He was very bold back then, he came right up to me, asked me out. I wasn't used to that sort of thing from guys who weren't super jocky. It intrigued me." I took a sip of wine, continuing, "Turns out we had a lot in common. He's great at making me laugh."
"That's very important." Sheryl conceded.
I continued, "He asked me to marry him only six months in, and I guess the rest is history."
She nodded in response.
I added, "Sure he's maybe not the tallest gu-"
"-I'm sure he's an excellent catch." She offered as a saving interruption, not wanting me to embarrass myself with unnecessary reasoning. She added, "He reminds me a bit of Phillip, when he was younger. About the same build, and a similar way about them."
"Mr. Peters?" I asked, confirming what I already assumed.
She nodded.
We sat in silence for a moment, before I added. "He's also Jewish, and if I brought home anything but my parents would have disowned me." It was a joke, well, mostly.
That comment earned a hearty laugh from Sheryl, which contagiously spread back to myself.
We were both enjoying the humor of the moment, when a deep voice suddenly interrupted us.
I looked up to see Mr. Thomas, wine bottle in hand, already filling my glass. "How about a top off for two beautiful women."
"Why thank you dear." Sheryl offered.
"Thank you." I added, once again enjoying his aura and intoxicating scent.
Before he could say anything else, Jim called out from the other room, "Mr. Thomas. Please take a look at this!"
He shook his head in seeming exasperation, "I'm needed. I'll be right back."



Sheryl chuckled, and I blushed, as we both watched him walk back into the office.
Sheryl looked in my direction. "Mark is quite the man, isn't he?"
It was jarring to hear him referred to so casually. Jim had never called him by his first name. I supposed those were the perks of being a client, and not a subordinate.
Additionally, I wasn't quite sure how to respond to the question, so I simply nodded.
She put her hand on my knee, and lowered her voice, "It's okay dear. You're a red blooded woman just like me. I've seen the way you look at him."
My eyes widened, a pang of worry over the knowledge that someone else had caught me enjoying his presence. I blushed, and found myself admitting, "He's certainly impressive, but he's my husbands boss. So i need to be careful." I chuckled, hoping to ease the tension.
Sheryl playfully replied, whispering, "That makes it even more exciting, then."
I nearly gasped at her boldness, replying, "You're bad."
She shrugged, "Our husbands are our husbands, but every woman secretly lusts over the Alpha male." She took a heavy sip of her wine, adding, "It's one of the oddities of female sexuality, I suppose."
I was taken aback by her forwardness, as she continued, "Mark is a very dominant man, physically and mentally. It's hard not to be excited by him."
I was somehow feeling defensive of her compliments. Yet another person, this time a woman that I seemed to respect, a married woman, enthralled by Mr. Thomas. "Maybe that behavior is compensating for something." I blurted, in frustration.
An amused look appeared on Sheryl's face. "Allie dear. Phillip and I once went on a double date with Mark and a girl he was having some fun with. We came back here after dinner and drinks. Let's just say the noises coming from that room." She pointed towards the master suite.
"That girl sounded like she was having a religious experience."
I blushed, and absurdly, I felt a heat brewing between my legs once again.
"Is Jim very hung?" Sheryl suddenly asked, taking me completely off guard. She chased the absurd question with a sip of her wine, smiling.
"Sheryl!" I nearly screamed, reactively slapping her other hand on my knee.
Before I could verbally respond, a flickering of light outside the nearby window distracted me, and suddenly a panic swept over my body. I stood, and walked over to the large pane of glass, covering my mouth in horror as I took note of the scene outside. The excitement and arousal from moments ago washed away, and those feelings were replaced with anger. I turned, and saw Jim standing in the office doorway, wide eyed and apologetic.
Mr. Thomas strode in behind him, speaking loudly to the room, "Valet just called, they are shut down, and the streets are shut down as well. I believe we've lost track of the time."
Jim began laying sheets onto the pulled out couch bed, moments ago having pushed Mr. Thomas's credenza out of the way. We had to make room in the office, in an effort to turn it into our temporary bedroom. I guess I should have been thankful that we at least had a bed, makeshift as it was.
"At least we closed that dea-" Jim tried to offer, nervously. He had the good sense to be nervous, at least. My husband was a smart man, certainly smart enough to know I was in no mood.
"Just stop, Jim." Internally I was secretly happy that my husband had managed to secure the contract, but that took a distant back-seat to the major issue I had with having to utilize Mr. Thomas's apartment as a hotel. My worst fear from earlier in the day, fully realized. Jim was great at his job, to be sure, but he wasn't always great at taking my concerns seriously.
I tossed the excess gym clothes that Sheryl loaned me onto the bed cushion, and walked into the adjoining bathroom to wash. Thank god the Parker's had brand new toothbrushes lying around, the thought of not brushing my teeth made me cringe.
"You better hope this storm is a light one, Jim. Because so help me god, if we are here through the weekend-" I slammed the bathroom door, probably harder than I should have considering it wasn't my home.
The shower was needed, divine, actually. It was a high pressure nozzle and the water's heat did wonders to allow me to relax, at least a bit. I snapped on a pair of Sheryl's yoga shorts, and threw a tank top on over my large breasts. Despite their size, my boobs had little in the way of sag. To be honest, it was something I was proud of now in my mid thirties.
"No panties." I muttered into the mirror. "Just great. As if this situation wasn't risque enough already." I felt a sudden rush of heat between my legs, and a mild stiffening of my nipples, initially unsure of what caused it. Getting off birth control, which I had used seemingly my entire adult life, really seemed to cause an uptick in my sexual cravings. My eyes widened as I remembered that tomorrow would be peak ovulation for me, and I desperately hoped the weather would let up early to allow Jim and I to venture home.
My foul mood didn't improve as I scrolled through 'Storm of the Year' headlines on my phone. Worse, the pull-out bed was wiry, and less than comfortable. I shifted around under the sheets as Jim obsessed over his own news feed lying next to me.
"This is absolutely wonderful Jim. Thank you so much for this lovely weekend getaway." I couldn't help but voice my displeasure towards my husband, the sarcasm obvious.
He sighed, the glow of his phone screen lighting up his face. He reached towards my knee, sincerity in his voice. "I'm sorry honey. I don't want to be here either. Please, try to cut me some slack."
I shook my head in resignation, knowing that acting like a bitch would do nothing to improve our situation. Further, I was guilty in losing track of the time as well.
I sighed, "I'm glad you closed the deal."
I could hear the relief in his voice, "Thank you my love." He leaned in, kissing my cheek, adding, "Hey, by the way. What were you and your good friend Mrs. Parker talking about tonight?"
I smirked as I recalled Sheryl's enjoyable company, replying, "Mr. Thomas, mostly. She calls him Mark." I paused, feeling a warmth between my legs as I remembered what she told me about the man. "I think she has a bigger crush on him than you do." I joked.
"Impossible." My husband replied, with his goofy smile.
I felt suddenly inflamed, not by Jim's smile, but by something else. I spontaneously rolled atop him, tossing his phone out of his hand. I positioned my dampening crotch atop his, and leaned down to kiss him.
The arousal was sweeping over me, almost unfamiliar in its strength. My heavy breasts hung within the cotton of my shirt, my nipples stiffening as I leaned forward to bring my chest closer to my husbands face.
"Suck on them baby." I spoke, voice low and excited.
I peeled my shirt up and over my head, tossing it next to us. My large, natural breasts bounced naked into view. I felt the chilly air of Mr. Thomas's apartment come in contact with my skin, goosebumping my flesh, and dampening my pussy.
My husband had no choice but to instinctively grab them, taking my heavy tits into his mouth.
I ground my inflamed mound down into Jim's crotch, finding the stiffening member beneath his boxers. I used his modest length to stimulate my dampening intimacy, rubbing back and forth in excitement.
His eyes shot open in realization, and he reached up his hands to gently push me back, "Allie stop. Wait."
I stopped my motion, looking down at him in concern, "What's wrong?"
He was breathing heavily, and red faced, replying, "We- can't do this here."
"What do you mean?" I immediately felt the anger returning, fearing what he might suggest.
"It's not, appropriate. What if, Mr. Thomas hears?"
I sat there for a miserable moment, atop my husband, topless, and nearly dumbfounded by his concern.
"You're- you're joking. Right?"
He began, "This is basically a work environme-"
I moved as fast as I ever had hopping off him, reaching for the shirt and stuffing my arms back into it.
"You're a real asshole, you know that right?" I wanted to scream, but I kept my tone under control, somehow.
"Allie-" He tried.
"I'm ovulating, you total, inconsiderate-" I, again somehow, stopped myself. An ashamed look swept across his face as he realized his mistake.
I continued, "It would be nice, Jim. Just once, if you would put your wife's priorities ahead of your work." I picked up a pillow, throwing it hard in his direction. He caught it, facial expression hinting at legitimate embarrassment. "Especially in the fucking bedroom." I finished.
I awoke rather groggily, having tossed and turned all night. The springs and cabling from the pull out support had offered almost nothing in the way of rest.
I slowly sat up and reached for my phone, noting that it was already eight in the morning. The weather report started my day on the wrong foot, deflating me almost immediately. The snow hadn't let up as anticipated, and was still blanketing the entire county. I shook my head, burying my face in my hands and subsequently wiping my eyes awake. The sound of Jim's snores reached my ears, and immediately encouraged me to get out of bed. I was still seething over my husbands behavior from the previous evening.
The bed wasn't the only inhibitor to a good nights rest. Throughout the night there was a needful ache emanating from between my legs, and the man who should have quieted it had decided that wasn't an option for him. The memory of Jim's shortsighted refusal angered me greatly. I decided it best to try and forget it, heading into the bathroom to freshen up.
I used what little make-up I had in my clutch to tidy my face, and brushed my teeth, eventually walking back into our makeshift bedroom. I looked for the trash bag that had my dress, and more importantly, my bra, crumbled within it. It was nowhere to be found, only Jim's slacks and button-down were laid haphazardly over the side of the couch. I looked high and low, behind every nook and cranny, back in the bathroom. Where had it gone?
I hated that I had to speak with him, but I shook my husband awake nonetheless. "Jim, where is the bag that was by the door?"
He blinked his eyes open, confused. A moment passed, and he seemed to recall, "The trash bag? I dropped it down the chute while you were in the shower."
I stood there, in awe of his absent mindedness. He was likely on his phone last night, discussing work, and just went through the motions of disposing of some trash. He didn't have the slightest inkling that he had chucked my clothes into the dumpster.
I was done fighting with him, done being mad. I didn't even tell him my clothes were in that bag. I simply nodded, and walked towards the door.
The delicious aroma of coffee filled my nostrils upon walking out into the loft space. I knew that my breasts were readily legible beneath the thin cotton fabric of Sheryl's shirt, but the last several hours had pushed me well beyond the point of caring. Mr. Thomas had already been in the habit of touching me, groping me with my husbands seeming permission. Getting a look at the form of my breasts, beneath a shirt, was hardly pushing the envelope.
I saw him standing in the kitchen, his lower body concealed by the bar-height island counter. I noted that he was wearing his own snugly fitted tee, his large arms and broad shoulders moving as he stirred what looked to be an expensive champagne into some orange juice.
I also noted an incredible spread of bagels, toast, fruit, breakfast meats, and roasted coffee, laid out across the marble counter top.
He turned, noticing me, smiling. "Good morning Allie."
I was feeling suddenly in better spirits, and smiled back, "Good morning." I paused, taking in the quantity of food on the table, adding, "Wow. This looks amazing Mr. Thomas."
"It's Saturday Allie, please." He seemed to scold me. He pointed towards the coffee, adding, "Grab some."
"What do you mean, it's Saturday?" I asked, picking the warm mug up off the table.
He replied, "You're my guest, and it's the weekend. Call me Mark."
I was taken aback by the gesture, both the food and the hospitality. I couldn't help but notice a certain sexiness about him as well. Mark was always rugged, commanding, but apparently he was also a man capable of preparing a delicate meal, and it was an interesting realization. I looked out the window towards the winter wonderland below, snow rapidly falling. I was happy to take a sip of a hot, caffeinated beverage, which helped to cleanse my palette. The apartment was well heated, but standing this close to a glass pane in an active snow storm still caused me a little chill. My nipples stiffened against the cotton of my shirt, and I blushed, remembering my state of undress.
"Did you sleep well?" He asked.
"Yes, thanks." I lied, not wanting to complain.
He seemed to take in my body with is eyes, an impressed look on his face. He added, "You look even more beautiful just rolled out of bed." Mark smiled as he offered me the strong compliment.
It felt satisfying to have a handsome man offer me a compliment on the heels of my husbands fumbling rejection.
I smiled wide, and playfully responded, "But you can tell I just rolled out of bed." I paused, adding with sincerity, "Thank you Mr. T- Mark" The first name would take some getting used too.
He chuckled at my stumbling over his name, grabbing a flute, and moving beyond the edge of the counter. My eyes widened when I realized his own state of undress. Mark was healthily filling out a pair of black boxer-briefs. The bulge at his crotch was very substantial, and his manhood bounced around beneath the fabric of his underwear, the material stretching taut against his thick legs as well. He saw me appreciating the size of his crotch, and proudly smiled as he placed the champagne glass down next to me. I couldn't help but blush deeper, embarrassment running deep as my body temperature spiked over the risque proximity we shared.
"What is this anyway?" I blurtingly asked, searching for any distraction. I placed my coffee down and took the champagne flute in hand.
"Mimosa. My special recipe." He smiled, still standing dangerously close to me.
I blushed, and teased him, "Isn't a mimosa just orange juice and champagne?"
He chuckled, admitting, "Yes. But it's usually not that kind of champagne." His words implied a caliber to the bottle, which I had already assessed as high quality. The taste of the drink confirmed it.
"Delicious." I complimented.
"I'm glad you think so."
We stood there for a moment, his delicious scent just noticeable enough to entice me. I took another sip of the mimosa, a nervous sexual tension running through my body. Stupidly, almost instinctive, I noticed myself glancing down at his package again. It was almost as if I suddenly lost control of my actions, eyes magnetized by intrigue. He saw me once again appreciating his concealed manhood, and ever so slightly widened his stance to give me a better view. My eyes widened at the outline of his cock, long and thick, running down his thigh. Suddenly, all the repressed arousal from last night bubbled up from within me. My face grew flush with excitement. My nipples hardened, pushing the fabric of my shirt out for Mark's eyes to see. The heat returned between my legs, intense and needful.
I turned to the window, hoping to conceal my body's betrayal, taking another heavy sip of the cocktail in my hand.
My eyes widened and my heart quickened as Mark slowly turned with me, placing a hand on my hip and assuming a position behind me.
For some terrifying, inexplicable reason, my body immediately welcomed his touch. My pussy began to dampen, and I closed my eyes as I felt his hand caress my side. Suddenly I felt his manhood, warm and heavy, rub into the top of my butt. My eyes darted wide as a redness swept across my face. I began breathing heavily, realizing that only two layers of fabric separated our naked bodies. It was a deeply troubling, but equally exciting moment.
"I've been meaning to apologize." His deep voice gently spoke from behind me, his hand still rubbing my side, his heavy bulge still resting on the curvature of my ass.
I pretended to be in awe of the weather, mystified by the heavy snow falling right outside the window. In reality, I was focused only on my composure, and on desperately trying to stifle a brewing excitement in my loins.
I cleared my throat, before managing, "Apologize for what?"
Goosebumps exploded across my body as his other hand slowly reached up to wrap around my waist.
"My behavior at the Christmas party." His deep voice began raising the hair on the back of my neck as his breath met my skin. He added, "I shouldn't have touched you like that. Not without your permission."
His large, strong, hands moved across my tummy, slightly lifting the base of my shirt in the process. I could feel his incredible size hardening against my ass, my eyes widened with an overwhelming sense of arousal, my heart hammering in my chest over the deeply inappropriate moment I was sharing with my husband's boss. The intended irony of his apology while in the middle of an even more dangerous act. It all served to turn me on in a horrible way.
"-It's okay." I heard myself mutter, delirious. Another whine incomprehensibly escaping my lips, admitting a horrible truth, "-I, I like it - when you touch me."
The fabric of my yoga shorts continued to dampen, and my body was electric with terrifying lust. It was a feeling of sexual excitement unlike anything I could remember experiencing. Mark's hands continued to roam across my trim belly, slowly ascending up my body. The rational voice that wanted me to scream for him to stop was getting fainter and fainter, drowned out by my sexual urgency. Mark's masculine touch was intoxicating, and exactly what my body had been craving.
I gasped when I felt his strong hands finally take hold of my bare breasts. His palms squeezed into my tits as his fingers flicked across my diamond hard nipples, creating an indescribable sense of sexual need from deep within me.
"This is much better than coffee." Mark whispered into my ear, deftly massaging my breasts up and down from within my shirt. Another aroused whine escaped my lips. I cleared my throat, eyes closed, savoring his incredible and dangerous touch. The man had set my body on fire in an instant.
I jumped in a panic, nearly with a scream, at the intrusive sound of a buzzing alarm.
I blinked my eyes back to reality, and shuffled my shirt into an appropriate position as Mark let go of my body. He moved a few paces into the kitchen, and grabbed hold of the culprit, his phone.
A flash of anger appeared on his face as he read the reminder on his screen, scowling, "Only your husband would set up a conference call on a Saturday morning, in the middle of a blizzard."
I was in a daze, unable to reconcile the intense excitement from a minute past with the sobering reality of this intrusive moment. The rational side of my mind made a momentary comeback, and the dutiful wife in me replied, "He's always working hard, my husband." I took a deep breath to center myself.
It wasn't a completely hollow compliment, as there was truth in the words. However the fact that I had offered it on the heels of falling so quickly victim to the seduction of his boss, made it feel as such.
Mark smiled knowingly, and walked back in my direction, gently rubbing my ass as he passed by. I blushed, remembering the erotic intensity from only a moment ago.
He turned, speaking, "Well, I need to wake him up and put him to work. There's a lot to do today." He stopped for a second, adding, "I expect you to enjoy those mimosas Allie. I made them for you. The television remote is over there." I watched him, muscular back, broad shoulders, and tight rear end, as he strode into the office. I couldn't help but giggle as I heard his voice booming in the other room, no doubt encouraging Jim to wake up and get to work.



Truth be told, that while delicious, the mimosas weren't much help at satiating my arousal. In fact they worked in doing quite the opposite. Mark's gorgeous couch was comfortable, which helped me doze in and out of slumber for a time, but I still tossed and turned. Another problem was that there were no curtains on the loft windows. Despite the rough weather outside, it was ultimately too bright in the room to rest well.
It was mid afternoon when I felt a gentle hand nudge me awake. I opened my eyes to see Mark smiling down at me from above the couch. I immediately felt the return of that dangerous electricity when his hand touched my body.
"You lied to me." I heard him say, causing me to sit up in reaction.
"What do you mean?" I asked, suddenly worried.
His smile disarmed me, and he replied, "Jim told me you didn't sleep well. You were tossing and turning all night."
I brushed away some hair from in front of my eyes, "It's alright. I'll survive." I smiled at him.
His deep voice continued, "Mr. Schneider his heading up here with some paperwork, he stayed with the Parkers last night. Why don't you go lay down in my bedroom. It's dark, and quiet. You'll be able to rest."
His offer both worried and surprised me. I blushed, "That's alright Mark, I'm actually feeling okay. Besides, I'd feel like I was intruding."
"I won't take no for an answer." He rested his hand on my thigh, gently squeezing it. "I just changed the sheets yesterday. So you don't have to worry about getting dirty." He flashed a naughty smile at me, which caused an excited fluttering in my stomach.
I relenting, somehow quicker than I would have expected. "Well, if you insist."
I began moving towards the large door to his bedroom, my breathing rate increasing for some inexplicable reason. I glanced once across the loft towards the office. The rational side of my brain screamed from within, and I decided to head towards my husband.
I opened the door, leaning in. Jim was there, eyes intense and locked on the computer screen in front of him. He was wearing the same slacks from dinner last night, with his matching button down, although it was un-tucked and without his jacket or tie.
"Hey." I offered, gently.
He sat up straight at the realization that I was there, replying, "Hey baby." He paused, looking me up and down, before continuing, "Look. I'm really sorry about las-"
"It's okay Jim. Let's forget about it." I interjected. It wasn't okay, but I didn't come to him to fight. "So you told Ma- Mr. Thomas that I didn't sleep well?"
He nodded, "Yeah. I felt you moving around all night."
It was nice of him to notice that, at least, on the heels of his other oblivious actions.
I admitted, "He told me I could take a nap in his room. He said its quiet in there, and the bed is comfortable." I laid it at my husbands feet. The rational side of my mind, pleading that he would not allow it, hoping that he would instead say that we were leaving. Say that we could wait the rest of the storm out in the lobby below, safe from temptation.
Jim looked in my direction, and simply said, "That sounds like a good idea Allie. You can get some rest." He continued to type away on the keyboard in front of him.
I stood there for a moment, part of me worried, part of me excited, part of me confused. My husband thought it a good idea for his wife to go take a nap in his boss's bed.
"Okay honey. I'll see you in a bit." I replied, and closed the door behind me.
The room was large, with dark finishes, and warm accent lighting throughout. Nearly every wall had matching mirrors, along with the large headboard on the bed, which was accented with expensive dark burgundy sheets. There was a reading table at the foot of the bed, with two accompanying chairs. Across the room was a large pane of glass, with a beautiful, modern, bathroom behind it. The entire thing was exposed, save for the toilet closet, with an easy view right into the massive shower.
I slowly made my way over to the bed. It was large, and deliciously comfortable as I laid down upon it. I was hesitant to get under the covers, as I wasn't sure how appropriate that was. I turned to the side, my nostrils picking up on those tinges of vanilla masculinity present on his sheets. The sexual heat returned to me, and I curled my legs up close to my body, feet near my butt. I lay there, perversely wondering how many women Mark had taken in this bed, mind specifically recalling the story Sheryl had told me, about the girl who couldn't stop screaming in pleasure.
I awoke several hours later, my body finally feeling refreshed. I glanced at Mark's nightstand clock, noting that it was almost six in the evening. I heard rain, but that didn't make sense to my newly awoken brain. We were in the middle of a blizzard, I reminded myself. That was when I rolled over, and saw him.
I gasped as my mind tried to process the image my eyes were delivering it. Mark stood in his shower, dark body large and naked. The water was falling down around him, splashing against his skin. The elegant shower lighting was doing wonders to accentuate his muscles, and his-
His cock.
I had to blink several times, to make sure I wasn't dreaming. His large hands roamed across his body, down his manhood, wiping the water and soap suds from his incredible appendage. It hung there, flaccid, thick, and masculine, literally swaying with the movement of his person. Mark was a tall man, well over six feet tall, but still his organ hung near halfway down his thigh. I couldn't take my eyes off of it, completely captivated by it's presence. Suddenly I realized I was biting down hard on my bottom lip, my yoga shorts completely sodden near my intimate place.
There was absolutely nothing I could do to take my eyes off him. I lay there, appreciating his wildly impressive physique, and his even more impressive penis. The boldness of his actions, his stark nudity in my presence, it was completely in line with his personality, and the events from earlier in the day.
I realized that my fingers were buried between my legs, rummaging against the fabric of my shorts, massaging the folds of my pussy. I had to do something to stoke my desire, anything. No man had ever elicited this sort of reaction from me, and my body and mind were reacting in ways that were entirely foreign.
Suddenly panic swept over me as Mark shut the shower down, stepping out into the common area of the bathroom and reaching for his towel. I took one last look at his large, bobbing manhood, still in awe of it, before rolling over in fear.
I closed my eyes, mimicking sleep, ears focused in on his every movement. A seeming eternity passed before I heard him bounding into the bedroom towards my very direction. My heart beat quickened, thumping in my chest, my breathing turning almost erratic. I soon felt him, standing there, observing me.
I almost exploded when his large hand touched my side. I tried my best to keep my composure, slowly opening my eyes.
The first thing I noticed was his nudity. He hadn't dressed, and the sight of his penis up close would be an image I would never forget. His black cock hung there, mere feet from my face, it's masculine presence almost indescribable in it's captivation.
I gazed longingly towards it, and then up at him. His large hand continued to rub my skin. I felt the sudden need to roll onto my back, instinctively giving him more access to my body.
"Did you sleep well?" His deep voice asked, sexy eyes penetrating into me.
I could only nod, voice caught in my throat, mouth dry in extreme arousal.
His large hand moved up into my shirt, wasting no time in taking hold of my breasts, massaging them, enticing them. A fire shot across my entire body.
I gazed back down at his large penis, which was now proudly growing in his own excitement. It only took a few moments before Mark was fully erect, his manhood jutting outwards in, what was to me, incomprehensible size. I gained a better view of his big testicles, large and black, hanging heavy and tout. For some reason my stomach began to flutter at the sight of them, a feeling of deep womanly need coursing through me.
He continued to skillfully paw at my tits, in one moment gently pinching down on my nipple, and shaking my breast back and forth. It was an erotic sensation, and it caused me to spread my legs. I gasped as I felt his other hand move down onto the fabric of my shorts. His entire palm was now resting gently atop my inflamed womanhood. He ever so slightly motioned back and forth, his subtle motion causing me to boil over in arousal, body shaking in excitement. A soft moan escaped my lips.
He spoke softly, his masculine voice deep and controlled, "Allie. I feel a lot of heat down here. Is that for me?" He slapped his hand down against my pussy, causing my head to arch back in delight.
I glanced up into his eyes, my mind melting away into the moment, my voice a whisper, "Mark. You make me fucking horny."
He smiled at that, and returned the compliment, "You do the same thing to me, Allie." He nodded my attention towards his towering cock. I looked at it, biting my lip once again. I realized that I couldn't control myself any longer.
I reached upwards and slowly wrapped my small hand around his manhood, my delicate white fingers encircling his thick black shaft. I immediately felt his heat, his weight, his masculinity. I shuddered at the gravity of my actions. I had never seen a sight so erotic as I began to stroke him back and forth. My thumb and index finger were desperately far apart, my fingers having no hope of meeting across the expanse of his impressive girth. My white hand and wedding ring contrasted luridly against his black cock as I began to pump his naked flesh.
"God it's big." I instinctively whispered.
He didn't reply, the hunger in his eyes merely continued to build as he watched me play with his sex.
Big was an understatement. I couldn't believe how far my hand traveled as I explored him. His heavy balls were pendulous and intoxicating as they swayed to my stroke. I wasn't quite sure how long Mark was. Nine, ten inches or more. Whatever the number, I could tell he was well over twice as long as Jim. Further, my fingers easily overlapped my husbands thickness, and his testicles were small in comparison to Mark's. Despite the significant disparity in size, I didn't find Mark's package to be scary, or freakish. I simply thought that his large cock, his heavy balls, were what a man should look like. Mark's manhood was an Alpha male's manhood, and the sight of his naked body excited me in a profound way.
Suddenly Mark snaked his large fingers under the elastic band of my shorts, immediately bringing himself in contact with my lubricated clit. He rummaged around my folds with deftness, causing me to wiggle in pleasure, and stifle moans with every passing moment.
"Fuck-" I finally screamed, my voice still a whisper. Mark paused for a moment.
His hand pulled back and took hold of my waist band, ripping my shorts down my legs with strength. He tossed them half way across the room, and I shuddered in erotic delirium as the cool air of Mark's bedroom washed across my inflamed pussy, the harrowing realization that I was naked and wet for my husband's boss.
"Where's Jim?" I heard myself ask, the last vestiges of the rational side of my mind quickly fading away.
He didn't answer, but he did place one knee onto the bed, and then another. He grabbed me by the back of my thighs, and lifted my body deeper onto the bed. I gasped as my back hit the bed cushion, my breasts bouncing beneath my shirt. The jiggling of my tits must have inspired Mark, because his next act of dominance was to grab my shirt by its loose collar, and rip it down the middle.
He destroyed it with ease, my large breasts spilling out naked for his feasting eyes. My skin goosebumped as I realized what was happening, unable to comprehend the gravity of it. My pussy was soaking wet in anticipation, and I cried out in pleasure as I felt his heavy cock slap down into me.
"This has been a long time coming Allie." Mark's deep voice finally offered, calmly. He slapped his big black cock down into my clit again, jostling it back and forth across my sex, stimulating me in excruciating fashion. He continued, staring into my eyes. "Spread your legs baby. Give it up for me like I know you want to."
I was having an out of body experience, consumed by lust in a way I never thought possible. Against all rational thought, against everything I was raised to believe, I willingly, needfully, complied. I slowly opened my legs, the naughty sensation of my folds slowly spreading, aroused wetness clinging to the puffy lips of my pussy. I was willingly giving Mark's cock access to my most intimate place, inviting him to take me. After the years of inappropriate teasing, years of sexy innuendo, years of flirting. After years of my husbands complacency, his willingness to allow a sexual chemistry, a sexual tension, to develop between me and another man. I was finally going to do it. I was finally going to let my husband's boss fuck my married pussy.
My eyes shot open in disbelief when I felt him breach me, his large cock causing an incredible sensation of pressure as he began stretching my opening. I was surprised that my pussy was willing to immediately accommodate his size, perhaps aided by the fact that I had never been wetter for a man in my life. He took me slowly, his eyes gauging my facial expression, which ranged from shock to ecstasy. He knew I was unfamiliar with his length, and made sure to take every new inch of me with delicate skill. The pressure increased the deeper he ventured, and I could feel the walls of my pussy expanding for him. His manhood eventually reached so deep inside me that I could almost sense him in my throat, mouth going dry as my body experienced the fullness of a big cock for the first time.
I gasped in awe as I felt the heat from his large balls finally brush up against the skin of my ass, realizing that my womanhood had somehow taken him full. I felt pleasure emanating from deep within me, powerful, unlike I had ever experienced. Mark's manhood was massaging previously uncharted nerve endings deep in my pussy, and it caused me to shudder on his cock, and grab his muscular arms for support. The sensation of fullness was absolutely divine, and I was stunned to realize just how womanly I felt with him inside me.
The satisfaction only became more intense as Mark began to fuck me.
I gasped, moaned, and clawed into his body as he began to piston in and out of me with his big cock. I looked down, almost unable to comprehend the sight of it. Mark's gargantuan tube of onyx plunging in and out of my white folds, plumpness bouncing, clit glistening with every one of his strokes. I bit my lip, and called for him to take me.
"Oh my goddd! Fuck me Mark!" I groaned, voice loud and inflamed. In those early moments my mind was completely dominated by instinct, rationality stifled by lust. I didn't think about Jim, didn't think about condoms, didn't think about ovulation. I was too enthralled by my pleasure, by my womanly need.
He grunted, and his tempo began to slowly increase. I continued to claw into his arms, eyes alive with arousal. His heavy ball sack began flopping into my ass, creating a naughty slapping that combined with my groans of pleasure to fill the room with the sounds of sex. "Oh! Ohh! Ohhh! Fuck-ck! Fu-ck! Mark!" My voice and breathing was erratic as he stretched my wide.
It was then that it started to build. A powerful sensation forming in the depths of me, warm, erotic, pleasure beginning to glow in my loins. A delicious chill coursed through my body, and then another. My mouth slowly went dry as I tasted sex on my tongue. My skin became alive with electricity, and I closed my eyes, as my teeth began chattering. Spots filled my vision, seeing stars on the brink of something profound.
"Mark. You're- going to make me cum." It was another hushed whisper.
The pleasure was impossible to describe, and the orgasm swept over me with life changing magnitude.
My mouth locked shut as my eyes rolled towards the back of my head. My legs lifted into the air as my calve muscles tightened, toes curling as the waves of satisfaction exploded down every limb of my body. My fingers clawed into his back, and I grunted into his chest, nearly squealing in pleasure as I lost control.
"I-m cumm-inggg-ggg!" My head snapped back into his pillow, body tingling in complete submission.
Masterfully, Mark continued to stuff me through my orgasm, my pussy walls convulsing on him, yielding my essence all over his pistoning cock. My body continued to shudder, the overwhelming physical sensations still coursing through me. Eventually, I caught hold of my breathing, and my moans lessened. Finally, I lay there. Mark had slowed his thrusting, and I simply basked in the afterglow of the most powerful orgasm of my life.
I opened my eyes, looking down at my heaving chest, light sheen of sweat coating my breasts. I took note of my nipples, pale and hard, and then I at my lover's dark body, his manhood still inside of me. I stared up at his handsome face, and knew I would never look at him quite the same. Mark smiled down at me, eyes piercing. It was a knowing smile, the smile of a man who had taken a woman to a place she had never been before. I had a strange urge to kiss him, to lean upwards and kiss the man who had given me what I'd always craved. I resisted.
"Did your pussy just cum for me Allie?" His deep voice asked.
It was an impossibly taboo question, asked by a man who wasn't my husband.
I only nodded, blushing in admittance.
Suddenly, Mark withdrew his cock from me, creating a horrible void.
He grabbed me by my waist, and pulled me upwards towards him. Once upright, I brushed some matted hair out of my face, cheeks flush with excitement. Mark then shifted around, positioning himself behind my ass. He gently nudged me forward, and I immediately knew he wanted to take me from behind. I shuddered, and propped myself up on my forearms, experiencing the erotic sensation of my large breasts hanging sexually and swaying above his bed.
I jumped when I felt his strong hand smack my ass, his thighs pushing my own apart. I felt the lips of my pussy spread as he propped me bow legged on all fours, to his liking. He took complete control of me, and to be honest, I loved the feeling. I had enough experience with men who fumbled about, overly concerned with my comfort, overly concerned if they were doing it correctly. Here was Mark, grabbing my brunette hair into his hand, twisting it tight and pulling my head back like a bitch in heat. He slapped my ass again, causing a squeal to escape my lips, and then he slapped the top of his fat cock into the folds of my pussy. Before I had time to react my eyes darted wide, his cock stuffing into me, claiming me without worried concern, like a real man.
He began to fuck me with power, causing moans to escape my lips.
"Ohh! Yes! Mark! Fuck-ck meee-eee!" His cock pumped deep into me, my plump ass smashing back into his crotch. He slapped my ass again.
I looked forward, towards the foot of the bed and then into the mirror on the wall in front of me. I loved the image in that glass, impossibly naughty, immensely sexy.
My big tits bounced in response to his thrusts, heavy, swaying, and even slapping together as Mark fucked me. Behind, my big black lover towered over me, muscular and dominant. The contrast in our skin color, the contrast in our size, visually stimulating in its eroticism. I looked into Mark's eyes, and he back into mine. We shared a deep intensity, bodies enjoying one another, inflamed by the lust of our deeply naughty love making.



