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1.
I don't think I've ever been as excited about receiving an email as I was on that day. I was sitting in my cubicle, filling out a progress report. Bored out of my mind. My phone's screen lit up and I saw the text, but for a few moments, I couldn't believe the words were real. At once, my pulse quickened and blood rushed to my penis.

Hey, Carla Superfans! Just released my latest video, check it out. You're gonna love it!

I barely managed to hit the save button on my laptop before yanking the cables out and stuffing it into my suitcase. Ten seconds later I opened the door to the supervisor's office without knocking.

"Sorry, Edith, I gotta go home, I'm feeling violently ill," I yelled into the room while she was on the phone.

"Wait, Jason—" she said, putting her hand over the mic, but it was already too late.

Fifteen minutes later, I barreled down the hallway of my nice, affordable two-story home in West Springfield, hurrying toward my home office. I locked the door behind me, even though there wasn't anybody else home. The windows were closed and the curtains were drawn. Tissues on the table and headphones plugged in.

Everything was all set. 

I took off my pants and sat down at my PC in boxers. The leather stuck to my thighs but I only had one thing on my mind. At the top of Carla Cumming's website, a new link had appeared. I clicked on it so hard I might have broken the mouse button.

"BLACK LOVE proudly presents HOUSEWIFE IN NEED with Carla Cummings and Richard Cox," the video's title card read. I put the headphones on and turned the volume up.

The scene opened with Carla Cummings, slouching on her couch in a tight red dress, looking bored. My erection was so hard it hurt but I was afraid to touch it. I didn't want to pop my load just yet.

How lucky was I that there was a pornstar out there who looked almost exactly like my wife, Renee? They both had curly, honey-blonde hair. They both had an oval face with a thin nose that was slightly crooked and rich, dark eyebrows. They both had D cups and a plump, thicc body that was all curves and no edges. 

The first time I had stumbled across a clip of Carla Cummings almost two years ago, I actually thought I discovered my wife's secret identity as a porn star. The comparison didn't really hold up under scrutiny, however. Carla definitely dyed her hair and she had brown eyes instead of blue. They also had completely different nipples, my wife's areolas were about twice as big, and Carla had smaller labia.

They were more like cousins than twins, really, but the distinction seemed irrelevant to my libido. The first time I thought I was watching my beautiful, loving wife get railed by the hairy Jeff Steele, it was like a punch in the gut. Cold sweat dripped down my forehead and a chill raced up my spine. But my penis told a different story and I exploded in one of the most powerful orgasms I ever felt.

Ever since then, I've had a subscription to Carla Cumming's website. Seeing my wife's double have wild, unabashed sex is a huge turn on. I always fantasize that it's me giving her that kind of pleasure in ways I've never been able to do in reality.

It's just not possible to make a woman scream that loud when you have a cock as small as mine. Three inches on a good day when I push the ruler into my abdomen. Renee always said that size didn't matter, love did, but I knew that she was way out of my league. 

On the screen, Carla picked up her phone and text bubbles popped up.

CARLA: My husband is away for the weekend and I'm so horny

CARLA: I need to be satisfied

RICHARD: I'll be right there

The next bits were just a few minutes of her getting ready in front of the mirror and I fast-forwarded through those. I'd watch them later at my own pace but I needed to see the action first. I had been waiting for this for two months, ever since she announced that she'd do a collab with Black Love, the studio that pitted the hottest stars against the biggest black cocks in the business.

When Richard Cox appeared on the screen, I pushed down my boxers. The man was phenomenal. Tall—over six feet—with rippling abs and arms like cables. His head was shaved and his skin was a medium brown. He had a nine-inch cock, uncut and meaty, with a port wine colored tip, which I looked up weeks ago in anticipation.

Carla greeted him at the door and had to stand on the tips of her toes to greet him. I skipped ahead again. I knew I was being impatient but I just had to see it. I had to see my wife fuck that cock.

He was on the couch, naked and hard. Carla climbed on top of him and pushed herself down on his girth. They got a great, close-up shot of him pushing her open and even recorded that wet plunge as his oiled, onyx cock slid in.

I grabbed my penis and started stimulating it with three fingers. A few seconds later, warm cum spilled out of it, coating my hand. I leaned back in the chair and let out a long sigh. Two months of buildup, gone in just a moment. 

With my overwhelming urge satisfied for the moment, I cleaned up and reset the video the beginning. It was to watch the entire video, combing it with critical eyes.

I found my favorite scene pretty quickly. Carla was on her back on the bed with her legs behind her head. Richard gripped both of her ankles, really pushing her down and literally let his entire body weight fall on her, ramming his cock deep inside of her wet cunt. The entire time, Carla was moaning so loud that she was hoarse by the end of the video.

I jerked off to that scene three times and once more to the creampie. 

When I finally couldn't get it up anymore, I closed the website, I went back to my favorite scene and just let it play. Listening to her moaning, I cleaned up. The chair was a mess and even the carpet bore evidence.

Even I was surprised by how powerful the sight of my wife-alike getting railed by a black man had been. Far more potent than anything Carla had done with white guys. There's something so... magnificent about the sight of her tanned, sexy body pinned down by the brown god.

I just couldn't help it and blew one last load into the wad of tissues in my hand before putting my pants back on and taking off my headphones.

When I left my office, I nearly had a heart attack. Renee was sitting at the kitchen table, talking to our daughter, Faye, and her friend Emily. How long had I been busy? According to the microwave clock, over two hours.

As soon as Renee spotted me, she got up, hugged and kissed me. She wore her workout clothes, yoga pants and a t-shirt, which almost got me hard again. She leaned in close and whispered, "Honey, you've got a bit of a mess going on. I don't want the girls to see."

"I was just about to shower."

"Hey, Dad," Faye called out.

"Hey, Mr. Campbell," Emily added.

"Good evening. I'll join you guys in a bit and then you can tell me why you're so giggly," I replied and headed upstairs.

Faye was our pride and joy. Twenty years old and in her second year at Springfield College. She somehow managed to inherit the best of both our traits, looking like a young Renee but with my brown hair and brown eyes. I have no idea where she inherited her smarts from because she's somehow smarter than both of us combined, graduating high school with a 4.0 GPA to study pre-med.

My wife followed me upstairs. "What have you been up to?" she asked, smirking.

"New video," I said, stripping off my clothes on the way to the master bathroom.

"Oooh," Renee squealed and she picked up the tablet from her bedside table before joining me in the bathroom.

Yeah, my wife knew about Carla Cummings. We've been married for almost twenty-two years and over that time period, you end up having a lot of discussions about sex and both of your kinks. At first, she was a little creeped out that there was a pornstar double of her but she had come around to thinking it's "cute" that I need someone to look like her so I can jerk off.

"Let's see what I've been up to," Renee laughed, pushed down her pants, and hopped up on the counter next to the sink.

Ah, there was another difference between Carla and Renee. My wife had a trimmed and neat bush of fuzzy blonde hair. She pulled her feet up on the counter and her temple opened up. Her gaze met mine over the rim of the tablet and her eyebrows invited me.

I stood close and grabbed her knees. She scooted a little closer to the edge and I slipped my penis inside of her warm folds. 

"Oh wow, I'm doing a black guy."

"Yup, first time."

"How many times did you jerk off?"

"Four times. No, wait. Five," I answered, rocking back and forth. My penis was barely long enough to go past her thick lips but she always said that was the most sensitive part anyway. "Go to thirty-six minutes."

Renee tapped on the screen and I leaned over to check to see if she got it. She did. Richard Cox slamming his entire body mercilessly down on poor Carla's pussy.

"Holy shit," Renee gasped and her eyes went wide. "He's huge."

That did it. I shuddered and came, rolling my head back with satisfaction. My wife's gaze was glued to the screen. I knew that pose lasted only a minute, so I kept watching her. When it was over, she blinked and closed her mouth. She looked at me, then down between her legs and seemed startled that I had already finished.

"That looked like it hurt a lot, I don't think it'd be enjoyable," Renee forestalled the unspoken question.

That was the only downside. Renee liked humoring my fantasy but only as long as it stayed a fantasy. She didn't even want to do a threesome, neither with a guy nor a girl.

Still, I counted myself as extremely lucky that I had her. 



2.
I was sitting in my cubicle, waiting for a client's database to be restored from backup. The whole thing was taking forever. Fifteen gigabytes down, another ten to go. 

A new email arrived but it was to my private account. Since I didn't have anything better to do for the next twenty minutes, I checked it out. Technically, it was against company policy but literally everyone did it.

You have a new private message on Jeffslist!

Oof. I forgot I even posted there. Sometimes, when I was particularly horny, I liked to post on personals sections, trying to set up a meet with someone to fuck my wife. It was just a little titillation, of course.

That particular post read something like:

I'm in desperate need of help. My penis is too small to satisfy my wife and she hasn't had an orgasm in two years. 

I need a bull with a 7+ inch cock or I'm gonna lose her. I'm in the Springfield area, available on weekends.

Usually, I got a couple of replies that went along the line of "haha, I'd love to fuck your wife." Just the thrill of knowing some guy read his post was usually enough to pop out a couple of nuts. After that, I usually forgot about them.

But now someone had sent me a private message. My heart was racing. I stood up and, under the cover of stretching my limbs, looked around the office. There was nobody nearby. Nobody approaching. Nobody in the aisle.

It was definitely against company policy but I opened up a private tab and went to Jeffslist. After two tries, I remembered my password and got another notice that I had a private message.

Sent: 6 minutes ago
From: powerbull93
To: InNeedOfADick
——————————————
Hey there, I'm in town for the next couple of weeks and I could definitely take care of your problem. I'm good looking, shaved, with a 7" ¾ cock. I'm HIV negative and get tested every two months.

Looking forward to it!

Below that was an attached picture. A top-down picture of an incredibly dark, long cock lying flat on a white table. Next to it was a banana with "powerbull93" written on it in black sharpie. 

It was bigger than the fruit. It had a thick vein run along the top and seemed to be completely smooth. Cut. The tip was as dark as the rest of the onyx shaft. 