Another explosion of pleasure suddenly took hold, the crescendo taking me by surprise. My fingers clawing into his bed sheets as my feet and toes curled behind me. I squealed, "Ohhh! Fuckkk! Ma-rk! I'm cumm-ing ag-ainnn!!" I convulsed, bucking my ass back into his crotch and squirting more of my womanly essence all over my lover's cock. He slapped it again, the ache of his strong hand against my reddening cheeks somehow only enhancing the submissive undercurrent of my orgasm.
It took me a moment to regain my composure, to get my breathing under control. When I did, I lifted my head and saw him.
The door to the bedroom had opened. My husband stood there, eyes bulging and face pale. His expression was that of someone who'd seen a ghost. His stunned disbelief soon gave way to deep blushing embarrassment, blood returning to his cheeks. I could sense the bombardment of thoughts and emotions swirling in his mind.
I was surprisingly calm. I didn't scream, or attempt to cover myself. I didn't even blush, or think for a second to stop. I simply looked into my husbands eyes, and a pang of defiance flashed across my body. My guilt was stifled, my mind completely consumed with the profound sexual satisfaction I was experiencing, my womanly needs finally being met. Mark continued to fuck me from behind, strong hands grasping my waist above the curvature of my ass. He slapped my bare naked ass again, this time with my husband in harrowing witness.
I wondered how Jim would react. All these years of allowing Mark to flirt with me, to touch me. All these years allowing this man an intimacy that should have been reserved for my husband alone. It finally boiled over, the sexual tension that had developed between me and his boss finally coming to an undeniable head within the confines of this storm. Jim normally smiled awkwardly when he bore witness to Mark touching me, but he certainly wasn't smiling now. My husband continued to stand there, his mind seemingly unable to comprehend the sight in front of him. The utterly taboo nature of the moment started to overwhelm my psyche. Here I was, naked, big tits bouncing to the thrusts of my husbands boss, my husband standing in the doorway, wide eyed in disbelief as he watched another man take my naked body. I felt the rumblings of another orgasm, and encouraged my lover to take me there.
"You're going to make me cum again." My words were a whisper, but undoubtedly loud enough for my husband to hear.
Suddenly Marks deep voice boomed across the room, finally addressing the situation at hand.
"Jim. Give us some privacy please."
It was a surreal moment, listening to Mark telling my husband to leave, another act of dominance by the Alpha male in the room. I felt a stirring from deep within me, my pussy gushing and my nipples hardening in natural reaction to his utter masculinity.
A whine escaped my lips, desperate and harrowing, "Mark I'm going to cum again! I'm going to cum on your big cock-kk!"
I felt another slap on my ass, and then Marks voice once again, this time more aggressive.
"Jim! Get out and close the door!"
I looked up at my husband, my eyes glazing as the orgasm breached my shores. As the cloud of lust overwhelmed my vision, I saw his defeated, fascinated eyes, softly closing the door behind him.
I clawed into the bed sheets yet again, profoundly aroused by the dominant act that had just occurred with me at the center. My husband had complied with my lovers demand, submissively exiting the room as he yielded me to the Alpha male.
"I'm cumm-mmm-inggg-ggg!!" I screamed, voice inflecting with every one of his thrusts.
My ass bounced against him, my lower body in spasms as I once again unleashed my cream all over Mark's pistoning cock. My eyes rolled back into my head as an incredible wave of pleasure erupted outwards from my loins. I felt my pussy convulsing submissively, as it gave in to the man taking it.
"Fuck yes." I heard Mark emote, surely his own arousal enhanced by his primal, masculine victory.
I finally regained my sight, and my breathing returned to normal. I swallowed, clearing the saliva from my mouth, smacking my lips together as my body reestablished its center. I opened my eyes, and saw Mark staring at me through the reflection on the mirror. He smiled at me, a knowing, conquering smile. I couldn't help but blush a smile back, a submissive smile that somehow admitted his victory as a man. A day ago my behavior would have seemed impossible, the act of a wanton slut. Now, in the impossible heat of the moment, with my lust dominating my mind, it simply felt like nature in its rawest form.
Mark reached downwards to my stomach, pulling me backwards and tossing me onto my back.
I smiled up at him, my respect for the man at an all time high. I looked downwards at his cock, his beautiful black manhood. It was coated in my cream, a white lather streaking across his black girth, contrasting vividly in its eroticism. He slapped his wet shaft down into my folds, my clit sticking to his skin as he bobbed his member up and down on my pussy.
I spread my legs for him, modesty long having long left me. I felt deeply submissive to Mark in that moment, with a strong desire to surrender my body for his pleasure.
He entered me, this time with even more intent, purpose. As I felt his heavy ball sack flop into my clammy ass I knew his large testicles were brewing to a boil, near ready to unload and claim me. My eyes went wild with self admission, the admission that Mark was fucking me raw, that my ovulation was at its literal peak, that my instincts as a woman wanted for nothing more than for him to fill me with this cum. The intensity of my mad desires was profound, my rational mind lost to lust.
He continued to fuck me with passion, and the sensation of Marks plunging cock was all that existed in the world. His incredible girth causing my labia to stretch and cling to him, my pussy soaking his manhood, yielding everything I had to offer to this incredible man.
Suddenly my eyes darted open as his voice boomed across the room.
"Jim! If you insist on watching me fuck your wife than sit down on a chair. I don't want you standing in the doorway."
I looked beyond Mark's thrusting body, noticing my husbands defeated presence, eyes wide in fascination as he watched from the doorway. I saw fear, embarrassment, confusion, all present in his eyes. I knew my husband well, however, and I also could also see his arousal, an absurd, perverted excitement. He had returned to the room against my lovers wishes, drawn to the sight of Mark fucking me like a moth to a flame, almost as if his fascination was too overwhelming to ignore. I noticed myself lifting my legs a bit higher, instinctively wanting to give Jim a harrowing look at what Mark's big cock was doing to me.
Jim took a seat at the foot of the bed, now out of my line of sight. I couldn't believe the moment was happening, couldn't believe my husband was willingly watching his boss fuck me. Jim sat there, watching as his wife's pussy clung to a big black cock. Surely he had already noticed how much bigger Mark was, his large balls smacking into my ass, flopping in chorus along with the plunging wetness of my gushing pussy. I could feel the wetness soaking our joined sexes, my essence leaking down the crack of my ass, Mark's pistoning cock soaked entirely by my orgasms. I never imagined I could feel as raw, as sexual, as I did in that moment. I was being fucked by a powerful, hung man, while my lesser equipped husband was made to watch in submission. I felt deeply desired, I felt incredibly beautiful, and I felt completely alive.
"Fuck meee!!" I heard myself moan, reaching my arms upwards and clawing into Mark's muscular shoulders. My love cry caused Mark to grunt and reach his hands under my frame, squeezing my ass cheeks from below.
It was almost as if the entire aura in the room electrified in a way that could be felt. Something profound was brewing, and Mark and I were at the center of it.
My lover began to deepen his stroke, locking into a rhythm and preparing for a monumental release.
I looked up into his eyes, proud, thankful, desperate for him to complete his conquering act of masculinity, and claim me as nature intended.
I lifted my legs high, instinctively giving the head of his cock optimum proximity to my womb, driven by my inherent desire as an ovulating woman. The primal side of my mind well aware that a prime specimen of male that was about to fill me.
I suddenly heard a raspy, desperate voice, tinged with deep concern.
"Allie. Baby, you aren't on the pil-"
The anger flashed through me, defiance and lust controlling my thoughts.
I hissed, "You don't get to talk right now Jim. You get to watch."
My naughty words seemed to inspire my lover, who grunted, his thrusting becoming exaggerated.
The scent began to fill the room, the sexual scent of a man's incoming eruption.
"Cum in my pussy Mark." I demanded, voice sultry and sexual.
He roared, almost as if lion's blood coursed through his veins. I screamed in incomprehensible satisfaction as my eyes widened in response, my moans primal in their intensity. My legs began flailing wildly as my pussy came all over his engorging cock. The overwhelming sensation of being inseminated by an Alpha male caused the endorphins to rush through my body with explosive force, my mind blown over the rawness of the moment. I gasped as I savored the sensation of his cum coating my insides, each buck of his muscular body launching rope after rope of his seed deep into my fertile womb, soaking my ovaries. My pupils began to dilate over the life altering realization that I was being impregnated.
Enraptured, I pulled Mark's thrusting body down into mine, and kissed him. It was instinct, reactive, and my final act of intimate submission. His soft wet lips smacked against mine, our tongues darting back and forth in lust as he continued to expertly stuff his erupting manhood in and out of my cum filled pussy. I could feel the weight of his spasming cock, the walls of my pussy massaging him to completion as he fired his potent seed into me. I continued to gasp, unable to believe how much he was cumming. Mark's heavy balls continued to pulsate as he bred me, eventually pulling out and launching his final ropes all over my inflamed folds and clit.
Finally he stopped, bracing himself with his arms, last grunts escaping his mouth. I blinked open my eyes, reality slowly creeping back into my world. I gazed downward, across my diamond hard nipples and sweat coated body. Mark's massive black cock hung there, still rigid, coated in a mixture of our cream. My pussy was a mess, folds swollen and puffy, my sex covered in his cum. I looked up at him, and saw his smile.
"That pussy was good Allie. You gave it all up for me."
I blushed deeply, smiling at my lover. I felt the pangs of nervousness starting to return as my rational mind began to re-awaken.
Mark rolled to the side, allowing my vision to change focus of depth.
I saw him, sitting there in the chair. His eyes were wide, and his mouth open in shock. My poor husband, bearing visual witness to his wife's womanhood, completely smeared in the cum of an Alpha male. A chill ran up my spine as I considered the weight of the consequences that were headed our way.
Just as the wave of panic began to sweep over me, my gaze scanned downward. This time it was my eyes that widened in surprise, for I realized that Jim's pants were down around his ankles, his small cock held by his cum covered hand.
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It's hard to describe how I felt, the first time I saw it.
Granted, my inhibitions had already been lowered. My husband had been pushing me to behave naughtily, fueling my arousal with cocktails and, insanely, his own desire to take me right there in our pool. Still, regardless of the wild afternoon I had experienced, the sight of Bob's gigantic penis awakened something in me, something I had subconsciously spent most of my life repressing.
My husband is partially to blame for my newfound sexual wildness, although I suppose maybe 'blame' isn't the right word. Perhaps 'credit', is more apt. Steve had always been proud of me, lovingly building my sexual confidence slowly over our years together. He loved to encourage me to dress provocatively, to show off my curves. Slowly my walls came down, and my sexual confidence grew. I will always love the man for his pride in me, for his twisted and delightful perversions. It's hard not to feel guilty sometimes, though. As his wife maybe I should have cautioned him more, pushed back even more than I already did. After all, those very perversions led us to where we are now, and our marriage would never be the same. Steve was now living in a reality where his wife was taking another man to bed regularly, a man who was infinitely more sexually equipped than he. As cruel as it was to admit, and despite my immense love for my husband, his penis simply had no way of competing with Bobs.
When I first saw it, that day in the pool, I couldn't believe my eyes.
Steve and I rarely watched porn together. I could count our drunken viewings on one hand, and even those films were rather conservative and without much graphic detail. I had heard of certain women sometimes being labeled "size queens", a cartoonish description for a woman who lusted after large men, and I never quite understood it. It was admittedly naive of me, but I always assumed most men were roughly the same size. I would soon learn how wrong I was, however, and as part of that education I would develop my own strong desire for a sizable man.
It didn't take long for my outlook to shift. As soon as I laid my eyes on Bobs penis, it all changed for me. He was so much bigger than my husband. It was like I was seeing peak masculinity, a beautiful, towering appendage that I couldn't peel my eyes away from. It made me question everything i knew about sex, about men, all in an instant.
I still blush to think about how I reacted. Simply put, it stunned me. It was startlingly long, and incredibly thick, visually spectacular in a way that looked nothing like my husbands package. At the base of his shaft there was a massive pair of testicles. In my shock, I somehow encouraged Bob to play with himself, inflamed by the taboo knowledge that he was aroused by the sight of me. Me, an otherwise demure housewife, had somehow caused that incredible cock to become excited.
Weeks went by and try as I might, I couldn't get the image of it out of my mind. I began to feel guilty, telling myself that a married woman shouldn't behave in such a way. I tried to manage my thoughts, and behave as the prim and proper housewife, and teacher, that I had been for so long. It wasn't working, and whenever I closed my eyes I saw his weight, his size, vivid in my memory. While it was true that Bob was a tall, muscular, and somewhat handsome man, for whatever reason all my fantasies gravitated solely around his manhood. I had never found him particularly desirable, not until I saw him in the nude anyway. After all, Bob was a bit jovial, a tad goofy, and I preferred my men somewhat more reserved. Steve, for example, was much more stoic. My husband was so stoic, in fact, that my he seemed dangerously confident in prodding my flirtations with our neighbor. He continued to encourage me to tease him, to toy with the bullishly hung man next door. I quickly learned that it turned him on, somehow, the pervert in him excited by my teasing behavior. Admittedly, it quickly began arousing me as well, perhaps because it was such a liberating departure from normality. Our sex had become more explosive, more teasing. Shamefully, I would often fantasize that it was Bob who was taking me, and when I would admit as much to my husband, he would cum violently with shameful lust in his eyes.
At the same time that I was struggling with my own internal battle, and the impossible encouragement of my husband, Bob weakened my defenses from the outside. He started to become more bold with me, suddenly confident in playing with my sexuality. He had quickly caught on to Steve's willingness to expose me, to show me off, and he capitalized on it, slowly seducing me over time.
It was soon thereafter when Steve naively sent me over to Bob's house, supposedly with the intent to help him with a casserole, though I knew my husband was perversely excited by the idea of me being alone with him. Bob obviously had no interest whatsoever in the food, and almost immediately pulled me into his living room. It was there that we hooked up for the first time, our attraction building to a breaking point. Bob dropped his shorts the second he got me on his couch. His huge cock bobbed upwards, large, sexy, and dangerous.
"I know you want to see it." He said, confidently.
He was right of course. He surely knew, from the look in my eye that day at the pool, that I had never seen one as big as his. I blushed, face going red and panties immediately dampening at the sight of his beautiful penis.
"I want you to play with it." His voice was calm, deliberate, and in control.
The last vestiges of my wife-hood were in tatters, my sexual defenses unraveling over the last few weeks of teasing. Still, my rational mind attempted to save my sanctity, voice soft and nervous, "My husband-"
"Your husband is a cuckold in waiting, Anna. Why do you think he sent you over here?" Bob replied, voice deep and honest. It was a bit startling to hear him drop his normally lighthearted demeanor, and adopt a dominant tone of voice. It confused me, but crazily, it also turned me on. He added, "Steve is a smart man, damn well smart enough to know he can't give you what I can." He chuckled, adding, "I saw his little dick in the pool."
I blushed, which caused him to smile. He grabbed his beautiful cock with his hand, tugging at his immense length and drawing my attention even further to it. Bob added, "I think all three of us know you deserve a bit more than that."
Arousal and embarrassment both swept across my face, guilt swelling from the inexplicable excitement I felt. His comparison to my husband's smaller penis dampened my womanhood in a strangely taboo way. My husband wasn't small, not technically, but he certainly was in comparison to what I was now looking at. Bob gently grabbed my hand, and to my horror, I melted. I immediately gave into my womanly desire to touch him, to my need to feel his supremely masculine cock in my hands.
It was hot to the touch, and hard as steel, power coursing off every inch of his member. I tried to encircle my hand around his impressive girth, but my index finger wasn't even close to my thumb. It was fascinating to see my delicate hand contrasting so starkly against the incredible masculinity of his organ. I began to stoke up and down his length immediately, out of my mind with arousal over the surreal sight of me exploring him. His huge balls began to flop up and down, testicles smacking against and peeling perversely from the leather seat of his couch cushion, I had to feel them, to caress them, and began doing so with my free hand. They too were hot, heavy, and undoubtedly boiling with his essence.
"Fuck Bob." I bit down on my lip, instinct taking over. "You're cock is so sexy." I heard myself admit, not quite in control of my thoughts, or my emotions, body driven by lust. This was completely foreign territory for me, but I loved every moment of it.
It was then that we kissed for the first time, a passionate, taboo, extramarital kiss. Bob eventually peeling the lace down my breasts, taking my large tits in his hands, spurring me even further to the brink. We stayed that way, exploring one another in complete arousal. Me, a married woman, letting this large man have his way with my tits. Still, despite the intensity in the room, somehow I managed to keep our physicality on second base, my rational mind barely fighting off his advances to take me up to his bedroom. My husband admitted later that he had watched much of it, sneaking over and peering through the window like a pervert. His unfathomable acceptance only spurring my need, propelling my desire closer and closer to realization.
Throughout the following week, I couldn't get Bob's penis out of my mind. I thought about it all day long, absentmindedly performing my lectures with lust controlling my brain. I was desperate to see it again, to continue exploring him, to let him continue to explore me. When I got home, I immediately and shamefully went next door, red faced and embarrassed when he opened it, smiling. Minutes later I was back on his couch, only now I leaned down and lustfully wrapped my mouth around his penis.
I rarely went down on Steve, I simply never felt the desire too. That wasn't at all the case with Bob, however. I was quickly becoming intoxicated by his manhood, it's incredible presence arousing me in a scary way. I planted kisses up and down his thick member, running my tongue across his big balls, trying to take as much of him in my mouth as I could manage. My actions became quickly depraved, enamored by the raw, masculine, pillar of testosterone against my lips.
"Suck that big cock." Bob would taunt, slapping his hand across my bare ass as I happily did.
I would even have to take the occasional break, to pump him with my hands in order to allow my jaw some needed recovery time. Perversely, I even enjoyed slapping his cock into my face, somehow loving the submissive feeling of something so masculine against my cheeks. In the middle of one of my frenzies, I received a fateful text from my husband, curious as to my whereabouts.
'This is what you get for opening Pandora's box.' I thought, as I texted him a brief video of me going down on our neighbor. I think a small part of me wanted for Steve to stop me, for him to snap out of his perverted trance and realize his wife was succumbing to another man, for the sight of Bob's huge cock to strike fear into the heart of him, and make my husband take back control of me. Incredibly, it did nothing of the sort, and only served to further push Steve off the edge, and towards his inevitable destiny as a cuckold. I'll never forget the sight of him when I finally returned home. Steve's pants were around his ankles, and his shirt was covered in his own cum, having just masturbated to that very video of me sucking Bob's big cock. I still blush when I think about it.
Given the progression of my relationship with Bob, and my husbands misguided acceptance of it, it's no surprise that Bob and I soon found ourselves in bed together.
My poor, loving husband, spent much of that day watching me with fascinated, wide eyes, as I frolicked nude with Bob in our pool. Steve's delightful perversion, to push me to open up, to get in touch with the raw sexuality inside me, was about to climax, literally and figuratively, with another man inside me.
"Play with that cock baby." Bob would tease, keeping his voice low, whispering to me as I pumped his big shaft under the water. In all my years on the planet, my arousal had never been even close to as heightened as it was that day at our pool. It was simply taboo, playing with another naked man while my husband looked on in perverted wonder.
As shameful as it is to admit, I felt immense relief when I finally noticed Steve asleep on the patio chair. Nothing was going to stop me from taking Bob to bed on that night, and my husband's slumber allowed me and my new lover our privacy.
It was only a few short minutes until Bob and I escaped upstairs. I was already naked, and I was soon laying submissively upon his bed. My legs were spread for him, and I was soaking wet, desperate for whatever he was about to give me. I smiled in blushing absurdity, not quite believing that this was my reality. A few short months ago I was a completely reserved housewife, unwilling to even wear a bikini in front of other men. Now here I was, naked in my neighbor's bed, wickedly excited to allow a well hung man to have his way with me.
It might sound strange, but the first thoughts that exploded across my mind as Bob stretched me, were of pity. Not pity for my husband, who wanted this for me, but pity for other women. Pity for women in otherwise great marriages, with loving husbands. Women who had been with the same man for most of their life, pity for women who might never get to experience a truly large penis.
It was if an itch was finally being scratched, a deep, profound, sexual itch, an itch that I never even knew I had. It was a divine experience, almost out of body, his thick cock was stretching my walls in a way that was almost indescribable. As he fucked me with his beautiful penis, we kissed, lips smacking together in passion as sparks flew from the taboo realization of our mating. My neurons were firing in my brain, thoughts wild and primal. That moment in time came with a realization. A harsh, harrowing realization, that a man with a very large cock could make me feel like a woman in ways my husband couldn't.
I gasped for air, and my eyes going wide as the endorphins rushed to my brain. The feeling of fullness inside me was something beyond compare. His cock somehow both stretched me apart, and made me whole. The pleasure bursting from my loins caused goosebumps to fire across my body, skin electric with lust. I moaned, clutching into Bob's muscled back. I was being stuffed by a real man, and there was simply nothing like it.
"Fuck me!" I screamed, delirious.
He pumped in and out of me, his cock stretching my pussy in unforgiving fashion, taking what was so rightly his.
He grunted. "That's it Anna. Give it up for me. Give me all of that married pussy." Bob teased, clearly loving his role of hung man conquering a married woman. He kissed across my breasts, and neck, my pale nipples turning to diamond as he pleasured me better than my husband ever had.
I had never felt anything even remotely close to what Bob was giving me. The way his large shaft pumped so deeply into me, stretching my walls out in ways unfamiliar, causing my nerve endings to fire off in taboo sensation as a bigger man stretched me full. I came hard, pleasure so consuming that my teeth began to chatter, legs shaking as my toes curled forward in orgasmic release. I soaked his plunging cock with my cream, violently exploding all over his engorgement as I screamed and spasmed.
"Ohhh!!! You got meee! Oh Bob!!! You got meee! You fucking- got meee!!!"
It was the first of many orgasms I would have that night. Real, powerful, vaginal orgasms, orgasms so strong that they altered my entire perspective on sexual satisfaction.
Bob came several times on that first evening as well. Between sessions we would lay there for a moment, kissing passionately, naughtily, both basking in the taboo realization that we were in the midst of thoroughly cuckolding my husband. Minutes of recovery would pass, and we would then continue to mate, Bob somehow having better stamina than Steve despite being a much older man. I loved every second with him, his beautiful cock taking me to sexual heights that I never knew possible. Our bodies were sweaty, our kisses passionate, our lust undeniable. Bob was changing my marriage with every thrust of his incredible appendage, with every stretch of my pussy I became more submissive to him, more sexually his. It was simply nature at work, as cruel as that was to admit.
I would later learn that Steve, my poor, loving husband, had watched me from our bedroom window, even listening in on my depraved words as fate deemed him a cuckold. He admitted that it was difficult for him, profoundly so, to see me react to another man in such a way. However, he also shamefully admitted that it was beyond arousing. I will never forget his embarrassed eyes as he told me that he masturbated as he watched Bob fuck me.
Respect is perhaps the most crucial element of any marriage, and once its gone, it's nearly impossible to get back. I actually worried, that night, and throughout the next few days, that I would begin looking at Steve with less of it. After all, he had willingly stepped back and allowed a sexually superior man to seduce and fuck me. I definitely began seeing my husband in a more perverted, more sexually inadequate role. It's not that Steve couldn't satisfy me in the bedroom, he had ably performed his duties as a husband in our years together, and was technically of average endowment. It was the simple fact that I had now experienced something undeniable, and the sexual experience that Bob was able to give me dwarfed my husband on even his best day.
I quickly, and thankfully, learned to separate bedroom respect, from general respect. Steve's penis size was not in his control, however his assertive nature, his confidence, and his other positive attributes all were. I loved the man, completely. I couldn't hold his perverted desires against him, especially because I had so willingly embraced them, and so willingly benefited from them. I eventually began to realize that there was actually something brave about Steve being able to break societal constructs, machismo bravado, and pursue an unmentionable fantasy to see his wife satisfied by a bigger man. Besides, after some research, I realized that what we were now engaging in was a popular fantasy for many married couples. Over time, all three of us became more comfortable in our new dynamic, Steve becoming more willingly submissive to my needs in the bedroom, naturally recognizing that he had no hope of competing with what Bob was giving me.
He even fell into the delightfully depraved habit of watching us, sometimes Bob would take me right on our pool deck, his huge cock as hard as steel, clearly inflamed by his exploding ego. It had to be satisfying, on a primal level, to satisfy a married woman right in front of her lesser equipped husband. It was profoundly arousing for me, as well, to look into the lust filled eyes of my husband as he stared slack jawed, watching as Bob took his wife's pussy right in front of him. Sometimes Bob would take me up to his room, and Steve would watch the powerful intercourse from across the yard. There were even times when Bob would close his curtains, my poor husband only able to listen to my moans of satisfaction, as he waited for me in cuckolded angst.
As cruel as it is to admit, those were my favorite sessions with Bob. It was during those intimate moments alone with my lover, that we were free to express our honesty. I loved his demeanor when we fucked, his otherwise goofy personality becoming naturally dominant whenever he was inside me.
"You love this big cock, don't you Anna." Bob would tease, stuffing me full, satisfying me in that way I was now completely addicted too.
"I do Bobby. Fuck me hard." We would kiss each other passionately, and he would continue to tease me, to humiliate my husband in a shamefully perverse way that turned me on as well. Taunting as he fucked me while my husband waited in aroused agony.
"Tell me what I want to hear baby." He would demand, causing me to submit immediately, legs wrapping around his back, his large balls flopping into my ass cheeks, the smacking sensation of his masculine testicles yet another physical touch of his that I had grown to love.
I would whisper into his ear, hard truths that turned us both on in horrible ways. "You fuck me so much better than my husband."



He would grunt, my words stroking his ego while my pussy milked his massive cock.
He looked into my eyes, and mine into his, both of us lost in our lust.
I continued, whispering, "Your cock is so much bigger than his."
"That little dick can't compete with me." He grunted, heavy balls slapping into my ass at a faster pace, our sweaty skin clinging to one another in heat.
I kissed him, "Never. That little dick can't make me cum like you do."
Maybe I was a horrible woman, an evil woman. I truly did love my husband, but I couldn't deny the Alpha in my bed, and part of me serving him, was serve to his ego. Worse, I too loved drawing attention to their contrast. It was basic human biology, and the man with the bigger sex organ was undoubtedly the one more worthy of mating with. It was perverted, naughty, role play, but in the moment it felt like nothing else mattered.
"Who's pussy is this?" Bob demanded.
"It's your pussy." I hissed. We kissed again, tongues swirling together in fiery passion.
"It's not your husbands pussy, is it? He can't fuck you like I can." He was unrelenting, and it turned me on to no end. His heavy balls began slapping into my ass with faster pace, both of us brewing to inevitability.
I shook my head, kissing him deep, "He could never fuck me like you can."
"You're my little married slut, you know that don't you baby?"
I nodded, "Yes. I'm your married slut."
He continued to pick up his pace, his engorged cock extracting yet another mind blowing orgasm out of me, my pussy soaking his thrusting shaft as it came for him.
"Give it all up for me Anna. Give it all up." He grunted, teeth clenching.
"Oh Bobby! I'm cumming for youuu! It's all for you baby!!!" I squealed, bucking violently as my pussy contracted, drenching his pistoning member in my essence.
My powerful orgasm was extended, bolstered by the incredible sensation of his expanding cock, the pulsations of his own seed erupting deep inside me. It was another element of his prowess that I had grown obsessed with, his heavy balls always produced a potent load, and he loved delivering it deep inside me, rope after rope of his cum soaking my insides, coating my ovaries. My birth control working overtime to prevent the unthinkable.
Bob collapsed atop me, eventually his panting slowed, "God damn Anna. I love filling that married pussy up."
I smiled, kissing him, "It feels amazing when you cum in me."
Bob chuckled, "I don't think I'm going to let you leave tonight. Your husband is going to have to suffer. He'll listen to you moan all night long."
I smiled, blushing, "It'll be torture." I paused, adding, "He'll love it."
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You were seated on the hotel room couch, listening intently for any sound that might escape the bedroom. Your attention was at a deliriously heightened state, and the knot in your stomach roiled with nervous anticipation. A feminine giggle, a lustful kiss, and the telling rummaging of clothes and bed sheets. Each sent your mind reeling, and each caused your heart to pound.
Your eyes darted open as you finally heard that impossible sound, the inevitable creaking of the hotel bed. The noise of it created a heat on your face, embarrassment and excitement both coursing through your body in erotic torment.
A chill ran down your spine as the first moan escaped her sultry lips.
It was haunting, harrowing, and most of all, impossibly sexy. It caused your mouth to run dry, as you instinctively cleared the lump in your throat.
Another cry of pleasure, somehow it was your wife's voice, her sweet, sexy voice, that squealed in delight. The creaking of the bed became louder, and another noise soon joined the chorus. You could hear it clearly, the erotic sound of two naked bodies slapping together in desire. Her moans were becoming more needful, more urgent with every collision. It was both incredible and horrifying to listen too. Your penis stiffened as your head spun in aroused confusion, unable to believe that this was finally happening.
It took years to convince her, to assure her that this is what you wanted. It took years for her walls to come down, for her to allow herself to believe that this was somehow acceptable behavior for a married woman. Luckily, though, your marriage was a good one. The love and trust you had in one another had allowed for this impossible circumstance to slowly evolve from unmentionable fantasy, into taboo reality.
"Oh!! Oh- Oh- Ohhh!! Yesss!!" You froze as you listened to her voice cry out in sexual wonder, the incredible pleasure palpable in the sound of her moans. Your hands clutched into the armrest of the sofa, seemingly bracing for the harrowing song of your wife's satisfaction. You immediately knew she was experiencing something she hadn't before, something that you weren't physically equipped to give her.
Maybe you weren't the biggest man. Maybe you were very small, or at least below average. Maybe your endowment was normal, or possibly even slightly above. Maybe you even thought yourself big, at one point or another.
Regardless of what kind of equipment you had between your legs, the harrowing fact remained. You weren't nearly as big as him.
"Oh my- god!! Fuck mee-ee-ee!!" Her squeals of pleasure echoed from within the bedroom. Each of her moans was a gut punch, gut punches that somehow stiffened your penis with every blow.
You remember the looks on her face, back when you slowly began introducing her to porn with large men. Her wide eyed expressions, her blushing cheeks, the noticeably enthusiastic love making that followed. In the same way you appreciated women with attractive, feminine features, your wife slowly discovered just how much she appreciated men with large, masculine ones. It caused you some embarrassment, knowing that she was so clearly aroused by men bigger than yourself, but deep down that same knowledge excited you. It was simply in her womanly nature, to lust for large manhood, and her willingness to embrace that desire was something that aroused you in a powerful way.
The feelings were so powerful, in fact, that you eventually worked up the courage to tease her about actually taking a bigger man to bed. Those conversations would cause her to blush, and insist you were a pervert, insist you were crazy. Still, you couldn't help but notice her excited eyes when discussing that forbidden topic.
Your encouragement persisted, but she would continue to push back, concerned for your feelings, worried about your marriage, unsure how serious you were. She was certain you would be too embarrassed, too jealous, to allow such an unthinkable act to occur between her and another man. You discussed it countless times, and with every conversation a new layer was peeled away, allowing for further visualization of the impossible fantasy. You couldn't quite explain why, but your arousal was utterly real, and completely undeniable. Whenever you imagined her in that taboo situation, you became rock hard with arousal. She would smile, blushing deep, surprised by your admissions, slowly becoming more and more turned on by the naughty idea. Perhaps the most telling of all, however, was the fact that the two of you would always have some of your best sex after talking about it.
Perhaps your wife had an ex-lover, a former fling, maybe it was even a one night stand. Maybe a man with exceptional endowment had her once, before your time together. Perhaps that experience was something that she shamefully thought back on, yearning for that feeling of fullness once again. Or maybe it was the opposite, and your wife had little sexual experience prior to marrying you. Perhaps she had girlfriends who teased her about that inexperience, or bragged about their own hung lovers. Maybe, even, it was at the furthest end of the spectrum, and you were the only man she had ever been with. Perhaps her thoughts sometimes wandered to the frightful possibility that she may have completely missed out on explosive sexual experiences. Regardless of whatever her sexual past might be, there was no denying the excitement in her eyes when you teased her about taking a very large man to bed.
You slowly began walking to the doorway, your mouth dry, heartbeat now racing at incredible pace. You paused before looking inside, your wife's moaning now reaching a fever pitch, the erotic sounds of their two naked bodies smacking together in lust, the bed springs creaking wildly as an unspeakable act occurred just beyond the threshold. Your stomach was still in knots, your penis as hard as you could ever remember it, straining against your slacks as you listened to another man fuck your wife! You began to feel momentarily dizzy, almost unable to believe this was a real moment in time.
Slowly, you managed to regain your composure, and swallow your pride. The embarrassment you were suffering somehow only fueled the swirling, perverted arousal that you were experiencing. You managed to peak inside, and the profoundly intense sight would be forever imprinted in your mind. You knew, almost immediately, that your marriage would never be quite the same.
Your beautiful wife was sprawled sexually on her back, her legs raised high in the air in feminine fashion. You caught a glimpse of her beautiful face, contorting in wonder as another man plunged in and out of her willing and wanting body. You blinked, once, twice, unable to truly grasp the magnitude of the moment. Your eyes trailed to her delicate feet, her toes locked in a curl from the bombardment of pleasure she was receiving, bouncing up and down with the movement of his thrusts. Her new anklet was shining visibly, hanging sexily down her calve as a perverse symbol of what was happening in that bed.
"It feels- so good! It's so goo-ood!" Your wife gasped, pulling the hung man deeper inside her.
Absurdly, you noticed his ass, thrusting back and forth, and below it, his obscenely large testicles. Your mouth went dry as you witnessed his impressive length plunging in and out of her pussy. The gut punches came heavier now, the visual confirmation that your wife's lover was significantly larger than you now sending you reeling. He was thicker and longer, heavier and harder, and she seemed to crave every inch of him. Your wife was taking his huge manhood with delicious ease, engulfing his size almost as if her pussy was designed for it.
"Fuck m-ee-eee!!" She suddenly screamed, his stroke inflaming her to an extreme degree. His big balls slapped erotically into her plump ass, creating a taboo noise that taunted you with every smack of their skin. You watched as his pendulous scrotum smacked into her cheeks, each collision causing her ass to jiggle ever so slightly. You grasped the doorway, to steady yourself. You looked on in horror as her delicate hands clutched into his muscled back, her fingers clawing into him for support. You glanced back down at their colliding sexes, his huge penis commandingly plunging in and out of your wife. Your mind continued to melt away into surreal wonder, watching as her taut labia clung to him, perversely soaking and gripping his thick shaft, seemingly desperate to keep him inside her.
"I love the way you fuck me." Your wife moaned, kissing her lover, now wrapping her legs around his back in instinctual submission.
"You like that big cock?" The bull asked, his deep voice already knowing the answer. He continued to thrust, perpetually filling her with every inch of himself.
"I love your- big cock! It feels- Ohh! So- fucking amazing!!" Your wife screamed, grasping into his back with one hand, and clutching his ass with her other.
It was admittedly brutal, listening to her inflamed admissions of lust, listening to the passionate smacking of their lips. Somehow, though, your own arousal conquered any feelings of inadequacy, of shame, of embarrassment. This was beyond comprehension, the image of your wife having sex with another man was simply on another plane of eroticism.
Your mouth was dry as you continued to watch his immense organ stuff in and out of the woman you loved, stretching her in a way that looked utterly primal. It was hard to accept just how much larger he was than you, and even harder to accept that no matter how much you might try, you would never be able to fill her like he was. His cock plunged in and out, almost in slow motion, her screams echoing in your ears as he satisfied her deeply. It was utterly depraved and absurd. Yet it was also somehow deeply human, and it was also the exact reason the three of you were in this hotel room together.
You remembered back to her excited, embarrassed smile, when she first saw the pictures of his manhood. He was an experienced lover of married women, coming with verified recommendations on the adult site you had used. After so many years, you and your wife had finally relented to fantasy, using wine and arousal to finally take that impossible step in searching for a potential bull. You still remember the raw electricity in the car as you and your wife drove out to to meet him for the first time. Both of you smiled the entire way there, almost delirious over the prospect at hand.
It was to be a casual encounter, initially, with the intent to get a sense of the man, an impression of him. It needed to be a great one, to be sure. If he was to be someone who would have the honor of taking your wife to bed, he needed to be utterly worthy of the right. The conversation flowed freely, somehow, and he was very respectful of the dynamic that you and your wife were exploring. He spoke with confidence, and had an air of calmness about him, which put both you and your wife at ease. He was familiar with the cuckold and hotwife lifestyle, and knew exactly why the fantasy was so powerful, for so many. He took his time to engage you, specifically, to make sure he understood what you wanted out of the situation. He smiled, knowingly, when you told him that you wanted to see your wife satisfied in a big way. You took note of your wife's captivation with the man, causing both a strange excitement and pangs of jealously to course through your body. It was bizarre, embarrassing, and profoundly arousing to watch him openly flirt with her, and her with him, knowing where the intent led. It was clear that she found him attractive, and their chemistry was readily apparent right from your first meeting.
You made love that night, upon the return from the dinner. It was powerful, erotic, and a telling moment in your budding exploration. She looked into your eyes, staring at you with passion, with longing, letting you know that she loved you completely. You kissed, and explored one another with familiarity and care. You prodded her for her thoughts, her feelings on what might come to be. During an intimate moment, your wife admitted the powerful truth, the impossible truth, the truth that you had been waiting to hear. The man you had both met earlier in the evening, the man who had captivated her, and flirted with her, the man who had complimented her, and excited her. She wanted that man, sexually. She told you, that not only was she willing to let that man fuck her. Your wife wanted that man to fuck her.
Your pants were now around your ankles, bunched along with your boxers in a pile of aroused perversion. The sight of the humanistic lust at play in the bed in front of you was simply too powerful to deny. You stroked your lesser penis in voyeuristic depravity as you watched another man's greater one sexually satisfy your wife. You were painfully envious of his size, and especially of the way she was responding to it.
She was riding him now, her large breasts bouncing seductively as his large cock pistoned in and out of her. Her plump rear bucked up and down on top of him, causing his heavy balls to shake into a boil. It was surreal to watch her ride another man, her hands clutched into his chest as she mounted him with passion.
"Goddd!!" Her voice sounded possessed, enraptured by his ability, his size.
The bull's large hand suddenly slapped against her rippling ass, spurring her to ride him harder.
You could sense her impeding explosion, your own balls boiling at the sight of her pleasure as you pumped your dick in voyeuristic delight, still standing outside the doorway.
Her bucking became more frantic, and you saw her toes lock into a curl.
Her scream was almost primal, "I'm gonna- I'm- I'm c-cumminggg!!"
The bull suddenly slapped her ass again, and once more, reddening her large cheek as her body convulsed, eventually collapsing down onto his chest. He grabbed her plump rear firmly, and pounded her through to completion, his heavy balls flopping up and smacking the underside of her ass cheeks as she continued to explode all over his cock.
Your mouth fell agape as you watched her yield to him, her pussy spasming in satisfaction as she creamed all over another man's member. You had to stop stroking your own penis, for fear of losing your nut.
"Ohh God-ddd!! I'm fu- cummi- I'm cummingg- so harddd!!" She squealed, almost without control of her body.
You had to look away, the sight of her powerful orgasm was too arousing to process. You looked down at your dick, noticing its intense hardness, your pounding heartbeat causing it to pulse up and down. Absurdly, your eyes adjusted on the floor beyond, and you noticed her black dress near the door, laying in a pile next to her stilettos. You had to clear your mind, at least for a moment, and you found your thoughts recalling the earlier evening.
She smiled wide when she saw him sitting at the dinner table. He had been waiting patiently at the hotel restaurant, anticipating your arrival.
It was hard to describe the emotions you experienced, watching as your wife dressed for the evening. To see her taking the time to ensure that every facet of her outfit was flawless, her sexy public hair trimmed in the way that she preferred. Knowing that she was preparing herself for the very likely possibility of going to bed with another man, it was atomic in it's intensity. The strange sensation you experienced as you walked hand in hand through the hotel bar, eventually arriving at his table. The woman you loved, dolled up for his feasting eyes. The entire build up, the very idea of that it all only served to stoke the fires of your perversion. From the instant you both sat down with him, the sexual tension was palpable in the air. You watched them flirt, and tease, their eyes rarely leaving one another, save for those moments when they would turn back to you. It was reassuring to see their willingness to keep you engaged. She rested her hand on your knee, sometimes leaning in to kiss you, sometimes whispering that she loved you. It was all building to an inevitability, a horrifying, arousing, inevitability. The three of you enjoyed some wine, to calm the nerves, and steady the hand. It wasn't long, however, before you found yourselves in the elevator, headed up to an act of nature that was to be undeniably human, and free from societal and marital constraints.
"I'm going to take over from here." The bull spoke, gently pulling her over to his side of the cab. He took her by the waist, and stood commandingly behind her. "If you don't mind." He added to you, genuinely.
You could only nod, an excited nervousness exploding across your body.
Your wife blushed, giggling in aroused excitement as the bull began to plant gentle kisses on her neck, his large hands now exploring her luscious body. She squeezed your hand for support, for encouragement. You watched in a trance as they explored one another for the first time, and your eyes bulged when you saw him cup your wife's breasts, an intimate touch that had up until that moment been reserved for you alone. It caused her head to arch back in pleasure.
"We're all going to have a lot of fun tonight." He spoke confidently. Your wife looked up at you with excited, embarrassed eyes. You could only lean down and kiss her, sparks exploding off both your lips. With every passing moment, you were only more encouraged to see this impossible act occur, the eroticism in the air unlike anything you had ever experienced.
The two of them were in passionate embrace before you even opened the suite door. The bull wasted no time, immediately taking your wife by her hand, leading her into the bedroom. She turned and gave you one last smile, an embarrassed, naughty smile, a smile that admitted that she was succumbing to another man, a man with endowment much larger than yours. Your heart pounded and your face ran flush as you watched her disappear into the other room. Moments later you were seated on the sofa in the common area, unsure as to how you even arrived there. You and your wife had previously agreed that you would wait outside for the beginning of the taboo act. With embarrassed eyes, she confided that she wasn't sure how shy, how self conscious she would feel with you there watching her first moments with him. You understood, and agreed happily. What you didn't account for, however, was the intense angst you would suffer as you waited for your queue. It was too intense, to be sure, as evident by the fact that you were now spying from the doorway.
You eyes blinked, focus returning to the present.
"You can come in now baby." You suddenly heard the sweet voice of your wife. It cut through your wandering thoughts with immediacy.
It was hard to describe the confusing mixture of arousal and embarrassment, as you noticed her eyes looking at you through the doorway.
Your mouth was dry, your dick still throbbing, as you realized your wife was now on all fours. She supported her gorgeous body with her delicate forearms, almost wiggling her rear as the bull began to assume position behind her.
She called for you again, a cute nervousness in her voice.
You moved slowly, pushing the door the remainder of the way open, absurdly stepping out of the bunched pants at your feet.
She smiled sweetly at you, though there was some embarrassment present on her face. You saw her excited eyes wander down to your erection, blushing as she realized the extent of your arousal. You could immediately see the comparison that her mind was making. Your wife blushed again, acknowledging with knowing eyes that her lover was much bigger than you. That truth caused you some embarrassment, as the contrast was in sizes was too significant to ignore. Ultimately though, there was no sense in denying what was obvious, there was no need to shy away from it. The bull had much larger endowment than you, and that was the point. Your smaller dick stood in rigid arousal, in perverted acceptance, as you watched a bigger man assume position behind your wife.



"I love you." She offered, suddenly. Surely her own mind was racing with conflicting thoughts of sexual biology, lust, and love.
You offered it back, which yielded a proud smile from her beautiful face. Suddenly, she bit her lip, crying out in pleasure. You watched as the bull began to take her from behind. Her face contorted in pleasure as she allowed him inside her. They soon began to fuck with intensity, your wife screaming so loudly you feared the hotel would call with complaints.
"Fuck m-eee!!" She squealed, the bull now grabbing her hair and pulling her head backwards in dominant fashion. Your eyes were wide as you watched her large tits sway back and forth in response to his assault. There were several moments in which you couldn't believe this woman was actually your wife, as her visage seemed that of a porn star, of a sex goddess.
You had since found a seat next to the bed, stroking your dick as you watched your wife continue to have passionate sex with her new lover.
He thrust in and out of her, causing those sexual squeals to return to her lips. You could sense a question on her face, a thought that she needed confirmed. Suddenly, she looked over at you, asking, "Do you like- watching- me?" Her face was flush, and she bit her lip as she managed her pleasure. Her eyes glanced downwards at your lap, a blushing smile once again on her face as she saw you playing with yourself in perversion.
You nodded, your own mind lost to the cloud of lust in the room, your admission confirming what you both already knew to be true.
"Baby- his cock- is so good!!" She whined, her eyes now closed as she relished in the pleasure he was giving her. It was as if her guilt had overwhelmed her, and she felt the need to confess her unadulterated satisfaction.
He slapped his hand down on her ass, powerfully, grunting, "Take that big cock. Show hubby how much you like it."
"I fucking love it!!" She screamed, their bodies continued to slap together in sweaty lust, her hands now clutching into the bed sheets in front of her as she attempted to brace herself from the waves of pleasure surging through her body.
She opened her eyes, and it was immediately clear that they were lost and cloudy, consumed by humanistic lust. Still, she found you despite it all.
"I love you." She whispered, desperate to tell you again. Desperate to let you know that she was appreciative of this night that you had allowed her. Desperate to make you realize that you would always be first in her heart, no matter how intense this moment might have seemed to be.
You let her know you loved her as well, and you realized that you were completely captivated by her beauty, gaze locked on her feminine form wrapped in the throes of primal lust.
She closed her eyes, hissing moans of pleasure through clenched teeth. She spoke, "He's- going to- make me cum again. Is that- okay?" It was a deliriously arousing comment, sweet, and sexy, and impossibly naughty.
You nodded, almost whispering your approval. It was why this man was here, after all.
You watched as the bull's large hands grabbed your wife by her waist, his large organ pumping her powerfully from behind. He grunted again, slapping her plump, bouncing ass, "Cum for this big cock."
Your eyes widened as you watched her hands clutch into the bed sheets, the slapping noise of their naked bodies unrelenting in your ears. Your wife arched her head backwards, the bull still tugging on her hair. You watched as her hypnotizing breasts continued to bounce erotically back and forth, covered in a light sheen of her sweat, her nipples as hard as diamonds.
"Oh goddd!! I can feel ittt!! I'm gonna-" Your wife's moans were heightened, possessed.
The bull grunted, his own words, deep and inflamed, "Fuck. God damn this pussy is good!"
She screamed, bucking back against him, her convulsing pussy milking his fat shaft as she came all over his plunging cock. "Ohh fu-fuckkk!! I'm c-cu-cumminggg!!
Once again, you had to remove your hand from your dick, barely catching yourself before a depraved ejaculation. The sight of your wife's pleasure was almost too much to bear.
She collapsed, her large breasts smashing sexually into the bed cushion, her face turned to the side, breathing heavily.
The bull slapped her ass, once, twice, before looking up and you and offering an appreciative thumbs up. You could only nod, almost stunned by what you had just witnessed. They both seemed to regain their breath, several moments passing before he grabbed her by the waist and spun her onto her back. She giggled in response to his toss, her beautiful tits bouncing sexually atop her frame as she smiled up at him. Slowly, she spread her legs, somehow ready for more. Your eyes widened as you took note of her inflamed sex, the folds of her pussy swollen and obscene in their eroticism.
You almost couldn't believe your eyes as you watched his huge manhood bob in the air, his knees shuffling him across the bed and slowly moving to align at the entrance to her succulent pussy. It was undeniably large and entirely covered in your wife's essence, lubricated by the very fluids she had yielded for him. His heavy balls swayed as he began to place his engorged head at the entrance to her womanhood. Your heart skipped a beat as you considered what would be coming next.
You saw your wife's delicate hand reaching downwards, erotically grasping and pulling him into her.
"Put that big thing back in me." She groaned, teasing.
The bull looked backwards at you, over his shoulder, smiling as he spoke, "Oh no. I think we've created a monster."
The comment caused a laugh from the three of you, humor somehow making an appearance despite the intensity of the room. It seemed to ground everyone, to remind everyone, that this was ultimately nothing more than sexy fun.
Soon, the two of them were back in the throes of their mating, and this time it seemed more methodical. The bull's movements were purposeful, his thick cock stretching her wide as he searched for a preferred stroke.
Your face went flush with remembrance, your mouth suddenly dry in realization.
It was previously agreed upon, and his only request. Your wife had taken the necessary precautions, and he had provided documentation that cleared him for such an erotic act. After all, there was a reason his huge penis was not currently donning any sort of latex cover.
He whispered something in her ear, your wife nodding as she slowly wrapped her legs around his lower back, his ass still thrusting.
Slowly, inevitably, he began to pick up his speed, his pendulous balls swayed with increasing tempo, on each swing they would slap against your wife's ass, squeezing into her rear as his big cock stuffed deep inside her.
He began to grunt, his body tensing, your wife's hands reaching up and clutching into his muscled arms.
"Do it." You heard her say, before leaning up to kiss him.
You pumped your dick, in disbelief over what was about to occur. You felt the beginnings of something powerful brewing as your own balls bounced in response to your perverted masturbation.
Absurdly, you watched as his heavy pouch began to ascend, his massive testicles pulling tight to the underside of his thick shaft.
He bucked, groaning.
Your wife began to scream, sensing what he was about to give her, feeling his already fat shaft engorge to an even further extent, "Oh goddd! Oh goddd!! Fucking do ittt!!"
"Fuck yeah." He grunted, one last time, before roaring, "I'm going to fucking cum in this married pussy!"
Your mouth fell open in shock as you watched as his heavy testicles began to pulsate, squeezing perversely in their pouch as they erupted. He roared, his own satisfaction joining in with your wife's screams as their colliding orgasms exploded out in deafening, taboo, pleasure.
It was simply too much to bear, and your own orgasm swept through you. You pumped your smaller dick with fury as your mind melted into delirium, the last vestiges of decorum thrown to the wind as you began to fire ropes of cum across your lap. The pleasure of your orgasm was almost indescribable, depravity heightened as you watched another man cum in your wife. The taboo impossibility of the moment was incomprehensible, the reality of your cuckolding simply too powerful, and it yielded one of the most intense orgasms of your life.
Yours wasn't the only one.
He continued to thrust into her, his balls still squeezing and slapping against her skin, your wife screaming as if she had been possessed by a banshee. You watched as her hands clawed into his back, visibly creating marks where her nails gripped into her lover's skin. You couldn't believe the bull was still bucking, still thrusting, firing rope after rope of his cum into your wife's womb, his length making it so that he was soaking her insides at a depth you had never been. She continued to squeal as she accepted everything he was giving her, the fires of her lust finally being quenched by his ejaculation.
Soon, silence filled the room.
You suddenly felt lightheaded, as if reality was finally starting to creep back into your mind. You looked at the bed, the two of them, breathing heavily, still entwined in each others arms. You couldn't believe that it actually happened.
The bull chuckled, leaning up and speaking, "Damn. That was good."
You then heard your wife laugh, covering her flush face in embarrassment, "That's one way to put it."
Slowly, he pulled himself out of her. You would not soon shake the depraved sight that greeted you as his hulking shaft plopped out from within her. Your eyes locked in on the mess at her pussy, an obscene mess of his ejaculate and you wife's womanly essence, smeared luridly across the inflamed folds of her womanhood. There was no other way to put it, it was utterly, sexually, human. Her sweet voice snapped you out of your trance, as she called out for you.
Slowly you stood, your own penis having deflated from the orgasm that you suffered moments ago. You were suddenly thankful that your dress shirt cascaded beyond your crotch.
Your wife looked somehow different, her hair matted, her face flush, her skin glowing. You smiled as you met her eyes, which were shining in embarrassment and love both, her smile satisfied and thankful. You leaned down to kiss her, almost as if outside forces commanded you to do so. You could feel the love exploding off of her lips as she wrapped her hands around your neck. Your wife was almost emotional, nerves completely shot, as she exclaimed her adulation for you, for the night that you two had just had. She seemed disappointed to learn that you had already cum, as she wanted for nothing more than for you to reclaim her. She would quickly learn that you would be insatiable for the remainder of the night, and months to come. Reclamation sex would be often, and intense.
You soon exchanged your thank yous with the bull, parting with a firm hand shake in appreciation. He kissed your wife on the cheek, who blushed as she watched him walk to the door.
"Maybe another time, sometime down the road?" He asked, kindly.
You and your wife both exchanged a knowing smile.
Your love making that night was unlike any before it, consumed by lust and appreciation, both adventurous and comforting. Watching your wife cum for another man would prove to forever change you, and instinctively make you more attentive, more focused, on satisfying her every whim. Your sex life improved dramatically, and you both would often recall that night to tease and inflame one another.
She would see him again, of course, once or twice a year. Every time she did, you would happily watch, captivated by her raw sexuality, in awe of her beauty, rock hard in arousal at the sight of the love of your life in the throes of undeniable sex.
Every couple searches for spice, for spark, at one time or another. You two had a strong enough relationship, and were comfortable enough to confide within one another, your darkest fantasies. While other men might judge you, misguidedly label you weak, all the while desperately plugging away at their own wives with their average endowments, you were confident in your own skin. You were comfortable enough with your own sexuality, and with your wife's, to know penis size wasn't what made a man, or what defined a relationship. But you also knew, in sexually intense moments, a large one would cause your wife a powerful physical pleasure, that you simply loved to witness.
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It had taken me much longer than I'd hoped, but I finally managed to get the tent up. I toyed with the tension of the fabric, testing my installation, and eventually talked myself into thinking it was structurally sound. Katie, my lovely wife, was pleasant and patient throughout the ordeal. She sat atop a felled log and fiddled with her phone during my efforts, offering encouragement where she could. I couldn't help but notice that she seemed surprisingly okay with her lack of cellular service, despite being somewhat of an Instagram addict.
I took a deep breath, almost stunned by how fresh the air felt moving through my lungs. We were a long way from our Manhattan apartment, that much was for certain. It was approximately a month ago, when I looked out our window, staring at the sea of buildings, listening to the hustle and bustle of the streets below, sound barely penetrating the insulation that the glass provided. I suddenly had a moment of realization, a calling to recharge my batteries and get back in touch with a more natural environment. Katie and I both loved living in New York City, and had no plans to relocate any time soon, but she seemed just as eager as I was to get away and take a much needed break.
Neither of us were outdoors people, to say the least, and neither of us had any experience camping (or even being more than thirty minutes away from proper civilization, really). Why we had decided on the middle of nowhere North Carolina, I might never understand. I suppose it felt like it needed to be an all our nothing trip, a true adventure. If we were going to vacation like this, a "natural" affair, we wanted to do it right. Despite my excitement, I had some trepidation about the possibility, or rather likelihood, of biting off more than we could chew. Thankfully, in 2019, it seemed a bit easier to bring some comforts of home into the wilderness with you, and we certainly utilized the internet and our healthy bank accounts to make our experience as pleasant as possible. We wanted to be far away from civilization, but we didn't want to pretend like we could survive away from it without some technological comforts.
Honestly, I felt somewhat like an impostor in the natural setting - every fraction of our equipment and supplies sparkling new, and without a semblance of actual experience to fall back upon. Luckily, I had done some due diligence and spent hours reading, watching camping tutorial videos (some of which that I had saved to my phone), and the like. How hard could it be?
Pretty hard, apparently.
We both laughed in absurdity as I held one corner of the tent up, the rain pounding down atop the material on the outside. The tent cost a few hundred dollars and had great reviews, but perhaps I missed a connection point when I installed it. It wasn't the most surprising thing in world. I, admittedly, wasn't the most handy of men.
"This is crazy." Katie smiled, her gorgeous hazel eyes lighting up the dark interior of our temporary living quarters.
"It is. But I feel so alive." I joked, though there was some truth to it. We never got to experience things like this, and it was somehow refreshing, despite the inconvenience.
"Maybe we should have stayed back at the campgrounds." She offered, her voice tinged with some mild concern. She pulled out her phone, presumably for the comfort of its familiarity. The bright screen lit up her gorgeous face, feminine and framed by her dark brunette hair, currently pulled back in a pony tail.
I shook my head, "Nah babe. We are fine. This spell should be over soon and I think I know what I missed with the tent poles." I picked up a coupling that I somehow forgot, shaking my head at my own absent mindedness. I was a pretty bright guy, but sometimes more basic tasks eluded me.
I glanced down at the phone in my free hand, making note of the public campgrounds a couple miles south. A work colleague of mine, avid camper and former resident of North Carolina, had recommended our more secretive spot. 'It's just a couple miles north, and totally worth the hike, both for the privacy and the scenery.' Truthfully, his recommendation was probably one of the reasons we ended up choosing the area. It felt like we had a secretive local "in", and we wanted to take advantage of it.
He wasn't lying. Despite the inconvenience of the current rain storm, the scenery was absolutely jaw dropping. Our camp site was nestled between the mountains, and with a crystal clear lake not even a minutes walk from our tent.
It wasn't long before the rain died down and Katie and I were able to venture outside. The sunset was breaching through the clouds and the slight misery from moments prior began to evaporate along with the raindrops on the ground.
"This really is beautiful." Katie spoke, eyes scanning out into the distance, and up the mountainside.
"Not as beautiful as you." I replied, taking the opportunity, despite how lame the comment might have been.
Katie smiled knowingly, "Nice, John."
As the light of the evening sunset hit her, I realized just how right I was. We had gotten married seven years ago, and I still couldn't believe how lucky I was to have her. Katie stood at roughly five and a half feet tall, and sported an undeniably sexual, curvy body. She had the trim tummy of a jogger, but was blessed with wide hips and a plump bottom. "Thick" is how I would describe her frame. She was naturally large breasted, and her nipples were darting through the thin fabric of her sports shirt. The sight of them made me realized that the evening air had become brisk.
I fumbled with the fire starter and some wood, and was quietly thankful that despite the secluded nature of our campground, the remnants of a fire pit had remained. It took awhile, but I was eventually able to get some flames blazing.
"Oh! Would you look at how sexy my rugged mountain man is." Katie joked, thankful for my success.
We laid out a blanket and snuggled up next to the fire. Canned food and bagged chips had never tasted so good. We were able to wash it down with the high end scotch that I had brought along, somewhat ridiculously.
"This is pretty awesome." I spoke, leaning in to kiss her.
"Completely awesome. I'm so glad we took a chance and came." She replied. We both looked up at the sky, and she added. "The amount of stars up there is absolutely insane."
I nodded, "That alone, is worth the trip." We leaned in to kiss once more. I soon realized, "The light pollution is actually still pretty bad in this part of the country, now that I think about it. Maybe we can really venture into nowhere next time. Somewhere far out west."
"Relax." Katie giggled. "Let's survive this first."
It wasn't long before we were both back in our tent, naked. I was inspired by her beauty and thrusting my modest five inch penis in and out of the love of my life. Katie moaned softly, gentle coos escaping her sultry lips as she grabbed at my waist. I looked down at her perfect, large tits, gently bouncing back and forth in response to our movements. Tonight, even more than most nights, my wife looked incomprehensibly hot, and I became worried that I wouldn't last. My perverted mind couldn't help but consider the naughty fantasy that Katie and I had recently begun to explore.
It was almost a year ago, when I was able to sneak out of work early and surprise Katie at home. It was one of her rare days of PTO, and I wanted to surprise her with a night out for dinner. Ultimately, it would be me who was on the receiving end of the surprise.
I'll never forget the sounds of her moans, initially terrifying me as I couldn't help but think the worst. I cracked open the door to our bedroom with trepidation, and saw her there, gorgeous, sexual, naked. Her big, beautiful breasts jiggled as her hands rummaged down between her legs. My eyes scanned, down to that impossible sight, my wife, gently massaging a large black dildo in and out of her body! I froze, unable to breathe, my gaze then noticing our bedroom television, and interracial sex on its screen. This couldn't be!
I watched in desperate confusion, through the crack in our door. My heart rate skyrocketed as I soaked in those impossible sights, all of which were like punches to my stomach. I was no stranger to the black male stereotype of sexual endowment and prowess. To think that the woman I loved most was a subscriber! It sent me reeling. Every manner of self doubt flashed across my mind. I was too small for her, I had often wondered. I usually had a hard time making her orgasm, of course she wished I was larger. She didn't want to leave me, did she? We loved each other!
Beneath all of that jealousy and embarrassment, however, a strange arousal began to brew. Katie looked liked I had never seen her before, like an unchained sex goddess, uninhibited and in touch with her feminine nature. The contrast of the large black silicon and my wife's pale, womanly flesh, caused my small penis to stir awake in some bizarre mixture of arousal and confusion.
I couldn't handle the intense mental bombardment any longer, and burst into the room. I can still hear the sound of her mortified shriek, and every word of the long, bashful, apologetic, revelatory conversation that followed. I had always known that the dildo was in her closet, what she had assured me was a gag gift provided to her by her friends on her bachelorette party. I had just never truly thought that she used it.
She admitted that she did sometimes, albeit infrequently, and that she had harbored an interracial sex fantasy for as long as she could remember. She was simply terrified to admit it to me, which I did understand. She pleaded that it was just a fantasy, and that she loved me more than the world. We tried to talk about where it might have originated from, as she was raised rather conservatively, and in an upper middle class environment that was unfortunately limited on ethnic diversity. We even talked about my penis size, which I had always known was unimpressive, however she insisted she wouldn't change a thing about me. It was simply in her weaker moments of sexual arousal, where she found herself desperately drawn to the sex appeal of a large, black man.
It took me a few weeks to navigate my thoughts, my concerns, my literal shortcomings, and even more explicably - my excitement? It was the following month, when I was feeling particularly restless at work. I allowed my developing, perverted fantasy to grow to a a breaking point, and texted her, 'I can't stop thinking about you and that dildo.'
She replied back, 'I'm sorry John.'
To which I replied, 'No. I mean I can't stop thinking about how sexy you looked using it.'
'Are you serious?' She replied.
'Very serious. I think I want to watch you using it again.'
'That's naughty! Are you sure?' She replied. I could almost feel her excitement emanating from the words.
'I'm going to be home at 6:00. I want to walk into the same thing that I saw last month.'
'Okay!' Was my wife's enthusiastic reply.
My heart was racing when I slowly entered the room later that day. Katie blushed, her body naked, gorgeous, and enraptured, whispering, "Are you really sure?"
I could only nod, my eyes widening as I took in her visage, and the supplementary eroticism of the interracial porn on screen. I sat down next to her sprawled out body, gently groping at her beautiful breasts. I looked down and saw the impossibly large toy, soaking wet from my wife's essence. "This really turns you on." I spoke, admitting it to myself as well.
She bit her lip, and nodded. "Is that okay?" It was innocent, and somehow made me fall in love with her all over again, despite the implications.
"Of course it's okay." I replied, leaning down to kiss her. We had some of the best sex of our marriage that night, and continued to explore the fantasy over the months to come. It shocked us both, to see how quickly and intensely it grew into something very real. The thought of Katie with a real, flesh and blood, black man - started to invade my thoughts.
Back in the moment, in our tent, my wife whispered innocently, "This is pretty sexy."
"What is?" I replied, kissing at her neck, our love making doing a great job of warming up our tent.
"Doing it out here, under the stars." She added, smiling. She leaned up to kiss me, wrapping her legs across my lower back, adding, "Cum for me baby. Do it."
Her comment surprised me, but I knew she could read me like a book, and I knew that she knew I was close. Recently, and perhaps as a result of the exploration of her (and now my own) fantasy, she had also begun to act with more assertion in the bedroom. I didn't mind being told what to do every now and then, maybe because I spent the entirety of my long days at the office calling the shots.
"But you haven't got yours." I replied.
She kissed me again, "It's okay. We have plenty of time. Cum for me."
I grunted, my hands clutching into the blankets that lined the floor of our tent. She caressed my back with her delicate fingers as I spurted inside of her.
"Maybe we should have brought your friend." I joked, referring to her large toy.
"That would have been awkward going through airport security." Katie laughed. She continued to giggle as I rolled onto my back, her fingers now moving across my chest. "This will be fun." Katie smiled, adding, "Two city kids lost in the wilderness. No one to save us."
"It'll be an adventure." I replied, smiling back at her.
Little did I know.
Truthfully, neither of us slept well on the first night. I think our unfamiliarity with the outdoors was mostly to blame. Katie, adorably, expressed concerns over the wildlife. "Are you sure we're safe?" She asked, near a hundred times. "Of course we are." I replied, repeatedly, attempting and failing to assuage her fears. Thankfully, we eventually both at least managed to get a few hours of rest.
It was early when we woke, and the morning sky was clear with a gorgeous vista. We fired up some instant coffee and it did wonders to satiate our caffeine addiction. Katie and I eventually changed and ventured out for a hike, finding a trail and exploring as much as we felt comfortable. It was invigorating in the best way, a natural detoxification. We immediately took to the activity.
We headed back to our campsite shortly after noon, but both Katie and I were shocked to see another large tent now set not too far from our own. It wasn't close enough that it felt intrusive, but it was certainly close enough that our privacy was significantly lessened.
I noticed a tall, bear of a man, toiling with his gear adjacent to the fire pit.
"Hi there." I offered, a bit frustrated by his presence.
The man looked up. He was perhaps in his late thirties, or early forties, which placed him about a decade older than Katie or myself. He stood at what I would guess was six foot three or four. As such, he had at least six inches of height on me. His beard was thick, but well kept, and there was a rugged aura about him. He was also bald, and black, the latter of which seemed somewhat strange to whatever naive preconceived notions I had about 'mountain men'. Weren't the outdoorsmen of the American South typically white?
I couldn't help but notice that he seemed an attractive man as well. He had piercing eyes and was thick of frame, muscular. My first thought was that he looked like a classically stereotyped lumberjack, again, despite being of darker complexion.
"Hey there." He replied, his voice gruff, but not unfriendly. He seemed to size me up and down, before laying his eyes on Katie. I couldn't help but notice that they lingered on her perhaps longer than she should have. He eventually added, "I didn't think many folks knew about this spot of mine. Hope I'm not disappointing you by setting camp."
I replied, "Hope we aren't disappointing you by finding it. Truthfully, a buddy of mine who used to live around here knew about this spot, and told us about it."
The man listened to my reply, before speaking, "Forgive me for saying, but you two look awfully green."
"Green?" I replied, unsure of his meaning, and a bit taken aback by his forwardness.
"You don't camp much." He stated, flatly.
I smirked, admitting, "This is our first time, ever, camping. We actually live in New York - Manhattan, specifically."
He smiled, "Boy oh boy, you two sure are a long way from home."
"Indeed." I replied. I also added, perhaps as an attempt to find some common ground, "The city life wears on you. We wanted to try and disconnect a bit."
He nodded, adding, "That's admirable, especially coming out all lonesome like you did." He looked back at my wife, speaking, "And what's your name, pretty lady?"
I noticed a shy smile appear on her face, before answering "Katie." She paused, before introducing me as well, "This is my husband, John." My wife did a good job of masking her attractions, but given her history and her inclinations, I knew she very much enjoyed his appearance. My blood pressure rose as I considered the obvious fact that he was plucked right out of one of her fantasies. A strange and worrying pang of excitement coursed through my loins. What the hell was wrong with me?
As I considered the man standing before me, that cocktail of thoughts put me fast on my heels. It was almost as if I sensed something in that initial meeting, a strange sort of attraction in the air.
"Mark." He replied, adding, "Pleased to meet you both."
Mark dropped some fishing line near the fire pit, his muscled frame handling multiple heavy supplies with ease, continuing. "Look. I don't mean to intrude, but I'm out here every month or so, and I really prefer this spot. I'm about a miles walk from where I like to fish, and I love the scenery." I couldn't help but notice that he continued to glance at Katie. I guess I shouldn't have been surprised, most men do. It was also obvious that Katie was "done up" more than most women you might find on the trail. For some reason, in that moment, a perverted mental image flashed through my mind, involving my wife and our new camping partner.
I glanced at Katie, and then back at Mark. "We get it. No worries."
Mark added, "I'm happy to help with anything that might need helping. I can tell by the way you got it set-up that your tent could do with some fixing. I can take care of the fire's, show y'all good hiking spots. Anything at all."
I nodded, "No worries. We appreciate the offer."
Shortly thereafter Mark grabbed his gear and headed out of camp. Katie and I escaped into our tent, and began to come to terms with the new arrangement.
"Do you want to move somewhere else?" I asked of her.
"Where? Back to the main campground? There will just be even more people there." She replied, correctly.
I also didn't want to venture into some unknown territory, just for some additional privacy. We weren't experienced enough to blaze our own trail. Besides, we were already alone again. He probably wouldn't be around much.
"What do you think of him?" I asked, curious.
"I don't know. He's kind of curt, right?" She replied, dodging my true meaning.
I nodded, and she added, "But I guess he seems nice enough. He reminds me of a lumberjack. He was even wearing a plaid shirt with rolled up sleeves. And that beard." She laughed.
I chuckled too, adding, "I thought the lumberjack thing as well. You don't really see many guys like that in Manhattan."
Katie laughed, "Yeah you do. They are just a fraction of his size, and hang out at coffee shops, and don't actually know anything about the outdoors."
I chuckled, realizing that she was referring to what I assumed were hipsters, though I also couldn't help but make note of the fact that I was a fraction of his size as well. I also couldn't help but want to mention the obvious. Mark was, physically, right out of one of my wife's unspeakable fantasies.