I looked at it and I knew I was looking at a real cock of some guy in Springfield. My entire body seemed to buzz with excitement. Visions of that beast slamming Renee's hole blasted through my head.

With a start, I realized I had been rubbing my penis through my pants. So much that I came. Shit. There was a small wet spot starting to form, too. Fuck, fuck, fuck.

I hastily slammed the keyboard to lock my workstation and got up, frantically looking around to see if anyone saw me but the coast was clear. I scurried off to the bathroom where I spent the next five minutes cleaning up. It's a fucking bitch and a half to get cum out of pants. 

After doing the best job I could, I was left with a slightly damp spot on the outside that was also covered in tiny, white toilet paper worms. I wiped them off and the end result wasn't that much better than what I started at, but at least my boxers didn't have a load of jizz in them anymore.

But I had fucked up. I saw them the moment I got out of the toilet. Bill, Craig, Jolie, and Evan were huddling in my cubicle. Fear gripped me and for a moment I thought about bolting for the elevator, riding it to the lobby, getting in my car, and never returning.

But I was just that perfect mixture of pathetic and masochistic enough to approach them. Also, there was still the chance they hadn't seen anything. That chance dropped to near zero when I heard them giggling.

Sure enough, that enormous black monster was visible on the screen. I felt sick.

"V-very funny prank," I said lamely, hoping that maybe the entire ordeal could be avoided.

"Prank?" Craig asked. They all turned and looked at me. I felt their annihilating stares.

"It's no prank," Jolie said. "We just want to help."

"Help?" I asked.

"Yeah," she said and stepped away to let me see.

They replied to the message. They. Replied. To. The. Message. Oh, Jesus H. Christ...

To: powerbull93
——————————————
Hey powerbull93,

I really appreciate you taking the time to reach out to me but I'm still very much interested. I'm sorry, I'm not really sure what's appropriate to say in these kinds of situations, I'm a fairly shy but nice guy. I live at 33 Willowbough Rd in West Springfield.

I'm really looking forward to meeting you,
Sincerely,
Jason (aka InNeedOfADick)

"What the fuck did you do?" I yelled, staring open-mouthed at the message.

"We wanted to help you get laid," Evan said. 

I was just flabbergasted. Help me get laid? What did they think the message was?

"It's okay, Jason. We don't care if you're gay," Jolie said in such a careful and precise way that she could only be serious.

"I'm not gay!" I protested hotly.

"Don't worry, your secret is safe with us," Bill said and actually patted me on the shoulder.

"We appreciate you, no matter what your preference is," Craig added.

"I'm not—"

Then it hit me. Them thinking I was secretly gay was miles better than them knowing I wanted a well-hung black man to fuck my wife while I jerked off. Being gay was socially acceptable. 

"We thought you might need a little help since you were having an anxiety attack in the bathroom. I hope you enjoy your date with Mr. Big."

I had to endure five more incredibly patronizing minutes of them patting me on the back, telling me it was okay. If I actually had been gay, I would have been touched.

As soon as they finally departed, I turned back to my laptop. There was a new message.

Sent: 4 minutes ago
From: powerbull93
To: InNeedOfADick
——————————————
Fantastic! I'll be there. Looking forward to it

No, no, no! I hastily slammed in a reply.

To: powerbull93
——————————————
No! That last message wasn't sent by me, it was a prank from my coworkers. I don't want you to show up at my house. I repeat, I DO NOT WANT YOU TO SHOW UP AT MY HOUSE. 

I'm sorry about the mixup, it has nothing to do with you. I did not send the last message.

For the rest of the day, I kept refreshing my inbox to see if he acknowledged my reply but nothing showed it. That was probably a good sign. He read my reply and was pissed off, that's why he didn't send anything.

It was a good sign, right? It had to be. An actual confrontation with the man would be exceptionally embarrassing.



3.
Whoever invented Father's Day, let me thank you from the bottom of my heart. 

My Sunday started with me being woken up by a rare blowjob from Renee. In the afternoon, Faye dropped by in her fanciest Sunday yoga pants, carrying a "Thank you, Dad" gift basket consisting of a bottle of wine, rum-truffles, and bitter chocolate with coffee nibs. 

Renee outdid herself in the kitchen and the wardrobe, making beer-battered chicken with banana bread and bacon-stuffed potatoes, and wearing the sexiest goddamn dress I've ever seen with a neckline so low it almost showed pubic hair. We sat around the kitchen table for hours, eating, drinking the wine, and reminiscing about old vacations. We even dug the old family albums out of the basement for the occasion.

When the doorbell rang, I was in the highest of spirits and the events of the week were driven completely out of my mind. Seeing the group of four black men at my door was just confusing. I hadn't ordered anything and I wasn't expecting any visitors.

"'sup, Jason?" the frontman asked as if he knew me. I'd never seen him before.

All four of them were tall and well-built, wearing light but stylish clothes in the warm weather. The frontman was the shortest of them, though he was still taller than me by two inches. He had a trimmed chinstrap and buzz cut and looked like he was in his mid-twenties. 