"So who is going to say it?" I joked, somewhat nervously,
Katie blushed, "I was hoping it would go unsaid."
"Maybe we didn't need to bring your friend, after all." I almost couldn't believe my own words, a strange propulsion driving my thoughts and comments.
My wife's blush deepened, but I saw a certain liveliness in her eyes.
"I know you find him attractive. It's okay." I continued.
Katie nodded, smiling, "He's hot."
I felt another, horrifyingly strong flush of excitement.
We took an afternoon nap to catch up on the missed sleep from the previous evening, and eventually woke refreshed. Katie was skimming through some pictures on her phone, and it reminded me to pull out one of the portable battery chargers we had brought.
"I'm kind of hungry." She whined, and I quickly realized I was as well.
Dusk was approaching, and I exited the tent to begin to fumble around with the fire starter, before a deep voice boomed from behind me.
"I'll take care of that." It was Mark, who was conveniently returning from his afternoon outing. I couldn't help but feel a strange excitement over his return. Just what did I expect to happen?
I heard myself acquiesce, "That'll work for me."
He chuckled, "Remind me to fix that tent of yours as well."
I shrugged, as if I knew better, "I think its alright for now."
"Suit yourself." He replied, and within an instant of crouching and doing god knows what with his hands, a fire was raging in the pit.
Katie eventually made her way out from the tent, still dressed in her lycra hiking (running) gear. Both her top and her shorts hugged her curves pleasantly, and I knew Mark would be stealing glances where he could. Hell, I was myself. I found it strange how intently I was paying attention to Marks interactions with my wife. I wasn't a jealous man, but something about the way the two of them interacted was obviously captivating, especially with that unspoken fantasy lingering.
"Heck of a fire you got going." Katie offered, innocently.
"Just a fire." He replied, as if starting a fire was no different than breathing to the man. I think he realized he might have come across as rude, and added, "Your husband will learn in no time flat." It wasn't the best feeling having another capable man leading us, but I admitted to myself there was no shame in being a rookie. Katie and I were both new to this.
Eventually the three of us sat around the pit, Mark heating up some kind of rice dish that was wrapped in tinfoil, while Katie and I munched on some bagged, and canned, food.
"So Mark." I eventually began, "What's your story?"
Mark was chewing a bite of his food, and swallowed before replying, "Not much to tell, really. Was born a couple hours from here, family lives around these parts. I live in a small town about forty-five minutes away, work as a mechanic for a Ford dealership. Usually try to get out and fish around here when I can, maybe play some golf when I can afford it." He paused, taking another bite of food. He asked, with his mouth full, "What about y'all?"
I was eager in my response, "We both work in finance up in New York. I'm kind of in trading, as a consultant of sorts, and Katie works for a lender. We met a few years out of college, and hit it off. Been married for about seven years now. Things are a bit busy with our careers, but we try and find time to take a break. Like now, for instance."
Mark finished another bite, replying, "Sounds pretty impressive."
I realized that back home I was so used to telling people what Katie and I did for a living, that I didn't stop to think about how awkwardly it might translate down here. Katie swooped in, however, saving us from the impending silence.
"What about you Mark. Are you married, or?"
He shook his head, "Nah. Couple of them been after me here or there but I ain't too interested in most around women around here." He added, "Why? You got some city girls you can set me up with as gorgeous as you?"
I felt a flush run through me as he made his attraction to my wife obvious. Katie laughed, diffusing any potential tension, "Maybe I do! But unfortunately, as you can see, I didn't bring any with me."
"Just my luck." Mark jokingly replied, smiling again at Katie.
I couldn't help but feel like there was some serious flirting going on between the two of them, their eyes catching one another's quite often. There was an unfamiliar, strange tension in the air, almost sexual. It was strangely palpable, strangely embarrassing, and even more strangely - exciting.
The last vestiges of my jealousy interjected, and I heard myself say, "I think one thing we might have in common is golf. I try to play when I can, not nearly as much as I'd like to."
"I hear ya." Mark replied, "What's your handicap looking like?"
I thought for a moment, answering, "Maybe around a fifteen right now, back in college might have been closer to a seven or an eight."
"Not bad not bad, I'm right around there." Mark seemed somewhat impressed with something I had to say, probably for the first time.
He leaned over and reached into one of his sacks, pulling out a small bottle of Jack Daniels. Before he could pour himself a drink I interjected, "You enjoy scotch ever?"
He looked up at me, nodding, "You bet. Don't normally bring it with me out here, but I'm a scotch guy when I can be."
I replied, "Well, I was stupid enough to bring something fancy out here. It's aged, and its smooth. Would you like some?"
Mark replied, "Hell yeah I'd like some."
I felt glad to be able to offer him some, and poured him a healthy serving, right into his mug. "Appreciate it." He nodded towards me, before taking a sip.
He sat in silence for a second, eventually swallowing. "God damn it. That's unreal."
Katie and I both laughed.
We continued to talk about our lives, sports, entertainment, everything. We all enjoyed quite a bit of my scotch along the way. At one point during the evening I had to hop up and take a piss. When I returned, I heard Katie tipsily and enthusiastically discussing Marks appearance.
"What's the big deal? John thought the same thing! You remind us of a lumberjack. It's not an insult, if anything - its a compliment." Katie perhaps realized that she was behaving slightly inappropriately, and abruptly paused her train of thought while showing some shade of blush on her rosy cheeks.
"You see many black lumberjacks do you?" Mark teased, retroactively easing my earlier presumption.
"I suppose that part is a bit different." Katie replied with a flirty smile.
"You are damn beautiful Katie, just had to say." Mark suddenly admitted, looking deep into her eyes. He seemed unconcerned with my response to his rather brazen remark.
Katie's eyes widened, and I could see her soaking in his compliment. She blushed, glancing in my direction. Mark noticed, and looked over at me as well. He spoke without malice, but also without shame, "No offense there John, but if you weren't here I'd be trying to get this beautiful specimen of a woman to sleep in my tent tonight." He smiled, adding, "I feel kinda bad about saying that since you were so nice in sharing that scotch with me."
His words hit me in the deepest recesses of my perverted mind, the scotch seemingly having its influence on me as well. I replied with a comment that surely pushed our fantasy even closer to the brink. "No worries, Mark. If I wasn't here, I'm sure she'd join you. You're just her type."
The expression on my wife's face turned to one of shock, and then embarrassment, and then intrigue. She buried her face in her hands, giggling.
Marks expression was stoic, and he pressed her, "Is that true?"
My wife stood up quickly, teasing him, "Maybe."
I think he was satisfied with what he had heard, relishing in the revelation of our response. He deftly moved to change the subject, perhaps not wanting to wear out his welcome to early on, "What are y'all looking to get into tomorrow?"
Katie and I exchanged a glance, "Probably more hiking." I replied. Nodding in agreement, Katie added, "I could really go for a shower though - or I guess a bath." She smirked, quickly remembering that there were obviously no showers in the vicinity.
"This bank of the lake is clear and good for that sort of thing. I'd wait til morning though, ain't many critters in there but best to be able to see what you're doing." Mark offered, wisely.
We eventually said our goodnights, and headed into our respective tents.
"You sleep tight now." Mark offered with a smile. Though he seemingly said it to us both, he was looking directly at Katie. I couldn't help but notice her lingering stare in his direction. I also couldn't help but feel that strange sort of sexual tension yet again.
After refreshing in our tent and laying down to rest, Katie snuggled up against me. "I'm horny." She whispered. Before I could even react to the comment she swung her leg over my lap and straddled me. It didn't take long for my dick to stir awake as she gently ground her mound into my crotch. Katie pulled her panties to the side and used her hand to lead me into her. As my dick entered my wife I noticed that she was surprisingly wet, and I immediately knew why.
"Fuck me hard baby." She whined, clearly aroused and needing satisfaction. She always got horny when she drank, but she was even more animated than usual. I knew Mark was on her mind. Truthfully, and shamefully, the thought of him with my wife was on my mind as well.
I grabbed her waist and began thrusting upwards as best I could. She peeled off her shirt and her beautiful tits spilled out, the lantern light casting sexy shadows across her feminine frame as she rode me. Katie moaned, grinding into me with vigor.
"We should probably keep it down." I shushed.
She smiled, leaning down and kissing me, all while riding me hard. It was no use, my balls were already boiling. She put her finger up to my lips, "Shh. Just fuck me."
I'm not sure why I said it, but I did. "He sure got your motor going, didn't he. He's really is a perfect match for your fantasy." I shamefully probed. Strange mental images suddenly and frighteningly flashed through my mind, my wife and Mark wrapped up and naked in his tent, her moans echoing through the woods. The sudden and striking intensity of the visual disturbed me.
Katie's eyes shone with a strange consideration, and she corrected me. "You mean our fantasy."
My heart skipped a beat as her correction also served as an admission, she continued, "He's much more attractive than the guy at the Marriott."
It was a few months back, when we decided to take our budding fantasy to the street and push things even further (despite our better judgement). We went out for drinks on one Friday evening, and decided to spice things up by pretending to be strangers. It's something we had wanted to try for a few months, but had always ended up chickening out before going through with it. My heart raced every time Katie was approached at the bar. It was harrowing to watch even an average guy attempt to court her, which was inevitable given how beautiful she appeared. Eventually, almost as if fate was at play, a larger black gentleman made his move, and flirtatiously engaged my wife over the course of an hour. I watched in turmoil and deep arousal as they danced, his large hands clutching at her feminine body. She would shoot me intense glances from across the room, eyes hinting at wanting more. My mind raced, perverted thoughts wanting to see him take her up to his room, desperate thoughts wanting to see her run from him and return to me.
We had our ground rules, and despite how perversely intoxicating the thought of the unspeakable seemed, we both wanted to take things slow. She eventually escaped his clutches, and made her way over to me, her hair a mess and her skin clammy from the dancing.
"He knows." She spoke, sliding in next to me.
"What do you mean he knows? I thought we agreed not to say anything." I replied, somewhat stunned, and very much embarrassed.
Katie kissed me passionately, "I didn't say anything. He noticed us constantly looking at each other like a couple of teenagers and called me on it."
I looked up at the man, and he smiled easily, waving in my direction.
"He invited me up to his room." She kissed me again, before quenching my impending explosion with reassurance, "I told him I couldn't."
"This is insane." I breathed. "I'm not ready to take that step." A nervous embarrassment was still coursing through me.
"Neither am I." She admitted, before adding, "Besides, he's not really my type. He does want one more dance, though."
"Okay." I replied, breathless. She kissed me again, and I could taste the passion on her lips.
I watched her return to him, this time their dance carrying even more perverse excitement as the three of us knew the dynamic at hand. I couldn't believe my eyes, nor my deep arousal, as I watched my wife in the arms of the large dark stranger. The man eventually returned her to me, Katie's face glowing. He reached out and shook my hand. His grip was firm, and his palm large.
"Thanks for letting me borrow lovely Katie here." His voice was deep, but not unfriendly.
"My pleasure, and maybe some of hers." I managed to quip.
"I hope you two find what you're looking for.." He smiled, adding, "Whats your name?"
"John." I replied.
"Well John. Forgive me for being crass, but I want you to know that I'm going to spend the rest of my night fantasizing about fucking your beautiful wife."
With that, he turned and left the bar.
To say our sex was torrid that night, would be the understatement of the century. Even more monumental, was our realization that we both wanted to take the next step. We both finally knew that we wanted it to happen for real. What an insane prospect!
Back in the tent, as the the breath of Katie's words tickled my ear, and her large breasts mashed into my chest, her pussy smothering me all the while - I began to lose control. That absurd mental imagine of my wife in the arms of the black woodsman flashed back into view. To my horror, I asked, "Is Mark your type?"
She smiled, nodding, "He's definitely my type."
Another perverted mental image flashed through my mind, and I lost control, cumming to depraved thoughts. "Oh nooo! John, not yet!" Katie whined, as her perfect pussy milked me dry.
My balls twitched along with my legs, my voice apologetic "I'm s-sorry babe. I don't know whats wrong with me."
She rolled off me, pouting. "I know whats wrong with you." She giggled, adding, "You're just going to have to recharge so we can try again in a minute. I need it bad."
It was then that I thought I heard some movement from outside of our tent, almost like footsteps on the ground, but I couldn't have been sure. I listened intently for a time, hearing nothing else.
"I can't believe you came so quickly." Katie teased in a whisper, kissing my cheek. "You never finish that fast." She kissed me again, adding knowingly, "What were you thinking about?"
A heat developed on my face, and she could sense my embarrassment, pressing me, "It's okay. I want to know."
I admitted, "You already know."
She kissed me again, before adding, "Can I say something without you getting mad?"
"Of course." I replied, my nerves still firing.
"I find him very attractive, very masculine, and - I think, I want him to be the one." Her words were a scathing whisper, a brutal embarrassment, an impossible turn on.
My own words were absent, my mind blank, and my stomach sinking. I couldn't process the admission. My wife was willing, no - wanting, to let another man take her to bed! I suddenly felt her lips on my own, and an impossible excitement suddenly coursing through my veins. My wife spoke, "I love you."
"I love you too." I replied, between more kisses, terrified of where we were headed next.
The following morning it had appeared that Mark headed out early. Katie and I decided to don our swim suits and soaped up and bathed down at the lake. We had seen another trail on our walk yesterday that interested us, and decided to utilize the day to explore that.
Before we packed up, Katie offered a conversational starter, "Do we need to talk about last night?"
Every time the subject was broached, no matter the current atmosphere, my excitement was undeniable - as was my trepidation. I managed a reply, "I just can't believe we are actually at the precipice of -" I wasn't even sure how to finish the sentence.
"Neither can I." My wife responded, gently.
"You're sure he's the one?" I replied, embarrassed by the question, and moreso by the reality of it. I had struggled with this part of the fantasy for as long as I had relished in it. It was difficult to admit that I wanted to step back and allow another man to have my wife. At the same time, that taboo submission also played a part in the larger, mind melting, proposition.
She blushed, the conversation about selecting a potential lover a new one for us. "He's tall, and masculine, and handsome, and I feel like he wants me."
Her words were stunning, cutting, and arousing.
"Everyone wants you." I replied, almost in disbelief.
"He's only the one if you want him to be the one." Katie replied, swinging her backpack around her shoulders.
"We are on vacation, and a long way from home." I heard myself admitting. "I can't believe what a pervert of a husband I am, for even considering this."
Katie leaned up and kissed my cheek, patting my belly in the process. "We've been through this more times than I can count. There are millions of couples that are into this. You aren't a pervert." She smiled, adding, "Well, you aren't that big of a pervert."
I truly don't know where the train of thought, let alone where the comment came from, but I heard myself joke, "Maybe I'll let you sleep in his tent tonight, like he asked, if you behave." Deep down I knew it wasn't a joke at all, and a chill ran down my spine.
Despite our loaded conversation to start, it was a fun hike, the two of us continuing to realize just how much we enjoyed the activity, and agreeing that to do it more often, "We need to make this a thing." Katie insisted, with my complete agreement, though I wasn't sure how easy that would be given where we lived.
Unfortunately, while returning back to our camp Katie took a bad misstep, and sprained the hell out of her ankle. I was actually very worried at first, but she quickly assuaged my concerns.
"I'm okay." She spoke, sensing my panic. She was seemingly more embarrassed than hurt. She wiped her palms on her shorts to get the dirt and dust away.
Luckily it wasn't trip ending, but I knew she needed to sit the rest of the day out. She leaned on me and we hobbled back to camp, where I cursed myself for not bringing a substantial first aid kid with us. "Rookie mistake." I complained, remembering that we didn't have really anything other than tiny band-aids in our packs.
"Maybe Mark has something." Katie encouraged, staying positive. She looked at me with a certain gleam in her eyes, and I felt that now familiar knot in my stomach.
It was early afternoon when he returned, and he seemed to have brought the formation of some rain clouds with him.
"Looks like it's going to storm tonight. You both are in for a proper camping experience now." Before he could continue, he noticed Katie's bootless foot, and no doubt her inflamed ankle.
"Oh no. Took a spill, gorgeous?" He asked.
I nodded, answering for her, "Unfortunately, just a missed step. And I guess I was stupid enough to forget a first aid kit."
"I should have remembered too." Katie added, lovingly willing to take some of the blame.
Mark replied, "No worries. I can dress that up for you."