"Who are you?" I asked but my mind was already screaming that I was supposed to know who they were.

"We're here to make sure you stay married, my man. Or should I say, In Need Of A Dick? I'm power bull ninety-three but you can call me Daquan."

It all clicked together and terror surged up in me. "No, no, that was a mistake, I called it off."

"Sure you did," Daquan chuckled. "Don't worry, your wife's gonna love it. Isn't that right, boys?"

Without asking, Daquan pushed me aside and came into my house.

"No!" I yelled, trying to grab his arm but I might as well have tried to hold back a train. "No, please, you can't. My daughter's here," I begged.

"Your daughter? My, you are devilishly kinky," Daquan laughed, walking down the hallway, followed by his compadres.

"No! You have to leave," I demanded and hurried to put myself in their way but it was already too late.

"Who's this?" Renee asked. She had come to check out what the commotion was.

"It's nothing at all, just a misunderstanding," I told her, putting myself between her and the black men.

"Nonsense," Daquan said, brushing me aside as if I were a speck of dust. "Wow, you truly are as lovely as your husband said you were," he schmoozed and actually bowed down to kiss the back of her hand. I wanted to die of embarrassment. 

"You know each other?" Renee asked.

"No—" I interjected but was quickly overruled.

"Of course. Jason asked me for my help," Daquan said, eye-fucking my wife. The rest of them eagerly checked out my wife's tits.

"Did not!"

"Jason, who's this?"

"No one!"

"I'm sorry, forgive my manners. My name is Daquan, and these are my friends Terry, Orlando, and Lamar," he said, pointing out the tall, bulky one, the one with dreadlocks, and the skinny one respectively.

"I'm Renee. It's nice to meet you."

"You have to leave," I said.

"Jason, where are your manners?" Renee reprimanded me. "Do you guys want to sit down for a bit to eat? We have plenty of leftovers but I'm afraid we're all out of wine."

"That would be wonderful," Terry said.

"If you could please take off your shoes," Renee said and gestured them to enter the kitchen.

The four of them took off their shoes and then just waltzed into my kitchen as if they owned the place. I started to feel nauseous. No, I did feel nauseous. Everything was going wrong and I had no idea how to stop it. Should I call the police?

Faye looked up from her phone and her eyes went wide at the sight of the four strangers. 

"This can only be your daughter," Orlando said to my wife. "The resemblance is uncanny, she's just as radiantly gorgeous."

If possible, Faye's eyes went even wider and she actually blushed. "Hi," she squeaked.

"Faye, these are some of Dad's friends. Daquan, Terry, Orlando, and... Lamar?"

"Yup," Lamar acknowledged. "Your memory is quite excellent."

"And this is my beautiful daughter Faye."

"It is a pleasure to meet you," Daquan exclaimed and without even a hint of modesty, kissed my daughter's hand as well. He planted his big, brown lips on the back of her hand.

"That's enough!" I yelled. "You have to leave now or I'm calling the cops."

"Jason! What's the matter," Renee hissed at me.

Daquan pulled out a chair and sat down at the table. He picked up one of the few remaining truffles and popped it in his mouth. 

"What's going on?" Faye asked.

"It's all a giant misunderstanding," I tried explaining one last time. "No harm done if you leave right now and never come back."

"Can someone please explain what this is all about?" Renee asked.

"Nothing!" I shouted.

"Your husband engaged me to make sure you have the most sexually satisfying night of your entire life," Daquan said unimpeded.

I closed my eyes and groaned.

"Oh honey," Renee cooed. "I thought we agreed that should just stay a fantasy."

"Oh my God, are you for real?" Faye blurted out, half giggling half snorting with laughter.

"Faye, go up to your room," I ordered.

"Hell no, this is way too fucking funny," she countered and crossed her arms in front of her chest.

"Renee? Tell her," I appealed to my wife.

"She's not a child, I can't make her do anything."

"But—"

"Why did you invite these guys?"

"I didn't."

"He did," Daquan undermined me.

"My coworkers sent the message, not me!"

"Your coworkers?" Renee asked.

"It was just a stupid prank, I only put the ad up as a joke."

"So you did post an ad?"

"No, I mean yes, an ad, but that was it. I never invited these guys."

"And yet, here we are," Daquan said and the others chuckled.

Faye started giggling again and she was tapping away on her phone.

"What are you doing, Faye?" I asked.

"I'm texting Emily that my dad invited a bunch of black guys to gangbang my mom," Faye said.

I walked to the table and snatched the phone out of her hand. Or at least I attempted to. My arm was halfway extended when Daquan grabbed my wrist. His grip was like an iron shackle.

"Cool it, Jason, there's no need to get upset."

"Wow, thank you," Faye told Daquan and she seemed genuinely impressed. "You guys are alright."

"Yeah, why are you being so cagey, Jason?" Renee asked. "Isn't this exactly what you want?"

It wasn't. In my fantasies, I was always the one in control. I was the one that picked the guy and told them which positions to try. Not these four brutes. They barged right in and trampled all over me, taking what they wanted.

In my fantasies, I was never worried about losing Renee. I had to get them out of my house before they took my wife away from me.



4.
"Can I take a picture of you guys for my friend?" Faye asked.

"Sure," Daquan said and he waved over the others. Terry stood behind him, hands on his shoulders, flanked by Orlando and Lamar. "Cheese!"

"Thanks."

"You want one with our cocks, too?" Orlando asked.

"Renee, say something!" I implored.

"I... kinda want to see them, too, now," my wife replied, biting her lower lip.

Daquan stood up. "Give us a moment to get hard, a'ight?"

The four of them just pushed down their pants as if it were the most normal thing in the world. For some reason, I couldn't look at away as Daquan reached into his boxer-briefs and pulled out the biggest dick I've ever seen. It was flaccid and floppy but even so, it was ten times the size of mine. He started pumping it and it grew to its massive size, just like the one I'd seen in the picture, only much more real.

And the others were all like it. Orlando's was really thick and Terry's had a bright pink head. Lamar was the only one who was uncut and his cock was the biggest of all, hanging off of his thin frame like a tree trunk.

"Holy freaking fuckballs those are amazing," Faye said, snapping several pictures.

"Wow," Renee sighed, fanning air to her face.

"Stop this madness!" I demanded but no one listened to me.

"Mom, get in the picture," Faye said.

Renee stood between the big Terry and the smarmy Daquan and posed while Faye snapped more shots. 

"You can touch them if you want," Terry offered.

"Really? Can I?"

"Anything for a woman as gorgeous as yourself," Orlando replied.

Before I knew it, a madly grinning Renee placed her left hand on Daquan's and her right on Terry's. Her fingers were dwarfed by the sheer size of them.

"Oh. My. God," Renee sighed. "They feel so... alive."

"Can I touch 'em, too?" Faye asked.

"NO!" I bellowed, loud enough to finally get their attention. 

"Go ahead, honey," Renee said, shooting a nasty glare at me. "It's not like it hurts or anything."

Faye set the phone down and almost lunged over the table. As good as it felt to see Renee away from these monsters, the sight of Faye taking her place made a little piece inside of me die.

She opted to only grab Daquan's penis, holding it with both of her hands. "Wow!"

"You ever seen one that big?"

"No, never. My boyfriend's is only five inches."

"You have a boyfriend?" I asked.

"Can I suck it?" Faye asked, ignoring me.

"I'm yours to command," Daquan replied.

It seemed like slow motion when Faye sank to her knees right in front of him. She wrapped her beautiful lips, the ones she inherited from her mother, around the tip of his onyx cock. Her mouth seemed to mold itself to the shape of his bulbous tip, her lips distending over the ridge.

I knew I had to stop them. I couldn't let my little princess come to any harm. I lunged forward but Orlando and Lamar were faster. They grabbed me by the shoulder and I was stopped dead in my tracks.

To my great horror, Renee sank down in front of Terry and scooped up the tip of his cock with her tongue.

"Let. Me. Go," I hurled at my captors but they just chuckled.

"Aw, shit yeah, this one is good," Daquan groaned appreciatively. "Ain't her first time sucking dick."

"That's my daughter, you bastard!"

With a loud smack of her lips, Faye let go of his dick. Half of it was coated in her saliva. "Dad, relax. I'm not a virgin." Then she went back to sucking.

Saliva dripped down Renee's cheeks, dripping onto her cleavage. I couldn't believe it. She was slurping on three-quarters of Terry's rod. 

Life just wasn't fair. Daquan pulled his shirt over his head. Not only did the man have a monster cock, he also had abs and a well-formed chest. His skin was immaculate. No tattoos and no body hair. He pushed down his pants and his thighs were toned and his calves godlike.

Daquan grabbed a fistful of Faye's hair and her head off of his cock. He pulled her to her feet and pressed his disgusting mouth on my daughter's lips. His penis, coated with my daughter's saliva, jabbed into her abdomen while he shoved his tongue down her throat. Then she went back on her knees for more of his cock.

"C'mon Terry, let's give Daddy what he wants," Daquan laughed. "You ladies up for it?"

"Oh God, yes, please, I'm dying to find out what it feels like," Renee said breathlessly. Her lower face was a mess of spit and the front of her dress had a big wet spot.

"No, please!" I cried out again and struggled in vain to break free.

"I'm gonna make all your dreams"—Renee grabbed the hem of her dress and pulled it over her head—"come true."

She wore her sexy purple underwear, the one she always said they meant I was going to get lucky. Not tonight. She unhooked her bra and her plump breasts fell free. I groaned. She pushed her panties down her long, smooth legs, proudly revealing her bush.

"Wow, your wife's a stone cold fox," Orlando told me.

"I'm sure you'll get your turn. As for me, I'd give anything for just one minute inside that sweet young thing," Lamar chuckled.

"How rough do you like it, Renee?" Daquan asked.

"Well... the videos my husband watches are always pretty wild, you know how porn is."

"I didn't ask what your husband likes, I asked what you want."

"I kinda like it, too," Renee said and grinned.