Mark quickly returned from his tent with some antiseptic and bandage wraps in his possession. He knelt beside her and, surprisingly, took the liberty of applying them himself. "Was in the scouts." He offered, perhaps sensing my confusion. He used his massive hands to quickly wrap her foot, his large black fingers running across her pale ankle. Katie looked on with a thankful expression on her face, but I couldn't help but notice how captivating the sight of their interaction was. It was too convenient a scene, on the heels of our conversation earlier in the day. Was fate laughing at me? Was this actually going to happen?
Katie blushed, giggling, "This is so bad. My foot probably stinks."
Mark smiled as he rubbed her, and somewhat shockingly raised her foot to his face, where he stunningly kissed her toes.
"Darling, you smell like roses."
My eyes went wide at the sight of it, and I suddenly realized just how intently I was watching them. It was bizarre and shameful to admit, but they had a strange chemistry. I watched in a cloudy anxiety as Katie and Mark shared a smile and a deep look into the eyes of one another.
"That's nice of you." Katie blushed.
Suddenly Mark looked up in my direction, a noticeable confidence present in his eyes. He caught my gaze, and smirked, almost in a recognition of sorts. I watched with a lump in my throat as the muscular woodsman moved his large dark hands further up my wife's pale leg, even being so bold as to massage on her thigh. Her naked foot was now resting over his shoulder as he kneaded her skin up and down, the two of them looking into each others eyes with a deep expression that felt distinctly sexual. There was suddenly a strange silence as we all surely wondered as to what would happen next, an unspoken understanding that this was an inappropriate act, yet none of us moving to stop it.
"I feel like I could do a better job of this in my tent, on the cushions." His deep voice spoke.
I was stunned for a moment, and saw Katie staring at me. It was as if she realized it as soon as I did myself, her own naughty words replying, "Okay." How could this happen so organically? Did Mark somehow sense our desire?
It was then that nature exclaimed in agreement, providing an acknowledgement in the form a sudden loud boom of thunder, which rumbled across the campsite.
"It's going to break open soon." Mark looked up at the clouds, and then at me. He spoke with command, and confidence, and I suddenly realized that this was the point of no return. "John I'm going to take your wife into my tent for awhile. Fix her up."
My mouth ran dry, and I could barely offer a response. I eventually managed a nod, and a hoarse, "Sounds good."
Katie's eyes darted wide, looking at me in harrowing realization as Mark picked her up from the ground. We didn't have time for more than a glance as he turned her, Katie's injured, delicate foot seemingly waved goodbye to me as it bounced from his stride. The man eventually crouched down and shuffled into his large tent with my wife in his arms.
It was then that I heard the rain start to hit the campsite ground.
I had never felt so humiliated, yet my heart nearly exploded in my chest from my bizarre, devious excitement. I stood, almost in a panic, as the rain slowly increased in intensity. In a trance, I found my way back into our tent, alone.
I sat there, my only company the weather, and my own frantic thoughts. My wife was in another mans tent, and I had no way of hearing, or even knowing, what was going on! How could I have let this happen!?
Just when I thought I might hyperventilate, terrifying and erotic mental images began to dominate my thoughts. I began to feel a deeply profound sense of arousal, almost incomprehensible. I thought of my wife naked for him, his large black hands exploring her soft white body, her big natural breasts being squeezed. Would she actually fuck him? Would she fight the urge? Would she come to her senses?
No, she had wanted this experience for too long, had repressed it for too many years. My wife was going to give in to her desires!
I realized that my five inch penis was completely rigid with arousal, and I couldn't believe the depth of my perversion as I began to gently stroke myself. Why was this unspeakable moment so utterly arousing?
I tried to listen for any cue, any sound, any moan. All I could hear was the raindrops colliding with the taut fabric of the tent. It went on for an eternity, a deafening rain, and my angst ridden solitude.
Just when I thought the situation could not become any more surreal, a loud crash boomed through the tent, the fabric collapsing down atop me. It all happened in a split second, but our tent supports had given out against the heavy rain, and soon water was spilling in to the now collapsed living quarters.
I gasped for air as the cold rain hit me, pulling my body out of the opening. I stood there, in disbelief, the storm soaking me to my core. I had no choice but to walk over to Marks larger tent, terrified of what was to come. I screamed above the sound of the rain.
"Mark! Our tent gave out, I need to come in!"
Silence, for a moment, and then I called his name again. "Mark!"
"Come in!" His voice boomed.
I can't quite explain how detached from reality I felt at that moment, my soaked body, crawling into a foreign tent, greeted by the image of a muscled, shirtless black man, and my wife's wild eyes, both of their bodies covered by a shared blanket. It was deeply embarrassing.
My mouth ran dry as Mark spoke, "Jesus John. You're drenched."
"Tent gave out. I guess you were right about the way I put it together." I admitted, still feeling as if I was in a dream, my wife nestled against another man. Impossible.
I glanced around the interior, and noticed how much more spacious his quarters were than our own. A dimly lit lantern provided some atmospheric lighting, and it was then that I saw the clump of fabric. My stomach sank as I noticed the unmistakable lace of her panties and bra bunched up along with her other clothes.
"Are you okay?" Katie's voice was soft, concerned, yet distant. Her eyes looked glazed over, almost as if she was lost in thought, or something else. I couldn't help but consider a deeper meaning to her question as I saw the motion of the blanket, and surely something happening beneath it.
"I think so." I replied, still unable to comprehend the site of her, skin to skin with another man.
"You need to get out of those clothes or you'll catch a cold." Katie spoke, her words soft.
Mark reached into a corner and grabbed a towel, tossing it over to me. In a fog of confusion, I found myself slowly peeling off my wet shirt, and shorts, though leaving my boxers in place. I eventually managed to drape myself with the towel, feeling an unavoidable pang of inadequacy as I noticed how small my torso was in comparison to Marks. I couldn't believe that any of this was actually happening. Other than times of substance based intoxication, it was by far the most incomprehensible moment of my life.
I could sense that I interrupted something sexual, something deeply naughty. Absurdly, I heard myself apologizing, "Sorry for the intrusion. Couldn't be helped."
Katie blushed, and Mark smiled, replying with a casual confidence, "No problem John. I had just finished massaging your wife's ankle, and we were in the process of getting to know each other a little better."
My wife's hair was messy, and her lipstick somewhat smeared. She looked terrified, but also erotic, and there was a hint of defiance in her eyes. Despite that, she spoke. "Are you mad?" She asked, voice trembling.
I still felt as if I was caught in some bizarre dream, replying, "I'm mad I had to interrupt."
Katie smiled, blushing, "So am I."
Mark chuckled, and I couldn't help but eek out a smile despite the absurdity of the scenario.
Mark spoke up, his deep voice in command of the room, teasing, "Doesn't matter. Let's pick up where we left off before your husbands rude interruption."
Katie blushed, biting her lip in the process. It was something that she only did when she was deeply aroused. I watched with a lump in my throat as Mark grabbed the blanket that covered them, gently moving it and revealing the impossible. One body was black and masculine, the other white, and feminine. Both were naked, and inflamed with sexual need.
When I first laid eyes upon it, I couldn't quite process the size of his manhood. Marks appendage towered at what might have been over ten inches in length, with a thickness that was just as intimidating. It was the exact sort of black cock that my wife fantasized about, a shaft of imposing masculinity, with two massive testicles at its base. The onyx tube was glistening, and I was certain that a smear of my wife's lipstick was smudged along the shaft. I wondered when the depths of my disbelief would be reached, and I would continue to do so throughout the evening.
In embarrassed wonder, I glanced over at my beautiful wife. Katie's naked body was a fever dream, her big breasts intoxicating, her nipples as hard as diamonds. She looked at me as she saw me take notice his size, her eyes almost reveling in my acceptance, almost as if she wanted me to see how large he was, almost as if that undeniable reality made this okay.
"Keep going." Mark spoke to her.
Her eyes left mine, almost sadly, as I watched her lean down in slow motion. My own eyes bulged in horror as I saw her lips spread, her tongue tantalizingly leaving her mouth to engulf the behemoth black cock that laid before her.
My mind melted as I watched my wife begin to wrap her lips around another man's huge penis, sucking and kissing along his length as her small delicate hand grasped at this girth. Her tiny white hand could not encircle his size, and her wedding ring sparkled tauntingly in the lantern light as she pumped his manhood. My wife was sucking another mans cock!
"Fuck yeah Katie. Suck that big dick." Mark grunted, grabbing her hair with one hand, and resting his other on her plump, naked ass.
After over a year of fantasy, a year of developing desire, impossible admissions, it was finally happening. I couldn't peel the eyes away from the site of it, my humiliation as deep as I could ever recall it being, yet my arousal so far beyond anything I could remember feeling.
It went on for ten, twenty minutes, a personal interracial porn that carried life altering implications. Mark laid his head back and savored my wife's mouth. Katie worshipped his cock, kissing up and down his long length, sucking every inch of his manhood, smacking it wet against her face almost as if she was under a spell. She was cock drunk and lost to her desire. Her beautiful tits hung pendulous as she knelt over his lap. Mark would occasionally smack her ass, encouraging her mouth with his words. I was down a spiral of perversion, utterly frozen to the scene that played out before me.
Absurdly, I tried to recall the last time Katie had gone down on me, and I realized it was on my birthday, two years prior.
Right when I thought it might never end, and that the three of us were remain locked in this taboo and erotic state for all of eternity, Mark spoke. "Lean those tits over here baby."
Katie quickly hopped up, almost like a porn star might. She squeezed her huge breasts together and tilted her head back as I heard Mark grunt. I watched in disbelief as his massive black testicles ascended tight to his shaft, his cock head flaring as rope after rope of semen exploded outwards, splattering his cum all over my wife's bouncing breasts. My eyes glazed over in disbelief as Marks cock glazed Katie's breasts, some of his ropes of cum splattering against her erect nipples, and cascading down across the curvature of her body.
I couldn't help feel as if the atmosphere was suddenly primal, strange considerations of Alpha males and territory marking flashing through my brain as I watched that massive black cock ejaculate all over the woman I loved.
Mark smiled as he leaned back against a cushion, "God damn John. Your wife has an incredible mouth."
Katie blushed deeply, shyly looking over in my direction. The haze in her eyes had begun to dissipate, almost as if she was arriving back at reality. She knelt there awkwardly for a moment, before I heard myself speak to her, "Come here."
She crawled over close to me, a mess and covered in another mans cum. She had never looked so utterly depraved, so sexual. "Are you mad?" She asked, genuinely sweet. I shook my head no.
She slowly reached her hand under the towel on my lap, snaking through my boxers.
She grasped my diamond hard dick and whispered, "You're so hard."
"You're so sexy." I croaked.
She immediately started pumping me. I couldn't stop staring at her tits, the sight of her cum covered breasts absolutely mind bending. It was too captivating and perverted, too striking a sexual image. I began to lose control, and then my wife added, "I want to fuck him."
I tilted my head back as I came, grunting, "I know." I felt the warmth explode against the fabric of my boxers, contrasting against the cold wetness that the rain provided. Once my orgasm subsided, I leaned back on to the floor of the tent in disbelief. Katie laid next to me.
She looked at me, her hand reaching out to mine and our fingers entwining. I couldn't help but recall what those small hands had just held. We looked at each other, and she smiled widely. "I love you."
"I love you too." I replied, before the post-orgasm come down pushed me off into a feverish slumber.
I wasn't sure how many hours had passed, but when I awoke the storm seemed to have only gotten worse. It took me a moment to recall where I was, the lantern light of Marks tent shut and darkness filling the room.
Thunder was rumbling in the distance, and I initially wondered if that was what had woken me. I reached to my side to feel for the warmth of my wife's body, but was met with only empty air. It was then that I thought I heard her, the hairs on the back of my neck standing rigid when I did.
"Ohhh!"
"Ohhh! Yesss!!"
A flash of lightning suddenly rippled through the air, momentarily lighting the interior of the tent and giving me my first harrowing glimpse of what I thought was a fever dream.
That couldn't be? Right?
My wife's pale, plump ass, rising and falling in an instant, and then darkness again.
Thunder boomed loudly. How close was that strike?
Another flash. Another moment in time to view something that couldn't possibly be.
A heavy pair of dark testicles flopping into a woman's luscious rear end. A massive, masculine, towering black cock thrusting upwards. The backside of a beautiful woman rising and falling on top of it, her plump pussy stretched and clinging to the mans large, plunging piston.
The feminine moans were trying to be stifled, trying to be whispered, but her pleasure was too profound. "Fuck! Yesss! It's so biggg!" My wife's voice. Impossible, it couldn't be. It simply couldn't be.
The next wave of thunder rumbled even louder. "Ohh god! Ohh goddd!"
My eyes began to adjust to the darkness, my ears now picking up on things other than just the storm.
The sounds of sex, the erotic noises of naked wet bodies slapping together in lust. The sounds of pleasure, and the taboo.
A commanding male voice broke through, "You love it."
The woman, somehow my wife, replying, "I love it so much."
"Tell me what you love. I want to hear it." The man demanded.
"I love your big black cock." Katie's voice, impossibly, replied. I heard her giggle, and then the sound of a loud slap on her ass. She added, "I've always wanted to say that."
"Bigger than what you're used too, huh?" Mark wanted to know.
"Yes." She hissed.
Another flash of lightning, another quick, tormenting glimpse at reality. The large black body had repositioned the white feminine one on her back. I bore witness to her feminine legs spread for him, his large balls and heavy black cock ready to breach her in a missionary position. I saw her delicate white hands clutching onto his back, nail polish and wedding ring disallowing me to consider anything other than the truth.
She moaned loudly as he slowly penetrated her. Another flash of lightning conjoined with the thunder of the previous burst, exposing me to the sight of her stretched labia, clinging to his impossible girth as Mark stuffed his large manhood into my wife. There was simply no escaping from the reality of what was happening. Mark was fucking my wife with his huge cock, and she was loving every second of it!
"Ohhh Markkk! Fuck me!" Katie's voice confirmed. My dick strained, and my shame grew.
He grunted, taunting her, "This married pussy is the best I've ever had Katie. You're blowing my mind."
Katie groaned as the tempo of their intercourse increased. Another flash of lightning, the perverse sight of his heavy black ballsack slapping into her pale rear end aligned with the noises of flesh on flesh that echoed through the tent. The cries of her feminine pleasure began to inflect, "Ohhh! Oh! Mar- Ohh! I'm going to cum- again!"
My mouth ran dry as I watched, listening to the crushing sounds of a more capable man bringing my wife to a pinnacle orgasm.
"Do it Katie. Cum all over my big dick!" He commanded. I watched in a moment of fascination as her hands clawed into his muscled back, her toes clenching into the blanket beneath them. My wife squealed from the large orgasm her powerful lover was giving her, "Ohhh! Yesss! I'm- cum-m-minggg!! I'm cumminggg so h-arddd!!"
I realized how impossibly erect my own lesser manhood had become, nearly orgasming without physical provocation at the mind blowing intensity of what I had just witnessed. My dick bobbed from my rapid heartbeat, but I dared not touch it, due to fear, embarrassment, and deep shame.
It's hard to convey just how humbling it is, to bear witness to another man providing your wife with a sexual satisfaction you could only dream of giving her. Mark's body was muscular, his presence dominant, and his cock infinitely larger and more capable than my own. I had to come to terms with the fact that I was watching an Alpha male take my wife to a level of pleasure I had no hope of matching. It was at once deeply humiliating, and on some primal, natural level, deeply arousing. There were undeniable roles of masculinity and hierarchy at play in this tent, and I knew that at least in this moment, I was the Beta male made to watch as the Alpha won the desirable female. It was a revelatory mind fuck, and despite the negative feelings that inherently came along with my submission to another man, the taboo act compelled me in a way that I could not hope to deny. It was deeply and unflinchingly sexual, and brutal in its honesty.
Mark slowed his torrid pace, allowing her pleasure convulsions to reach completion, all the while Katie moaned and clutched into his body for support.
"No one has ever made me cum like you can." I heard my wife whisper, impossibly, and the following gut punching noise of their lips smacking together as they kissed. I once again experienced a flash of panic, unable to believe I had let this happen.
Mark began his stroke once more, stuffing his huge cock in and out of my wife without concern, or even awareness, for what I might be seeing. I doubt he even cared that I was awake. I would later learn that he actually reveled in my presence, and savored the primal rush he experienced by cuckolding me with Katie.
"It's my turn baby." He grunted.
My stomach fluttered as I considered his words. I don't think I was ready for such an unspeakable act to occur, yet I was deadlocked on every second of their barely visible sex.



It suddenly felt like it had been eons since a lightning strike allowed me a good view into their lust, and I felt absurd relief when one granted me a peak at their raw passion.
Katie had wrapped her sexy legs around Marks lower back as he thrust. I now heard unintelligible whispering, and an increased pace in their mating. They looked so terrifying erotic together, black masculine frame slamming into a white, soft, feminine one.
His huge balls began to ascend tight to his thrusting behemoth cock, my wife's pale, plump ass cheeks began to shudder against his conquering black skin, as her married pussy made itself ready to receive the inevitable.
"Do it!" My wife exclaimed. "I want ittt!!"
Suddenly, a lions roar boomed through the tent, Mark grunting along with a chorus of my wife's squeals. Another shot of light granted me vision on his purposeful, domineering thrusts, wedding ring sparkling as her feminine white hands squeezed on his large black rear end, encouraging her own extramarital insemination to occur, in the presence of her very own husband.
I watched in horror as his large balls pulsed and squeezed in unison with his powerful pistoning, unleashing rope after rope of his cum deep into my wife's welcoming womb. He was effectively claiming and coating depths of her pussy that I could never hope to reach.
It was too much for my mind to process, and I stifled my own groan as I felt my betraying dick spasm in orgasm beneath my boxers. How could this possibly be?
Silence seemed to fill the tent, the storm quieting as if the quenching of their desire had quieted even nature. The only sounds present were the heavy breathing of the two lovers.
I heard Katie's innocent voice, satisfied, "I never knew it could be like that."
Mark replied, confidence and accomplishment exuding off his words, "Now you do. You were fucking incredible."
Katie seemed to whine suddenly, "I need to go be with my husband."
"I understand." He immediately answered, rolling to his side.
In a panic, I feigned slumber. I waited, near trembling, as I heard the commotion of my newly fucked wife crawling back over to me. I felt the heat from her body, and the movement of the cushion, as she collapsed at my side.
Goosebumps covered me as I felt her hand on my chest, and then the sound of her hushed voice. I couldn't be sure if she knew I was awake, or if she was expressing her feelings to a husband who she perceived as dormant.
"I love you so much John. Thank you."
I laid there, silent, and only a few moments passed before I heard the heavy breathing of her sleep.
I wondered what revelations daylight would bring.
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John's mind raced as the shower steam fogged up the bathroom mirrors. The hot water rained loudly down upon his tense body, eventually crashing onto the tile floor below. Despite his long time shameful yearnings, he found it near impossible to reconcile the information that his wife had presented him with, just earlier that evening.
"Baby. Henry wants to take me out on Friday. He's going to text you about it."
He recalled Kelly's nervous, blushing admission, and somehow that recent memory excited him. An invitation to happy hour from a coworker might not seem like a big deal to some, but in this instance it undoubtedly was. The unspeakable loomed on the horizon, something deeply taboo, that was so much more than drinks.
John had to acknowledge that he wasn't simply an innocent bystander in this bizarre situation. He shook the excess water from his head, toiling with the inevitability permeating the air. Instinctively, John glanced down at his all too familiar manhood. His small penis was erect with perverse arousal, jutting outwards and encompassed by unkempt pubic hair. "This is insane." He muttered, in disbelief.
—————————————————— ————
Throughout John's teenage years, and even into early adolescence, his small penis was a recurring frustration. Society, media, porn, it all puts an emphasis on a mans size. To be saddled with the knowledge that he was lacking, well, it was something that he had to mentally navigate. John, for a time, struggled desperately to come to terms with it.
For most of his life it had embarrassed him, and naturally that embarrassment impacted his sexual confidence. John had struggled in the bedroom, fumbling around shy and unsure for many years. Eventually, with maturity, he found his footing, and his concerns seemed to slowly dissipate over time. Now in his mid-thirties, and with the wisdom that adulthood provided, John had simply learned to accept that he was of below average endowment, and an unimpressive lover. That didn't mean he could not be a successful man, or lead a happy life. Sex, after all, wasn't the only thing that defined a person.
That acceptance, however, came with its own share of hurdles. Over the years John had become unknowingly fascinated by the idea of large endowment. When he was younger, pornographic images startled him, and even caused him fear. He discovered that, despite his own shortcomings, there was something painfully compelling about the sight of a capable man in the act of pleasuring an attractive woman. There was this lingering, inescapable understanding deep within John, one that could not be ignored. It was a horrible knowledge that endowed men had something of undeniable significance, something that women naturally desired. John, simply, did not have that desirable sexual quality. Eventually that cutting jealousy gave way to an inherent and embedded respect for larger men, even if John didn't realize it himself. As he grew older, those thoughts became even more intense, as he embarrassingly began to wonder how his wife might react to the experience that a bigger man could provide her with.
John adored Kelly from the very first moment he laid eyes on her. They had met through a mutual friend, over ten years ago, and quickly fell hard for one another. It was a whirlwind courtship, which resulted in a lovely wedding, and a loving marriage. Neither of them were very experienced, sexually, before meeting one another. John had a handful of girlfriends growing up, but was only sexually intimate with two of them. Kelly had just one long term boyfriend throughout her college years, and she would describe those bedroom experiences as average.
Throughout the first several years of the marriage, they both believed their sex life to be great. Kelly loved how passionate John was, how attentive and caring he was, and she especially loved the way his hands would roam her body with desire. Truthfully, during the early years of their relationship and marriage, Kelly had never even given much thought to the size of John's penis. She loved her husband, and seemed to be content with what he provided in the bedroom. It wasn't until John began hinting that he found himself to be small, that Kelly started to consider it as well. He even began to spur her with comments that she had initially found strange for a husband to make, comments that slowly began to intrigue her. They were dangerous and suggestive remarks, that seemed to encourage her curiosity for hung men. Like a moth to a flame, John began to show his loving wife glimpses of pornography that featured large penises, including films of striking and powerful interracial sex. It drove John mad with envy and arousal, to see his wife's wide eyed interest, as she lustfully gazed upon something that John would never have. Kelly could not deny the excitement that she experienced, as she began to revel in the inherent masculinity of a large penis. Over time, men with large endowment began to creep into her quiet fantasies, as a previously unrecognized lust made itself apparent within her. Fatefully, Kelly's perspective on penis size continued to evolve, when her handsome and flirtatious coworker, accidentally showed her something that that he shouldn't have.
Kelly had known Henry for almost five years, both of them working as product managers at a medical technologies company. Though Henry was not technically her supervisor, he acted in that capacity in a number of ways, and was on track for a big promotion to become her formal line manager. Even if Kelly didn't readily admit it to herself, being a dutiful wife, she had always been very attracted by the manner in which Henry carried himself. He was a tall man, and well proportioned, bigger and more muscular than her husband. He was soft spoken, but forceful and confident when he needed to be. He was also honest, and wasn't afraid to take responsibility when things went wrong. Henry had even put his neck out for Kelly on several occasions, when she had made a mistake, which was an act of leadership that she deeply respected. Henry was also a natural flirt, and enjoyed confidently levying playful and suggestive remarks towards Kelly, despite having met her husband many times. Though the long time wife refused to admit it to herself, she was also intrigued by his dark skin, and something else too.
Henry was a gifted man. Not only was he intelligent, and technically proficient with his work, but he was also a physical specimen. Henry was extremely well hung, and enjoyed an abundance of sexual confidence because of it. He was also a deeply skilled lover, and took a particular pride in providing women with a level of pleasure that they hadn't experienced before. Much unlike John, he was very familiar with all types of women lusting over his manhood, which was a never depleting fuel source to his ego. It was one of the reasons he was still single, now into his mid forties.
The poorly hidden workplace attraction was very much mutual, as Henry certainly lusted over his favorite coworker. Unbeknownst to Kelly, he had actually been reprimanded by his manager on one occasion, citing that he should tone down his flirtations with his married colleague. "We don't need an issue with HR, Henry." It should have been an easy request, especially for a man who valued his career such as he. The problem was that Henry found Kelly to be a deeply desirable woman, curvaceous and feminine in all the ways a woman should be. She had a notably plump rear end, and large breasts that were usually well concealed beneath her work attire. She had a delicate and pretty face, framed by healthy, flowing brunette hair. Henry was obviously well aware of her marital status, and had no intent on doing harm in that regard, especially with the knowledge that she had two small children at home. Still, he was only human, and would frequently fantasize about taking her to bed. They had both noticed that their sexual tension had been building over their years in close proximity to one another, though Kelly was more averse to accepting it, than Henry. Always the faithful wife, Kelly would experience some guilt, when she felt that unmistakable electricity after brushing up against her dark, handsome coworker. Somehow, that guilt would soften when she would also consider her husbands naughty suggestions. Surprisingly, John had been very encouraging of Kelly acting in a flirtatious manner, and seemed to revel in the idea of Henry coming on to her. It confused Kelly, but on a certain level that she tried to conceal, it also excited her.
Thier workplace tension nearly came to a head a few months ago, during an otherwise uneventful lunch break. Kelly and Henry found themselves in the campus food hall, and sitting next to one another as was sometimes the case. They enjoyed a pleasant, causal conversation, which progressed into a discussion on travel.
"John and I have been wanting to try Greece." Kelly offered, taking a bite out of her chicken ceasar wrap.
Henry's eyes lit up in remembrance, "You'll love it. I went a few years ago."
Kelly nodded, still chewing, "Yeah. I actually remember that."
Henry fatefully reached for his phone, and quickly scrolled back through his photo archive until he recognized the thumbnails. He handed the device to Kelly so that she could get a look at some of the beautiful scenery.
She smiled as she swiped through the images, offering an occasional, "Wow." in appreciation of the shots.
Henry heard a sudden gasp, and glanced over at a now wide eyed and blushing Kelly.
"What's wrong?" He asked, genuinely curious.
She handed him the phone, her face red, offering a nervous reply, "I think there's a picture in there that you forgot to move."
Henry frantically swiped back a few images and was hit with a wave of mortification as he saw his own naked body.
"Oh god!" He blurted, out of instinct, perhaps too loudly. A few others at a nearby table were now staring.
He restrained his voice level, adding, "Apologies."
The image was taken by an ex girlfriend, and featured a close up of view of Henry's naked body, and his very large penis. His impressive manhood was in full view, massive and unmistakable. Kelly had a difficult time even processing the size of it. It looked even larger than most of the big ones she had seen in the porn movies that John would tease her with.
He quickly deleted the image.
"Kelly, I'm so sorry! I had no idea-"
She cut him off, managing her own embarrassment, "Henry, it's fine. It was an accident."
"How awkward." Henry's face looked truly distraught. He shook his head, adding, "There's an HR violation if I've ever seen one."
Kelly, amidst her own racing mind, reassured, "Stop worrying Henry. We will just act like this never happened." She added, "I think you know me well enough to know I'm not going to go running to HR, on you of all people."
Henry continued to express a look of disbelief, adding, "Truly embarrassing."
Kelly reiterated, "Henry you have nothing to be embarrassed about." Though she meant the mishap, she realized that comment could easily be taken another way, and her shade of blush returned. She fumbled, "What I meant was-"
Henry sensed her discomfort, and attempted to save her from it, jokingly and loudly interrupting, "So, Greece is excellent!"
Both of them chuckled knowingly, and finished up their lunches in relative silence, though their private thoughts were much less quiet.
Truthfully, that incident was all either of them could think of for the remainder of the day. For Henry, once his embarrassment subsided, he actually found himself delighted by the situation. While true that he wasn't aware of the pictures existence, he was obviously proud of his endowment, and got a thrill over the realization that Kelly was now aware of his size. Additionally, her reaction had interested him, as her wide eyes seemed to indicate that she was very much impressed by what she saw.
He wondered if she would tell her husband about what had happened. Henry had met John several times, and liked the man well enough. He seemed like a good person, and he certainly seemed to care for Kelly. Still, that knowledge didn't deter Henry's underlying sexual craving for Johns wife. Henry's sexual confidence was such that, in his fantasies with Kelly, he would be giving her something that John could never hope to match. It wasn't malicious, or personal, it was simply a natural expectation for Henry. He was an incredible lover, and took a particular thrill in exercising his abilities over other men.
Henry had experience in doing just that. In his college days, he had quite an impressive reputation, which had actually allowed him to develop a sexual relationship with his roommates girlfriend. Henry would often have women over, and wasn't embarrassed to walk around nude in their small dorm room, following his fun. He would even do it when Marks girlfriend, Valerie, was over. He knew that she was secretly envious of his lovers, and he also knew that Valerie and Mark both, were frequently in awe of the sounds he extracted from the women in his bed.
Early in their residence, Mark would become frustrated, angry, and embarrassed, at Henry's bold nudity. "My girlfriends here Henry! Come on man."
Mark was a small guy, out of shape and of little concern to Henry from a physical standpoint. Henry was not prone to being outwardly disrespectful, but he savored the way Valerie would sneak glances at his impressive, bobbing manhood.
"My bad." Henry would offer, exerting no rush to cover himself.
The inevitable happened, after several months in the dorm. Mark was out at class and Valerie had her rear propped up for Henry's thrusting cock, in the top bunk. Henry smiled as he slapped her plump ass, savoring her squeals of pleasure as she cried out exponentially louder than she ever had with Mark in the bunk below. She had whispered to Henry, that morning, that Mark would be okay with it happening.
Henry would never forget the door opening, and the color draining out of Mark's face, his eyes widening as if he'd seen a ghost. Neither Henry nor Valerie relented their urgent thrusts.
"Sorry man. She wanted it." Henry grunted, still fucking his roommates girlfriend. The sounds of sweaty bodies slapping and Valerie's pleasure echoed through the small space.
He only nodded, meekly, "It's okay. I know she did." The roommate awkwardly placed his books down on the desk, and sat on the bunk below, no doubt stunned by the intensity of his girlfriend's moans. Henry had her countless more times, over the span of multiple semesters, and nearly every time Mark would jerk off quietly, as he listened in submission from the bunk below. Those college years had a lasting impact on Henry's sexual prowess, and unflappable confidence.
Ever since those days, Henry had craved the opportunity to exert his sexual dominance over another man, by fucking his wife. It wasn't meant to be mean spirited, or expressed with ill intent. There was simply something sexually honest, and profoundly arousing, about the act of cuckolding another man. Three participants being aware enough to acknowledge that Henry was much better equipped at satisfying the woman than her own husband, and natural human themes of dominance and submission, allowing for nature to take its course.
Still, for as desirable as it might be to repeat that naughty scenario with Kelly and John, this situation was different. For one, Kelly was a long time coworker, and there were inherent pitfalls in that. For two, Henry had no real inclination as to how willing John might be to share his wife, though he did have a suspicion in that regard. Henry sensed something inherently submissive in Kelly's husband, recalling an office party where John sat at their table quietly watching the two of them heavily flirt. Henry smirked as he recalled Johns anxious, wide eyes, as he sat in silence watching as Henry explored Kelly's thighs with his large hands. The wine surely helping to provide the brazen confidence required to subtly feel up his coworker, right in front of her husband.
Kelly couldn't shake the image, nor recent embarrassment, from her mind. She was so distracted by the accident that she actually left work early, under the guise of a dentist appointment. As she drove home, she strangely and intently continued to visualize Henry's penis.
"I can't believe how big-" Kelly stopped her own comment, speaking to no one but herself in the empty car. Kelly had secretly harbored some curiosity over what her long time coworker might be equipped with, especially after her husbands dangerous prodding. Still, Kelly was surprised by how striking a resonance Henry's penis had caused, and felt embarrassed by her own wandering thoughts. A strange sensation coursed through her loins as she wondered how something like that might feel inside of her. She shook her head violently, desperate to eradicate the consideration from her mind. 'A wife, and mother of two, shouldn't have these thoughts!', she admonished herself, not quite buying in to her own criticism.
Kelly knew that her own husband obviously harbored cuckolding fantasies, and that those same fantasies caused him some embarrassment. Still, John would often allow comments to slip out after several glasses of wine. Sometimes, those comments would even include Henry, John having come to terms with the obvious attraction between his wife and her coworker, many years ago. That workplace attraction had initially driven John mad with jealousy, and caused several fights between he and his wife. In recent years, however, he found himself horribly consumed by the thought of his wife succumbing to that very same attraction that had initially embarrassed him. Kelly loved her husband, and acquiesced to some of his fantasies by teasing and admitting that she found Henry attractive, not that she could ever go through with such a taboo act. Though, she couldn't help but admit to herself, "If I ever was to sleep with another man, I would absolutely want it to be with Henry." She thought of him now, as her eyes scanned the traffic in front of her. She exhaled deeply, as her nipples began to harden.
It was later that evening, after some wine, when Kelly finally worked up the courage to tell John about Henry's accidental exposure. Her husband was instantaneously rabid and consumed by the revelation, but he too, had to work up the courage to ask questions about it.
"Big." She blushed as she admitted, sending John spiraling as his terrifying fantasy somehow became instantly more tangible.
"What did you think of it?" He heard himself ask.
"It made me curious." Kelly admitted, surprising herself by how easily she answered. She knew that she was only able to speak so candidly given the extensive history of her husbands teasing, with some honest help from the wine, lubricating her filter.
Her words nearly caused John to jump through the roof, his small penis immediately stirring alive. It was almost as if he couldn't believe his ears, a deviants dream come true.
"Curious about what?" He answered.
Kelly blushed, "Stop. You know what."
"Henry's cock?" Her husband, absurdly, replied.
She nodded, a bizarre excitement coursing through her. Her blush deepened.
John was beside himself, delirious, "You are the sexiest woman alive."
Kelly couldn't help but laugh, "Because I'm curious about another mans cock?" The long term wife couldn't believe that they were having this discussion.
John ripped her panties down her legs, which startled and excited Kelly. "Yes." Her husband replied. She instinctively began spreading open for him.
"What specifically are you curious about?" John continued, crawling down to Kelly's beautiful pussy, and planting kisses along her puffy, pale mound. Johns intense excitement continued to increase, as he noticed how wet and ready his wife was.