"Well then, you gorgeous creature, allow me," he said and clapped his hand on her bare buttcheek so hard a slap echoed through the kitchen.

At the sound, Faye stopped slurping Terry to look up. She did a double take when she saw her mother standing there, naked. 

Daquan bent Renee over the kitchen island. Her breasts pressed down on the ceramic field of the stovetop. "God damn, she's wet," Daquan chuckled and guided his cock to her hole.

"Oohhhhhhh!" Renee groaned as he pushed inside of her. Her back arched and her head rolled back.

Daquan grabbed her hips and started thrusting. My wife closed her eyes and her hands tightly gripped the edge of the countertop.

That was it. Another man was fucking my wife. He just waltzed right into my house and fucked my wife and she didn't even protest. She went along with it.

Was I really that terrible of a husband? I knew the answer, of course. 

But even though I felt awful, I also had an erection. Humiliated in front of my wife and daughter, and all my body could do was get erect. 

My knees were weak and I slumped backward. The two brutes holding me just let me go this time and I bumped up against the wall. Defeated.

"God damn, I want what she wants," Faye said.

Terry carelessly swept aside plates, glasses, and china from the table, clearing a space on the table. Faye pulled her shirt over her head.

"Oh wow, oh wow," Renee gasped.

As much as I loved my daughter, there were some things I never wanted to find out about her. Like whether or not she shaved her vagina and what her asshole looked like. But, as she pushed down her yoga pants with her back facing me, sticking out her butt proudly, I found out that she was both shaved and her asshole looked like most people's assholes did.

"Oof, she is fiiine," Lamar extolled.

"You wanna take first dibs, brother?" Terry asked.

"Hell yeah, man, I owe you," Lamar said excitedly and tore off his clothes faster than I could blink.

"Fast, faster, faster!" Renee yelled. Every time Daquan slammed into her, it elicited a loud slap that made my soul shiver.

Faye hopped up on the dinner table and Lamar approached. He kissed her and his paw grabbed my daughter's tits, kneading them. Seeing that was a million times more painful than seeing my wife get taken in front of me.

My penis was straining so hard against my jeans it was starting to be painful. I unbuttoned them and pushed down my boxers enough to let it free. 

"Jesus, that's small," Orlando commented, looking down at it with pity.

Still kissing Faye, Lamar leaned forward until she laid on the tabletop. His cock pressed right at her entrance. He bucked his hips and slid inside. I wanted to look away more than anything I've ever wanted in my life but my eyes were glued to the sight of my daughter's labia distending to gobble up Lamar's big black cock.

"Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh," Faye groaned.

It was pure madness. 

My wife was moaning unabashedly, getting pounded by Daquan like a maniac. He slapped her butt and her moan turned into a yelp. He grabbed a fistful of her hair and yanked up her head. She looked at me with those beautiful, blue eyes but it was like she wasn't even seeing me because she was in a sexual trance.

The table ratted every time Lamar plunged inside of Faye. She wrapped her legs around his torso, locking her feet behind his butt, trying to make him push inside of her even deeper. Her moans were more like tiny squeaks of joy rather than my wife's satisfied groans. 

I barely even touched my cock before I came. Semen spilled out of my tip, dripping down on the hardwood floor. I didn't care. My hand was sticky but I kept jerking even though it was already painful until I came a second time.

Orlando stood in front of Renee and offered his cock to her. She eagerly took it inside of her mouth and her groaning became muffled. Terry stooped down to retrieve his phone from his discarded pants and started recording the entire thing.

I was still hard for some reason. My third orgasm was weak and barely anything came out of the tip but I was so turned on by the cacophony of sexual noises, I couldn't help it.

Renee climaxed, too. She let go of Orlando and jerked up. Her head hit Daquan's shoulder and he let out a grunt. Then he reached around and, still pumping, dragged four of his fingers rapidly across her clit.

"Jesus mother fucking mother holy oh, my, oh, oh, oh, ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh," Renee yelled at the top of her lungs and her entire body writhed and shivered. 

Her wails just seemed to go on and on as Daquan wouldn't ease up. Renee's legs quaked and she came so hard she gushed. As Daquan pulled back, ready for another plunge, her squirt rained down, splattering on the floor.

I've only ever seen her do that once and it involved a vibrator.

My fascination was interrupted by the sound of a mug crashing to the ground and breaking. The table was rocking dangerously as Faye was enraptured by her own climax. Unlike Renee's, hers was wordless. Her back was arched and her mouth was open and only a low, guttural gurgle came out of it.

The air was thick with the smell of sex and I took a deep breath, relishing the scent. I remembered I had been upset at some point but I couldn't remember why. Both my girls were so beautiful and I was happy that I was the one who let this all happen. I was the one who arranged their pleasure.

"Where do you want it?" Lamar asked.

"In me, oh God, in me, please," Faye rasped.

At those words, my euphoria faltered somewhat. This stranger was going to come inside my daughter without a condom. Was she on the pill? Why didn't I know the answer? Oh God, was he about to knock her up?

Regardless of what I thought, Lamar buried himself deep inside of her and roared as he came. I could actually see his thick cock pulsate with my daughter's red and rubbed raw labia hugging it tightly. 

Faye sighed and unhooked her legs. She let her arms fall back, hanging off the table, and her tongue was hanging out the side of her mouth. "That was sooooooooooooooo good," she uttered.

"Me too, please, come in me, too!" Renee begged.

"Yes, ma'am," Daquan said. He was kneading both of her breasts like stress relievers. He bumped into her hard enough to make her entire body bounced a few inches forward.

"Oh wow!" she gasped.

"Wow, Mom, you look amazing!"

"I feel... ama... I feel... ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh," Renee groaned, succumbing to another climax.

"Shit yeah," Daquan grunted and rolled his head back.

When he finally pulled out with a wet slurp, Renee tumbled forward, bracing herself on the kitchen island. "I never knew sex could feel this good," she murmured.

"Did ya hear that, hubby?" Daquan taunted me.

"Yes," I mumbled.

"Ah shit, look at that," he said, his eyes traveling down to my crotch. "Damn that is fucking tiny."

Meanwhile, he stood there like an Adonis. Firm-footed, muscle-bound, with well-defined abs and a massive cock hanging between his legs, coated from base to tip with cum and juices. A sheet of sweat covered his body.

"Thank you for making love to her," I said quietly.

"Anytime, my friend. I'm famished," he replied.

"We still have some banana bread and we have some snacks," Renee said. She straightened, an action which seemed painful, and looked around. "Faye, get off the table."

"I'm hungry, too," Faye muttered, sliding off the tabletop and slumping onto a chair.
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Renee was humming as she pulled a bag of potato chips out the pantry and poured into a bowl. She walked around completely naked with cum dripping down her inner thigh and I drank in the sight. I've never seen anyone so overtly erotic, like a goddess of fertility.

Whenever I looked at my daughter, I felt loopy. She was making out with Terry while slowly jerking him off. She wasn't supposed to be involved in any of this but... fuck. I wasn't man enough to protect her. Wasn't a good enough father.

"Oh, shoot. I just realized we don't have enough room at the table," Renee said, holding the glass bowl. "Honey, will you get two chairs out of your office?"

"That's not necessary, Mom," Faye said, ungluing her mouth from Terry's. "I'll just sit on his lap."

"What a great idea. Orlando, you've been left out so far, would you like to be my chair?"

"I'd love to, miss."

The four tall men made our dining table feel really crowded. My wife swung one leg over Orlando's lap and guided his eight-inch cock inside of her. She slowly worked her way down until she sat on his lap.

"Ohh, you guys have the most amazing cocks," she sighed.

Faye followed suit, impaling herself on the massive Terry. She immediately started fidgeting back and forth as if she were trying to settle in comfortably, but she just kept doing it until I was certain it had nothing to do with her comfort.

"Wow, thish ish mmm gwood," Daquan muttered with a mouth full of banana bread.

"So where are you guys from?" Renee asked, unable to stop herself from grinding her hips.

"Vancouver," Lamar answered. "We're in town for a fitness conference."

It was the weirdest thing. We sat around the table, eating and just talking, as if it were the most normal thing, as if the six of them weren't completely naked and my wife and daughter getting fucked. I reached into my pants to start jerking off again.

"Ew, Dad, nobody wants to see that," Faye cried out in disgust.

"Sorry," I muttered and yanked my hand out again. 

The four of them actually arrived today by plane. Their luggage was outside in the truck and they hadn't even had a chance to see Springfield yet.

"You can stay with us," Renee offered at once. "Isn't that right, Jason? They just have to stay here."

"That is very gracious of you," Daquan said and I started to wonder if that hadn't been their plan all along.

They were using me for cheap accommodation and getting laid at the same time. I was the idiot who invited them.

"How long will you be staying?" I asked.

"Three weeks."

"We'll make sure you ladies are happy every single second, of course," Lamar added.

"Oh yes, I'd love that, oh, mmm," Faye moaned, starting to bounce rather than fidget.

"I gotta say, your daughter's pussy is fucking tight," Lamar chuckled, slapping me on the shoulder.

"Hell yeah it is," Terry, whose cock was inside of Faye, agreed.

"But does she know Kegels like Renee?" Daquan asked.

"What's Kegels?" Faye asked and everyone at the table save for her and me erupted in laughter.

"Oh, you have so much yet to learn about the art of love, my dear," Renee said.

"I'm surprised you're this well-versed, given who you're married to."

Renee chuckled. "What do you think has kept me alive all these years?"

"But you said I was enough," I blurted out.

"Honey," she cooed, looking at me with sad eyes. "I love you but your penis is way too small to satisfy any woman."

"But you never even wanted a threesome before!"

"I was afraid that once I tried a bigger dick, I wouldn't be able to forget what it's like."

"And?"

"And I was right. This is just absolutely mind-blowingly incredible. I wish we had done a threesome now, I don't know why I waited so long."

"Well, we're here for you now," Daquan said.

Faye leaned forward and picked up her phone from the shoved-aside part of the table. She started tapping.

"Please don't tell Emily," I pleaded.

"I'm not. I'm texting my boyfriend."