She whined, "Stop talking." Her hands clutched into his husbands hair, and her hips convulsed in response to his tongue.
John made love to his wife's pussy, using his lips and tongue, kissing at her clit, lapping up her honey. She continued to clutch into his hair and their bed sheets, squirming and gasping in pleasure.
His dick began to throb, arousal influenced by perverted thoughts. Kelly shuddered as a small orgasm swept across her, and her husband wasted no time in scooting up and entering her with his rigid penis.
He fucked her as deeply as he could, Kelly grasping onto his sides as she spread her legs for the man she loved. She thought, in a weaker moment, how it might feel to spread her legs for that other man. She bit her lip, and looked down her sexy body, large natural breasts bouncing beneath her lace nightgown. For a horrible instant, she visualized his dark muscular body. She shook the thought, and looked further down at her intent husband, sweat furrowed on his brow from effort. She heard herself admit, "I'm curious about how it would feel. It's really big."
Johns eyes went wide, his mind attempting to register words that he had fantasized his wife saying for years. He had no hope of withholding his shameful orgasm, his small testicles releasing and spurting his load inside of her. Kelly gasped, reveling in the realization that this fantasy did undoubtedly turn her husband on, and perhaps the harrowing realization that it turned her on as well. They had teased about it for years, but this felt distinctly more real, given the context.
They laid there, breathing heavily, before John spoke, "I love you."
Kelly smiled, strangely excited, "I love you too."
"You know that you can explore that curiosity, if you want." John suddenly added.
Kelly's eyes opened wide, replying, "What do you mean?"
"You know what I mean. I've been teasing you about it for years Kelly. I know the two of you are hot for each other, I think I would be okay with it." John couldn't believe that he had finally said it out loud with intent, and was stunned by the embarrassment and jealously that it caused him.
Her voice cracked, as she masked a sudden swell in her arousal. Kelly clawed back at normalcy, "I'm your wife, John." She paused, breathing heavily, "Wouldn't you be embarrassed?"
John nodded, somehow steadfast, realizing that his wife's response wasn't a flat objection! He replied, "Probably. Yes, I would."
She blushed, taking his hand into her own, "You aren't making any sense baby. Remember how jealous you were after that office party? Henry was flirting with me all night and then you and I got in a fight on the drive home." Kelly paused, adding, "He was only touching my legs. This would be - a lot more than that!" She almost couldn't believe her words.
John nodded, "I remember. I also remember having great sex that night."
Kelly smirked, remembering that part as well. It was clear her husbands jealousy had fueled him to perform on that particular evening.
John eventually continued, "Look, for as embarrassing as it will be for me, it will be one hundred times that in turning me on." He admitted, knowing, hoping it to be true. John had toiled with the potential humiliation for years, and eventually understood that there would be no avoiding it. It didn't seem right, in all honesty, to avoid the shame that would come along with his cuckolding. Stepping aside and allowing a bigger man to have your wife, was inherently a shameful act, despite how erotic a surrender it might be.
She kissed her husband, still not quite able to process where this might be heading. "You're a pervert, and i'm going to bed, but I love you." Kelly rolled over, and closed her eyes.
Her panties dampened as she recalled his delicious cologne, which she had for years teasingly insisted that he stop wearing to the office. She thought on his striped dress shirts, and how they accentuated his muscled shoulders and arms. Worse, she thought of his large penis, and felt guilt as she acknowledged how masculine it appeared, so much larger than what she was familiar with. She had always been secretly attracted to Henry, but it was now somehow different, having the knowledge of his impressive endowment. His incredible penis only served to heighten the ways in which she already respected him, as a man. She visualized it, powerfully large and thick, dark and masculine. She even recalled his big testicles, and perversely considered what boiled within. Kelly shuddered, eventually closing her eyes as slumber took her.
John awoke late, noticing that Kelly had already ventured in to work. He couldn't believe that his beautiful wife had actually become an active participant in his fantasy. Further, Kelly's attraction to Henry had never seemed more evident. A pang of intense shame fell over John as he poured his morning coffee. He recalled how intensely he had cum during Kelly's admission. Even now, his penis stirred to life when considering how his wife had openly expressed a curiosity for Henry's large penis!
The realization, too, that Kelly had already seen him naked, and that he seemingly was very well endowed indeed, was an intense source of cuckold angst for John. It was insane to consider how realistic, how suddenly possible, this crazy idea seemed. The sheer concept of Henry and Kelly together was both deeply terrifying, and incredibly exciting, and Johns thoughts were now consumed by it. He spent far too much of his day, embarrassingly, masturbating to the though of Henry with his wife.
For Kelly, she almost felt the need to dig a hole and hide upon seeing Henry at the office. 'If only he knew what John and I had been discussing last night.' She considered, with a smirk.
She realized, to her embarrassment, that she had begun paying special attention to his body. Kelly even blushed as she caught herself staring at his crotch during one review meeting.
"I need to get it together and focus. This is so unprofessional." The wife scolded herself.
The heightened attraction was mutual. Ever since Henry had accidentally revealed himself to Kelly, he couldn't help but continue to pine over what a deeply sexy woman she was, unable to stop thinking of her. He couldn't keep his eyes off her gorgeous body, and Henry had started to go out of his way to interact with her more during the day. He had also begun to notice that Kelly would look in his direction with frequency, which on a couple occasions would cause Henry to have to awkwardly conceal a developing erection.
By the following day Henry's attraction had grown to a dangerous boiling point. He brazenly decided to roll the dice, in a rather big way, during lunch. His line manager had needed Kelly to review materials for a new product launch, and he pulled out his phone to show her some examples.
Before handing it to her, he joked, "I promise I've made sure there are no extracurricular pictures in there."
Kelly blushed, and smiled wide, shaking her head at him. "Thank god for that." She joked back.
As she swiped through his device, Henry said something sudden and inappropriate, "I doubt John was very happy about that incident." Henry obviously wasn't sure if she had shared the accident with her husband, but this was his way of confirming, one way or another.
The bait worked, and the casual manner in which he framed the question, allowed it to register past Kelly's filter. She casually replied, attention still on the phone, "Oh no, he was fine with it."
As soon as the words escaped her mouth, she realized it. Kelly blushed, fumbling for words that made sense. None existed, "He was, okay with it."
Her shade of red deepened, and she quickly tried to center herself, "What I meant to say-"
"You are so beautiful, Kelly." Henry cut her off, his voice deliberate, quiet, and confident. He sensed an opening and took it, workplace decorum be damned. He had become far too attracted to his coworker, and heard himself add, "I've been trying to find an appropriate way to say that, I apologize."
Kelly's heart was pounding, and she feigned distraction by taking a heavy gulp from her water bottle. "Thank you." Was all she managed.
"Would you mind sharing Johns phone number with me? I'd like to apologize to him as well." Henry inquired, with plenty of reasoning behind his request. He was feeling emboldened, and needed to assert his control over the situation in any way that he could.
Kelly was suddenly panicked, realizing that she was desperately attracted to this man, and desperately confused by the situation. "Are you sure? I don't think that's necessary."
"I insist." Henry smiled.
Kelly nodded, adding her husbands contact information into his phone. She was somewhat taken aback by how willingly she had complied with his request. Deep down, she was also oddly intrigued by the potential communication between her husband and her coworker, especially given the subject matter.
Henry spoke directly, looking into her eyes, "Can I ask you a personal question, Kelly?"
She nodded, "Of course."
His words were strong, yet gentle, "Would you want to spend some time with me, outside of the office?" Henry was thankful that none of their colleagues were in ear shot.
Kelly's heart began to thump within her chest, her mind starting to race. "Henry, you know I'm married." She finally managed, which was an automated defense mechanism.
Henry's expression was sincere. "I completely respect what you and John have, Kelly, and I would never want to damage that."
She noticed that he didn't back pedal, or frame his invitation has an innocent work outing. He knew there were implications in what he had asked her, and asked her anyway. Henry gently took his phone from her hands, both of them noticing that undeniable electricity as his dark, masculine fingers touched her pale, delicate ones.
Henry sensed something, something in her earlier response, and in the way she was looking at him now. He added, "Would you mind if I talked to John about it?"
Kelly replied, her voice quiet, worry and excitement all but dominating her mind. "You want to ask John if it's okay to take me out?"
"If you don't think it would cause you problems. Yes, I just want to make sure he'd be okay with it." He replied, smiling his handsome smile. Kelly was taken aback and, deep down, very impressed by his bold confidence. It was as if they both knew, instinctively, that their lust had grown to a breaking point, Kelly having tried to repress her desire for years. She had pushed it down deep over time, citing workplace relationships and her marriage as obvious professional and social reasoning. Ultimately, however, something was finally compelling her to acquiesce. It burned deep within her, an unsatisfied womanly yearning that she was terrified to acknowledge.
She couldn't believe her reaction, but she found herself nodding, "Okay Henry."
————————————————————
"Are you almost done? You've been in there a long time baby." Kelly's sweet voice called to her husband.
"I'll be out in a minute." He replied, the noise of the shower still echoing through the bathroom.
Kelly stood in front of the mirror, analyzing her body beneath her nightgown. She was proud of her curves, and her appearance in general. One of her friends used to joke that she had a 'booty booty'. Her husband, too, would always compliment her breasts, and how they continued to defy gravity despite their size (and the fact they'd been used to nurse two children).
Her nipples began to stiffen as she considered Henry, and the manner in which he spoke to her earlier. He had confidently and brazenly suggested that he take her out, and was even wanting to discuss it with her husband. Kelly was particularly surprised by how turned on she had become by Henry's utter assertiveness, a character trait that John seemed to sometimes lack. Her inherent willingness to respond to his aggressive action was surely influenced by her husbands latent cuckold desires, and his perverse teasing over the years. The walls that concealed her naughty desire for her coworker had slowly and unknowingly come down, and her nipples continued to stiffen as she regarded all of it.
Still, despite the propelling evidence that both her husband and Henry were providing her with, Kelly continued to tell herself that there was simply no way she could actually sleep with him. She would stifle those thoughts, insisting that she would be unable to go through with such an unspeakable act, no matter how much her body told her otherwise.
"Are you absolutely sure you want me to go?" Kelly asked her husband, still in near disbelief, while they laid together in bed later that evening. She had wondered how exactly the conversation with Henry had gone, but was too nervous to ask for details.
John was a ball of angst and excitement. He was in the midst of realizing that he was at the precipice of his impossible, perverted yearnings. John thought back to the text exchange he had with Henry.
'Good Evening John. Kelly gave me your number. I wanted to take a moment to apologize for the accident with her the other day.'
Johns blood pressure had skyrocketed, looking over at his wife across on the couch, earlier that evening.
"Henry just texted me." He offered, only minutes after Kelly had dropped the bomb on him that he might. John was still reeling from the news that Henry had asked if she would accompany him out for an evening, his excitement and nerves fueling the intense realization of a taboo fantasy.
Kelly blushed, nodding.
'No worries Henry. She had mentioned that you might reach out. I appreciate the consideration.'
Henry was confident, and in hearing that Kelly had already spoken with him, was spurred to progress his purpose.
'I had hoped you might be open minded enough to grant me the permission to take her out tomorrow night. It would be my way of apologizing to you both. I'd like to show her a good time.'
John's heart pounded as he felt a stirring in his loins, his stomach twisting into a knot. His cuckold angst was firing, as he considered the implications of his mans request. John and Henry both knew that no apology was necessary. What was happening here was unspoken, but understood, between both men. Henry was hung, and had a strong sexual dresire for Johns wife. There was also an undeniable and clear understanding that, naughtily, John's wife harbored a sexual desire for Henry as well. Right or wrong, both of those facts were true.
With the help of long time desires and new realizations, both Henry and John instinctively knew that Henry would be capable of giving Kelly something that John could not. John, profoundly, embraced an arousal in that truth, and a natural, submissive acceptance. The knowledge was taboo, erotic, and strangely human. It was also precisely what somehow had allowed for the unconventional conversation to flow so naturally. It was two intelligent men, understanding the natural order of things, and trying to bravely navigate around social conventions.
'What did you have in mind?' John replied, knowing that his reply in itself, was leaving the door open and making his willingness apparent.
'Dinner, drinks. I've been wanting to show her my place for quite some time now.' Henry added, wanting to make his intent clear without speaking the obvious.
John had never been so embarrassed, and had also never been so turned on. He couldn't believe how forward Henry's words were, and it sent him reeling. As his heart exploded in his chest, and his stomach continued to churn, he thought to himself in excited torment, 'This is actually happening! Another man is propositioning to fuck my wife!' His hands shook, as he typed the impossible reply.
'To be clear here Henry. Your intent would be to take her to bed, correct? Forgive me for being blunt, but as her husband I obviously need to understand.'
Henry smiled as he read the Johns words, wanting to be direct as he replied. 'Correct John, and I certainly owe you that type of honesty. Speaking frankly, that would be my intention.'
John's small penis was suddenly turgid beneath his slacks. He was in a completely surreal state of mind as he replied. 'You have done this sort of thing before?'
Henry replied, direct and unafraid, 'Yes.'
John was now nearly at the point of full on body short circuit, replying 'With success?'
Henry responded, 'Absolutely. A success for all involved.'
John's mouth was now dry, 'I will talk to Kelly about it, and we will let you know.'
'Sounds good John. I appreciate it.'
Laying in bed, John still could not quite believe the interaction, and especially how effortlessly and casually it had flowed, almost as if it was somehow expected. John also couldn't quite believe how excited it had made him. Still, he could not shake that undercurrent of his humiliation, as he found himself in strange reverence of Henry, unable to comprehend how a man could behave so assertively when it came to propositioning another man to have his wife. He was deeply envious of that sort of sexual confidence.
"You never get to go out. I want you to have fun." John replied, casually masking the deeper implications.
Kelly felt a strange thrill, and reached out for her husbands hand. "Are you sure? What if he wants to take me back to his place?" She was nervous in framing the question, afraid to speak the true meaning.
Johns heart skipped a beat, replying in turn, "Would you want to go?"
Kelly covered her face with her hands, whining, "Oh John, it's just not right."
John assuaged her worry, "Why not baby? Who's to tell us what we can and can't do as consenting adults? We have a beautiful life, and a loving family. If you want to go over to Henry's house and have some fun, I really, really, want you to do that."
She sensed a deep arousal in his eyes, and suddenly reached her hand down to his crotch, immediately sensing his rigid penis beneath the covers. She asked her husband, bluntly, "Have you thought of him fucking me?"
John fidgeted in nervous arousal, admitting, to his shame, "Yes. All the time."
Kelly's face became flush, though she maintained her composure. She tried to add some levity to the insane moment, smiling, "Who knew I married such a pervert?"
John smirked, relieved and beyond excited by her sudden playfulness.
"I'll go out for drinks, but I don't want you to get your hopes up John. I just don't think I can do-"
"I'll love you no matter what. I just want you to have fun." He interrupted, replying honestly.
John watched with a lump in his throat as his wife texted her coworker. 'John says it's okay if we go out for drinks tomorrow. Looking forward to it!'
It wasn't a moment later until her phone received a response, 'So am I Kelly. Thank your husband for me.' was the reply.
Kelly blushed, relaying the message. The knot in Johns stomach tightened as he silently acknowledged the significance of the response, and the power dynamics that Henry inherently established.
In reality, all three of them quietly recognized the significance of the moment, an undeniable first step to a deeply taboo dynamic, no matter the ultimate result.
John's shy, small penis was stiff and straining beneath his boxers, and in total aroused disbelief that his beautiful wife would be going out on a date with another man tomorrow night. He couldn't believe the extent of his embarrassment as he toiled with the reality of his potential, looming cuckolding. He struggled terribly, to fall asleep.
Across town another man was experiencing his own erection. Henry's large, confident manhood, strained beneath his taut boxers. His thoughts considered this incredible new reality. Not only had he attained permission from Kelly's husband, to spend some time alone with her, a concession that surely confirmed cuckold desires within John. He was also confident that his married coworker would be willing to satisfy those desires. Henry had fantasized about taking Kelly to bed for years, and his large cock continued to strain as he realized he had never been quite so close to that possibility.



For Kelly, there was a foreign heat now emanating from below. She laid in bed, restlessly. Her legs began to spread slowly and instinctively, as she shamefully visualized Henry's impressive manhood. She was suddenly very aware of her pussy, and every tinge and pulsation that echoed from it. Kelly again wondered what sensations a large penis like Henry's might provide her, and how good it would make her feel. Her lace panties were suddenly very damp, and she bit down on her thumb nail to try and quiet her arousal. 'You shouldn't think like that, you're married.' Kelly's last thoughts were desperate, before slumber took her.
Unsurprisingly, the impending happy hour date was all any of them could think of, the following day. Henry and Kelly were sharing knowing smiles at one another throughout the afternoon, but smartly avoided conversation and much interaction at work. At home, John was a nervous scatterbrain, waiting for that first text wherein Kelly would let him know she was on her way to the bar.
Kelly had left early in the morning, kissing her sleeping husband before escaping out the door. She was embarrassed by the fact that she had trimmed her naughty area, and chosen one of her sexier sets of panties and bra. 'If you're so sure nothing will happen, then why are you doing this?' She blushingly thought, as she touched up her makeup.
"Just drinks." She exhaled, turning off the car.
When she finally texted her husband that she had parked, and was about to walk in to meet Henry, butterflies began swirling in her stomach.
John replied. 'Have fun. I love you.' He couldn't believe that this night had finally arrived.
'I love you too.'
Another text, 'I hope you come home late.'
Kelly smiled with a strange excitement, still trying to reconcile her husbands perverted desire. She had learned that cuckolding fantasies were popular among married men, but in a million years she would have never thought she'd engage in such taboo behavior. 'Don't get your hopes up, and make sure the kids are in bed before nine.' She did have to admit that this was all quite exciting.
Kelly smiled when she saw him, sitting at a private booth in the same business casual outfit he had worn to work. Her heart began to race as she slid in across from him. She felt guilty as she considered how handsome he looked. Henry smiled back, beyond excited by the fact that she was here. It wasn't the first time they had been with each other in a social setting, work functions clearly allowing for that. This was the first time they had been alone, however.
Before either of them spoke, the waitress dropped by and began pouring some wine. "We can switch to liquor if you'd like, but I know you enjoy a nice Pinot." Henry confidently spoke.
Kelly blushed, thankful for a glass of wine to ease her nervousness.
"So." The wife asked, anxious, "What made you ask me here?"
Henry couldn't stop smiling, and played coy, "I think you know why."
She took another sip, teasing him, "Tell me."
She enjoyed his deep voice, and his piercing eyes. He spoke so matter of factly, and the content of his words was devilishly naughty.
"Well we've know each other for some time now, and I think it's quite obvious that there's an attraction between us."
Kelly's heart skipped a beat, and she watched as Henry took a long sip, his lips suddenly tantalizing to her, as he licked the wine from them.
He continued, "I had hoped you might be interested in talking about how we could explore that attraction."
Kelly took a larger sip, her face flush, her heart pounding. Was this actually happening?
"Henry, we work together-" She pleaded, her words soft and tinged with excitement.
"We can be discreet." He deftly replied, not failing to notice that her first protest was career minded, hinting at more evidence that her husband was a willing.
Kelly was beside herself, clawing back, "I'm married!"
She couldn't believe Henry's reply, as it was soaked in taboo implications.
"I mean this with zero disrespect to John, because I know that he is a good man." He continued, "Your husband was okay with you coming here. He surely knows what I desire, and he would certainly not be the first man that I have cuckolded."
She almost dropped her wineglass, apologizing as she steadied it, unable to process his remarks. Her breathing was labored, and she scoured her mind for a response. She felt a distinct attraction to Henry in that moment, the mere idea of his manly prowess was captivating. He was undoubtedly an alpha male, the type of man who was masculine and sexy enough to seduce other mens wives right out from under them. It didn't surprise her to hear that he had done so in the past. Once upon a time, that knowledge might have scared Kelly, but sitting there on that night, it only served to make her realize how badly she wanted him to have her.
She realized she hadn't spoke, and through her scarlet embarrassment, replied, "I'm sorry, I'm just- processing."
Henry smiled at her, moving to refill her wine glass. "You don't need to apologize." He realized in her silence, that she was not averse to the idea, and that excited him beyond measure.
"Do you find me attractive?" Henry asked her.
"Of course I do. You know I do." Kelly, replied, perhaps too quickly.
He took her hand into his, speaking with intent, "Can I speak freely as a man, who knows what he wants?"
Kelly nodded, breathless, "Yes."
Henry replied, now gently caressing her fingers, "I want to take you home and fuck you, Kelly. I want to leave with you right now. I want it badly, and I know you want it as well. I would be honored if you came home with me tonight."
They looked deep into each other's eyes, not for the last time on this evening, both of them sensing the inevitability in the air. Kelly was overwhelmed by Henry's confidence and masculinity, and she realized she always had been. She wanted him, so desperately, and somehow found herself nodding, "Okay."
Henry rested an excess of cash on the table, gently pulling Kelly up from her seat. As she stood, he immediately placed his arm around her waist, ushering her through the bar, to knowing looks from the patrons. "I'll bring you back to pick up your car later." He offered.
She could only nod, caught in a haze of lust.
When they exited the front door of the bar, Henry pulled her close. As his large lips met hers, the electricity might have ignited the world. Kelly felt an intense wave of desire, her body on fire from the taste and feel of his lips. She clutched at his body as their tongues swirled together in passion for the first time, before they finally broke free. Their hands continued to explore one another as they scurried to Henry's car.
The drive to his house was a lust filled fever dream, the two of them stealing passionate kisses at every stop. Kelly, suddenly uninhibited, was wide eyed with unfamiliar desire as she explored his body. She even grasped at his towering erection through the fabric of his khakis, her heart pounding as she did. Henry too, was delirious to her touch, and needed desperately to get her home. "You should tell your husband that you're going to be late." He confidently told her.
"Oh god." Kelly gasped, giving further consideration to how insane a moment in time this was.
"He'll love it Kelly. Trust me, he knows this has been a long time coming." Henry replied, smiling.
Kelly was taken aback by how quickly and expertly Henry had taken control of the situation, and found her hands trembling as she nervously texted her husband.
John had spent most of the evening tidying the house, and preparing the children for bed. As he dumped the trash in the dumpster out back, he found something oddly compelling about performing mundane activities while his wife was out with another man. The children had gone to sleep, and John found himself sitting at his computer chair, trying his best to distract himself with his writings, when he received a life changing message.
'We are going to his place. I'll be late. I love you!'
He stood up in a panic, deep embarrassment and dominating arousal coursing through his body. She was actually going to do it! How had he managed to seduce her so quickly? John quickly realized that their attraction had been building for years, and his permission was simply a curtain pulled back. The consideration toiled his stomach into anxious arousal. It hurt to realize, that his wife truly wanted another man to have her. Despite the pain that caused, he had long since come to terms with the harrowing fact that he truly wanted it as well.
He typed, with shaking hands, 'You are the sexiest woman alive, and I love you.'
John paced erratically, eventually fixing himself a cocktail, his hands trembling as he clanked the ice into the glass. His heart pounded as he considered the impossible, the reality of his fantasy almost too much to bear. He continued to roam through the house, his mind racing, wondering, visualizing the impossible. He couldn't take it any longer, and frantically sat back down at his computer chair. He felt a strong wave of humiliation as he slid down his boxers, his little member standing at attention, as hard as he could ever remember it being. If only John could have known, that as he began to shamefully stroke his small penis, another man was ten minutes across town, plunging his huge, manly cock, in and out of Johns wife.
Impossible, erotic, sounds echoed through Henry's master bedroom. The creaking of a bed frame, the moaning of a beautiful woman, and the primal slapping of naked bodies colliding together in undeniable lust.
It had been a blur, an urgent disrobing. Five years of foreplay was more than enough, and provided a rock solid foundation for forbidden sexual desire. Here Kelly was, impossibly. Naked in another mans bed, her eyes wide and her heart pumping as her body and mind enjoyed the divine pleasure that Henry's big cock was providing her with. It was beyond even her wildest dreams. She looked longingly up at him, her delicate white hands clutching into his muscular dark shoulders, her pink polished nails scratching sexually down and grasping onto his large arms. She used his manly body for support as she once again gazed down at that primal sight, that impossibly erotic collision. Past her large bouncing breasts, pale erect nipples that Henry was intoxicated by, past her trim tummy and her sweat glistened belly button.
She would never tire of watching his big black cock penetrate her pussy. What a man!
Kelly bit her bottom lip as she savored the sight of it, along with the profound feelings it was providing her with. A pistoning shaft of thick onyx power, beautiful and unapologetic in the way it took her.
She had already cum, more than once, even before he had really settled in and stretched her wide. Now Kelly felt something brewing, something profound began to rumble from deep within her loins, every thrust of her new lovers incredible cock, changing her perspective on sex. She arched her head back in delirious delight, and felt his thick lips on hers. She reached around and clawed into his shoulders as they kissed passionately, Kelly totally surrendering to the life altering fucking that Henry was giving her.
She had rushed to get naked for him, assisting him as he confidently undressed the long time married woman. Henry's mouth had run dry for an instant, as he first gazed upon the gorgeous naked body of his beautiful crush. Kelly spread her feminine legs for him, allowing Henry access to an intimate place that had previously only been for her husband. He salivated at the striking contrast as he aligned his big black cock atop her beautiful white pussy, gently resting his heavy length down upon her glistening clit. The moment would be burned into their minds forever, as their naked genitalia touched for the first time. Henry experienced a swelling mental rush as he noticed her wedding ring, sparkling gently as she ran her delicate hands along his muscled body.
"I'm going to fuck you Kelly." He spoke, voice deep, tone soft.
She nodded, bracing for his size. "I want you to Henry. I've wanted you to fuck me for so long. Take me." She whispered back to him. Henry's ego swelled as he savored her admission.
Kelly managed an initial moment of discomfort, as his large head breached her for the first time. Her eyes bulged wide, as she gasped for air, desperately and rapidly accommodating his large penis. It was only another few seconds until she was experiencing pleasure unlike she ever had before, Henry's cock acting as a conquering force, reached parts of her that had never been touched by a man. Kelly's pussy stretched wide for him, and it was only a minute until she had been able to take all of him. His boiling, heavy balls began grazing against her plump ass as he readied her for the proper fucking that she was now receiving.
Kelly's moans reverberated throughout Henry's home. His tempo increased, both of them consumed by and totally lost to the moment. It was so utterly raw, so incomprehensibly intense. They were staring deeply into each other eyes, not with love, but with the purest form of passionate lust. It was hard to articulate just how deeply erotic an act was occurring. In a way, it was nothing less than base natural selection. Henry was the dominant, muscular, well endowed, alpha male and Kelly was the beautiful, desirable, sought after female. Her beta male, cuckold husband, had succumbed to the latent knowledge of his own inadequacy, surrendering to nature, and the inevitable. He stepped aside, and allowed for a more capable man to give his wife the pleasure that he never could. It was an erotic, intellectual, and yet shameful act, one of reverence, submission, and profound acceptance.
Johns office chair squeaked rapidly from the vibrations of depraved masturbation. He pumped his small penis, his humble testicles jiggling against the leather, his hand traveling abruptly up and down his nominal, unimpressive length.
Henry's bed rocked, rattling from his powerful thrusts. His massive, masculine testicles, slapped sweaty against Kelly's plump, sexy rear. His behemoth cock was coated in her cream, plunging deeply, in and out of her clinging, wanting pussy. Kelly's thoughts raced as endorphins crashed against the darkest recesses of her mind. Henry was so much bigger than her husband!
"I can't believe this is happening." John breathed, still stroking his small, meek endowment. His mind reeled, succumbing to his perverted desires. He felt an orgasm brewing, the first he would experience as a cuckolded man.
"I can't believe this is happening." Kelly exclaimed, kissing Henry deep, succumbing to the divine feeling of fullness that her alpha male lover was providing her.
"Where do you want it?" Henry's sexy voice inquired, his tempo increasing.
"I'm on the pill." Kelly, impossibly, heard herself admit.
Henry's focus locked in, his body inflamed, his large testicles boiling as they continued to slap sexily against her pale naked ass. It was another swell of ego, an indescribable feeling of dominance coursing through him as he realized he was about to inseminate another mans wife, a woman he had deeply desired for years.
The shock waves of pleasure began to swell for Kelly too, overwhelming in their intensity. "Ohhh! Ohhh! Hennnrrryyy!!"
Her moans continued to escape, "I'm- I'm- Ohh!"
The large Bull grunted, everything disappearing from the world except for the pinnacle of human lust on display in Henry's bed.
John shuddered, surrendering completely to biology and nature. His small testicles squeezing as he squirted an ineffective load across the bottom of his tee-shirt, cum splattering uselessly onto his fingers. The orgasm was indescribable, as was the depth of the shame that followed it.
Across town, his wife cried out to the heavens, squealing in pleasure as her coworker gave her the most intense orgasm of her life, "Ohhh! Hen-ryyy! I'm c-cum-minggg!!"
Henry roared in subliminal victory, his huge scrotum pulling tight and convulsing beneath his manly shaft. Kelly's eyes rolled to the back of her head, her skin set on fire as an explosion of orgasmic pleasure pulsed powerfully across every square inch of her beautiful body. Her feminine toes curled downwards, her legs instinctively wrapping around the waist of the dominant man who was cumming inside her. Her pink nails clawed into Henry's muscled biceps, clutching onto him as she shuddered wildly, gasping in awe at the magnitude of her satisfaction.
Henry thrust skillfully, his huge cock expanding even further as torrents of cum launched out of his flaring, embedded head, coating the furthest depths of Kelly's pussy. They continued to stare deep into one another's eyes as Henry continued to stuff her full, firing rope after rope of his thick cum inside of his married coworker.
The two lovers eventually collapsed, bodies sweaty and beyond content. They kissed passionately, thankful for one another. They both immediately knew that it would not be the last time they enjoyed one another on this evening, and many other evenings to follow.
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Cuckold.
Like most young men, I would have never even considered the possibility that such a word existed, let alone the fact that I could grow up and become one. Not too long ago, the mere idea of it would have angered me greatly. I had a typical youth, surrounded by friends, family, sports, and adventure. I was a normal teenager, and leaned in to the young bravado and propped up masculinity that middle and high-school peer pressure promoted. If you had told me that one day I would step aside to allow for another man to seduce and have sex my wife, I probably would have thrown a punch in your direction. I suppose that life often has a way of humbling us, however, and sometimes the manner in which it does can prove to be quite transformative.
I had snuck up to the guestroom door once again, a habit that had grown in frequency in recent weeks. The heat of shame was coursing across my face, distinct and inescapable, as was my arousal. Our guest room bed rocked back and forth, squeaking and creaking amidst a sexual chorus of thwacking, naked skin. With a dry mouth I swallowed, listening through the crack in the door as the love of my life moaned loudly in intense pleasure.
"Ohh-h William! I love your big dick!" My wife called out in passion to our hung lodger. I listened to William's masculine grunt of satisfaction, and then to the sounds of their lips smacking together in desire.
Human sexuality is a complicated thing. I would never be able to fully explain the pained excitement that my cuckolding caused me. As I toiled with strong embarrassment, my small penis was rigid in profound excitement. I listened, perpetually awestruck, as my wife submitted herself, and by proxy our marriage, to our supremely endowed guest.
As impossible as it might be to navigate the layers of complexity involved in our new sexual dynamic, less complicated perhaps, was the age old notion that penis size mattered. While that might not ring true for all women, I believe without question that it does for most.
Samantha was moaning louder now, Williams thrusting becoming more urgent as their bodies collided together in sexual need. I heard her gasp, my minds eye visualizing the pleasure that another man was giving her, "I'm cum-minggg William! Oh god! It's- so big! I'm cu-mming all over it!!"
I had learned, quite undeniably, that it certainly did for my wife.
Samantha and I were high school sweethearts, a romanticized type of relationship that was indeed a growing rarity in today's climate. I like to think that we did justice to the idea of it, both proud of a strong marriage and a deep love for one another, persistent even now into our early thirties. She's the only woman I have ever been with, sexually. Up until William, I had been the only man that she had ever been with, as well. Sammie is gorgeous in her own understated way, her body thick, with light brown hair that often cascades across her delicate and feminine face. She behaves shyly and quietly most of the time, but carries herself with a sexy undercurrent of sultry confidence, visually amplified by her large breasts and plump rear end. Sometimes she will find a way to temporarily shed her introverted demeanor, usually when the corks starting flying off bottles of red wine.
We lived not thirty minutes from the same neighborhood that we both grew up in, Sammie now working as an administrator at the same middle school that we attended when we were kids. I attended a regional trade school and became a skilled mechanic, working at a local automotive repair shop. Neither of us were exceedingly ambitious, and mostly preferred lazy weekends and relaxing free time together.
We were far from wealthy, but we lived a comfortable life in a typical suburbian middle class home. Even though we hadn't had kids yet, we knew the biological clock was ticking, and intended on starting that journey in the near future. One thing we wanted to do beforehand, was take a long-desired European vacation. Neither of us had ever been overseas, and believed it would be infinitely harder to accommodate a trip like that, with our incomes, after having children.
In order to stash away some additional cash, I came up with the idea of renting out our spare bedroom over the summer. There was an industrial district, and several business complexes, not too far from where we lived. I knew the room would likely be desired by any number of traveling professionals. What I did not plan on, naturally, was for our sex lives to change in the process, and for me to be made a cuckolded husband along the way.
"I'm not so sure John." Samantha rather objected to the idea, after I had initially broached it. "I don't know how comfortable I feel with a stranger living in our home."
"I know Sammie, but think about an extra four or five-thousand dollars, and how far that'll go towards the vacation." I replied, while also understanding her concern. We were trustworthy people, but we knew there was a need for caution when inviting a lodger into our home. I added, "I think it goes without saying that we can, and will, be very thorough in selecting the person. We don't have to accept the first one who shows interest. At the end of the day if it doesn't work out, it doesn't work out."
Samantha thought on it for a moment, taking a sip of grocery bought wine.
I added, noting the average vintage and smiling across the table at her, "Think about a four star hotel, a real Italian dinner." I looked down at the pasta in my plate, pointing to it with my fork, "Not take out from Antonio's."
She smirked back at me, raising her glass, "Expensive wine."
I nodded, "A bottle a meal, even."
My wife chuckled, "We might not remember the trip at that rate."
We were in bed later that evening, after agreeing that we'd "safely" put out an ad for a renter. The glasses of red had lubricated my wife's inhibitions, and a more animated version of herself was encouraging my thrusts.
"Do me baby." Sammie whispered, as I pumped back and forth into her.
Our sex life had always been pretty good, though in recent years we seemed to lack a certain spark, a certain excitement, in the bedroom. I suppose that's normal for most long time married couples. Lately, though, we had begun to dip our toe's into some unfamiliar and naughty territory.
Admittedly I was never really a sexual dynamo, nor very well endowed, but lately I found myself finishing earlier than I was used to. A perverse thought had began to grow in my mind, fueled by a recent admission from Samantha.
It was a casual comment from my wife, and certainly not the first of its kind. She was an attractive woman, and was often stared at or hit on when out in public. Where once I was an extremely jealous teenager, I had slowly realized that male attention paid towards Sammie had become strangely captivating to me. It was hard to articulate why that was, in all honesty. The catalyst to those frightening thoughts had occurred a few months back, when Samantha mentioned one such case.
"A man at the hardware store asked for my number today." She had admitted, blushing and embarrassed.
I remained stoic, and replied, "That's never surprising, my love. You're gorgeous. Did you give him your cell or our home number?" I joked.
She chuckled, answering, "Funny John. I actually told him that I was flattered, but showed him my wedding ring." She replied, somewhat anxiously.
"Why do I get the sense that there's more to this story?" I added, sensing her discomfort.
"You'll never believe what he said to that." Samantha covered her face with her hands, seemingly mortified.
"What?" I replied, very much curious.
"He said. Good. Married women are my favorite kind!"
I felt a strange stirring from within me when Samantha spoke those words, and I can't explain why. I managed to keep my composure, replying, "The stones on that guy! What did you say?"
"Nothing! I walked away!" She replied, smiling in red faced embarrassment, adding, "I couldn't believe it!"
It was the following evening when I had a potent, harrowing dream.
Like all dreams, my recollection of it was hazy and amorphous, but also contradictorily vivid. I had arrived home to the sounds of passionate sex, a chill running down my spine, the hairs standing tall on the back of my neck as I realized that it was my wife engaged in the act. The atmosphere in our home was sleepy and seductive, somehow intoxicating.
I slowly strode down the hallway as Samantha's moans grew louder, it taking every ounce of courage to approach our faintly familiar bedroom door, my hand clammy and shaking as I spun the handle.
She was there, her legs spread wide, sexy body covered by a foreign and hulking masculine frame. The man was faceless, but taller and more muscular than me. Their sexual collision was cloudy, as if my own mind was afraid to present the details of what was occuring down between their legs. I trembled, listening as the woman I loved moaned with an unfamiliar ferocity. The strong male's muscles were rippling as he pumped into her, and even though I could not see below, I immediately knew that he was infinitely more sexually equipped than myself.
I woke, heart racing and skin sweaty, with a small tent in our bed sheets down near my groin. I scurried into our restroom, and frantically relieved myself to a frightening orgasm.
It was as if Sammie's admission became a seed that had been planted deep into my pysche, and as the horrifying thought grew, it slowly became inescapable. I had worked up the courage to mention the dream to her, which definitely surprised her, and caused her some blushing embarrassment. She was even more taken aback, wide eyed with an expression of intrigued surprise, when weeks later I also admitted that it had become something of a shameful fantasy for me.
After her initial shock wore off, she playfully smacked me, giggling and shy. She was seemingly appreciative of my honesty, as she spoke, "You know you're all I'll ever need, for as long as I live." We loved each other, in a manner that most couples would greatly envy, but I think that my strange admission had fueled an unfamiliar fire in our bed that evening. My wife sensed my excitement, my newfound vigor, and gently found ways to spur me with it.
Even now, back in the moment, she sensed it, looking up at me as I thrust into her. She spoke, her voice a teasing whisper, "Are you thinking about me and my hung lover?"
It was like sexual napalm, never failing to consume me as the mental images of Samantha in the throes of pleasure flooded my thoughts. I came early and immediately. "Fuck!" I grumbled, shuddering atop my wife. Samantha kindly and lovingly rubbed my back as I came, smiling.
"Sorry." I offered, breathing heavily, knowing that she had not cum. I smirked, knowing full well that she knew her teasing would make me explode. I added, "It's your own fault, this time."
"I can't help myself. I love knowing how to set you off." She replied giggling, caressing me gently, and then kissing me.
"You always have." I chuckled, though I couldn't help but continue to wonder why this horrible fantasy had become so powerful in my mind.
As I had predicted, it was not long until we started seeing some traction on our posting for the spare bedroom. Within the description I was up front about who we were, as a couple, and what our expecations were in terms of the general respect and behavior we expected from the house guest. It was a surprising amount of interest received in a short amount of time, but one in particular stood out to me.
'Greetings John,
My name is William Franklin and I will be in the area on business through August. I am a one man consultancy company and as such prefer renting private rooms over extended hotel visits, as I don't expense my lodging (I am also long since weary of hotels, going back to the early years in my career).
Your home is within ten minutes of my project site, and I vastly prefer a quiet residential surround over a City stay. I'd be very interested in renting the room throughout the summer, assuming you can confirm the following:
1) High speed internet is available in my room
2) Cable television is available in my room
3) The guest room shower is not a low pressure nozzle (a pet peeve of mine!)
If you can confirm the above I'd have interest in locking in the room quickly, and I'd be willing to pay above the asking price and offer an extra $250/month to do so. I need to be down in the area as soon as I can.
In the interest of familiarity and getting to no one another, I am also including a picture of myself attached to this email. I am forty-five years old, and a career minded man at this stage in my life. I am amicably divorced, and have two sons. I will have little time for leisure while in town, but do appreciate a friendly home to make my stay. I hope you consider my offer, and please let me know if you have any questions or concerns.
Look forward to hearing from you.
William.'
As I read his reply, I felt a tad daft for not including a note about our internet availability, realizing that any business person would obviously care about the status of the connectivity. His message was somewhat abrupt, but also clear and concise, which I appreciated. I scrolled down, and took note of his picture, something that no one else had thought to include.
He was dressed professionally, and seemed well built for a middle aged man, certainly in better shape than myself.
"I thought that was you for a second." I heard my wife's voice from over my shoulder.
"Huh?" I replied, not getting her meaning.
"Whoever that is on the monitor. He looks like an older version of you, maybe a little bigger. He's attractive."
Samantha blushed as she said it, not usually in the habit of admitting attraction to other men. I think she felt like she had a free pass, because she had led with the idea that he looked like myself. It was a comparison that I certainly didn't notice, or necessarily even agree with. I did however, notice the wine glass in her hand, and chuckled, despite the strange embarrassment that ran through my body. "You're a lush, baby." I teased.
I could see that she felt guilty about the remark, and tried to massage the comment by adding, "Who is that anyway?"
"Well up until you said that he was hot, he was probably going to be the lodger." I chided, jokingly.
She blushed, covering her mouth with her hand, "I'm sorry."
"I'm just kidding. He's actually willing to pay us additional if we confirm quickly. He needs to get down to start a project." I replied.
"I thought you said we'd take our time with this decision. Just because I said he was cute doesn't mean he's not a serial killer." My wife replied, ever worried.
"I'll send him a response, and ask that we talk on the phone tomorrow." I acknowledged.
Sammie seemed to consider it for a moment, looking up at his picture once again, before replying, "Okay. I'm going to get ready for bed." She rubbed my shoulder as she left the room.
'William,
Thanks for your interest, and I appreciate the thorough response. I can confirm all three as correct (I too, loathe a low pressure shower). I'd like to speak on the phone tomorrow, whenever you might be available. Included is my phone number, and a picture of my wife and I (to echo your desire for familiarity). Look forward to speaking soon.
-John'
As i closed my eyes for slumber that evening, I couldn't help but feel a strange hope that William's offer would work out. Even stranger, deep down I knew that hope was being fueled by my wife's admission of his attractiveness. I tossed and turned, bizarrely thinking once again of that unspeakable fantasy.
He called early the following morning, politely apologetic about the time.
"I'm a mechanic, so I'm usually up with the sunrise." I replied, assuaging his concerns. William's voice was deep, and his conversational ability charismatic. We discussed his work, his potential comings and goings, and I spoke a little about Samantha and I. Surprisingly, towards the end of the conversation, he openly complemented her.
"I hope this isn't too forward John, but that tends to be my nature. Your wife, she's very striking."
His comment caught me off guard, but the casual and confident manner in which he spoke it, left my defenses down. Stupidly, I replied with an admission of my own, "Sammie happened to think the same of you, seeing your picture last night." I fumbled, awkwardly, "She believes that we look somewhat alike." A strange embarrassment surged through me as I wondered why the hell I had offered such a weird reply.
Luckily, William handled it with grace, chuckling, "Well how about that. I think I can see the resemblance a little bit!" He then joked, "She doesn't happen to have a sister that lives nearby, does she?"
I laughed, admitting that she did not. We then changed the subject to payment, wherein we agreed cash or check was fine. We closed the call finalizing the date of his arrival.
"Well John. I appreciate the professionalism in getting this done, especially knowing that this isn't your actual profession."
"My pleasure, William."
I couldn't help but sense that his last comment was levied with a sort of inherent calm and subtle dominance. He said, "Tell Sammie I look forward to meeting her."
Very few people call my wife by the name 'Sammie'. It was really only myself, and her mother, who did. A certain level of intimacy was normally a prerequisite, but William certainly couldn't have known that, as I also had called her that name during my conversation with him. I heard myself reply, casually, "I will. See you soon."
When Samantha arrived home from work that evening, I was able to greet her with a smile and an excited remark, "Looks like we're going to have a nice bit of cash for our trip!"
Her eyes lit up for a moment, but then a look of concern washed across her face, "You spoke with him? What's he like?"
I could already sense her worry, and worked to alleviate it, "Relax. He seems level headed, respectful. I got a good vibe from him. He's not even going to be here all that often."
"What's his name again?" She asked, grabbing a bottle of water from the refrigerator.
"William. He's a few years older than us, divorced, has two kids, and is a self admitted workaholic. I think you'll like him."
Samantha chuckled, "Why's that?"
I replied, "I don't know. Like I said, I got a good feeling." I paused, admitting, "He said that he thinks you're striking. He joked around, asking if you had a sister."
My wife cocked her head at me, "Huh? Why would he say that?"
"I sent him a picture of us, to be polite and to lessen the weirdness of meeting him for the first time."
Samantha bristled a bit, looking slightly uncomfortable, "Still, that's a bit forward from a man who will be living in our home, isn't it? That didn't upset you?" She asked it with a certain hint of curiosity, as if she was surprised that it hadn't.
I replied casually, while internally acknowledging that his compliment was a bit forward, "Again, it was said politely. If I thought he was some creep I would have rejected his offer. The conversation flowed very naturally. I even told him what you said about him and I looking similarly, and that you thought he was attractive."
"John!" She exclaimed, now sitting down on the couch near me. "Why would you say that? Now it's going to be awkward when I meet him."
I grabbed her thigh, gently massaging her leg through her jeans. "Will you relax? It's not going to be awkward. We were just joking around, breaking the ice."
She brushed her hair behind her ear, relenting somewhat, "Still, you shouldn't have told him that I thought he was hot."