"You are?"

"Yeah. I'm breaking up with him. No fucking way I'm ever going back to dating white guys."

"You made the right choice, angel," Orlando said and he brushed aside her hair to nuzzle her neck.

"Please don't divorce me, Renee," I begged.

"What? Oh, I haven't even thought about that."

"You haven't?"

"Not really. I mean, other than the sex, we make a pretty good family, right, Faye?"

"I don't care how big Dad's dick is."

It was like a huge weight lifting off my shoulder that I haven't even realized I had been carrying. Ever since the four guys, there had been that fear that Renee was being taken away from me. I never wanted that. 

And it wasn't happening. I leaned back in my chair and smiled. 

I wasn't the only one getting happier. Daquan's erection came back and Lamar was licking his lips while ogling my daughter's pussy.

"I wish I had two more daughters," I said.

Daquan laughed so hard he had tears in his eyes. "You're a good man, James, but that's not necessary."

"Yeah, they got two holes, don't they?"

"What?" Renee gasped.

"That not your thing?" Daquan asked.

"It wasn't before, but... hell, I'm willing to try."

"Anal's great," Faye remarked.

"Then would you please turn around?" Terry asked.

Faye put her feet on his thighs and sat up. Her lips clung to his shaft like they didn't want to let go. She turned around and kissed him. He grabbed his cock and guided it back to her pussy.

She pushed herself back down with obvious satisfaction. She reached back and grabbed both her buttcheeks, pulling them apart, presenting her puckered asshole to the rest of us. "So who's going to get my aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaah!" she yelped as Terry abruptly stood up.

If he even noticed that there was a hundred pound woman clinging to him, he didn't show it. He grabbed her milky white thighs and instructed her to wrap them around his torso, which she did even as gravity impaled her on his beast.

Daquan rose and retrieved his pants, where he pulled two tubes out of the pocket. Lube. He tossed one to Lamar and flipped open the cap. He squeezed a big chunk on his dick and spread it with his fist.

Terry walked toward him with Faye clutching his body like a koala. Daquan pressed his tip between her cheeks and Faye's body flinched before relaxing.

Meanwhile, Renee and Orlando scrambled up. He wasn't nearly as muscular as Terry and didn't try to pick her up. They used the dinner table as a prop. Renee lifted her right left and placed her knee on the tabletop. Orlando stood in front of her and Lamar approached the back.

All I could do was sit there and watch them slowly work their cocks inside both of their assholes. Faye gasped and Renee whimpered. My wife actually placed her mouth on Orlando's shoulder, biting down.

At once, I jumped up—ready to save her—when she let go and rolled her head back. 

"Holy fuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuck," she yelled.

"Wow, wow, wow, wow," Faye muttered at the same time.

Daquan and Terry worked my daughter like an engine. I only saw the back of her head poking out over Daquan's shoulder, otherwise, she was completely wedged between the two of them. 

I couldn't even imagine what she felt. What my wife felt. I could only see Renee's face, mouth agape and eyes closed. Sweat on her forehead. Spit dripping down her chin.

I've never seen her so happy.

She bounced up and down, alternating between "oof" and "ahhhh" depending on whether it was her ass or her pussy being filled.

I picked up my daughter's phone off the table and fortunately it wasn't locked. I just had to get a picture of how beautiful Renee looked. 

And I wanted to capture everything else, too. After taking a few snaps of her face, I started recording.

I got everything on tape. An up-close shot of two enormous black cocks savaging both of Renee's holes, shot from underneath. A take of my daughter suspended mid-air while they rammed mercilessly into her. 

Best of all, I managed to catch Renee and Faye orgasming at the same time, screaming like wild animals with pleasure beyond anything I ever thought possible. 

When the guys had their fill, Renee collapsed on the kitchen table, breathless, sweaty, and exhausted. Cum dripped out of both of her holes, collecting in a pool between her legs. I brushed a wet strand of blonde hair out of her face and kissed her on the lips.

"I love you so much," I whispered.

"Thank you for this," she said.

"Y-y-yes... Thank... you... Daddy," Faye panted.

"No, thank you. This is the best Father's Day ever."



6.
I woke up in the middle of the night, needing to pee. I opened my eyes and for a few moments, I didn't know where I was. I turned on the light but my hand only hit air.

After blinking the sleepiness away, I looked around and realized I was in my daughter's bedroom. I had been banished from my own. The alarm clock said it was half-past two.

Still groggy, I got up and trudged toward the bathroom. 

They were still going at it. I heard their soft moans coming through the thin door of our bedroom. All six of them were in there, except for me. I had to go to work in the morning and Faye had offered me her bed so I could get some sleep.

I did my business and then returned to listen at the door. I couldn't make out anything specific except for guttural moans.

Carefully, as to not disturb them, I opened the door an inch. Faye and Renee were on their backs with Daquan and Terry fucking them missionary style. Slow, measured strokes. Making love.

I closed the door again and returned to Faye's room so I could jerk off. It was a quick business and I used my old shirt to wipe myself clean.

Life was going to be very different from now on but I couldn't be happier.
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