It was my turn to dart my eyes wider, "Oh so now you think he's hot?"
She playfully slapped my arm, "Handsome, whatever. Now you're the one being ridiculous."
"Oh so you think he's handsome?" I teased, playful despite a small pang of jealousy.
She pushed me with her shoulder, "Jackass. I think he looks like you, so of course I think he's handsome."
I'm not sure why I said it, perhaps it was my subconscious desperate to perpetuate the fantasy that was unrelenting upon my thoughts. A bolt of vigor hit me, and I replied, "I just hope you don't confuse the two of us, and end up in bed with him."
A stunned look appeared on my wifes reddening face, as she gasped, "John! What's gotten into you?" I also couldn't help but notice a twinkle of liveliness in her eyes.
My own face was suddenly red, and I tried to save the comment, "Oh for crying out loud Sammie, nothing's gotten into me. I'm just kidding around!"
It was the following week, when William arrived. Upon meeting someone, every so often you might get a strange feeling that the individual will have an impact on your life, or play a role larger than a typical acquaintance. It's almost an intrinsic sort of sixth-sense. For reasons that would end up proving obvious, that's the exact feeling I had when opening the door for our new lodger.
He was taller than I had anticipated, and built. He smiled wide as he saw me, his broad shoulders and large frame somehow familiar. He had hair darker than my own, with some very subtle streaks of gray adding to an already distinguished look. He was dressed in casual jeans and a polo shirt, and his muscled torso was obvious beneath his clothes.
"John. It's a pleasure to meet you." He reached out with a large hand and gave me a firm handshake, which I reciprocated.
"Same to you William. Welcome." I offered, smiling back at him. I stepped to the side as he entered our family room, and looked back at my wife. For a split second, her eyes darted wide, flustered, my own mind racing as I noticed that she was clearly impressed by what she saw. It caused my stomach to knot up, and a clamminess to make itself apparent on my skin.
I began to second guess the entire endeavor, wondering how on earth I could have invited this handsome, muscular stranger, to stay at the home that I shared with my wife? My heart started to race as a worry ran through my mind. William was much more attractive in person, with an air of confident and easy masculinity about him that I was immediately envious of.
"You must be Samantha." He then smiled at her.
"H-Hello." She offered, sweetly and shyly.
The large man gently engulfed her hand with his own, my eyes not failing to notice the disparity in their sizes, despite my wife's curvaceous body. The strange knot in my stomach continued to tighten.
"You're even prettier than your picture led on." He said, not inappropriately.
It caused Sammie to blush, "Thank you. You're too kind."
I helped William get situated, assisting with his luggage and giving him a tour of the house. He seemed appreciative, and despite the angst that I was now experiencing, I was relieved to see that his demeanor and vibe were in line with what I had hoped for. He seemed like a good guy.
The three of us sat down for a steak dinner that Samantha had prepared for his arrival, wherein we talked about our lives, our hopes for a family, his sons, and our relative professions. We learned that he was rather well off, which was another source of envy for me. Despite some of those pangs of self consciousness, it was actually a very pleasant meal, and my concerns had quickly been replaced by a strange excitement, especially as I noticed my wife stealing glances in Williams direction. What was going on with me?
William too, couldn't help but allow his eyes to linger on Samantha's pretty face, or perhaps wander down her neck towards her impressive cleavage. I couldn't help but notice an easy and palpable chemistry between the two of them, and my mind was frantic as all kinds of perverse and terrifying thoughts ran through it.
"That's incredible!" William smiled, near in disbelief, upon learning that the two of us were high school sweethearts. "You rarely hear of that these days."
"You definitely don't." I replied, grabbing my wife's hand from across the table. "I'm a lucky man." I offered, causing Sammie to smile in return.
"Well at the risk of sounding melodramatic. I feel like a lucky man having found the two of you, and your lovely home to make my stay this summer." He grabbed his wine glass from the table, raising it, "To your beautiful wife, and lucky men."
Samantha blushed at his compliment, and I noticed William staring into her eyes as he spoke the words. There was a boldness to William, and I found myself in strange admiration of it.
"Cheers to that." I added, Sammie and I both raising our glasses as well.
The first couple weeks of his stay were rather uneventful, just as Samantha and I had hoped they would be. We barely saw William, as he was usually up before either of us, and home well after we had returned from work. What little we did see of him was pleasant, as he was always polite and considerate of our household habits. Samantha had noticed that he had even begun doing the dishes. His initial behavior allowed for our comfort level with his presence to establish faster than we might have anticipated. That level of familiarity was somehow enhanced by the casual manner in which William and Samantha would flirt with one another. Inexplicably, I never felt threated by their flirations, as they somehow seemed so natural, so easy going. There was this strange but tangibly masculine aura surrounding William, and for whatever reason, perhaps simple charisma, my wife seemed to gravitate towards it.
Things started to slowly change, however, after Samantha had hopped out of bed for some water one late evening. She was in her nightgown, as was typical, and it allowed for her large natural breasts to bounce pendulously beneath the silk fabric. The sight of it had incited my arousal more times than I could count. Neither of us had considered the possibility that William might still be up, and in the kitchen.
My eyes had begun to hang heavily as I thought to take a break from the book I was reading, when I heard her surprised voice echo from down the hallway.
"Oh! I'm sorry! I didn't realize you were up."
My eyes immediately darted open upon realizing the interaction that was occurring in the kitchen, my heart rate quickening as I sat up in bed.
Despite remaining deadly still in heightened curiosity, I couldn't quite make out William's words, but his tone sounded apologetic.
Samantha's too, were now masked by the running water of the sink, my ears only able to catch the end, "Nonsense. Our house is your house for as long as you're here." I then heard a giggle, and her footsteps returning down the hall, "Goodnight William."
My wife's face was flush with excitement when she returned to the master bedroom, gently closing the door behind her. She raised her eyebrows at me, jokingly adding, "Whoops."
"What happened?" I had to ask.
Sammie took a gulp from her glass of water, "I'm not used to other men seeing me in this outfit."
My heart continued to pound in my chest, a jealous excitement surging through me, as I replied, "Neither am I." I forced a chuckle, repeating, "What happened?"
She placed the glass down on her nightstand, sliding in under the covers, next to me. "Nothing. William was out there getting some water too."
I was strangely captivated by the situation, adding, "Well I guess he got an eyeful."
"He wasn't the only one." Samantha replied, causing me to turn my head in her direction, nearly in a panic.
"What do you mean?" I immediately replied.
My wife sort of fidgeted, and made an effort to downplay her response, "Oh nothing. He was just in his underwear. We both caught each other, I suppose."
My heart continued to pound, and I now felt the strange stirrings of arousal despite the growing knot in my stomach.
"Notice anything?" I teased, feigning a casual interest.
"Stop." She chuckled, leaning over to turn off her lamp, an act which I mirrored.
"You can tell me." I pressed, as we both lay in the relative darkness of our bedroom.
"Well, if you must know-" She replied. I could almost hear her lips crack into a teasing smile, as she clearly sensed an interest on my behalf. Samantha continued, "He seemed to fill out his underwear quite well. Quite well indeed."
"You're fucking with me." I replied, unsure of how to behave in the current, bizarre conversation.
"I am not." She replied, simply.
I couldn't control myself, and instinctively reached across and groped her breasts, her nipples already hard to my touch. I leaned into her side, and reached across her waist with my other arm, sensing the heat emanating from her panties as I ran my finger along the wet fabric.
"You're turned on." I gasped, as she arched her head back in pleasure.
"Don't be ridiculous." She replied, breathless, before adding with concern in her voice, "Fantasy teasing is one thing, but isn't this inappropriate? William is a living in our home."
I didn't respond immediately, and it was only several seconds later until I was atop her, thrusting in as best I could from a missionary position. She was trying desperately to be quiet, as sound was notorious for carrying across our home, even through the thin walls.
"Why is it inappropriate? I know you find him handsome." I eventually replied, almost unable to believe my own train of thought, let alone the words that were escaping my mouth.
She gently slapped my chest, through my loose fitting night shirt, whining a whisper, "It's inappropriate because he's not my husband!"
"So what?" I responded, and then inexplicably added, "I want you to fantasize about him."
Samantha's eyes darted wide, a mixture of arousal and worry amidst her gaze. I leaned down and kissed her, both of us spurred to increase our tempo.
It proved to be an unsurprisingly quick session, but I was able to bring her to a small orgasm before unleashing. She clutched into me as I came.
As we lay there in recovery, our sheets tangled in dampness, Samantha breathed, "Maybe I will fantasize about him, if it's going to get you going like that!"
I was delirious in thought, and heard myself mumble, "Fine by me."
She giggled, "Go to sleep, pervert. I love you."
We kissed goodnight, and allowed for slumber to take us.
Towards the end of his third week with us, William came home with an expensive bottle of tequila, hoping we might be interested in sharing it with him. As was perhaps sadly typical of our Friday nights, we didn't have much going on, and were both happy to enjoy his company.
He spoke of his project at the facility he was working on, and how rocky a start they had had in installing some new manufacturing lines, but he was hopeful things would smooth out soon.
"Needless to say, I can use some of this right about now." He offered, taking a healthy sip of the liquor.
"Sure sounds like it." I replied, grimacing as I took a sip alongside him.
Samantha too, hissed upon her swig. "Ooo! Wow! That's strong!"
William and I chuckled. "Not a tequila drinker, I take it?" He offered.
My wife shook her head, "Not me. I'm more of a wine girl. Red, to be specific."
William smiled, "Well I suppose it never hurts to try new things."
She smiled at him, naturally flirtatious, "Can't argue with that."
The tequila continued to flow along with the conversation, all three of us becoming quite loose, especially Samantha who was not a veteran of hard liquor by any means. The television had been on and offering background noise, but none of us were paying it any mind. I had even broke out a deck of cards, for some old fashioned poker, to pass the time.
"We need some more excitement in here!" William suddenly offered, adding, "Let's raise these stakes a bit."
I was feeling good, and comfortable with our lodger, joking back at him, "Oh no. Don't you go thinking I'm dumb enough to allow you to win back some of this money you're spending on rent!"
My wife laughed at that, and William wasn't far behind.
"Well damn. You found me out before I even had a chance to start." He chuckled, leaning back in the kitchen chair casually, clearly feeling no pain.
"How about strip poker?" I suddenly heard a delicate, unfamiliar voice from where my wife was seated.
Samantha turned beat read as soon as she noticed William and I stare back at her, dumbfounded. "I'm kidding!" She nearly shrieked, laughing in embarrassment. Samantha wasn't one to joke in such a manner, and I could tell she immediately regretted the comment. She had clearly been inspired by the tequila, and perhaps something else.
My mind was a million places at once, most prominently back to her half naked encounter with William in the kitchen. Words escaped my mouth, but it was as if I wasn't the one speaking them. "Sounds fun to me."
It was Samantha's turn to look aghast, giving me a shocked, red faced stare and replying, "Oh c'mon John. You know I was only kidding!" I did know that, but for some stupid reason wanted to see how far she'd be willing to go.
"I'm game." Our confident lodger suddenly spoke with an interested smile, adding fuel to the fire. "Expensive tequila and cards. You could argue strip poker is the only way for this night to end."
I felt that knot in my stomach once again, an angst churning as I glanced to Samantha. I fully expected her to throw her hands up, to balk. Instead, she looked at our lodger with a hazy glaze in her eyes, stunning me.
"Okay, I'll play, but I'm not taking off my underwear." It was somehow the sexiest thing I had ever heard her say. My mind began to race as I struggled to register her words.
We all instinctively sat up a bit in our chairs, the atmosphere in the room immediately changing. I was almost in a state of disbelief as I started dealing the cards, not wanting to give her an opportunity to escape.
"God. We've had too much to drink. My middle schoolers wouldn't behave this childish." Samantha offered, burying her face in her hands in exaggerated regret.
"Remember, this was your idea." I teased her. She then gave me a look as if to say, 'Are you sure about this?'
"It'll be fun." I added, replying to her unasked question.
"Bra and panties stay on." She reiterated, looking at me, and then towards William.
"Mine too." He joked, lifting his hands up in innocence, which caused a welcome and tension cutting laugh from both my wife and I.
It went quiet with anxious anticipation, however, as we played out the first hand. To say that I was ignorant to the dynamic at hand, would have been dishonest. Clearly I had seen my own wife in a state of undress countless times, and clearly William nor myself had an interest in seeing one another in a similar state. It was evident that this game's true stakes were between our guest, and my wife, and yet I agreed to it nonetheless. Truthfully, we all sensed that same undercurrent lurking beneath our willingness to play. Looking back on that evening of strip poker, it was clear that all three of us, subconsciously or not, very much bought into what would prove to be the first large stride towards my inevitable cuckolding.
"Bullshit!" Sammie exclaimed, folding. She unceremoniously discarded of a single sock, tossing it into the living room.
William laughed with a jovial smile, clearly enjoying the situation.
I was quieter, my stomach toiling with a strange and perverse arousal. Samantha and I had never engaged in anything even close to this risque before. Our friends were all rather conservative, and something about Williams presence had pushed us into unfamiliar territory. I knew the alcohol had plenty to do with my wife's sudden willingness, but deep down, I also knew Samantha was being subconsciously spurred both by my fantasy, and her own attraction to William. For reasons I could not explain, it consumed me with excitement.
Another few hands had finished, and the three of us were all barefoot. The tension continued to build as the stakes grew higher.
"Big hand." I offered, chuckling.
Samantha's face was flush, her breathing clearly heavier than normal. I couldn't help but ask, "Are you okay?" My wife smiled nervously, and threw back one more swig of tequila.
William joked, "John. The renter's agreement never mentioned anything about a wild woman living on premises."
I laughed, and Samantha chuckled, replying, "Only when I've had too much to drink."
The handsome lodger smiled at her, "I'll have to keep that in mind."
The next hand played out, all three of us holding our breaths as we revealed our cards.
"Fuck!" William exclaimed, his deep voice booming, in mostly a joking fashion.
He stood up, his tall frame towering over Samantha and I. I attempted not to stare as he unbuttoned his shirt, revealing a muscled chest, and large shoulders. His arms were impressive, with an elegant tattoo of what looked like a fighter jet along one of his forearms. He wasn't the most chiseled guy I had ever seen, but William was undeniably in excellent shape for a man of his age. I realized that my wife had already seen his body in this manner, the other night when stumbling upon him in the kitchen.
I noticed my heart thumping in my chest as I glanced at her. Samantha's cheeks were still rosey, my wife doing a poor job of concealing her interested eyes. She stared at his body, almost fidgeting with a nervousness that was unfamiliar to me. She seemed desperate to alleviate the thick atmosphere permeating the room, asking William, "Does your tattoo have a special significance?"
He sort of turned his arm, presenting the ink, "I was an aeronautics head when I was younger, totally obsessed with planes." He paused, adding, "Especially the military sort."
Samantha nodded, "It's nice."
"Yeah, it's well done." I felt the need to add.
"Well thank you both, but I can't shake the feeling that you're trying to lull me into a false sense of security to break my focus." He chuckled, adding, "Let's deal that next hand John."
I smirked, tossing cards while masking an anxiousness that was bubbling within me.
Another hand, and another groan from our lodger, "You got to be kidding me!" He leaned back, frustrated.
It was almost an out of body experience, looking over at the woman I loved and noticing how intently she was watching him. I heard the clanking of his belt buckle, and the distinct sound of a zipper being pulled. Samantha couldn't look away, nor conceal her reaction. My stomach toiled as I saw her eyes widen and her jaw drop slightly, her cheeks turning a blazing shade of crimson.
I slowly turned my head back over to William, and felt a powerful surge of embarrassment as I was stunned by the behemoth bulge of his manhood. Samantha had most certainly not been exaggerating. His dark blue boxer-briefs were nearly bursting at the seams as they restrained what was surely a largely impressive package. 'What the fuck?' I remember thinking to myself, as he stepped out of his pants, his immense bulge jostling beneath the cotton as he did so. I quickly averted my eyes, and noticed that Samantha did not.
"I'm usually a better card player." William offered, sitting back down at the table, which resulted in its concealment from our line of sight.
"Can't win them all I suppose." I replied, attempting to keep conversation flowing, avoiding the elephant in the room.
Samantha seemed to temporarily snap out of her trance, looking at me, smiling with a flushness on her face, "I guess it's just you and me dear."



"Well at least I know where my rooting interest is." William smirked, seemingly causing Samantha to realize that she could still end up in her bra and panties. Her eyes lit up in nervous alert. I realized, strangely, that my rooting interest was very much aligned with Williams, but not due to a simple desire for victory.
I guess I was on a heater, or perhaps fate was at play, because I couldn't lose. The next hand was over before it even started.
I sat in silence, watching as my shy wife began peeling off her shirt. I was beside myself as I saw her beautiful breasts spill out, bouncing beneath a black laced bra. It was mind melting, to see her exposing herself with another man in the room. I couldn't even begin to process the complexity of my thoughts and emotions. Her embarrassed blush continued to persist, or perhaps it was an arousal on her face.
"Wow." William spoke, looking at me with a calm confidence. "You lucky bastard."
I chuckled, absurdly, nodding my head in agreement.
"This is insane!" Samantha squealed, her nervousness and embarrassment besting her usually calm demeanor. I sensed her arousal, and her confusion, her eyes seemingly toiling with her own cocktail of emotions as she sat with her bra on display.
"She is stunning." I replied, in a confused, aroused trance of my own.
"Let's get this over with! We've all had way too much to drink!" Sammie pleaded, fidgeting in her seat.
She lost the final hand, and stood, almost trembling in what appeared to be an embarrassed excitement. I noticed her bra, and her hard nipples pushing the fabric out in what was now no doubt her arousal. She quickly unbuttoned her jeans, and peeled the denim down her legs, keeping her plump ass facing away from William or myself. I felt as if I was in a dream.
"Damn, Samantha." William offered, taking a final sip of his drink, savoring the sight of my wife's near naked body. Perhaps it was the alcohol, but he seemed rather unconcerned with how I might react to his outward appreciation of her figure.
Samantha finally escaped from her jeans, and frantically turned and scurried into our bedroom. "Game over!" She shouted as she strode. William and I both watched as her incredible ass jiggled in the black lace of her panties, until she disappeared around the corner. "That was so embarrassing!" We heard her exclaim from the other room, voice alive with energy.
William and I sat there for a moment, both trying to navigate our thoughts, feeling one another out. I finally managed, "Well, that was fun."
He looked at me and spoke with his patented confident ease, "I can see why you like showing her off. She has an incredible body." He stood, causing me to catch another glimpse at his hefty, intimidating bulge. I quickly averted my eyes, feeling a strong pang of envy. William then grabbed the tequila bottle and poured the last bit into my glass, and a few drops into his own.
"I hope she doesn't regret that in the morning. I'm not sure if she's even played strip poker before." I wondered aloud, mind still a mess, adding, "That tequila shed her inhibitions much faster than I'm used too."
William chuckled, swigging back the remnants of his drink, joking, "You don't have to thank me."
I smiled, feeling strangely comfortable with the conversation. Before I had a chance to reply, I noticed his attention turn down the hall. I was stunned to see my wife's beautiful body, striding back into the room, and then into the kitchen. I stared awe struck as her beautiful breasts bounced along with her ass, the black lace of her bra and panties the only thing concealing her nudity.
"I need some water." She offered, eyes cloudy and voice clearly hinting at heavy intoxication. It was so obvious that Samantha savored the act of showing herself to him, and it was a realization that drove me to the brink of madness. My innocent wife, my childhood crush, drunk on tequila and hormones, was parading around for the eyes of another man. My heart pounded as my jealousy surged, but I felt an undeniable stirring in my loins.
William joked, "I'm starting to really enjoy it when you come out here for a glass of water."
Samantha smiled with a hazy look in her stare. I wondered if she would even remember this moment when waking up in the morning.
My heart raced as the two of them now stood near each other, my wife's eyes wandering down our lodgers muscular body, arriving at the healthy outline at his groin.
I almost couldn't believe my ears as I heard her ask, "My goodness William. What are you hiding in there anyway?"
He replied with instant wit, almost as if he knew the question was coming, "Well if you hadn't insisted on stopping our game at underwear, maybe you could have found out."
It was insane to witness another man and my wife engaged in teasing over the size of is manhood. It was yet more evidence of Williams natural confidence, and proof that he was proud of his endowment. Moreso, it clearly communicated to him, and to me, that my wife was very much curious about it.
My stomach knotted once more, as I felt that strange and embarrassing excitement.
Samantha laughed, flirting back at him, "There's always next time. Goodnight William."
"Goodnight Sammie." He replied, calmly, still savoring her body as she walked away.
My wife stopped at my chair, asking with a glimmer in her eye, "Are you coming?"
It was a blur, my wife's panties sliding down her legs the second our bedroom door closed. I couldn't help but notice how wet she was, how accessible, as I slid into her with ease.
"I can't believe we did that." She breathed, arching her head back as she felt me enter her.
"You had fun." I teased, still not quite believing it either.
"I'm drunk." She replied, dodging the comment.
I was past the point of coherence, echoing the words that William correctly deciphered.
"I had fun showing you off." I admitted, somehow.
Samantha moaned, surprise on her voice, "Are you serious?"
I slowly pumped into her, savoring the pleasure of her body, confirming, "Yeah. You looked insanely hot, and William couldn't keep his eyes off you."
My wife wrapped her legs around me, pulling me as deep as I was able to reach. I could already feel an orgasm brewing, the situation was too loaded.
She looked up at me, somehow curious within her haze of intoxicated arousal, "I was worried that you were going to be mad, or jealous. I don't know why I keep flirting with him." Sammie groaned softly as I continued to pump her with delicate strokes, adding, "I'm not usually like that. I'm being a bad girl."
I couldn't believe my ears, her flippant comments certainly fueled by intoxication, but striking at the recesses of my brain. I admitted, "I was jealous, but I like it when you're a bad girl." My tempo increased, as I felt consumed by perversion, adding, "You keep flirting with him because you think he's attractive, and you know he has a big dick."
Samantha gasped, "What? No-" She added, meekly, somewhat delirious, not quite understanding my response. Ultimately she did not deny that she enjoyed savoring his massive bulge, admitting, "Oh I'm sorry John. I couldn't stop staring at it. It just looks so big and, I don't know what's come over me."
I grunted, "Don't apologize. You were so sexy tonight."
She smiled wide, her hazy eyes relieved and wonderous, "Did you like him looking at my body?"
I was near ready to explode, my mind spinning as I answered in truth, "God yes. I want him to see more of you."
"Okay." She whispered, impossibly.
I came, groaning and shuddering with involuntary release.
"Fuck!" I quietly cursed, realizing once again that she did not reach her peak.
"It's okay baby. That was fun." Though her words were kind, I could sense that she was still running hot, sexually restless.
We laid there for a time, both smiling strangely. "We were naughty tonight." She spoke.
"Yeah. I guess we were." I agreed, my mind wandering down dangerous alleyways, the knot in my stomach making itself apparent once again. I wondered if she was thinking the same.
Soon, we were both asleep.
The hangover was unavoidable, and punishing on a couple different levels.
"Never again." Samantha groaned, rolling out of bed late in the morning. Honestly, given how much we had consumed, I had expected far worse. I was groggy, with a headache, but not decimated.
My wife seemed to be struggling with a guilty conscience, apologetic as she dried her body following a morning shower. "I can't believe how I behaved last night. How embarrassing."
My mind raced as I too, began to review the happenings with a sober conscious. I assuaged her worry, however, "Relax. It was harmless fun." We both knew that it wasn't, but I think we also both knew that deep down, we had deeply enjoyed the excitement of the evening. It was like the cover of a new book had been opened, one that should have been forbidden to read, and yet I was anxious and excited to see what the story told.
Samantha and I eventually ventured into the kitchen to see that William had run out and grabbed breakfast from our favorite local diner. We were both appreciative, and it went a long way at diffusing much of the lingering awkwardness that might have remained. Food soothes all.
"Your tequila nearly killed us." My wife teased him, their flirtation seemingly picking up right where it left off. They seemed deeply attracted to one another, a fact that continued to slap me across my face. It caused that perverted knot in my stomach to return once more, as I considered a strange sense of something profound looming on the horizon.
William chuckled, taking a sip of his coffee, "I'm terribly sorry about that. I'll make sure to get wine for our rematch."
I joked, "Solid tactic. She can't control herself around a nice Pinot."
William smiled, looking at me with a confident glimmer in his eyes, "Thanks for the intel John. We'll make sure we get your wife out of her bra and panties next time."
My face ran flush as a horrible stirring made itself apparent in my loins. I was stunned by how forward a comment it was, and I immediately sensed his growing desire for my wife. Absurdly, I went along with his comment, showing no pause, and I heard myself agreeing, "Sounds like a plan."
Samantha could only look in my direction. There was clearly a masked arousal in her eyes, but also confusion. It was an expression that appeared to be a mixture of 'I can't believe William said that' and 'I'm not used to another man behaving so assertively with me'. I sometimes lacked assertiveness as a personality trait, and I could sense that William's confident demeanor was naturally appealing to some the more feminine and submissive tendencies that my wife sometimes had.
I gave her my own smirk in response, one that attempted to acknowledged that I wanted to see her out of her bra and panties too. It was a look that tried to communicate that I was enjoying witnessing her lusted after. In hindsight, that comment from William was clearly the moment when he had loudly asserted himself as the dominant male in the house. My unspeakable fantasy was somehow driving me to acquiesce to his role, and to the easy going manner in which he made his attraction to my wife apparent.
Samantha blushed slightly, and took another sip of her orange juice. Her mind was clearly processing her own interpretation of William's masculine behavior, and judging by her body language, she welcomed it.
Looking back on that moment, and coupling it with the revelation of his supreme endowment, I think it was the first time that my wife had allowed herself to accept William as the dominant male in the house, as well.
It was the following Friday, when the three of us found ourselves seated in nearly the identical, dangerous, alcohol-infused situation. We had arrived there easily, as if all three of us were all secretly hoping for escalation. It was almost as if William and my wife had developed an obvious attraction to one another, both of them subliminally sensing my willingness to accept it. It felt both natural and yet, dangerously exciting, all at once.
"Deja vu." I offered, as my heart raced in horrible excitement. Samantha was once again sitting half naked in the presence of William. Nervousness and a sober mind had permitted her to worm her way out of shedding her bra and panties, conceding that she'd get in the hot tub if she lost, using her underwear as a swimsuit.
It was surprisingly cool for a summers night, and William accepted the concession with a smile, "Only if John and I can join you."
My wife had blushed, "It's big enough for four."
That was earlier, before the wine fueled game had commenced, the atmosphere in the house became soaked in naughty excitement from the second the first cork popped. William had kept his promise, and returned home with a multitude of expensive bottles.
My mind was racing as I considered where the night might end up. I was playing well once again, and in the lead, nearly fully clothed as my wife sat in her underwear, and our lodger in his jeans. Samantha was more comfortable in her bra and panties than she was the week previous, perhaps because of the familiar warmth that the wine provided, or perhaps for other reasons.
They stared at one another, nearly unabashedly. My heart pounded as I saw William gaze upon Samantha's skin with a clear look of hunger in his eyes. He was becoming more bold, and looking back, his comments were surely an attempt to further explore our limits. He wanted to assess just how far he'd be able to go with the woman I loved. Perhaps he sensed cuckold desires from me, or perhaps his incredible endowment and natural confidence allowed him to believe he could seduce my wife, should he desire. Whatever the case might have been, William would end up making me a cuckold on this evening.
"Your wife has an incredible body, John." He spoke to me, while smiling in her direction.
"Thank you William. If you think it's impressive now, you should see her completely in the nude." I couldn't quite believe how easily I was going along with the situation, despite the aroused torment that boiled just beneath my surface.
"John!" Samantha gasped, playfully. She crumbled up a napkin on the table and tossed it in my direction.
William could only smile, a look of confident expectation on his face.
If Samantha lost another hand, she would have to get up and head into the hot tub, which we had already started to heat, before commencing with the game.
Fortunately for her, it was William who folded early. "For fucks sake!" He exclaimed. I was certain he was infinitely more interested in Samantha's body, than he was the game, but there was also a competitive frustration apparent in his voice.
My face ran flush as I heard my wife's voice, laughing, "Loser's lose their jeans." She was clearly feeling the wine, and who knows what else.
"Unbelievable, this luck." William grumbled, unclasping his button and unzipping. I felt that distinct toiling in my gut as I noticed Samantha's eyes savoring the act of his disrobing. I glanced at him, his underwear once again a mountain, black fabric concealing what was no doubt a massive endowment. It sent me reeling, to see the attraction in the eyes of the woman I loved. They desired each other, and my thoughts were frantic as I considered the gravity of the upcoming hand.
It was another loss for William.
Or was it?
He boomed, laughing, "John, I'm going to need to look at that deck that you've clearly rigged."
I couldn't reply, my mouth running dry as I braced for an impossible reveal.
He smiled at my wife as he noticed her deadlocked stare, and proceeded to show her what she so desperately wanted to see. Samantha gasped audibly, as William pulled the boxer waistband down his thighs. It was an out of body experience, watching as his girthy shaft came into view. My wife was in awe as his hulking cock sprang out of its imprisonment. His penis bobbed, hanging heavily, impossibly long, and equally fat. My stomach knotted with a raw, inescapable inadequacy, and my heart raced as I saw my wife's enraptured eyes locked right on another man's massive cock. It was unbelievable, in every sense of the word, as I considered how William might have been two or three times my size, before he was even erect and aroused. His testicles, as well, swung full and intimidating behind his giant member.
"Well Samantha. Is this what you were curious about?" His voice was confident, as he savored her gaze on his naked manhood. He glanced at me with an expression that told me that he knew that my wife was impressed. It wasn't cruel, it was simply a look that expressed his own satisfaction, his own ego swelling enjoyment. It was almost as if this was all in good fun, to William.
My wife continued to gawk, her eyes wide, her mouth open. She was stunned, and her chest heaved with deep, aroused breaths.
I felt the need to insert myself, as a referee of sorts, in this heavyweight battle of sexuality. "Cat got your tongue?" I teased my wife, adding, "You asked for it."
"She did ask for it." William agreed, seemingly pleased by my complicit reaction.
Samantha slowly stood up, her face red, her lust filled eyes not breaking contact with William's large penis as she rose. She pointed at it casually, "That thing is ridiculous, William."
He continued to smile back at her, clearly in tune with her attraction towards it. The entire scene felt as if it was a dream.
"Well." She grabbed her wine glass from the table, her eyes cloudy as she offered to him, "I'm going to get in that hot tub for a little while, if you'd like to come with me."
William and I watched as she turned, her plump rear end bouncing once again, as she walked out onto the deck.
My heart was pounding in my chest, the knot in my stomach tightening as I perversely saw William's massive penis beginning to rise. He walked slowly after her, turning to me before leaving the room. "Are you going to join us?"
I nodded, clearing a lump in my throat, "Yeah. I'll be out in one second."
As I watched the hung man follow my half naked wife out onto our deck, I knew that my marriage would never be the same. I sat there, mind racing, embarrassment surging, as I struggled with the current reality. "What the fuck is going on?" I breathed to myself, never more confused, never more aroused. Was a European vacation really worth paying this unspeakable price? I soon realized that the vacation had nothing to do with the current situation, and as I watched William step through the patio door, I knew that my fate was inescapable.
It took me a minute, or perhaps it was a lifetime, to find my footing. My heart was beating with fury as I finally made my way outside. They were both in the tub together, William sitting at the edge with most of his body exposed to the night air. My stomach churned as I noticed that he was now fully erect, his humongous cock towering above his huge testicles which rested absurdly against the composite plastic of the perimeter seat. He wanted Samantha to see it, he wanted Samantha to want it.
Samantha sat below him in the bubbling water, everything beneath her torso concealed, save for one free arm. It was only another step until I noticed her small hand moving along his erection, my mind unable to comprehend the sight of my wife's delicate fingers exploring another man's naked intimacy.
It was hard for me to process, to accept, her raw lust for another man's penis. It was at once deeply embarrassing, and somehow the most compelling sight I had ever laid eyes upon. I consider it now, and recognize that my inexperienced and sexually sheltered wife had never been exposed to such a specimen, and coupled with the alcohol, and her arousal, succumbed to her latent and newfound female curiosity. We had obviously always been faithful to one another, but this was a once in a lifetime situation. Williams penis was like a pillar of peak masculinity, something that nearly every man on the planet would be envious of. It was impressive in a way that was impossible to deny, and that truth coupled with my fantasy, allowed for Samantha to submit to him.



In a trance, I wandered over to the steps of the tub, slowly entering the steaming water. John looked at me, satisfied, unworried of any reaction I might have to seeing my wife stroking his big cock, perhaps knowing a part of me wanted this to happen. Samantha slowly removed her hand from his manhood for a brief moment, upon noticing my presence. Her face was red, flush, her eyes distant, hazy. Part of her stare, however, seemed to hint at some recognition that I might want her to continue. I was horrified to realize that she was right.
The truth of the matter was that William had naturally seduced Samantha, using his easy masculinity, dominant personality, and massive cock, to put her under his spell. I don't even think it was a deliberate attempt on Williams part, any more than it was a fateful inevitability. It seemed strangely natural, even, as I sat dumbstruck in the heated water watching her.
"I can't believe how big it is." My wife's voice whispered up at him, lost to her fascination. She reached out and took his incredible penis in her hand, Samantha's fingers not even able to encircle the incredible girth of his member. I sat there, in stunned deference, heart pounding in some bizarre combination of embarrassment and arousal. I noticed my own penis, painfully erect, beneath the water's surface. How could this be happening?
I watched as her small hands cascaded up and down his towering flesh, her feminine fingers savoring the sensation of his masculinity. "What do you feed it?" She smiled up at him, slowly stroking his incredible length. I watched with a lump in my throat, as his huge balls gently flopped up and down, slapping against the plastic seat of the tub.
"Married women, mostly." He chuckled, which caused a shy smile to appear on my wife's lips. I would later learn that he wasn't necessarily joking.
We all sat there in a hazy, seductive atmosphere. The only sounds were the subtle jets of the tub, water bubbling, and the sexual noise of William's massive balls smacking up and down. The woman I loved continued to stroke this other man's cock, as if it was the only thing that existed in the world. Minutes went by, all of us entranced by the taboo act of sexuality playing out in the tub.
I looked on at Samantha, who licked her lips in desire. The red shade of her lipstick seemed tantalizing as they shimmered from the reflections of the water and our patio lights.
I realized, in horror, that she wished to take him in her mouth, to place her lips onto his naked flesh. It was a sexual act that she hadn't performed on me in many years.
I watched in slow motion, as her head slowly moved downward, her feminine lips parting as she planted her tongue across the head of his cock. It was only a few seconds until her jaw was stretching around his girth, my wife only able to take a few inches.
William arched his head back, savoring what had to be the mind blowing sensation of oral sex from another mans wife. He grunted, "Fuck, Sammie. I knew you were a naughty girl. Suck that big dick."
My heart pounded, my humiliation surged, but I was simply spellbound. Samantha continued to suck him for several minutes, kissing up and down his tower, her free hand massaging at the heavy shaft beneath her mouth, moving her fingers downward to caress and fondle his large testicles.
William looked over at me, with a thankful expression, and a smile.
I could only nod, unsure of how to respond, my mind in tatters as I watched the love of my life give him oral sex.
"Help me get her out of that bra." He suddenly demanded, not unkindly.
In a dream state, I found myself leaning forward, caressing my wife's back and eventually finding the soaking clip between her shoulder blades. I delicately unclasped the fabric, allowing it to begin to float atop the waters surface. My wife deftly snaked her arms through the straps, exposing her incredible breasts to our lodger, her pale nipples as erect as I had ever seen them.
Instinctively, my wife reached her free hand up and began pumping him with two, his incredible penis still having room to spare despite her dual stroke. Her paced quickened, her arms propping her own breasts up above the water's surface, droplets cascading down their feminine curvature as William's heavy testicles slapped perversely against the tub.
"Fuck yes." He suddenly grunted.
I watched in disbelief as a rope of semen exploded out of the his large, flaring head. An eruption of cum began launching outward and across the top of Samantha's tits, coating her jiggling breasts and hard nipples with thick splatters of ejaculate. It was impossible to describe the moment. My wife flinched as one strand caught her on her cheek, though she continued to massage his length, pumping Williams cock with her bottom lip bitten, as every last bit of him splashed across her naked body.
Finally, eventually, the large man stopped his orgasmic convulsion, grunting. My wife slowly relinquished her grasp on his tool, which bobbed powerfully in the nights air as if it was hungry for more. Samantha's eyes were still in a daze. "My- goodness. That's a lot of cum." She spoke, voice raspy, while cupping her breasts from beneath.
"Damn. I needed that." William chuckled, leaning back and bracing himself with his large arms, adding, "Thank you both." Again, to him, it seemed as if this scenario was the most normal thing in the world, like it should have been expected.
Samantha turned away from him, slowly striding up the stairs and onto the deck, "I need to clean up." She offered, dazed, her senses still not fully returned. I watched in a stupor as she escaped into the house, water falling from her half naked body.
I slowly stood, wanting to follow, wanting to speak with her. I realized that my dick was still rock solid, my own soaked boxers jutting outwards in less than impressive fashion. It was such a confusing moment in time.
William was matter of fact upon noticing, "First time letting her do something like that?" He asked.
I nodded, "Absolutely." It was bizarre how something could seem like both the strangest and most normal thing in the world, all at once.
He was strangely kind, though his undercurrent of authority was not lost either, "Don't beat yourself up about it John. It's common."
"You've done this sort of thing before?" I managed.
He nodded, casually.
I was unsure of how to respond. I took another step out of the tub and onto our deck. I finally managed, "I should go see how she's doing. This is new to us."
"Understandable. I'm sure she's fine." William replied, shuffling his large frame into the hot tub. He looked up at me, adding, with absurd ease, "I'd like to take her to bed John. I think I could show her a great time, and her eyes are telling me that she wants it, bad." He sort of nodded towards his penis, making it clear as to what it was exactly that my wife wanted.
There it was, the nuclear bomb detonated at my feet. Despite that, I felt somehow comfortable with his impossible remark, as if I sensed it was coming. Against all our years together, and my deep love for her, I knew that deep down, I wanted it to happen. I heard my own voice, somehow, "I think she'd like that, William."
He nodded again, and gave another quick glance at my crotch, once again seeing all the evidence he needed to know that I was clearly not in opposition. William spoke, his words soaked in an undeniable sense of fate, "Send her to my room, when you're ready. I'll leave the door open if you want to watch."
It was an impossible comment, no way had he said it. In a fog of confused eroticism, I found myself nodding. His words echoed in my mind as I walked down the hallway and into our bedroom. My recurring dream seemed as if it had forced it's way into reality, my wife's faceless lover was William, and I knew at my very core the two of them would find themselves locked in the throes of passion on this evening.
As I walked up to our bed I saw her. Samantha was lying there in the visage of a goddess, fully nude, her chest heaving up and down from excitement, worry, and who knows what else.
I ran my hand delicately along her beautiful legs, realizing that she had rinsed her body of Williams mark. Her eyes were wild, and she looked up at me with an apologetic stare, "I'm sorry. I don't know what's come over me."
"Don't apologize." I replied, squeezing at her nipples and causing her to arch backwards atop the bed, moaning, "Ohh! John!" She hissed, adding, "I really need to cum."
Samantha squirmed, her body alive with lust, enraptured by sexuality.
My mind raced, my dick as hard as I could ever remember it being, as I teetered on the edge of no return. She reached out and caressed my member through my wet boxers, and I heard myself say, "William is waiting for you in the guest room."
Her eyes darted open, her face contorting in a mix of pleasure and horror as I continued to tease her breasts. "W-What do you mean?"
I leaned down and kissed her, not caring that mere minutes ago her lips ran along the naked flesh of another man. I added, "William told me to send you to his room."
Two weeks ago those words would have sounded impossible, but William had naturally asserted himself as a man who desired to cuckold me. Absurdly, I quietly acknowledged that he was worthy of such an unspeakable act. With his easy masculinity and incredible specimen of manhood, along with my dangerous prodding, he had made my wife desire him, sexually. The flimsy walls of social conditioning and societal norms had no real power in the situation, despite our deeply rooted and loving marriage. My wife had instinctively and biologically acknowledged Williams status as the Alpha male in our home, and she was going to let him have her.
"Why?" My wife pleaded, attempting in vain to tip-toe around destiny.
My hand roamed down her torso and across her stomach, my fingers slipping between the soaked folds of her intimacy. I nearly gasped, when I realized how wet she was.
I was lost to arousal, replying, "You know why." I caused her to shudder with a delicate massage of her clit, adding, "We both know why."
Samantha looked up at me, her body toiling, her eyes set aflame. "Do you really want William to take me to bed?" She suddenly asked, her voice tinged with a sultry confidence that nearly made me cum on the spot.
"God Samantha, I love you more than the world, but yes. I want that to happen." I finally admitted. The shame boiled upwards, but I felt strangely at peace despite it.
My wife slowly shimmied to the edge of the bed, arising to her feet. She leaned in and kissed me passionately. "This is insane."
She looked into my eyes, the alcohol, their lust, our love, all driving an impossible conversation. Her words were honest, scathing, and the hottest thing I had ever heard. "I want it to happen too."
I had heard more than my mind could process. I found myself in a delirious state, and grabbed her by the hand to lead her out of our room. It was surreal, walking my naked wife across my own home, over to our lodger who awaited her. The atmosphere in our house was familiar, seductive, and hazy, as if the very walls of our home were able to sense what was about to occur, as if our home wanted it to happen.
My heart was pounding when we approached the guest room doorway. Samantha squeezed my hand when we saw him on the bed, lying naked, his towering erection once again stirring my sense of inadequacy. It was hard to process the cocktail of powerful emotions swirling within me, as I reconciled the idea that I had delivered my wife to this other man. It was deeply humiliating, but somehow even more powerful in arousing me.
"Hi Samantha." He spoke, his voice deep, his tone confident and unsurprised by our arrival.
"Hi." Her sweet voice replied.
William patted the bed cushion next to his body, "Come here."
I delicately let go of my wife's hand, gently nudging her lower back towards his direction.
William looked up at me, and pointed to our chair in the corner. "John why don't you have a seat over there? Your wife and I are going to get to know each other a little better."
I was in a trance, penis erect, embarrassment coursing through me, as I acquiesced to this hung man. I sat slowly, watching with bulging eyes as my wife slipped into bed next to him, her hand immediately reaching out and grasping at his incredible penis, the object of her sexual fascination, and her desire. My heart nearly exploded when they kissed.
"I can't wait to fuck you Samantha." William stared into her eyes as their lips smacked together. My mind began to melt, unable to process the harrowing visual that lay before me.
He added, "Is that why you're here? Do you want me to fuck you?"
The woman I loved replied, her voice a whisper, "Yes."
William clutched at her plump ass, pulling her naked body close to his as they continued to explore one another. My mouth ran dry. I couldn't believe what I was sitting in witness of. My jealousy surged, but was somehow stifled by an incomprehensible level of eroticism.
Sammie pumped his huge cock with urgency, her modest wedding ring taunting me as her delicate hands once again failed to encircle his fat shaft. I watched as Williams huge balls bounced and jostled in response to the motion of her sexual caress, brushing against her naked skin.
I heard her whisper, faintly, delirious, "Your cock is so incredible."
William suddenly grabbed at her waist, pulling her body atop his and into a straddle position. I stared on in awe as I noticed his behemoth cock nestling between the crack of her plump ass, his large hands clutching strongly into her cheeks, exploring up her back as he pulled her down to kiss him.
He slapped her rear, causing her right cheek to jiggle perversely. "Are you ready for it?" He asked.
Samantha moaned, "I think so."
She scooted up as William grabbed into the base of her thighs, aligning his powerful cock with her wanting pussy. I cleared the lump in my throat, unable to blink, as I considered the gravity of the moment. To watch another man plunge himself into the woman I loved, would be an image that would be burned into my mind for the rest of my life.
I held my breath as his engorged head penetrated her beautiful body, my wife's head arching back in wonder. "Ohhh!" Her gasp was silent, a whisper of disbelief.
I was stunned to see how easily she was accommodating his hulking member, given her unfamiliarity with such size. Inch by inch, William breached a place that only I had been before, his manly length driving deeper into my wife than I ever had, to places that I would never be able to reach. Her pussy stretched, her ass squirming as she experienced a new world of sensations.
"Ohhh! M-My! Wil-" Samantha gasped as she shuddered, in disbelief of the feelings she was experiencing. She clutched downward into his muscled chest, bracing herself.
My dick bobbed beneath my wet boxers, my heart pounding so hard I could feel the beats echoing out of my rib cage. William was only half way inside her.
He slapped her large ass yet again, slowly yielding and thrusting back, his massive cock coated in a sheen of her wetness.
"Take it baby." He grunted, clutching into her rear, stuffing more of his member into my wife. This couldn't be happening, could it?
"It's s-so- It's so biggg!" Samantha moaned, gasping loudly, her toes curling as her feet twitched, ler legs spread outwards of his own. The hung lodger soon began to find his stroke.
He plunged upward, his heavy testicles slapping into my wife's ass. I couldn't believe my eyes as I realized that she had taken all of him with an ease and welcoming that stunned me.
They started to fuck with passion, both of them lost to their desire. I could only imagine the ego stoking sensations that William was experiencing, as he took my wife right in front of me. My wife was squealing, her vocal pleasure hitting octaves that I didn't know existed within her, all while she rode and bucked atop the conquering male. My mouth was dry, my palms sweaty, my dick ready to burst.
"Myyy- Oh-h. F-Fuckkk! Oh m-y goddd!!" Samantha moaned, as her naked ass smacked loudly down onto Williams crotch.
"You like that big cock, don't you Sammie." William grunted, his muscles rippling as he wrapped his large arms around her lower back, increasing the tempo of his thrusting.
"Ohhh! Ohhh! Oh-hh! Ohh-h! Fuc-kkk!! Wil-liammm!!" Samantha was consumed, my mind scrambled as I witnessed her reaching heights of satisfaction I had never come close to giving her. She was moaning, squealing, screaming, gasping, as she savored this new experience.
His big testicles thwacked into the clammy skin of her ass, creating a chorus of slapping that joined along with the creaking of our guest room bed. My wife was getting the fucking of her life, and my dick was diamond hard in aroused horror as I realized I was not the man giving it to her.
Samantha continued to moan, her sexy rump bouncing up and down with vigor, as she gave herself to our endowed house guest. "I'm gon- I'm- Oh!!-"
"Do it Samantha!" William grunted, still thrusting with an expertise and capability that made me both respect and envy the man, "Cum on my big cock baby."
"Mmm- Fuuu- John!" My wife squealed in primal release, her thoughts considering me as the profound orgasm exploded across her body, perhaps out of guilt, perhaps out of love, or perhaps for reasons I'd never be able to comprehend. "I'm c-cumminggg!! Ohhh- goddd- Johnnn! I'm cumming for him!!" She raised her hand up to cover her own mouth, her arm shaking as she struggled to comprehend the intensity of the waves of pleasure that ran through her. It was almost as if she couldn't believe that her body had produced such a feeling.
My own penis nearly burst from the sensory overload, my eyes frozen on my wife as she convulsed, shuddering hard atop Williams massive member. She collapsed forward, smashing her heavy breasts into his muscled chest as she continued to squeal and squirm, "I'm c-c-cumminggg so harddd!!"
I gazed upon the perverse sexual collision, my wife's labia taut and clinging to the base of Williams girthy shaft as I watched the micro-spasms of her pussy clench and release along his cock. It was a miracle that he didn't cum in response to it, though his huge balls hung there, imposing and fearsome, waiting for the opportunity.
Eventually, the room quieted for a moment. Her voice was delicate as she navigated the immensity of what had just occurred. I heard Samantha smack her lips together in recovery, brushing her hair out of her eyes, "I've never cum like that before."
It was deeply erotic to hear my wife offer those words to another man, all while his massive penis was still embedded deep inside her. They kissed again, a passionate, appreciative kiss that nearly caused me to faint.
"Ready for more?" William asked, slowly releasing his manhood from Samantha's pussy, my eyes bulging as I noticed her cream coated along his massive shaft.
She nodded, rolling off of him.
"Get on your knees and face your husband." He demanded, voice deep, his authority completely earned in my wife's mind. How could it not have been?
Samantha turned to me, her eyes wild with sex, her gaze thankful, shy, embarrassed, and deeply feminine.
William gently pushed her forward so that she rested on her forearms, her heavy tits swinging above the cushion of the mattress. He moved behind her, laying his heavy cock along the curvature of her ass. He smacked it against her cheeks, the thwack hitting her skin heavy from his weight. "Tell me what you want Samantha." He requested, now slapping her rump with his large hand.
My wife looked back at him, and I saw her bite her bottom lip in a way that sent my mind into overdrive. "I want you to fuck me with your big dick."



"Good girl." He replied, and within moments, was back inside her.
Samantha arched her head back in pleasure as she felt him once again stretch her insides. "Ohh! Fuck yesss." She hissed.
William slowly pumped into her, his large arms grasping onto her waist as he fucked my wife from behind.
Samantha lowered her head, brown ponytail cascading across her face, both her hair and her breasts swaying from Williams thrusts. I looked at her incredible bust as it bounced, her pale nipples erect and responsive of her lovers command.
She eventually raised her eyes in my direction, her lust ever present in her gaze. She smiled lovingly, naughtily in my direction, looking down at the small but perpetual tent in my boxers.
"You're the sexiest woman alive." I replied, somehow, my voice caught in my throat.
William slapped her rear once more, causing her to flinch in pleasure, giggling. "She is." He began to increase his tempo, the sounds of their naked skin slapping together becoming louder along with the creaking of the bed frame.
The lodger looked at me, his voice confident, "Do you like watching me fuck your wife, John?"
My embarrassment surged, but I couldn't help admit, "Yes."
Sammie moaned in response, her own mind unable to reconcile the incredible truth that William taunted us with.
I watched him reign in Samantha's ponytail, pulling it back and her head upwards along with it. He slapped her ass forcefully, as he savored her pleasure.
"Do you like my big cock, Samantha?" His voice was deep, and to the point.
My wife moaned as she felt his tremendous manhood stuffing her full, her head arching backwards "Ohh-h! Yesss-" She hissed.
"Tell me Sammie." He grunted, fucking her powerfully. Their naked skin continued to slap sexually into one another, Williams massive testicles swinging heavy and thwacking against my wife's clit in repetition.
I watched as Williams muscles ripped, his thrust becoming urgent, his dominance at the forefront of the taboo act.
My wife leaned down into the mattress, her beautiful breasts pressing into the cushion as she squealed muffled cries of pleasure into the bedding.
My own lesser penis twitched as I heard her, "Goddd- William! I love your big dickkk!!"
He grunted, continuing to pump her skillfully, "I'm fucking you with it right in front of your husband."
Samantha could only moan, as her lover spoke the truth. The entire scene was utterly surreal, and nuclear in its eroticism.
William continued to thrust, their sounds of pleasure building. My wife continued to squeal, her cries muffled by the bed. He suddenly looked up at me for an instant, "Is she on the pill?"
It was an impossible question, yet I could only nod as I listened to my wife approach her pinnacle. She threw her ass back into his groin, milking the hung man with her pussy. Her voice began to break, "I- I'm- going- I'm c-c-"
Her moans were interrupted by a roar, as William called out, his veins bulging across his muscles as he grunted, "John. I'm cumming in your wife!"
Samantha's eyes rolled to the back of her head as I saw her fingers claw into the bed spread, her tits slapping together as she bucked back into her lover. My wife exploded, "I'm- c-umminggg!! Oh g-goddd!! I can feel-" Samantha collapsed into the mattress all while she smacked her large ass back into her lover, her beautiful body shuddering in profound pleasure as the alpha male continued to pump ropes of his cum deep into her womb.
William's muscles continued to strain, all while he bucked powerfully, grunting as he finished inside of her.
Samantha shrieked in one last gasp of divine satisfaction, before they both fell forward, sweaty and profoundly satisfied.



            